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This story is posted on the Literotica website and the author does not give permission for it to be reposted or reprinted anywhere else without consent. There are 18 chapters to this saga and I strongly encourage you to read them continuously (at least the first time around). I think you will find it fun and funny at times, but don't be misled; this is not a warm and fuzzy romance novel. This story contains nefarious characters whose sole purpose is to get laid, regardless of whom they hurt in the process. The themes of non-consent, reluctance, and betrayal are woven throughout the varying topics of interracial sex, lesbian sex, and wife thieving. If these things appeal to you, I expect you will enjoy it, if they don't, you should read a different story. My hope is you enjoy reading it as much as I did writing it. I encourage you to stay with it all the way through the epilogue as just about everyone gets what is coming to them in the end...
The first chapter could have been categorized as "First Time", but while Jenna's initial sexual foray is pretty hot, the remainder of the chapter is a prelude to other experiences she will endure over the course of the saga.
*****
Jenna Nielsen was in a good mood as she drove to her morning class at Studio Metamorphosis Pilates gym. She'd been instructing the early class the past two years and felt great about the strides being made by her students and friends. The Friday session was her favorite as all of her good friends attended.
The pretty blonde was also excited for the eventful weekend they had planned. Before she left the house, Jenna and her husband Ryan made final plans for the UCLA alumni party tonight and Cole Steele's celebratory bash on Saturday evening. As she cruised in her Audi SUV sipping a Starbucks latte, Jenna reflected on the past eight years since she and Ryan married following their graduation from UCLA. She smiled as she thought about the life they had built together in Pasadena.
Following graduation, the two of them went into real estate and were immediately successful. Two years ago, they assumed ownership of Ryan's father's firm and promptly changed the name from Nielsen Associates to Nielsen & Nielsen Real Estate Professionals, Inc. The business was never more successful than this past year.
In addition to their professional careers, Ryan's and Jenna's personal lives were filled with friends and family connections, social involvement, sports, and outdoor activities. They stayed in great shape and still worked out six days a week in addition to other activities like golf, tennis, racquetball, snowboarding and surfing.
The Nielsen's never missed a UCLA football or basketball home game and sustained lasting relationships with most of their friends from college. Ryan and Jenna also maintained an active sex life which they worked hard to keep fresh and exciting. It wasn't uncommon even after eight years of marriage for them to still make love six or seven days a week. The Nielsen's were one of those young couples that seemingly had it all.
However, over the past few years, a lack of fulfillment had crept into their lives, especially for Jenna. Their seemingly perfect life lacked the one thing they wanted most, children. Ryan was diagnosed with a low sperm count, and as a result they hadn't conceived for the past four years. They had already spent over $20,000 on fertility treatments as Jenna's biological clock ticked and the stress from their conception failures began to cause strife in their marriage. Ryan especially felt more tension in their relationship due to his reproductive inadequacies. Jenna loved her husband very much, but she questioned whether she would ever be truly happy unless she gave birth to children and experienced motherhood. She had those thoughts more frequently these days, but she hoped that strong faith would answer their parenthood prayers.
While she enjoyed her career and was very good in the real estate profession, her ultimate goal was to be a stay-at-home mom. Jenna loved children and was hopeful they would have four or five. But Jenna believed that a positive approach would yield success, so she focused on the good things in their marriage. In spite of their fertility issues, as Jenna's 30th birthday approached she reflected positively on all the good times from their college years and the many wonderful memories since.
*****
Ryan and Jenna met in the dorms their freshman year at UCLA. Neither had dated much in high school. Ryan had been too focused on sports, and Jenna while always cute, was a very late bloomer and viewed by most of the high school boys as a plain Jane.
Jenna turned eighteen in the spring of her senior year. Those boys who had ignored her in the past now regretted their decision to do so. Cute, plain Jenna filled out incredibly by the end of her final semester and wanted nothing to do with those boys now.
Her family went to Hawaii with friends following her graduation and her dad's best friend Mark spent the entire trip fantasizing about fucking the shit out his friend's stunning 18 year old daughter. The Hawaiian sun agreed with her as Jenna blossomed more that summer before she arrived at UCLA. When she made her way onto campus that fall, no one failed to notice Jenna Norris.
Ryan and Jenna were first attracted to each other at freshman orientation. Within weeks they were dating exclusively. They lost their virginity together following a Halloween beach party that fall.
Eighteen year old Ryan Nielsen, 6'-3" tall with tanned skin and So Cal beach blonde good looks, got lots of smiles from all the freshman girls. But in spite of his handsome appearance and the fact that he was a quarterback on the UCLA football team, he felt extremely fortunate to date the hottest girl in the UCLA dorms. To him, Jenna looked like a young Kelly Preston and the night he saw her naked for the first time was embedded in his memory for the rest of his life.
Jenna confessed to Ryan she'd been a late bloomer in high school and that she hadn't hit puberty until the summer before her junior year. She didn't really begin filling out until her senior year. Seeing her now, Ryan thought to himself that God had been very good to her since.
Jenna was now blessed with the kind of body that guys couldn't stop thinking about for a month after passing her on campus. At 5'-5" and stunningly beautiful, she was the envy of every girl in the Sunset Village dorms. Her beautiful piercing blue eyes, high cheek bones and full lips conspired to create an unforgettably beautiful face. And at 34-23-34 with perfect D-cup breasts, her spectacular 18 year old body got lots of looks from her envious female shower mates. They were all jealous that one girl could be blessed with so many amazing assets.
Jenna's natural wavy blonde hair flowed over her narrow shoulders and halfway down her back. Her legs and arms were thin, long and very well toned. She still went to gymnastics class three days a week for the tumbling work that she'd done since she was 8. Jenna inherited the round bubble butt that had probably attracted her dad to her mom many years ago, and the gymnastic work undoubtedly contributed to its rigid perfection.
Two months earlier, Ryan and his dad stood in line at registration when they both noticed a blonde girl with a perfect ass and gorgeous tanned legs in a tight pair of shorts. Ryan's dad said to him at the time, "Son, I think you are going to like it here. I know I'm looking forward to visiting on dad's weekend." That night Ryan's dad pounded his mom doggy style and all he could think about was the wavy blonde with the perfect ass and sexy athletic legs. Little did he know, she would become his daughter-in-law one day.
And while Ryan's dad fantasized about his future daughter-in-law's perfect ass, he hadn't been privy to her entire package. Standing behind her in line did not provide him with the angle to view her gorgeous face and amazing breasts.
As his son peeled off her shirt on the beach that Halloween night, Ryan finally got to see the tits he had fantasized about since he'd first met her weeks before. Straining to be released from their skimpy lace bra, Jenna's natural D-cups were absolutely flawless. As Ryan's trembling hands fumbled with the front bra clasp, he could see her large nipples poking through the thin material. He couldn't help but wonder how a girl this size could have such large perfect looking breasts.
When he got the clasp undone, he was treated to the sight of his life. Never in a magazine or video had he ever seen better breasts. Full, round, and perfectly shaped they stood out like they only slightly felt the effects of gravity. He stared for what seemed like five minutes before he reached out to touch them.
Immediately, Ryan couldn't get over the firmness and weight of each globe as he gently squeezed. He loved the way her nearly silver dollar-sized areolas and large nipples literally pointed toward his face as he gazed down on them. Jenna moaned as Ryan lightly touched her erect nipples. Ryan was the first boy to play with her breasts; she had touched them much the same way herself, but this was so much better.
Ryan quickly kissed her deeply and was reminded of her wet, soft lips and bubble gum tongue. She softly swirled it around in his mouth before pulling away and nibbling and lightly moaning in his ear. They slowly lay down on a beach towel as he kissed his way down her neck and chest before lightly licking her nipples as he softly squeezed her breasts. Ryan wanted this moment to last forever, but he couldn't stop imagining what it would feel like inside her tight virgin pussy.
Ryan now sucked her tits with more enthusiasm and ran his teeth lightly over her rock-hard nubs. He used both hands to bring them together so he could lick and suck them at the same time. Jenna made little moaning sounds as Ryan pleasured her amazing chest. As Ryan sucked her tits he lowered his hand and slid it over her pussy mound. He could feel the heat coming off as he moved his fingers over her tight shorts. He slipped his hand inside the band and was greeted by silky, sopping wet panties. He had fingered other girls in high school, but had never felt anyone so wet.
As Ryan rubbed his fingers over her soft pussy lips Jenna moaned and nearly jumped off the towel. Ryan didn't want to miss the opportunity so he quickly got up on his knees as Jenna lifted her ass to help him remove her shorts. The full moon accentuated the beauty that lay before him. A beautiful, large-breasted, 18 year old virgin with soaking wet panties was waiting to be taken. Ryan knew he would never forget that image for the rest of his life.
Ryan positioned himself between her legs and kissed his way up her thighs until Jenna was shaking with excitement. He slowly peeled her panties down her thighs and all the way to her ankles. He pulled the little soaked garment from her feet and kissed his way back up her trembling legs to her inner thighs. Ryan inhaled Jenna's scent and could no longer control himself; he quickly buried his face in her blonde box. Ryan had never performed orally, but had read and seen enough on the internet and in porn films, to know basically what to do. As he ran his fingers through her bush, he licked her labia in long, slow strokes; Jenna lifted her ass off the towel to meet his tongue. "Ryan your tongue feels so good, please don't stop!"
Ryan loved the scent and taste as he lapped at her protruding pouty lips. He reached up and massaged her tits as he used the thumb on his other hand to gently push back the hood and run his tongue over her swollen clitoris. Jenna's nub was rock hard; she moaned and grabbed his hair with both hands and basically ground her pussy against his face. Ryan loved that she seemed so horny.
He licked her clit excitedly before she enthusiastically exploded. Jenna grunted loudly and contorted her way through an intense orgasm. A little bit of cum actually squirted out as she lifted off the towel. The ejaculation took Ryan by surprise, but he lapped it up and kissed his way up her body to her mouth. Ryan wasn't sure if Jenna would be grossed-out to taste her own cum, but she passionately kissed him and hungrily swirled her tongue around in his mouth. The answer to that question was a resounding "no"!
The next thing out of Jenna's mouth blew his mind, "Now that you've tasted my cum, I want to suck your cock and taste yours!" Ryan quickly stood as Jenna frantically unbuckled his belt. She rubbed her hand over the bulge and fumbled with the button. Once undone, she hurriedly unzipped his shorts and pulled them down to his ankles. She did the same with his boxer shorts. The gorgeous blonde stared at his hard cock as it stood facing the stars.
Jenna reached out and nervously stroked it with her trembling fingers. She had never felt a penis before; Jenna was amazed at how hot it felt in her hand as she slowly squeezed it while admiring its hardness. At about 6 1/2 inches, Ryan's cock was above average in length and girth; it felt really big in her inexperienced little hand. She stroked it slowly as she alternated between staring at it and looking into Ryan's rolled-back eyes. Jenna eventually worked her way to the head and softly squeezed. She was fascinated by the way it felt, "How could it be so hard and so soft at the same time?" She saw a large drop of liquid form at the hole at the top. Jenna instinctively ran her fingers over the tip and spread the slippery stuff around on Ryan's head and shaft. The handsome QB had gotten a few hand-jobs in high school, but never by anyone who looked like Jenna Norris. He groaned as she worked the pre-cum up and down his dick.
Jenna reached out with her other hand to massage his balls. She wasn't sure exactly why, but she was infatuated with men's testicles. Jenna had seen a few porn movies and she always got aroused when the film focused on the actor's balls and when cum squirted from his cock. She slowly massaged Ryan's testicles and instantly felt herself getting moist. She loved the way his soft scrotum felt in her hand. Ryan's balls were about the size of small walnuts. "I like the way your balls feel Ryan, do you want me to put them in my mouth?"
"Yes please," he groaned as she brought her mouth close enough for him to feel her breath. She stuck out her tongue and licked his sack. His knees nearly buckled as she took one and then the other between her lips.
Jenna pulled away, spit on his shaft and stroked it with her other hand before returning to lick his entrancing nuts. She sensed that she was bringing him close to climax. The erotic experience was having an effect on her too; the thought of him shooting his cum on her face was arousing her to no end. She licked her way up and down the shaft and when she put it back in her mouth, it was too much for Ryan to take, "Jenna if you don't stop now, I'm going to cum!"
"Ryan please cum for me, I want to see it shoot out." She swirled her tongue wildly around the head and massaged his shaft quickly with her hand as he grunted.
"Here it comes!" Jenna frantically stroked his cock as she pulled back so she could watch. Ryan closed his eyes as the first stream spewed an inch or so from the head and down her hand. The second shot landed on her chin and neck. She then lowered her face as the last couple of streams dribbled across her lips and into her mouth.
Ryan looked down to see his cum partially coating her beautiful lips and chin. He felt an incredible sense of satisfaction, but he clearly wasn't expecting what else he witnessed. Jenna was trembling and shaking from the effects of her own orgasm. He couldn't believe it, but she had actually climaxed without physical stimulation. His stunning girlfriend was panting heavily, but still smacked her lips together and lapped up most of the rest of his jis. She took his cock back in her mouth and licked it clean. "That was amazing Jenna, I never thought a blow-job would be that good!"
It had been every bit as good for her; she already looked forward to doing it again. And while Jenna didn't love her first taste of semen, it wasn't nearly as bad as most of her girlfriends had said. Plus the excitement she got from satisfying him and watching him spew his load had initiated a new spark within her. She realized quickly she really liked giving head.
They lay on the towel kissing for several minutes before Ryan reached down and massaged Jenna's tits again. Her nipples were hard immediately; she sucked on his tongue as it entered her mouth. Jenna's hand found its way to Ryan's hard cock; she stroked him with long, slow strokes as he tweaked and gently pulled on her sensitive nipples. Suddenly, Jenna looked into Ryan's eyes and whispered, "Ryan I want you to make love to me, please fuck me tonight!"
Ryan didn't need to be asked twice! He nervously climbed on top and kissed her neck and around her tits. He clumsily grabbed his shaft and brought the head to the entrance of her virgin hole. He rubbed it up and down her slippery slit as they both trembled with excitement. Ryan kept this up until Jenna nearly begged him to put it inside. Ryan awkwardly guided it to the entrance and pushed. After encountering resistance, her hymen popped and the head of his cock buried its way inside. She shrieked in pain. He immediately asked if he should pull out.
"No, I will get used to it in a few minutes, please just go really slow," Jenna urged. Ryan tantalizingly worked it into her incredibly tight virgin hole. His beautiful girlfriend was in obvious discomfort, but encouraged him to keep going. He couldn't believe how tight she felt given the wetness that was leaking from her loins. Eventually Ryan felt his balls bottom out against her ass. "I can't believe how big it feels Ryan, please keep it there while I get used to it."
It felt to him like he was in a velvet vise, as her tight wet tunnel performed unfair ministrations on his cock. When Jenna gave him the go ahead, he very slowly pulled back an inch or two before pushing back in again. The feeling was indescribable as Jenna moaned and emitted guttural catlike sounds. Feeling the wonderful sensation engulfing his cock and hearing her moans was too much for Ryan to take. "Oh fuck, I'm going to cum Jenna!"
She screamed, "Ryan I'm not on the pill, you need to pull it out!" He barely had time to do just that before his cum squirted onto her blonde bush and stomach. Jenna watched excitedly as his white runny paste coated the area just above her mound. She reached down, scooped some his load onto her fingers and enticingly brought it up to her heaving breasts. She slowly massaged the cream around her gorgeous tits.
This was one of the most erotic things Ryan had ever seen! He lay beside her and apologized for cumming so fast, but she said not to worry as it was a little painful for her anyway. They both lay there under the moonlight, basking in the glow of their first time fuck.
In the following weeks, they fucked like rabbits every chance they got. Ryan quickly realized that Jenna was willing to try just about anything in bed and it didn't take her long to get really good at anything new. He also came to the incredible realization that his hot girlfriend was a borderline nymphomaniac. She constantly wanted sex and was the one to initiate it nearly every time they made love.
Jenna loved to give him head and like that first night, he witnessed several occasions when she came when he shot his load in her mouth or on her face. Most of the time she would do it without physical stimulation but as her confidence grew, she wasn't afraid to play with herself as his climax approached. On a few occasions, her cum squirted from her slit as it did that first night. The two young lovers fucked in every position they could think of, but Jenna especially loved it from behind as Ryan would hold her hanging tits or play with her clit. One night he inserted a finger in her butt as she neared her climax, the sensation was indescribable and she experienced one of her intense squirting orgasms. Ryan made a mental note to do that a lot more often!



And while Ryan never tired of her sweet bubble ass while doing her from behind, he also loved when she would ride him while her heavy breasts bounced in his face. On a Sunday morning following a fraternity party, Jenna brought a bottle of baby oil to bed. She said, "I'm on my period, so today I will pleasure you Ryan." She gave him a full oiled body massage before she covered his genitals and erotically stroked and massaged him for nearly an hour. Ryan had noticed that she would spend an inordinate amount of attention on his testicles during their love making. She seemed to be infatuated with his tender sack and his ejaculation. This morning, she playfully squeezed his nuts and stroked his cock with her oil covered hands, consistently bringing him to the edge of climax before backing off and doing it again. She did this over and over before Ryan finally shot his load all over her hands. She erotically milked the last of his cum before licking her fingers. Following the slippery hand job he said to her, "You are absolutely amazing Jenna; I'm falling in love with you."
She smiled and kissed him, "I'm falling in love with you too Ryan!" They nuzzled together; Ryan quickly dozed off with a smile on his face. Before Jenna fell asleep she quickly got out of bed and changed her panties; not because she had bled through her protection, but because this was his day of pleasure and she didn't want to tell him that she had cum in her panties yet again. As she climbed back into bed, a naughty smile came across her lips; she had something special for him when he awoke.
They slept the day away until Ryan awoke to a room dimly lit by candles and soft music. Jenna stroked his cock with oiled hands. A purple babydoll and g-string that she'd purchased at a friend's lingerie party recently, gripped her phenomenal body. The upper section was sheer with strategically placed sequins that did very little to conceal her beautiful tits. The lower part was sheer as well, but the material was intentionally darker to leave a little more to the imagination. Under the baby doll, she wore a lavender g-string with more sheer material across the front. Ryan could just barely make out the curls of her blonde bush through the little window. "Oh my God Jenna, you look incredible!"
Jenna slowly got up and pulled him to the edge of the bed. She turned so he could see her exposed ass. She slowly danced to the erotic music. Her ass swayed in a sexy fashion; Ryan grabbed and stroked himself. She turned and massaged her huge tits through the sheer material. Jenna danced right up in front of his face before slipping her hand down the front of her panties. She tangled her fingers in her pubes before lowering her hand and sexily playing with her clit. Eventually Jenna slipped her wet fingers from her panties and brought them to her mouth.
Ryan was ready to explode. Jenna pulled his hand from his cock and backed her ass into his lap. She handed him the oil. Ryan knew what she wanted; her crack was soon covered in the slippery liquid. Jenna pressed backwards and slid her oiled butt up and down against his hard cock. He reached around for her tits, but she teasingly pushed his hands away.
After several minutes, Jenna turned back around and got down on her knees. She peeled the straps from her shoulders; the lingerie slipped down around her waist. Her full tits bounced freely. "Coat them with oil stud!" She helped him massage her oil covered boobs before moving them to his cock. She wrapped them around it and slid slowly up and down the shaft. Ryan was in heaven, but it got even better as she started talking dirty to him in an attempt to get him off: "Fuck my tits with your rock hard cock stud", "I'm soaking wet from your hot dick fucking my boobs baby", "I can't wait for you to shoot your hot cum all over my tits and in my mouth lover!" It was like something right out of a porn film.
Jenna tweaked her nipples as she increased the pace; Ryan couldn't hold out any longer. His head fell backwards as 3 or 4 streams spewed on her tits and neck. She reached for his balls, lowered her mouth and sucked the last of the cum from his cock. As she had done in the past, she erotically massaged his load around her tits and licked her fingers clean. As Ryan breathlessly recovered from his climax and stared down at Jenna's perfect face and body, he knew this was the woman he would marry one day.
Ryan fell in love with her right from the outset, but as time went by he quickly realized that in addition to being stunningly beautiful, Jenna was smart, witty, funny, driven, and very independent. He knew she would be successful in the professional world after college. She would make a great wife and he would be an absolute fool to let her get away. He wasn't ever going to let that happen...or so he thought.
*****
Their first two years of college went by in a blur. They fell more deeply in love as their sex life blossomed. Jenna was insatiable and wanted his dick all the time. It wasn't uncommon while studying in her dorm room for her to stealthily take off her top or her panties and say, "Ryan do you think you could help me with this problem?" He would turn and see her tweaking her nipples or playing with her clit. Passionate sex always ensued.
Jenna also loved to surprise him with spontaneous sex on campus. She scouted out the most private bathrooms and would periodically text him between classes to see if he wanted to "get together for coffee" or "just to talk". When he would inevitably arrive like Pavlov's dog, she would lead him to one of her scouted locations and lock the door behind them. Jenna never failed to swallow his load before they went on to their next class. Sometimes they would blow off the rest of their schedule and head back to the dorms for wild afternoon sex.
Jenna also kept naked pictures of herself on her phone. Occasionally she'd text him one out of the blue and say, "This chick wants to fuck your brains out tonight" or "These boobs want to be coated with your hot cream baby." Ryan would walk around campus half-stiff and happily oblige when they got back home.
Ryan and Jenna both moved to off campus apartments their sophomore year and the privacy afforded by the new housing situation contributed to their active sex life. They slept together nearly every night at one place or the other.
Ryan's roommates were always jealous that he was the one fucking beautiful Jenna Norris. Ryan's nerdy computer geek roommate Jason constructed a listening device that he could attach to the common wall he shared with Ryan. Jason would go to his room as soon as Ryan and Jenna went to bed. The nerd would masturbate to the sounds of Jenna's naughty bedroom behavior and moaning climaxes. Aside from Ryan, Jason was the only person who knew that Ryan's gorgeous girlfriend was a closet nymphomaniac. After a semester, Ryan figured out what Jason was up to and kicked his ass before booting the little pervert out.
Ryan and Jenna were one of the few couples that remained together throughout their college experience. Most of their friends would enter in and out of relationships on a weekly basis. Ryan and Jenna had a few minor breakups, but were never unfaithful to one another. That is, until one erotic affair...
*****
That summer following their sophomore year Ryan and Jenna attended summer school. Unfortunately, because they would both be changing apartments in the fall, they had no place to live until the new semester. Jenna answered several ads for rooms to rent, but she couldn't find anyone who would rent on a month to month lease.
In frustration, Jenna answered an ad for a room at a beach house in Santa Monica. It was more than she wanted to pay, but she thought it would be fun to live near the ocean for the summer. She hadn't asked the question about the lease on the phone as she thought maybe if the landlord had a chance to meet her first; he or she would like her enough to agree to the deal. That definitely turned out to be the case!
Jenna pulled up at the quaint little house and as she walked up the driveway, a dark haired girl in a tight spandex jogging outfit was coming out the door. Jenna introduced herself; the girl sheepishly admitted in a slight French accent that she had forgotten about their appointment and was heading down for a run on the beach. The girl invited Jenna in and poured her some iced tea as she apologized again for the scheduling mix-up. She introduced herself as Andrea Dubois and told Jenna she was finishing up her grad work at Pepperdine. She had moved from France when she was 18 to attend college in the U.S. but would be moving back home at the end of the summer. After 7 years in the U.S. she was bummed that her time in the states was coming to an end.
Her father had purchased the house as a place for Andrea while she lived in Southern California. The place was small with only 2 bedrooms and a shared bathroom, which in the back of Jenna's mind might be the deal-breaker when she mentioned Ryan. Andrea showed Jenna around the house and the backyard in which Jenna noticed contained a working hot tub. The two of them really hit it off in spite of Andrea being 5 years her senior.
Jenna finally inquired about the lease. Andrea said it wouldn't be a problem because her dad was going to sell the place at the end of summer anyway. He had asked Andrea to try and find a roommate these last few months to reduce his debt load. Jenna then told her about Ryan. Andrea's first reaction was one of disappointment not objection, which surprised Jenna a little. But after pondering it for a few minutes Andrea said she would consider it if she liked him when they met. They agreed that Ryan and Jenna would come back the following night. As Jenna headed down the walkway to her car, Andrea stealthily checked out her amazing ass.
Jenna and Ryan arrived the following night and it didn't take long for Andrea to agree to rent them the room. She would later admit that unless Ryan had been an axe murderer, she was going to rent the room to Jenna regardless. It was a bonus that her boyfriend was cute as well.
Since Ryan and Jenna couldn't drink at the restaurant, Andrea bought beers and they picked up fish tacos from the bean wagon. The three of them hung out on the beach while getting to know each other better. Having a roommate who was over 21 was a bonus perk that Ryan and Jenna were already excited about. As they drove back home that night they agreed that Andrea seemed really nice. Ryan thought to himself that she was pretty fucking hot too. She was about the same height as Jenna, and from what he could tell she had great legs, a really nice ass and perky tits. She reminded him of the French actress Sophie Marceau from the movie Braveheart. Ryan was also intrigued by her tongue ring.
*****
Saturday, July 14th
Ryan and Jenna moved in that Saturday. They put most of their stuff in storage but squeezed Ryan's king-sized bed into their little room. They brought as few clothes as possible; the little closet wasn't made for two. Andrea helped them unload Ryan's car which afforded her an opportunity to check out her new roommates. Ryan took off his shirt to get some So Cal sun; Andrea deviously admired his muscular arms, chest, and six-pack abs. She had learned from their talk on the beach that he played quarterback at UCLA.
Jenna wore a short sundress with thin straps that accentuated her narrow shoulders, gymnast's arms and long tanned legs. Andrea suspected her new roommate's breasts were enhanced, she doubted such a petite girl could have such large natural tits. Regardless, they were spectacular and the cute dress showed plenty of cleavage.
Andrea showed them how to use the controls on the hot tub; they invited her to join them for a dip later. She said she had a date, but would happily take a rain check. Jenna and Ryan were making dinner when Andrea headed out the door for her date. Ryan noticed Andrea looking really hot in her low cut top and short skirt. She caught him staring; she smiled and winked over her shoulder as she headed out the door.
Not long after Andrea departed, Jenna grabbed Ryan's cock through his shorts. "I'm really horny, let's skip dinner and go have some fun in the hot tub!"
Ryan exclaimed, "Dinner's almost ready and I'm hungry!"
"Suit yourself." Jenna said as she walked out of the kitchen and flipped up her skirt; she wasn't wearing panties. Ryan immediately realized the errors of his ways. He turned off the stove, grabbed the bottle of wine and quickly followed. When he entered the bedroom, the door closed behind him. "Go sit on the bed and close your eyes fucker," was all he heard. Ryan set the bottle down, closed his eyes, and sat down on the edge of the bed. Thirty seconds passed before Jenna spoke again, "I know you're hungry stud, open your eyes and see what's for dinner!"
Ryan opened his eyes to a beautiful sight; Jenna was completely naked and her trimmed muff was less than a foot in front of his face. He reached out, grabbed her ass with both hands and buried his face in her snatch. She giggled as his tongue slid across her clit, "Not so fast big boy, this body wants to be taken in the hot tub, take me outside and fuck me!"
Ryan scooped her up and carried her outside. They barely made it into the tub before Jenna jumped up on the edge and spread her legs wide. Ryan ate her pussy to a squirting cum before she wildly sucked his cock and swallowed his load. After kissing and fondling for less than a minute, Jenna fed Ryan her tits once again. She then told him to climb back on the edge so she could suck him hard. Once that was accomplished, she climbed up and gripped the sides of the tub and begged Ryan to take her from behind.
As erotic as the setting was for both of them, Ryan didn't have his best stuff. For some reason, he couldn't maintain a hard-on after Jenna had sucked him off. He wasn't sure if it was the hot water or the thought of Andrea catching them in the act, but he wasn't himself. They fucked around in the tub for another 30 minutes before going back inside. They were in bed before midnight.
Ryan lay on top of the sheets feeling a strong sense of inadequacy. He had eaten her pussy before she sucked him off, but for the first time he could remember, he couldn't keep a hard-on after he shot his load. Their intercourse was frustratingly mediocre in spite of Jenna's arousal. She was like a caged tiger; she was always enthusiastic when it came to sex, but tonight she was insatiable and he simply couldn't keep up. It was the first time he could remember having to tell her he couldn't go anymore. She said it was "okay" and that she "understood" but he knew she wasn't satisfied.
An hour later, Jenna woke when Andrea came home. Lying next to Ryan as he slept, she lowered her hand into her panties as she listened to what transpired outside.
*****
Sunday, July 15th, 11:20 a.m.
The following morning the two of them went for a run on the beach before stopping for coffee. As they walked back to the house, Jenna asked Ryan if he had heard Andrea and her date in the hot tub the previous night. Ryan said that he passed out and hadn't heard a thing.
She said she hoped we weren't that loud when we were in there.
That piqued Ryan's interest and he asked, "They were talking loud?"
"No they were fucking loud!"
"How do you know they were fucking?" He asked stupidly.
Jenna looked at him and rolled her eyes, "I think I know what good fucking sounds like; Andrea was moaning and grunting out his name over and over, Paulo, Paulo," Jenna recounted, "he must be really big because she couldn't stop telling him how much she loved his huge cock." Ryan was getting a boner as he listened to Jenna recount Andrea's fuckfest.
As they walked up to the house a tall, dark, well-built Spanish looking guy was just leaving. They introduced themselves and he said, "Hi I'm Paulo, nice to meet you." They shook hands and exchanged hello's before he walked out to the street. Ryan and Jenna glanced at each other and giggled.
Ryan whispered, "The infamous Paulo!"
"With the really big cock," finished Jenna. Again they laughed.
From his car, Paulo eyed Andrea's new roommate in her skin-tight running gear. He watched as she and her boyfriend laughed about something on the porch. The blonde was even hotter than Andrea had said. Suddenly a thought crossed his mind; he checked his watch which read 11:30 a.m. Paulo hurried home, hopeful his suspicions were correct.
*****
Later that afternoon, Ryan and Jenna went down to the beach. It was a typical sunny 80 degree day in Southern California. They laid out their towels and applied 4 SPF Hawaiian Tropic suntan oil. Ryan had on the cool board shorts that Jenna got him for his birthday. Jenna wore a skimpy two piece red bikini with spaghetti straps. "Damn, I get horny looking at you in that suit." Ryan told her. He wasn't the only one, over the next couple of hours a dozen guys stumbled up and down the beach in front of them trying to get a better look at Jenna.
Twenty minutes later Jenna said, "Hey that looks like Andrea lying on that towel with her friend; we should go over and say hi." Just as they started to get up, Ryan noticed that Andrea and her friend started kissing. He tapped Jenna on the shoulder and by the time she turned to look, Andrea and her friend were fully making out. Her friend was blonde with hair that went all the way down her back; she looked to be a little smaller than Andrea. Ryan couldn't really see her face but she had a smoking little body in her black bikini.
Jenna slapped Ryan on the arm and told him to stop staring. They sat back down and looked the other way. "Wow, she really gets around," Jenna said, "first big Paulo last night and now the little blonde!"
"Maybe the blonde is a transvestite with a really big cock," Ryan laughed at his own joke.
Jenna smiled and said, "You're terrible!" For the next hour or so, they took turns glancing over at Andrea and her girlfriend as they rolled around on the beach. Ryan turned onto his stomach so Jenna couldn't see the hard-on he sported from the lesbian show. Eventually, Ryan fell asleep and awoke a while later as Andrea and the cute blonde walked up holding hands. "Hey guys, this is my friend Kristen. Kristen these are my new roommates I told you about."
"Nice to meet you both, Andrea has already told me a lot about you." The blonde said cheerily. Ryan could now see her face was on par with her body. She was 5'-3" and about 100 pounds with perky tits and a really nice ass. She looked like Elisha Cuthbert with longer hair. He also couldn't help but notice that both Kristen and Andrea were doing a lot of looking and smiling at Jenna. As Ryan watched Andrea checking out his girlfriend, Kristen startled him when she said, "Andrea tells me you play for UCLA, I was a cheerleader there four years ago, go Bruins!"
"Uh...yeah go Bruins," Ryan replied, still a little distracted by the whole situation.
"We are headed back up to the house in a couple of minutes, maybe we'll see you up there in a bit," Andrea chimed.
After they left Jenna said, "Wow, she sure seems comfortable in her own skin. She didn't do anything to hide her relationship with her blonde friend."
"Why would she, that chick is pretty fucking hot!" Ryan said with a smirk.
"Keep it in your pants pervert!" Jenna smiled back at him.
"By the way...I think the girls were scoping you out."
"What...who?" Jenna asked.
"Andrea and the little blonde."
"No way, you're just imagining things because you saw them kissing."
"Jenna, why wouldn't they? They obviously both like girls and you are the hottest thing on this beach. Your fucking tits should be illegal in that bikini!"



"Oh shut up Ryan!" She said with a nervous laugh. "Let's talk about something else."
As Jenna sat there thinking about what Ryan had said, she got a very weird feeling. "What if they were checking me out? Do I want to live in the same house with a bi-sexual girl who finds me attractive?" Ryan and Jenna hung out for another hour before heading back to the house. When they arrived, Andrea's door was closed. Ryan made margaritas and they kicked back listening to some Red Hot Chili Peppers.
Eventually Andrea and Kristen emerged. Kristen's hair was mussed and a slight sheen glistened on her skin. She said goodbye and again Ryan noticed the hot blonde checking out his girlfriend's tits as she made her way to the door. He watched as Kristen and Andrea kissed on the front porch before Andrea came back inside. On her way in, she caught Ryan staring again; she gave him another very sly wink and a smile.
The next week was hectic as their summer school schedules kept them very busy. It was now late-July and Ryan would be leaving for summer football camp in the morning. He'd be staying in the dorms all week and he and Jenna wouldn't have a chance to see one another the entire time. Jenna broke out the purple babydoll and oil and they fucked all night long. At one point as she was riding his cock with her tits bouncing inside the shear fabric of the lingerie, she huskily growled, "I hope you won't forget about me while you're at camp this week."
"Are you kidding, this vision will be engrained in my mind for a month!"
*****
Monday, July 23rd
(Following day)
Jenna dropped Ryan off at camp and attended her classes on campus. When she got home, Andrea and Paulo were drinking beers and had just ordered pizza. She soaked down a few of her own and the three of them were soon feeling no pain. "Let's go for a dip in the hot tub!" Andrea suggested.
"That's a great idea," Paulo replied as he looked over at Jenna. She felt more than a little uncomfortable going into the tub with only the two of them after what she'd heard the previous week and after what Ryan said about Andrea scoping her out, but she didn't have a legitimate excuse and was too buzzed to refuse anyway.
Andrea then said, "Great, but I have a rule in the hot tub, no clothes allowed!" Jenna started to argue, but Andrea laughed and said, "My house, my rules!" Jenna looked at her incredulously before heading to her room. She nervously debated how she wanted to handle the situation, but she finally decided to go ahead with it. She walked outside wearing only a towel. Paulo and Andrea were already in the tub and were laughing and kissing. As Jenna approached they both watched as she climbed all the way into the water before removing her towel.
"That's cheating," Andrea kidded and they all laughed. They drank a few more beers before Jenna's tension began to subside. Andrea was now really fucked up and kept popping in and out of the water as they all told stories and jokes. She obviously wasn't shy about Jenna seeing her naked. Jenna could easily understand why she'd caught Ryan staring at Andrea on a couple of occasions; she was very pretty and had some really nice breasts.
Paulo jumped out of the tub and grabbed his nearby backpack. Jenna stealthily checked out his muscular ass as he leaned over to grab it. And though it was semi-dark, as he came back to the tub Jenna could see his big thick flaccid dick as it hung down at least 6 inches. His huge balls splashed as he jumped back into the tub. Jenna found herself getting horny as she saw the two of them naked for the first time.
Paulo pulled out a pipe and offered Jenna some weed. She respectfully declined as drugs weren't her thing. She had an uncle who OD'd when she was a little girl and she swore she would never try them. Andrea and Paulo had no such inhibitions, they each took several hits and got really baked. Jenna herself was soon dizzy from the combination of the beers, the hot water, and the second hand smoke.
Suddenly, she felt someone's foot rubbing her leg. At first she thought it was Paulo, but she soon realized it was Andrea. Jenna wasn't sure what to do, so she remained still, hoping it was an accident. Andrea's foot inched further up her leg to her thigh, Jenna concluded this was definitely no accident. Andrea's toes felt really good, but she had never been touched intimately by a girl and it was making her nervous. When her foot touched Jenna's pussy, she froze with fear. Andrea slid her toes up and down her slit several times before Jenna practically screamed, "Guys I'm getting really dizzy from the beer and the heat, I'm going to go to bed."
Andrea and Paulo pleaded with her to stay, but she said she was really fucked up and tired. The dry towels were sitting on a lounge chair about 10 feet away. She quickly climbed out of the tub and hurried over to grab one. Although it was relatively dark, Andrea and Paulo got an eyeful of Jenna's body when she did so. Once wrapped in the towel, she thanked them for a fun night and went inside. Andrea quietly said to Paulo, "Wow, she has a hot fucking body, I thought those big tits were fake before, but now I'm not so sure?"
"Oh they're real and they're fucking spectacular! Her little round ass needs a good hard pounding by a real man. I'd turn that horny little thing into a cum slut!" Paulo growled with clenched teeth.
"Horny little thing? Whoa there cowboy, you picked all that up by seeing her naked for five seconds? How do you know they're real and that she doesn't get pounded by a real man? Her boyfriend's pretty fucking cute and he looks good with his shirt off."
"Trust me, I know these things!"
Andrea gave him a quizzical look before going on, "I was rubbing my toes on her pussy before she jumped out of the tub, I think if she had stayed, we'd both be getting a piece of that right now. There's something about her, she seems innocent, but I think she's a tiger underneath that girl-next-door façade."
Paulo didn't respond, but he knew the truth.
Back in her room, Jenna was a jumble of nerves and excitement. She couldn't recall ever being attracted to girls, but Andrea touching her had really turned her on. Also she couldn't get the image of Paulo's huge package out of her mind. Jenna had never been unfaithful to Ryan, but the thought of sex with Andrea and Paulo made her dripping wet. For a fleeting moment, the thought of walking back out completely naked and giving herself to them crossed her mind. "No I can't do that to Ryan..."
Instead, as Jenna climbed into bed, she reached into her drawer and pulled out her vibrator and Vaseline. She listened for the inevitable sounds of Andrea and Paulo's lovemaking. She lubed up her toy and slowly rubbed it across her swollen pussy lips. When she heard Andrea's moans, she flipped the switch and rubbed it over her clit. She could still hear the sound of their passionate sex above the hum of the vibrator. Jenna fucked herself for more than an hour. Several orgasms later, she was eventually lost in ecstasy and failed to realize that Andrea and Paulo had come inside. As Andrea passed her room, she listened closely and heard the unmistakable hum of a vibrator. She smiled to herself as she actually heard Jenna climax. "I knew it!"
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Tuesday, July 24th 8:30 a.m.
The following morning as Jenna emerged from her room; Andrea was madly scrambling around while packing her suitcase. "Good morning sleepyhead," Andrea chimed.
"Are you going somewhere?"
Andrea laughed and said, "Remember I told you a while back that a couple of girlfriends and I were heading down to San Diego for a few days."
"That's right...when are you coming home?"
Andrea thought about it for a minute and said, "Friday? Uh, yeah Friday."
"Oh you come home the same day as Ryan; we should do something together next weekend."
Andrea thought to herself, "Eight hours ago I was rubbing her pussy with my toes, then I hear her climaxing on her vibrator and now she wants to hang out this weekend; I like where this is going..."That sounds great Jenna, but you're on your own for a few days. There's beer and wine in the fridge, help yourself. Enjoy your alone time, but don't do anything I wouldn't do," the pretty brunette replied enthusiastically with a smile and a wink. That statement, while benign at the time, would have been much more apropos if she had said 'anyone' instead.
They both laughed and hugged before Andrea surprised her with a wet kiss on the lips before she ran out the door to her friends waiting SUV. The kiss had come out of nowhere and lingered a bit longer than a goodbye kiss between friends would normally last, but before Jenna could respond or object, Andrea was on her way to San Diego.
Jenna thought back to the previous evening, "I can't believe she rubbed my pussy last night with her toes; OMG, Ryan was right!" As she pondered those thoughts, she tried to convince herself that Andrea's bold move was a bad thing, but the more she thought about it the more it aroused her.
Jenna had lots of studying to do, but didn't have any class on Tuesdays except gymnastics. She didn't feel like battling traffic, so she skipped her gym class and went for a run; she'd do a double session on Thursday to make it up. Her gym teacher had a special liking for Jenna and wouldn't have a problem with it.
After her run, she studied at the beach for a few hours before she came back home in the early afternoon and took a shower. After lunch, she spent most of the afternoon doing research on the internet. The blonde made herself an early dinner of shrimp salad and poured a glass of white wine.
Jenna got a text from Ryan that practice sucked, but that he had moved up one more spot on the depth chart. He said he missed her and couldn't wait to see her on Friday. Jenna replied back that she missed him too and told him to be safe; she then said she would have a surprise for him when he got back.
Ironically, the surprise she would have for him was not the one she had in mind. No, this surprise would be a shocker.
*****
Tuesday, July 24th 5:45 p.m.
(Moments later)
Just as Jenna finished her text to Ryan, the house phone rang. She answered; it was Andrea's boyfriend Paulo on the other end of the line. "Hello Jenna, this is Paulo, I left some of my stuff at Andrea's and I'm heading to Spain in the morning, do you mind if I stop by to pick it up?"
"No not at all Paulo, I'm just hanging out."
"I'll be there in 15 minutes; I live just across town."
Jenna's mind flashed to the previous night when she'd seen his big cock splash in the hot tub. She felt a little nervous about being alone with this guy she barely knew, but suspected Andrea was a good judge of character. He'd seemed trustworthy enough.
Paulo Garcia was a lot of things, but trustworthy was not one of them.
He wasn't actually a bad guy, but the only two things he really cared about were surfing and getting laid. He would say or do anything to get in the pants of any hot girl he set his sights on; most of the time he succeeded. The Spaniard had come to the states on vacation four years previously and never left. He quickly learned that his muscled body, rugged good looks, and European accent were kryptonite for California girls.
Paulo was born into money and never really worked a day in his life. When he was 22 he inherited a large chunk of cash and decided to travel the world. He spent time in Italy, Greece, and Australia before arriving in the United States. Once he got a taste of American pussy, he concluded Southern California was the place for him.
For the past 4 years he had surfed up and down the So Cal coast from San Diego to Santa Barbara. Along the way his big Spanish cock left its mark in just about every town along the way. College co-eds, horny girlfriends, young professional women, and stay-at-home moms had all fallen victim to his charms.
"Charms" was probably too flattering a term for what they got from Paulo Garcia. What they really received was a sound and thorough fucking from the well-hung Spanish ne'er-do-well.
Three years previously, the Spaniard hooked up with a sexy French bartender named Andrea Dubois at a place in Santa Monica. The two of them realized quickly they were kindred spirits with one very important thing in common...they both really liked to fuck; the kinkier and dirtier the sex the better. But the thing that made Andrea stand out from most of the girls that Paulo 'dated' was she liked pussy every bit as much as he did. Since their first hook up, the pair had bed at least a dozen chicks together. They both had a knack for picking up women and would do everything necessary to coerce their sex partners into 3-way hook-ups whenever possible. Paulo would sing the praises of Andrea's magical tongue and she would talk-up his big fat cock.
Andrea and Paulo had the perfect open relationship. No strings attached. No commitments. Just great sex whenever either of them wanted it. Sometimes they would fuck three times-a-day, other times they'd go weeks at a time without seeing each other. The frequent hookups usually coincided with new Ménage a trois partners.
One such target was a hot young thing named Anna Francis who Paulo met at the gym. She was a gorgeous 27-year-old American born, middle-eastern heritage MILF with really nice tits and an ass that wouldn't quit. Her husband traveled every week for work. Paulo suspected the Caucasian hubby did well in the professional world as Anna was always dressed to the nine's and drove a $150,000 BMW. Paulo also suspected the guy had some shortcomings in the sack.
Paulo noticed the hot wife checking out his bulge while on the bench at the gym. He struck up a conversation and after making small talk, offered to buy her a protein shake following their workout.
The Muslim mommy got her protein drink that afternoon, but it wasn't cold and sweet and made with special care by the barista at the club. No, it was hot and salty and sprayed wildly down her throat courtesy of Paulo Garcia's big Spanish cock.
As his new lover left his apartment three hours later he watched from his second story window. His balls were completely drained and his new married fuck-toy walked out to her car with a noticeable limp. Paulo couldn't wipe the satisfied grin off his face as he playfully tossed his trusty Ben Wa balls up in the air as he watched her. Anna's expensive BMW looked conspicuously out of place navigating through the 1970's VW vans and 25-year-old Subaru wagons with surfboards on top. "She'll be spending lots of time here!"
Anna's nanny earned her pay over the next month. Little Adam Jr's mommy couldn't get enough big Spanish cock and spent countless hours at Paulo's apartment. Initially the hot little MILF was nervous and naïve in bed, but in the weeks since, while Adam Francis Sr. was away on business, his wife's Latin lover turned her into a kinky wildcat in the sack.
Anna Francis also fucked her new boyfriend like a minx in her marital bed. One night little Adam Jr. sat up crying as his mommy moaned and cried so loudly that it awoke him. It was hard to blame the poor little guy; the screams coming from his mommy's bedroom as Paulo took her in the ass for the first time would have awoken the dead.
It wasn't long before Paulo told Andrea about his new sex toy and showed her pictures of them fucking from a hidden camera in his bedroom. Andrea quickly responded, "She's fucking hot Paulo! She's married huh?"
"Yeah, but the husband's lacking in the cock department. I'm already taking her in the ass and she can't get enough of it, I think I can get her into a Ménage a trois. Are you up for it?"
"You fucking bet I am! Don't forget I'm French dipshit... when can we do it?"
"He leaves for Germany tomorrow morning. She'll drop him off at LAX at 10:00 a.m. I would expect a knock on my door by 10:45 a.m.; be ready when I text you!"
At 11:30 a.m. the following morning while fucking her doggy style, Paulo grabbed Anna's ass cheeks and asked if she'd ever had sex with a woman. She said she had a gay roommate in college who hit on her a few times, but they never hooked up. He asked if she'd ever thought about eating pussy. "Paulo, I'm married and have a son, why would I do that?"
"Because I want you to Anna!"
"But Paulo I'm not gay, can't you tell by how much I love being fucked by your big cock!"
Much to her dismay, he pulled his dick out and told her he wanted to watch her fuck another woman. She was so worked up and wanted it back inside so badly, she said she would do whatever he wanted. She didn't really think he was serious. Minutes later the text on Andrea's phone said only, "Come now!"
Andrea quietly entered Paulo's apartment. Immediately she could hear Paulo's new fuck-toy pleading from the bedroom, "Please Paulo give me that big fat cock again, I'm so fucking horny!" Andrea slipped out of her clothes until she wore only a skimpy black bra and g-string.
She heard Paulo say, "Are you ready to earn it you nasty Muslim slut?"
"I love when you talk dirty to me Paulo, I'll beg again if you want!"
Andrea peered around the doorway and saw the hot Muslim mommy blindfolded and handcuffed to Paulo's headboard. Her head was face down and her ass was propped up by a couple of pillows. Paulo was on his knees behind her teasing her wet slit and asshole with his rock-hard cock. He saw Andrea and got a big grin on his face. He waved her over to the bed.
"Okay my slutty Jordanian, I'm going to lube you up with my tongue so you can take my thick cock again!"
"But Paulo I'm dripping wet! You know I love your tongue, but I need your dick!" Anna whimpered.
"I learned a new technique on the internet; I think you'll like it!"
Andrea knew exactly what Paulo had in mind. She carefully climbed up on the bed and grabbed his cock. She stroked it a couple of times before leaning down and taking the head in her mouth. Andrea could taste the sexy MILF's intoxicating flavor on her boyfriends' dick. Andrea licked the head erotically before turning her attention to the dripping pussy lips and asshole to her left. She started off slowly but within minutes the new girl was pressing her ass back into Andrea's beautiful face. "Paulo, your new technique is incredible, it feels amazing!" Andrea and Paulo made eye contact and grinned. Andrea's face was soaked with Anna's juices. She quickly went back to pleasuring the horny housewife.
"Oh my God Paulo...yeah lick it...suck it...uhn...fuck that's good!"
Paulo had to bite his lip to keep from laughing. He leaned down near Anna's ass, "Are you ready for the Tizona again slut?"
"Oh fuck Master Paulo I'll take the sword or the tongue!"
Andrea looked over at Paulo with a smile and mouthed the words, "Master Paulo?" It was all they could both do to keep from laughing out loud.
"How about both you horny slut?" Paulo growled.
"Both? Yes fuck me and then lick me again! Give me the Tizona and then eat my dripping pussy Master!" Anna was a European history major in college and was well aware of the famous Spanish hero El Cid's legendary sword called the Tizona. Paulo loved that she knew about his childhood hero and his famous sword. The cocky Spaniard made his Jordanian sex toy call his dick by that name when they fucked.
Paulo motioned for Andrea to pull away. An audible disappointed gasp came from Anna's mouth. "I'm going to roll you over and climb underneath and put this cutlass in your cut little ass! Are you ready slut?"
"Yes Master!" The eye-hook on Paulo's headboard was on a swivel; he pulled the pillows from beneath her writhing body and spun her onto her back with her hands still bound above her head. He climbed underneath, reached around and cupped her gorgeous tits. Anna turned her head to the side and slutily tongued the side of his cheek.
Andrea waited down below, hungrily eyeing Anna's neatly trimmed black patch and gaped lips. She squeezed a big dollop of lubrication cream into her palm and stroked Paulo's thick veiny cock. Anna pulled her knees up in anticipation. Andrea assisted in rubbing the head of Paulo's cock along Anna's asshole. "Oh fuck Master; the Tizona has a mind of its own. God it moves like it knows where it's going; it even feels better than my husband's little dick before it goes in!"
Andrea and Paulo made eye contact again; both struggled to contain their laughter. Paulo bragged, "The head is so big I've often wondered if he has a brain. He definitely knows what he wants and right now he has his eye on that Jordanian asshole of yours!"
"Oh my God Master, please don't tease me. Give me that big fucking sword!" Anna begged.
Andrea moved the head to Anna's purple starfish and smeared the goo around. She and Paulo worked together and roughly shoved it inside. The hot wife gasped loudly as Paulo slowly worked inch after inch into her. Paulo pinched and pulled her engorged nipples as their tongues flicked together between Anna's continuous moans. Meanwhile Andrea sucked and licked the swollen Spanish nuts that sat squished on the bed sheets in front of her face.
Paulo thought about how lucky he was at the moment. "My bi-sexual girlfriend is licking my balls while eagerly waiting to eat my MILF's horny pussy. Her husband is sipping tea and reading his Wall Street Journal on a long flight to Germany and her little boy is home watching Sesame Street. Meanwhile their hot wife/mommy is bound, blindfolded and grunting and moaning like a whore as my big cock stretches the confines of her tight little asshole. God it's good to be me!"

Paulo kissed and nibbled along Anna's neck as he squeezed her tits and played with her rock-hard nipples. He lowered his right hand and tickled her clit. Andrea lifted his big balls and licked his taint while Anna showered Paulo with dirty cock praise. "Fuck me deep in the ass with that big thing you Spanish stud; make me cum on it like a slut! Squeeze my tits and play with my clit, it feels so good." Paulo knew the time was right. He pulled his hand away from her engorged nub and went back to squeezing her nice tits with both hands.
A frustrated gasp came from Anna's lips, "Paulo please don't stop playing with my clit unless you free my hands so I can do it!"
Paulo looked down and nodded to Andrea. The Spaniard squeezed Anna's tits exceptionally hard as Andrea moved forward and fluttered her tongue ring across Anna's engorged bud. "Oh Jesus Paulo, yeah that's what I wanted! Squeeze my tits and play with my puss...wait...what?...how?...oh my God is there someone else here?"
"I told you I wanted you to fuck another woman, now you get to have your pussy licked by a hot one!"
"No Paulo! Why didn't you tell me...I can't do this...I'm naked...oh my God...please don't!"
"I did tell you, but you wanted my cock too bad to object. Now it's time for you to keep up your end of the bargain!" With that he yanked the blindfold from her head. It took her a moment to adjust to the light before she peered down and saw the top of Andrea's head between her legs. Anna quickly realized that the "new technique" Paulo had told her about earlier was actually being performed by a woman.
Andrea gave Paulo's new fuck-toy the best her mouth was capable of. Anna would later admit it was already the best oral sex she'd ever experienced. Her objections faded quickly. She looked down again as Andrea lifted her head. Andrea smiled at her with pussy juice covering her nose, lips and chin.
"Oh my God Paulo, she's so...so...pretty."
"Yes she is. Anna this is Andrea. She's a fuck buddy of mine. If you haven't noticed already, she eats some nice pussy too. Relax and enjoy!"
"But Paulo I'm married...um...I'm not gay...she shouldn't...umph...oh fuck!" Andrea now flicked Anna's clit with her tongue ring while wiggling two fingers against her G-spot. "Jesus..." Anna gasped as she threw her head back against Paulo's chest. "Who is this fucking chick?"
"She's the first chick whose pussy you're going to eat after she makes you cum all over my dick!" Paulo said between clenched teeth as he thrust his cock deeply into her from below.
"OH GOD PAULO! I've never... I mean I'm not...not gay...I don't know what to...oh fuck...shit...her tongue...it's...it's so good!"
"You bet it is and you'll learn to make her feel like that too slut. Besides, eating pussy doesn't make you a lesbian...it makes you hot! Her cunt is as sweet as candy; trust me you'll love it. You better or you won't get any more of my dick and you'll have to go back to your husband's little pud."
"Paulo, you know I want only your big cock...uhn!"
"I know you do slut; and you'll get it again when your face is buried between her legs!" He said forcefully as he pulled on her nipples.
"Jesus...you...she...I'm going to explode! Oh fuck...her tongue...lips...fuck so good...suck it...SUCK MY CLIT BITCH...oh my GOD...I'm Cummmming!" Anna screamed as her legs shot out straight. She trembled for a full minute before she turned her head and said quietly to Paulo, "I can't believe you did this, I'm so embarrassed."
Paulo motioned for Andrea to crawl up. She slid up the bed on Anna's right until her face was up near them. Anna's cum was still splattered around her mouth. Paulo spoke, "Tell me you didn't like it?"
"That's not the point Paulo...you didn't...I mean I didn't...of course I liked it...but..." Before she said another word Andrea leaned forward and kissed her wetly on the lips. The taste of her own pussy quickly filled Anna's taste buds. She made a half-hearted attempt to pull away but Andrea was not deterred. The French girl planted little kisses and licks on Anna's chin and around her cheeks. Andrea then moved back in and kissed her aggressively on the lips again. This time, Anna did not pull away. Their lips stayed pressed together for several seconds before Andrea's tongue slipped between them.
Paulo watched intently as his kinky French girlfriend's tongue explored the Jordanian MILF's sexy mouth. A strong sense of accomplishment came over him. Seeing that Anna was beginning to relax, he returned his attention to her tight asshole and restarted his upward circular thrusting. Anna moaned and pushed her tongue deep into Andrea's mouth. Paulo reached up and disengaged Anna's bound wrists; her arms came quickly down and wrapped around Andrea. She pulled her tight as they kissed like teenagers.



"How's her tongue taste slut?"
"Um-umph..."
"How's your pussy taste on it? Better than it does on my dick?"
Anna pulled away and leaned towards him, "Nothing's better than your dick, but this is pretty damn good!"
"Wait till you taste her pussy, it's pretty fucking good too! Try her tits first..." Andrea and Paulo had played this act out before; his French girlfriend knew what he had in mind as she slid her body forward and brought her soft tits up to Anna's face. The new girl got the hint. She kissed and slobbered on Andrea's hard nipples as she squeezed the firm globes with her small hands.
"Suck em baby..." Andrea encouraged sexily.
Anna hungrily sucked Andrea's tits as Paulo pounded into her ass. "Oh fuck Paulo, the Tizona feels better than ever in my butt!"
"Doesn't it girl?" Andrea agreed.
"Yes I love it, do you call it the Tizona too Andrea? Or do you have a French name for it?"
"No I'm partial to a good old English name...'the-BONE-uh'!" Anna felt a little embarrassed but they all busted out laughing nevertheless.
Four hours later Anna stood at Paulo's front door deeply kissing her new French lesbian lover, she could still smell the pungent scent of Paulo's cum on her breath. The young mother was wearing her new girlfriend's panties as they kissed; Paulo had insisted they exchange. The Spanish stud stood there admiring his girls while rubbing both of their asses.
"I want to do this again!" Anna purred as Andrea's hands stroked her hair.
"Count on it baby! How about tomorrow?" Andrea half-joked before kissing her wetly and seeing her out.
*****
Tuesday, July 24th 5:46 p.m.
Paulo hung up the phone and rubbed his swollen cock. Jenna had just fallen for his story about picking stuff up at Andrea's.
It wasn't by chance that he called her this night.
*****
Monday, July 23rd 11:45 p.m.
(Previous night)
Paulo had seen Jenna's exquisite naked body when she exited Andrea's hot tub. The two of them had been confident that they would enjoy the 20-year-old sexy blonde while her boyfriend was away at football camp, but unfortunately she'd exited abruptly when Andrea rubbed her toes on her pussy. Paulo reasoned Jenna wasn't into bi-sexual sex.
When Andrea told him she heard Jenna climax in her room after they'd come back inside, he immediately assumed the roommate was fantasizing about his big cock.
He wasn't wrong.
As Paulo lay next to a sleeping Andrea, he re-envisioned the perfect body he'd seen on the blonde roommate. He knew the naked contours of her twenty-year-old body well; but this was the first time he'd actually seen it in the flesh. Blood flowed to his cock as he realized the stars had aligned; that amazing piece of ass across the hall could soon be his for the taking.
Andrea wouldn't be in the way the following night.
It just so happened that she would be leaving for San Diego in the morning and the roommate's boyfriend would still be away at football camp. His own flight to Spain departed LAX on Wednesday morning. If all went well, he'd fuck the horny blonde all night long on Tuesday night, board the plane with empty balls and sleep away the long flight across the Atlantic with a smile on his face. Paulo hatched his simple plan.
*****
Tuesday, July 24th 5:46 p.m.
Now 18 hours later, he hung up the phone...Jenna had just bought his story. All that remained was closing the deal; Paulo was extremely confident he would make that happen. He knew more about the horny roommate than anyone knew.
*****
Three Years Earlier
After dating Andrea for about a month, Paulo returned to his backups when his new girlfriend took a two-week trip back to France. Paulo had already learned that his new French bartender was kinky in the sack and liked sex with girls as much as he did. He'd experienced a couple of mind blowing threesomes in that first month where some pretty nasty stuff took place in her hot tub. Paulo decided it'd be fun to videotape future sexual exploits with her. He didn't consider himself a voyeur but Paulo did like to watch porn and what better live sex to watch than some of his and his new bi-sexual girlfriend's hook-ups? Peering at her other trysts wouldn't be bad either.
One of Paulo's surfing buddies, Billy Mar, owned a high-end audio/video store downtown. Billy was indebted to Paulo for sharing some of his "leftovers". Billy wasn't a bad looking guy but getting some of Paulo's crumbs fed very well. Billy told Paulo a few months previously not to hesitate if he needed any kind of electronic gadgetry. "Dude, I'll hook you up. You know I owe you some favors, especially for that school teacher you hooked me up with last month!"
Paulo went by his shop and told him about his idea for a hidden camera at his girlfriend's house. "I'll stop by there tomorrow and get you hooked up Paulo." The following afternoon Billy showed up at Paulo's and said he was done with the job but needed to load some software on his computer. "Paulo you're going to love this, let me get onto your laptop and then I'll show you what to do."
Paulo grabbed them a couple of beers while Billy went to work. When Billy was finished, he called Paulo over and explained to him what he'd done, "I installed two low-light cameras on the pergola covering your chick's hot tub. They are each only about the size of a quarter and they blend in with the wood, I really doubt she'll ever notice. I also installed a high decibel microphone that blocks out background noise including the hum of the tub jets. The camera and microphone are both Bluetooth enabled and will send video and sound to your computer 24/7. You can toggle between the cameras by clicking here. You can zoom in and out as well. The recording will loop and start new each day at 12:00 p.m., if you want to keep any of the feed you simply click on this icon and it will copy that segment to your hard drive for future viewing; otherwise it will erase and start over the following day."
"That's fucking awesome Billy, what do I owe you?"
"Nothing dude, I owe you a lot more than this for some of the pussy you've hooked me up with!"
Paulo couldn't wait to test it out. The following day he called one of him and Andrea's three-way fuck friends and invited her over for some drinks and smoke. Paulo nailed her in the tub for two hours straight. He tested out every position and location in and around the tub to gage the best spots for viewing.
After booting her out about 10:30 p.m. he raced home to check it out. Paulo was amazed at the video and sound quality as he watched the hot brunette impale herself on his rigid dick. He was proud of how big his cock looked on screen as she climaxed at least a half-dozen times. The zoom feature worked better than he could have imagined as this horny slut had a small tattoo just above her ass; he panned in and was able to clearly see her Arizona State Sun Devil tat. He said to himself, "You are a dirty little devil Rhonda!"
When Andrea returned from France he debated telling her about the cameras, but decided against it. He suspected she might get pissed, but more importantly, it would be more fun if she didn't know.
In the years since the camera installation Paulo enjoyed lots of jaw-dropping videos of Andrea and her sexual exploits. He of course participated in some of them, but per their arrangement, she had lots of sex outside of their "relationship". At some point, she hooked up with a former cheerleader from UCLA named Kristen. Paulo watched the two of them get it on nearly every day. He was lucky enough to nail the hot little blonde a few times with Andrea, but it was clear Kristen was more into eating pussy than getting fucked. Regardless, Paulo was impressed at the volume of sex Andrea and the former UCLA cheerleader had when he wasn't around. In addition, the two of them seduced some pretty hot girls as well.
Paulo also spied several encounters between Andrea and other guys. The French bartender hooked up with some good looking dudes, a few of whom could compete with Paulo in the sack, but most were clearly not on his level. Paulo enjoyed Andrea's lesbian encounters, but he only watched her other guy sessions to see if they could get her off like he did. Whenever he knew she had hooked up with another guy, Paulo would tease her and ask how the date went. Most of the time Andrea was completely honest and would tell him if the sex was good or bad, but sometimes if she was mad at him or wanted to make him jealous she would tell him the guy was a total stud and made her cum all night long.
The video often told another story. He'd watched limp-dick guys fail to get her off only to have her tell him how the guy rocked her world. She'd warn Paulo that he'd better shape up or she'd give him the boot. On those occasions, Paulo called her bluff until she finally came crawling back and begged him to fuck her brains out.
The hidden camera provided Paulo with countless hours of sexual enjoyment; but as it turned out, his favorite video from Andrea's tub was one he hadn't yet watched.
*****
Sunday, July 15th, 11:35 a.m.
(9 days previous)
Paulo raced back to his house. He had just left Andrea's place after meeting her new roommates on the front porch. After pulling into his driveway he hurried into his office and booted up his computer. He smiled as he looked at his watch; it read 11:52 a.m. "Okay, now let's hope there's something good waiting for me." His cock thickened as the screen came to life. Paulo clicked on the hot tub video camera link. As the feed appeared on his screen he clicked the "save" icon. He glanced at his watch again; it read 11:55 a.m. "Made it!" The past 24 hours of video was now saved to his laptop.
Paulo quickly scanned through the first 9 hours of unchanging images from the idle hot tub. As he did so, he thought back to a conversation he had with Andrea at dinner the previous night when she told him that her new roommates had invited her to join them in the hot tub. She told Paulo she'd taken a rain-check but was tempted to cancel dinner with him and join the two of them instead, "There was something about the look in that chick's eye Paulo. I think the boyfriend was going to get his brains fucked out!"
Sitting at his desk, Paulo impatiently tapped his fingers on the desk, "C'mon...c'mon." Suddenly Paulo clicked his mouse; he sat mesmerized with his mouth agape. The image he hoped to see was now staring him directly in the face. The best set of tits he'd ever seen were plastered on the screen in front of him. Paulo removed his hand from the mouse and brought it to his semi-rigid cock, "Holy Fuck!" Jenna's huge naked breasts were perched heavily over her flat stomach directly in front of the camera. Paulo stared for what felt like five minutes, fearful that if he touched the mouse again the image might somehow disappear forever.
Finally he clicked on the rewind arrow until the vacant hot tub images reappeared. Paulo hit the play button, turned up the volume and watched. His cock was now hard as a rock. The video resumed and five seconds later he heard laughter before Ryan stepped down into the tub with Jenna in his arms. They were both naked but Paulo barely noticed the boyfriend. His entire focus was on Jenna's stunning body: the narrow shoulders, flat stomach, massive round tits, long contoured legs, and an ass that was made to be fucked 365 days a year.
Jenna said in an urgent voice, "Get me a towel Ryan." The boyfriend reached over and handed her a large beach towel. She laid it down behind her on the deck that surrounded the tub. Paulo watched as they kissed erotically before she jumped up with her ass on the towel. She spread her knees wide and positioned her feet far apart on the edge. The sexy blonde ran her fingers across her juicy pussy lips before capturing her clit between them. "Come lick it lover! I'm so horny. Suck on it and make me squirt like a fountain! I want to cum on your face."
Paulo paused the video and panned in close on her alluring pussy. "You kinky little slut," Paulo muttered out loud while sporting a sly smile. He ogled her little blonde bush as she tangled her fingers through it. The Spaniard restarted the video again as the boyfriend moved between her legs and kissed along her inner thighs.
"I'm too horny to wait Ryan, give me your tongue now!" Jenna whimpered. The boyfriend complied and brought his lips to her hot slit. Paulo watched as she threw her head back and wrapped her sexy legs around his neck. "Lick it baby!"
Jenna's body was simply spectacular. The Spaniard studied every detail as she moaned and grunted her satisfaction as the boyfriend hungrily ate her box. She lay back on the towel and brought her hands to her tits. Paulo watched in awe as she hornily squeezed her own heavenly mounds. He knew immediately these baby's were in no way enhanced by a surgeon; an artist couldn't have sculpted them any better! And while they were very large on her chest, they fit her lithe body to perfection. Paulo was already convinced this was the best rack he'd ever seen.
Jenna pinched and pulled on her hard nipples. Paulo's balls bounced together as he stroked his cock and watched the sexy blonde play with herself. "Ryan that feels good baby, fuck it with your hot tongue!"
Paulo paused the video again, ran into the bathroom and grabbed a towel. Masturbation wasn't one of his vices, but watching this stunning 20-year-old writhe in ecstasy, stirred his loins like he couldn't remember. He sat back down hopeful the show would go on for hours as he resumed the video and stroked his veiny dick. Moments later the hot roommate lifted one of her legs and rolled over onto her stomach, "Lick it from behind; you know how I like it stud!"
Paulo paused the video again. He sat mesmerized by the perfection of Jenna's ass; he ogled its heart-shaped contours as he stroked himself. Perfectly tight and round with a deep crevice between the two halves; her asshole drew him closer to the screen as if he were being hypnotized by one of those circular hypnotic figures, "Unbelievable! This ass could launch a thousand ships...they'd have fought wars in medieval times to possess an ass like this," Paulo, who self-admittedly had a penchant for the overdramatic, thought to himself.
The Spaniard lowered his eyes and hungrily eyed her hanging pussy lips which were dripping with wetness. He could just make out a little of her bright pink tunnel where her meaty lips separated. Finally he resumed the video. The boyfriend reached out and grabbed Jenna's spectacular ass cheeks and squeezed them hard before pulling them apart. The horny girlfriend squealed. Ryan moved in close and licked her asshole, "Oh fuck baby, you know I love it when you do that!" Jenna moaned in a sultry voice.
"You bet you do slut!" Paulo said out loud. "EAT HER ASS ASSHOLE!"

Jenna erotically rotated her ass around on Ryan's face. He licked down her wet slit and buried his tongue inside. Jenna moaned loudly again, "Stick it deep in there Ryan; oh fuck that feels good lover! Don't you dare stop!"
Paulo watched as the boyfriend licked her wet pussy. His technique wasn't bad, but Paulo knew he could do much better. This chick had some thick pussy lips and he envisioned sucking and flicking them until she screamed, "C'mon dude, suck on that hanging pussy meat, she wants it!" Paulo barked out loud.
"Suck on em Ryan," Jenna begged as if there was an echo in the room. Paulo grinned as he could already sense how the huge-titted, horny blonde wanted to be pleasured.
Paulo watched for a few more minutes before he said, "Dude, give her some fingers, she's needs them now!"
Less than a minute later Jenna whimpered, "Ryan stick your fingers in there and bang me while you lick it!"
Paulo grinned again, "I would own this horny bitch!"

Ryan did as instructed and inserted two fingers into her dripping hole as he lowered his head and flicked her clit inconsistently with his tongue. Paulo sighed again, "Dude is that the best you can do? Eat that fucking pussy like you mean it! Make her squeal!"
Paulo switched to the other camera and watched Jenna's beautiful face as she lay on her stomach perched up on her elbows as her boyfriend licked her from behind. He thought he noticed a small bit of frustration on her face but she encouraged Ryan nonetheless. "Oh baby, eat it!" She moaned as she licked her lips and looked back over her shoulder.
"Shit, she doesn't know any better; I'd eat that pussy so good she'd already be begging me to let her cum!" Paulo thought to himself.
Jenna rolled back over and brought her legs up near her shoulders. She pulled them straight and tight against her body on both sides of her head which pressed her pussy lips forward and accentuated their fullness. The sexy blonde was now basically bent in half with her horny pussy on full display. "Look at this chick; fuck she's flexible, dive in there and make this horny bitch scream!" Paulo thought again.
"Spit on it before you lick it stud!" Jenna urged.
"Yeah, she's a kinky little slut!" Paulo growled out loud.
Ryan again did as he was told before burying his nose and mouth in her heavenly tunnel. And while Paulo remained skeptical of Ryan's cunnilingus prowess, Jenna was beyond arousal and ripe for climax. Paulo watched as Jenna moaned and licked her own calves as they rested on both sides of her face. He couldn't remember ever seeing any woman do that before.
"Eat that little fuck pretzel!" Paulo groaned as he stroked his big cock.
Suddenly Jenna tensed before convulsing and madly gyrating her hips on her boyfriend's face, "Ryan, I think it's going to be really wet! Uhn...uhn...uhn...oh God...lick it...I'm gonna CUM!"
What happened next blew Paulo's mind. Jenna's arms stayed wrapped around her ankles as she brought her hands to her tits and squeezed them tightly as her body shook and pussy juice erupted from her horny cunt and splattered all over her boyfriend's face and across her own sexy body.
Paulo's own cum erupted from his cock as he watched the unbelievable scene. "Holy shit!" Paulo practically yelled as he watched Jenna's wild ejaculating orgasm.
After catching her breath, Jenna sat up and leaned forward as Ryan helped her back into the tub. They kissed and shared Jenna's fuck juice. The two lovers embraced as Jenna reached down and grabbed his cock under the water. "I want to suck it baby!" She begged as she kissed along his neck. Ryan said something inaudible before he hopped up on the towel where Jenna had been.
"Fuck this horny bitch wants some dick already!" Paulo growled. He then chuckled when he saw Jenna's boyfriend's dick. "No wonder she's so fucking horny, she isn't getting fucked like she needs to be!"
He watched as Jenna moved forward and grabbed her boyfriend's cock. The busty blonde slutily slobbered on the head as she took it in her mouth and hungrily swirled her tongue around it. Ryan was totally hard within seconds. Jenna stroked it erotically as she continued to suck on the head. Paulo admired the way her cheeks vacuum formed as her thick lips drove further down the shaft. Jenna moved her hand to his balls and fondled them with her fingers. Paulo chuckled again as he watched her grip her boyfriend's entire scrotum with one hand. "That's a two-handed job on my balls bitch!"

Jenna played with Ryan's nuts as she swallowed his entire cock. Paulo wasn't real impressed with that accomplishment, but her technique was impressive. Jenna was having no trouble taking 6 inches down her throat. Paulo wondered how she'd do with 9 plus. He was glued to the screen as she pleasured the boyfriend with the enthusiasm of a prostitute as her saliva dripped down her chin. Jenna pulled it out and spit slutily on it before rubbing it around her mouth and frantically stroking his shaft. The gorgeous blonde moved lower and sucked his nuts inside; Paulo was always impressed with women who went for the balls early.



"Ryan, I love sucking your balls." Jenna said between mouthfuls. Paulo sat mesmerized as he watched Jenna spend the next 10 minutes with his nuts in her mouth. He rubbed his own balls as he watched the horny blonde smother her boyfriend's set while she jacked him off.
"This chick has a thing for testicles; she wouldn't be able to get enough of a couple of big Spanish eggs!"
Jenna finally licked back up Ryan's shaft before urgently fluttering her tongue around the head. Paulo again watched in awe at the talents being demonstrated by this smoking hot 20-year-old. She had some serious cock-sucking talent and he was thinking she could probably also eat some pretty good pussy with that long tongue too.
"Do you want to fuck my tits stud?" Jenna asked in a husky voice.
"Uh huh," was all Ryan could muster.
She slowly raised her torso from the water and cupped her large wet breasts with both hands and pushed them together. Paulo ogled them hungrily. Jenna then brought her chest near Ryan's cock and looked up at his face sexily, "Are these the tits you want baby?"
"Yes Jenna, please wrap them around it!"
"Why should I let you fuck them, have you been a good boy?" Jenna teased.
Paulo didn't listen for Ryan's response before he shouted, "Don't let her call the shots dude, grab those big things and fuck em hard. Give her what she needs!"
Finally Jenna moved forward and wrapped her luscious boobs around Ryan's shaft. Paulo chuckled again as Ryan's cock disappeared from view. Jenna pressed her chin to her chest and let a long saliva stream slip from her lips into the tunnel between them. The busty girlfriend looked back up at him with a naughty look on her face, "Does he like getting showered on in the cave?"
"Yes, please let him stay in the tunnel." Ryan whimpered as his eyes rolled back.
Paulo rolled his own eyes, "C'mon dude, she's a horny bitch. Tell her what to do!"
Luckily for Ryan, Paulo was right. Jenna was horny as hell and couldn't wait to see Ryan erupt. She squeezed her huge tits around his dick and slid them up and down his shaft urgently, "C'mon baby I want your cum! Do you want to spray it on my tits or my face?"
"BOTH BITCH," Paulo growled again without hearing Ryan's response.
Jenna held her mounds tightly and pinched her nipples as her orbs splashed against the water while frantically bouncing up and down along his shaft, "Cum for me baby...spray it all over!" Jenna urged.
Ryan groaned, "Oh fuck Jenna, they feel so fucking good wrapped around it, keep doing it just like that!"
"Fuck em Ryan...cum all over them baby!" Jenna cried.
"Oh shit Jenna here it comes!" Paulo watched as Ryan's head tilted back and 4 or 5 meager spurts spewed from his dick onto Jenna's chest above her tits. She released her boobs and brought her fingers to his cum spot and scooped up most of the spooge and sexily massaged it onto her breasts as the boyfriend watched. She then licked her fingers clean and told him how good he tasted.
Paulo stroked his long dick and shouted aloud, "You little horny bitch, if I ever get between those tits, you better be ready for a much messier outcome. Those big mounds will be glazed over like the fucking Pyrenees!"
Ryan hopped down from the edge of the tub and the two of them kissed and hugged. Before long Jenna straddled his lap and pushed her tits up against his chest again, "You know hot tubs make me horny; I want you to fuck my brains out tonight!" Jenna purred in a sultry voice.
"I'm going to need a few more minute's babe."
"We'll see about that," Jenna replied with a devious smile. The horny blonde thrust her hips forward and back under water as her shoulders rose and her tits pressed against Ryan's neck.
"Damn she's got a great rack!" Paulo muttered again.
Jenna kissed and licked around her boyfriend's neck, cheeks, and ears, "C'mon stud, are you telling me you don't want this body right now?"
"Of course Jenna, but you know sometimes it takes me a little while to get hard again."
"I don't have a little time, I'm horny now, I want you in me!" She smiled slyly and said in a desperate voice as she brought her breasts up into his face.
"I'd be in you straight away you little slut!" Paulo thought as he watched her hungrily.
Ryan licked and sucked her nipples as she threw her head back and moaned loudly. Jenna lowered one of her hands and Paulo could tell she was jacking him off under the water. The blonde went back to kissing along his neck before whispering something in his ear. Finally she urged out loud, "Hop up on the edge again, let me suck it some more. I'll get it hard baby!"
Ryan hopped back up and Paulo snickered at the boyfriend's limp dick. Jenna reached for it quickly and stroked it urgently. She brought her other hand up and fondled his balls. As she tickled his nuts, she moved forward and swallowed his entire cock. Paulo was rock-hard as he watched the gorgeous blonde's lips and tongue pleasure her boyfriend.
"Oh Jenna, that feels good, I don't know why I'm not getting hard." Ryan said frustratingly.
"I know why," Paulo grunted "You're not man enough for her. Let me step in and I'll show you what your girlfriend needs!" Paulo stroked his cock faster as he imagined Jenna's hungry lips around his 9-inch pole.
Meanwhile Jenna responded to Ryan, "Let's see if this helps." She lowered her mouth and sucked his balls inside.
"Yeah Jenna, I love it when you do that!"
She let them pop from her mouth, "You know how much I love your balls Ryan, they turn me on!"
"Oh Jenna, that feels incredible, I'm starting to get hard again."
Jenna could feel his hardness beginning to strengthen in her hand, "Yes Ryan, I can feel it too. I want you to put it in me. I want it doggy; you know it's my favorite!"
Paulo groaned loudly, "Of course it's your favorite you horny bitch!" The Spaniard was blown away that a chick this hot could be so fucking desperate for dick. Jenna quickly climbed up on the step and put her hands on the deck. She bent at the waist and wiggled her luscious ass back at her boyfriend. Paulo paused the video again and re-studied the contours of her perfect 20-year-old butt. "I need to get my hands on that." He growled. The fact she was giving her boyfriend the slut show only added to his increasing desire.
Ryan moved behind her and rubbed his cock up and down her slit. He was mostly hard but still wasn't feeling full sensitivity. Jenna looked back over her shoulder and said, "Don't tease me, give it to me now baby!"
Ryan did his best to accommodate, but he felt his dick going limp again, "Jenna, I don't know what's up, but I can't keep it hard!"
"Put it in and I'll squeeze it; that should get it all the way hard." Jenna pleaded.
"I don't know what's wrong, but it's getting soft again, I don't think I can do it right now. Maybe it's the hot water or something."
"...Really? What do you want me to do for you? How about if I touch myself, you always seem to like that?" Jenna suggested.
"Yeah hun, maybe that will do it."
"Okay baby, sit down and watch!" Ryan moved back over to the other side of the tub. Paulo couldn't believe he moved away from that hot piece of ass, he was however excited to see Jenna play with herself. Jenna remained in the same position with her hands on the side of the tub and her ass facing her boyfriend. She sexily wiggled it at him and reached back between her legs with her left hand. She ran two long fingers along her pussy lips and spread her hole for him.
Paulo zoomed in close and checked out her fuck tunnel. Jenna moved her middle finger to the opening and slowly slid it inside. He watched intently as she worked it in as far as she could before pulling it nearly all the way out before pushing it back inside. She slowly brought another finger up and pressed them both in her heavenly slit.
The sexy blonde moaned and told Ryan how good it felt, "They're not as good as your cock, but they feel good lover." Ryan and Paulo both watched as Jenna finger-fucked herself while rotating her spectacular ass. "Is this turning you on baby?"
"Fuck yeah Jenna, I love watching you play with yourself." They both basically responded at the same time, Paulo momentarily forgot she wasn't talking to him.
"It's really wet and slippery; I'm really horny tonight Ryan!"
"I know baby, I wish I was hard for you." Her boyfriend apologized.
"I AM BITCH! If I was in that tub, that little ass of yours would be getting nearly a foot of Spanish dick right now!" Paulo growled.
"You're not getting hard yet?" Jenna asked Ryan over her shoulder.
"I don't know what's up." He replied frustratingly.
Jenna spun around and climbed out of the tub and brought her ass and both feet up on the edge. She spread her knees wide and brought her hand back down between her legs. Paulo panned in close on her pussy. He watched as the sexy roommate moved her fingers through her little blonde muff. He could see the wetness as she rubbed her fingers along her clit. The horny bitch playfully pinched it between them and moaned. She brought her other hand up and spit on her fingers before pinching one of her hard nipples.
Paulo panned away and focused on her entire body. He couldn't remember ever seeing a more complete package: the face...the tits...the ass...the legs..."Unbelievable!"
With her legs spread wide she gave her boyfriend quite a show. "Fuck Jenna, you're so hot. I'm getting hard now!" Ryan claimed.
"Good baby, come and give it to me from behind!" Jenna urged as she turned again and gripped the side of the tub and waved her ass in his direction. Ryan moved in close and brought his now hard cock up to her ass crack once again. Jenna begged him to put it in. She reached back between her legs and fondled his balls and moved her horny butt up and down along his shaft. Ryan's cock finally popped inside; he was balls deep immediately. Jenna moaned as she sexily rolled her hips on his dick, "How does that feel baby?" She said as she looked over her shoulder seductively at him.
"Fucking good Jenna! Keep doing that."
The horny 20-year-old picked up the pace and rotated her hips hurriedly on his shaft, but Ryan's cock popped from her pussy several times; Jenna let out a disappointed sigh each time.
Paulo stroked his cock and responded again between clenched teeth, "My dick wouldn't pop from that horny hole bitch! We'd be stuck like a couple of dogs, you wouldn't be able to get it out of there if you tried slut!"
Finally after the 5th time, Jenna asked Ryan what's wrong. "I can't believe it Jenna, but it won't stay hard, I'm getting limp again."
"Are you serious Ryan?" Jenna asked with a clearly disappointed tone in her voice. She then seemed to realize how that came across and said understandingly, "It's okay baby, maybe it's the hot water or something. We can try again later."
Ryan's head sagged as his semi-limp dick slid from her pussy lips one final time. "I don't know what's up tonight Jenna, I'm sorry..."
Paulo shook his head and said, "Dude, you're worthless. That hot girlfriend of yours needs some real dick. I'm going to find a way to see to it that she does!"
He watched incredulously as they exited the tub, dried off and went inside.
*****
Tuesday, July 24th, 5:50 p.m.
(Now)
As Paulo drove he played out his game plan for Jenna's seduction in his head, he pictured her spectacular body as he envisioned fucking her every way imaginable. The Spaniard had watched the video of her and her boyfriend at least a half-dozen times over the past nine days and had briefly seen her naked in the flesh the previous night. Every position he'd seen her body in on the video would be reenacted tonight, except this time it would be his cock playing the leading role and Jenna would not experience frustration and disappointment. No, tonight she was going to learn what sex with a real man was all about! Paulo stroked his semi-hard cock as he raced across town in his topless jeep.
Over the past week, he'd had nightly dreams of him and Jenna fucking like porn stars. In his recurring fantasies, he, Jenna, Ryan, and Andrea were all sitting around drinking at Andrea's house. Eventually Paulo would stand up and look at Jenna intently before heading into her and Ryan's bedroom. Moments later Jenna only or sometimes both Jenna and Andrea would follow him.
In the sessions with Jenna only, she and Paulo would emerge after a couple of hours. Paulo would lead the way shirtless with hickeys along his neck. Jenna would follow him out looking exhausted and covered in sweat. She'd be wearing only his tee-shirt with her hair a mess. Her nipples would still be rock-hard and poking out through the wet, cum covered fabric of the thin shirt. Big clumps of Paulo's semen were splattered in her hair.
"How'd she do?" Andrea would ask.
"She's getting better. I'd give her an 'A' for effort!" Paulo would respond smugly as he glanced at Ryan.
"How many?" Andrea would follow up.
Paulo would look at Jenna with a confident but questioning look. After a brief silence she would respond guiltily, "I lost count".
"Squirting?" Andrea would then ask with a smile.
Paulo would look at Andrea and then at Ryan, before rubbing his crotch and saying cockily, "Obviously it wasn't quiet, what do you think? Let's just say, those sheets are going to need a thorough washing!" Paulo and Andrea would then laugh loudly.
"I'll take that as a 'yes', hey I made some quesadilla's are you guys hungry?"
"I'm famished Andrea; you know I love Mexican, but I doubt she's real hungry," Paulo bragged as he looked over Jenna's way, "she's a little partial to Spanish. Trust me she got lots of nourishment already."
Jenna would look again sheepishly at Andrea and Ryan before replying, "Yeah I'm kinda full." In Paulo's dreams, Ryan would just sit there helplessly aware of what the Spaniard and his girlfriend had done in their shared bedroom.
In the dreams where Paulo took both girls into the room, he would emerge himself after several hours and find Ryan watching TV. As Paulo stood there naked with his big cock hanging limply he would tell Ryan, "Hey dude you should either sleep on the couch or crash in Andrea's room. As I'm sure you've heard, it's been pretty wild in there and I expect we'll be up most of the night. I just came out to grab a couple of pick-me-ups," Paulo would say while waving a Viagra single pack and a Bud Light in front of him. "By the way man, you are one lucky dude, that girlfriend of yours is something else. No matter how many times she begs me to put it in, I still can't believe how fucking tight that shit is! And those tits, fucking-A; I can't stop cumming on them. If I had an insatiable piece of ass like her, I don't think I'd ever leave the house!"
Then suddenly from the bedroom Andrea would shout, "Paulo get your ass back in here, she's ready!"
Paulo would look at Ryan and shrug his shoulders, "See what I mean dude. Duty calls!"
*****
Paulo suddenly snapped back out of his daydream as the traffic light turned green, "Now it's time to make dreams a reality!" Just before he arrived, Paulo called his buddy Billy Mar, "Hey thanks for setting up the little cameras in the bedroom and living room, do they work the same as the hot tub cam?"
"Yeah Paulo, I waited till your chick left for the beach this afternoon and slipped in through the back patio door. I only caught a glimpse of her from behind but that long wavy blonde hair and spectacular ass looked really fucking good. Anyway the job only took about 15 minutes. As for the cameras they work the same except that the technology has improved since I installed the last ones. You can watch from either of these new ones in real time from your phone as well as the laptop. The 24 hour recording window is the same."
"Yes I accessed the app and checked out the images on my phone earlier," Paulo replied, "oh by the way don't forget I need you to call me right back when I text you in a bit. I need you to help me create a diversion!"
"No prob Paulo, I'm just hanging here by the pool," Billy responded. "Is she totally hot?"
"You have no fucking idea dude. If all goes as I expect, after I get back from Spain, I'll have you over to watch the video of our fuckfest!" Billy laughed and said he would look forward to that.
Paulo pulled up in front of the little one story house, he grabbed his backpack and hurried up the walk. The muscular Spaniard couldn't remember being more excited about anything in a long time. Paulo rang the doorbell and pulled his tee-shirt down over his crotch to conceal his half-hard cock.
Jenna answered the door and invited him in. She wore a casual tank top that showed off her perfect tits and short jean shorts. Her hair was tied in a long French braid that accentuated her lithe neck and shoulders. Paulo did his best not to gawk, but he drank in every curve as she turned to lead him inside.
"You have this place all to yourself for a few days, huh Jenna? That's gotta be kind of nice?" Paulo asked cheerily.
"Yes, I'm not sure I've ever had my own place. It's kinda cool! I feel like such a grown-up." She smiled in response.
He immediately got a vision of her naked from behind in the hot tub. "Oh don't worry, you are all woman!" He thought to himself as he pictured her fuckable ass and thick pussy lips, "Yeah, well thanks again for letting me come by and grab my stuff."
"Don't mention it. So you're heading to Spain in the morning, that sounds really exciting!"
"Yeah, my brother is getting married and I'm going to hang out in Barcelona for the rest of the summer."
"Andrea's not going with you?"
The question caught Paulo by surprise. He stammered before he replied, "Uh, she couldn't get away from school and I think she wanted to enjoy her last month or so in the states." He determined that the naïve roommate really had no idea that he and Andrea were strictly fuck buddies.
"Wow, you aren't going to see each other again?" Jenna asked in a surprised tone.
"Oh we will over in Europe I'm sure. I go back a couple of times a year." He lied before he changed the subject. "So you and your boyfriend, uh..."
"Ryan" she finished for him.
"Oh yeah Ryan, are you guys enjoying living in Santa Monica?"
"Yeah it's really cool to be able to walk to the beach!"
"Well I have to say that beach sun is agreeing with you, you're tan is looking pretty amazing already. You are giving this Spaniard a run for his money."
Jenna glanced down at her tanned legs and replied sheepishly, "Oh I played hooky from school today and went to the beach; I'm probably looking a little darker than I should." They both laughed.
"Hey you don't mind if I grab a beer out of the fridge do you?" He asked.
"No help yourself."
"Do you want something?
"No I already have a glass of wine, but thanks anyway." She now realized that this wasn't going to be a 5-minute visit.
As he headed into the kitchen he said, "Wow, I was a little hung this morning, all those beers and the hot tub kicked my ass last night. How were you feeling?"
"Yeah, I was a little foggy myself. I don't know where Andrea got the energy to leave for San Diego so early."
"Oh she and her friends are party girls, if there is fun involved they will always find a way. Besides, she and I spend lots of time in that hot tub, she's used to lots of drunken late nights in there." He stated as he emerged from around the corner of the kitchen wall. "Can you keep a secret?" He asked as he eyed her sitting on the couch with her wine glass in hand.
"Sure."
"Andrea gets really horny in that tub. Sometimes I get worried the neighbors will hear us. I hope we didn't wake you and Bryan up last week!"
"It's Ryan, and no we didn't hear anything," Jenna lied.



Paulo didn't apologize for calling Ryan by the wrong name before he continued, "After you went in the house last night, it was all I could do to keep her from waking up the neighborhood. I apologize if we kept you up."
"No I'm a sound sleeper; if you guys made any noise I didn't hear it."
"Good that makes me feel much better." He knew she was lying, but as much as he wanted to, he resisted asking her why she was banging herself with a vibrator for an hour after she went inside if she wasn't listening to them fuck?
"How about you guys Jenna, have you had a chance to use the hot tub since you've been here?"
Jenna didn't think it was any of his business, but she replied nonetheless. "Yeah, we've used it a couple of times. It's one of the things that attracted me to this house, its great!"
An image of Jenna with her hands on the side of the deck with her luscious ass wiggling while she begged her boyfriend to fuck her doggy style came to his mind. "I agree, one of my favorite parts is the deck being right up against it allows you to climb out when you get too hot!" He said distractedly as he seemed lost in contemplation.
Jenna thought that was a weird attribute to highlight versus the number of jets or the constant circulating hot water but she nodded in agreement nevertheless.
"All this talk about the hot tub, makes we want to take a dip, you feel like hopping in for a bit?" He asked nonchalantly. "Obviously we don't have to abide by Andrea's silly no clothes allowed rule...unless you like it better that way." He joked in an attempt to lighten the mood and make it sound like he didn't care one way or the other.
Jenna figured out quickly that Paulo's intentions for this visit weren't what he claimed. "Darn Paulo I went for a dip not long before you came over, I'll turn into a prune if I go again, but you are welcome to use it yourself if you want."
Paulo got a frustrated look on his face before he quickly changed his expression and responded, "Yeah you're probably right, I got a bit of a burn while surfing today, I could probably stand to avoid the hot water on my skin too."
There was an awkward silence before Paulo finally said, "I should probably start collecting my things. Let's see, I know some of these DVD's in this cabinet are mine." He reached into the top drawer and rummaged through them before he pulled out Steel Magnolia's and Mystic Pizza and set them on the coffee table. Jenna bit her lip to keep from laughing, it was obvious he had no idea that both of these movies were chick flicks and she was sure they weren't his. He then reached into the middle drawer and pulled out a documentary on the migration of penguins, again she did her best to keep from busting up.
Finally he opened the bottom drawer and said, "I hope this doesn't embarrass you, but most of our favorite movies are in this drawer." He perused the collection of porn flicks before pulling several out and placing them on the table behind him. The video cover on top of the pile showed a blonde with big tits. She bore a strong resemblance to Jenna.
Jenna's eyes got wide as she realized the entire drawer was full of porn. Paulo commented over his shoulder, "Several of these are mine, but I'm just going to grab a few. Andrea is more into them than I am. Do you and your boyfriend like to watch porn Jenna?" He asked nonchalantly without turning his head.
The question caught her totally by surprise, "Um, yeah I guess we have a few times," she replied guardedly.
"Andrea likes to watch them as foreplay, I don't object as they really get her in the mood. Personally, I'm always ready at a moment's notice, but they're fun anyway. You ought to try it while you're living here Jenna; Andrea's got a whole drawer of these things. You should surprise Ryland when he gets back from camp!"
She didn't see the need to correct him once again, "Yeah, uh maybe I'll do that when he gets back."
Paulo's "subtle" attempts at creating sexual atmosphere didn't appear to be working thus far. He stood up and glanced over his shoulder as he moved to the kitchen, "I'm going to grab some stuff from her room, I see your wine glass is empty, do you want a refill?"
"Yeah but I can get it Paulo."
"No I insist, besides I'm gonna grab another brew anyway." When he entered the kitchen he looked down and saw his shorts bulging out from the hard-on he acquired while looking at the porn cases and concentrating on Jenna's body. This was part of his plan; he wanted her to see it too.
He came back from around the kitchen holding a half-full bottle of chardonnay. Jenna barely noticed the wine. Her eyes were glued to his tented shorts. Paulo walked over and stood in front of her as she nervously raised her glass. He could see she was staring at his huge bulge; it was after all, no more than a foot from her raised glass. As he poured the wine he said, "Oh my God, this is embarrassing, I guess I got a little aroused looking through those movies. Please excuse me!"
Jenna didn't know what to say, she just looked up at him with a small closed-lip expression before taking a drink from her wine. Paulo noticed that her hand was trembling as she sipped it. He returned to the kitchen, put the wine away and grabbed another beer. His spirits were improving; he thought he'd noticed a lustful look on her face when she saw his bulging shorts. "Let her stew on that for a few minutes." He picked-up his backpack and walked past her again on his way to Andrea's room.
Jenna sat on the couch in shock; she couldn't believe how big the tent in Paulo's shorts appeared. She was immediately reminded of his flaccid dick in the hot tub from the previous night, it looked big then, but the transformation to its current size seemed inconceivable. She thought about Andrea's constant praising of Paulo's huge cock during their hot tub fucks, "Shit she wasn't kidding!" Jenna listened for activity in Andrea's room before she lowered her hand and brushed it across her clit, she could feel her panties were already damp.
While back in the room, Paulo texted Billy and told him to call him back in exactly five minutes. Paulo turned up the ringer on his phone as he collected a few items from around Andrea's room and placing them into a plastic grocery bag. He checked his watch again and retrieved a DVD from his backpack. He walked back to the living room and found Jenna sitting on the couch looking at her phone, "Hey, I found a couple of DVD's of ours that aren't marked, do you mind if I pop them in the player so I can see whose they are?"
"No not at all, you and Andrea's home movies, those should be fun to watch!" Jenna giggled.
Paulo turned on the TV and inserted the first one. He knew exactly what was on it, and thought to himself, "Yes I guarantee this will be fun to watch bitch!" He hit the play button and immediately a video of a trip that he and Andrea took up to Central California wine country began to play. On the video, it was obvious they both had had too much to drink and were drunkenly goofing around at a winery in Paso Robles.
Paulo feigned his embarrassment when on the video he began singing his favorite Goo Goo Dolls song to Andrea. Jenna thought it was really sweet and kind of adorable, "Turn it up Paulo, this is really cute!"
"Oh my God, I'm so embarrassed. Do you really want me to turn it up?"
"You guys look like you are having so much fun together, of course!"
"Shit, I can't believe I am doing this," he said before he adjusted the volume and blushed.
Jenna laughed. Just then Paulo's cell phone rang. He looked at the number and said, "Damn I have to take this. I'm trying to sell my car to this guy so it might take a while."
"Take your time Paulo, I'll watch the video, it's funny."
"Yeah, funny at my expense!" He replied embarrassingly.
Paulo answered the call and walked back to Andrea's room with the remote control in his other hand. He said quietly, "Thanks Billy, your timing was perfect; I'll call you after I get back from Spain."
His friend asked, "How's your progress coming with the trim?"
"We'll see in a few minutes, things should get interesting soon!" Paulo replied excitedly. "But I have to go!"
"Later Dude, good luck!"
Paulo continued his collecting of items from Andrea's room. He purposefully tore the thin plastic grocery bag along one of the seams before he carefully loaded it with handcuffs, a short leather whip, a blindfold, a set of Ben-Wa balls, two cock rings, a large dildo and a couple of kinky lingerie items. He stuffed the rest of the bag with some of his personal items including boxers, socks and tee-shirts. He stopped to listen to the video from the other room; he could still hear the drunken playful banter from the winery. He could also hear the hot blonde giggling as she watched.
"Laugh now bitch, it's not going to be funny much longer!" Just as he finished that thought, he heard the audio change dramatically. Suddenly he could hear the unmistakable sounds of Andrea moaning and skin slapping against skin. He was also pretty certain he heard Jenna gasp.
Paulo's cock hardened again as he listened to the sounds of him fucking the shit out of Andrea. Earlier in the day he had taped over the remainder of the winery video with one of the hottest sex tapes that he and Andrea had ever made. He picked this particular one because it was filmed from an angle that focused in on his big cock and nuts as he fucked her hard. Paulo clicked on the living room camera app on his phone. A video image of Jenna sitting on the couch appeared; she had a look of amazement on her face, her mouth was agape as she stared at the television screen. Paulo could hear the sounds of him and Andrea's wild sex reverberating down the hallway.
In an effort to calm Jenna's suspicions that he might be off the phone soon, Paulo yelled, "Man, you better come up with a better offer than that or I'll find someone else to buy it!" The loud sound startled Jenna and she jumped momentarily as she seemed to be in an internal debate as to what to do. The sexy blonde quickly got up and looked around the room, apparently searching for the remote control which Paulo had taken to the bedroom. It was obvious to him she was conflicted as to how she should handle the situation.
After 30 seconds of looking fruitlessly and hearing Paulo talking on the phone, she slowly sat back down and watched more intently. Just then Andrea moaned loudly and told Paulo she loved his big dick. Jenna mouthed the words, "Oh My God, it's Huge!" Moments later Jenna glanced over in the direction of the hallway leading to Andrea's room before she lowered her hand and rubbed across the front of her shorts.
"BINGO!" Paulo said to himself. "Now she knows exactly what she's going to get!"

"Okay, I'll sit here for five more minutes while you two talk it over, but you better make your best and final offer by then! I'm losing my patience!" Paulo shouted loud enough for Jenna to hear. He wanted to give her more time to see what she would do. Paulo's loud voice coming from the bedroom caused her to momentarily pull her hand from between her legs, but after she processed what she'd just heard him say, she lowered it again and rubbed herself more intently.
It was now Paulo with the internal debate as he pondered his next move. "Should I walk out there completely naked and say, that's enough dreaming about it, it's time for the real thing or should I go with my original plan?" He watched Jenna nervously touch herself through her shorts as she repeatedly glanced over in the direction of Andrea's bedroom. Paulo was now excited beyond control.
Paulo decided to go with his original plan. He was actually quite confident either plan would work, but this one would be more fun. He reached into his backpack and pulled out a large bottle of warming massage oil, he loosened the cap to the point that it was only resting on top of the bottle before he slipped the oil container into the plastic bag. Paulo then yelled out, "Fuck you dude, that's insulting, find some other sucker!"
He then started back into the living room, "Some people are just so rude..." he was saying as he came around the corner and saw Jenna quickly pull her hand from between her legs. He then "noticed" the sex video that was playing on the television; he faked a panicked expression and yelled, "Oh God that was supposed to be our winery trip!" Paulo lunged towards the TV in an apparent effort to turn it off, but as he did so, he purposely tripped over his own feet and crashed to the ground.
Jenna screamed in surprise and fear as he landed loudly on the floor. When Paulo hit the ground the grocery bag burst open and the bottle of oil exploded. Everything in the bag scattered across the floor. The Ben-Wa balls bounced loudly across the kitchen floor.
Jenna moved quickly to see if she could help him. As she knelt down beside him, her hands and knees were immediately covered in the slippery oil. She helped him groggily move up to his knees, "Are you okay, that was a really hard fall?"
Paulo shook his head a few times, acting as though he were shaking the cobwebs loose. Meanwhile on the video Paulo grunted loudly and urgently ordered Andrea to turn around. He and Jenna were naturally drawn to the television audio; they looked up in time to see a big blast of his semen shoot all over Andrea's face. They were both frozen in place as they watched rope after rope land heavily from her chin to her forehead. When his climax finally subsided, Paulo looked at Jenna and said, "Oh my God, this is so embarrassing, I had no idea that our sex tape was on that DVD. Andrea must have put it on there. I'm so sorry you had to watch that!" He lied.
Jenna didn't know how to respond. She was still in shock at the amount of cum that had spewed from Paulo's heavy balls, "...uh...it's...okay, are you sure you aren't hurt?"
"Yeah I think so, what a klutz I am." Meanwhile the video transitioned to another hot sex scene of him and Andrea. In this one, she bounced up and down on his big cock while telling him how great he felt. Paulo again feigned his embarrassment as he rose to his feet. He had a panicked look on his face but his hands were covered in the slippery oil. He said urgently, "Do you know where the remote is?"
She shook her head.
"God this is so embarrassing!" The cocky Spaniard moved quickly into the kitchen and found some paper towels. He frantically dried his hands before returning to the living room, he purposefully neglected to bring her anything for hers.
Meanwhile Andrea was moaning and riding him for all she was worth, "Fuck me with that huge dick you Spanish stud!" Paulo urgently looked around the room, "Where is that fucking remote? Oh shit, I wonder if I took it into the bedroom?" He ran into Andrea's room and quickly returned with it in hand, he frantically hit the power button and the screen finally went black. Paulo looked down at Jenna with a sorrowful look on his face. She was kneeling on the floor in a pool of massage oil, the sex toys were scattered around her. There was a big oil-soaked 8 inch dildo on the ground between them pointing straight at Jenna. Apparently it must have turned on when he fell as it was vibrating loudly and splattering oil onto her knees.
After a long pause, Jenna suddenly burst out in laughter. Paulo looked at her incredulously, "What's so funny?"
"This whole situation Paulo. I realize what is happening here; the videos, the hot tub invitation, the sex toys." She picked up the big dripping dildo and awkwardly turned it off. "I am flattered at all of your attempts to impress me but I am very committed to Ryan (she said his name clearly to make a point). You are a very handsome man and I'm sure most girls would give themselves to you in a heartbeat, but I think it would be a good idea if you were to get your things and go."
He stared at her with a look of aggressive confidence. "You don't really mean that. You don't really want me to leave Jenna. I saw the way you looked at my big cock; you know I'd fuck you like you dream of being fucked! I'll give you everything you wish your boyfriend could. Stand up and take off your clothes and I promise you'll never regret the decision!"
Jenna's emotions were running wild but she didn't want him to know. She could feel the wetness between her legs as her mind flashed to the image of Paulo's thick cock impaling Andrea from behind. Her defenses were waning and she doubted she could resist much more of his mental pressure. She made one final plea, "Please leave, I'm really not interested."
Surprisingly he pushed no further, "You dumb bitch! You'll never know what you missed! That squirting little pussy of yours, would have loved every second of it!" He grabbed his backpack and stormed out the door leaving a trail of oily footprints in his wake.
Jenna quickly rose; she locked the deadbolt and chain. Her heart raced as she breathed a huge sigh as she leaned with her back against the door, not sure if it was one of relief or disappointment. Ironically, as Paulo drove away he couldn't possibly have known that Jenna's resistance was totally gone. If he had waltzed out of Andrea's room naked, Jenna Norris would have taken his incredible cock in her mouth, and she would have been his to do anything he pleased. All the images of the sex he envisioned with her would have paled in comparison to the way they would have fucked this night.
Paulo Garcia made the wrong choice opting for his original plan.
Jenna went over to the window and watched as he drove away. She pulled the drapes closed and turned to look at the mess on the floor. The dildo was the thing that obviously caught her attention previously, but now she focused on all the items that had spilled from Paulo's bag. Handcuffs, a leather whip, two large rings, a black blindfold and several clothing items were scattered about and covered in oil.
She spent the next thirty minutes cleaning. As she did so, she couldn't help but wonder exactly what Paulo's intentions were. "Would he have used all these things on me?" She found herself more and more aroused as she considered the possibilities. When she picked up the large dildo and brought it to the sink, Jenna surprised herself when instead of cleaning it, she stroked the oil all along the shaft. Her thoughts returned to the image of Paulo's cock from the video, Jenna assumed that only porn stars had cocks like that, "How could Andrea take such a hard fucking from something that big?"
Finally she finished the last of the cleaning and collected all of Paulo's stuff; she put it into a paper grocery bag. Jenna went over and removed the sex video from the DVD player, but thought better of putting it into the bag. Instead she found the case and set it over near the front door. She glanced out the window to make sure no one was out front before opening the door and putting the bag on the porch. Jenna really doubted Paulo had any intention of coming back, but she didn't want to be faced with the dilemma of whether to open the door again if he did. If he insisted on getting the video back, she would make him stand away from the door as she tossed it out with the chain still locked.
She closed and locked the door again. Jenna walked back into the living room and looked down at the porn videos on the table; she picked them up and studied the pictures on the covers. She then went over to the cabinet and opened the bottom drawer, there were nearly 100 porn DVD's inside. She looked through the titles and noticed some common themes; nearly half of the films were girl on girl films. There was 15-20 of the guy/girl variety. There was about the same number of multiple partner 3-way and 4-way titles. The remaining DVD's were a combination of interracial, fetish, anal, bondage/dominance and masturbation.



Her pussy was wet. Jenna went and got a towel out of the hall closet and laid it across the couch cushions. She went back into her room, took off her clothes and changed into a little teddy and crotch-less panties. Jenna grabbed the baby oil, KY Jelly and her vibrator and went back out to the living room. She poured herself another glass of white wine before lighting four or five candles and turning off all the lights.
Jenna had seen 4 or 5 porn videos in her life, but aside from Paulo and Andrea's homemade film, she had never watched one on a big screen TV. She was very aroused as she turned on Andrea's 52 inch Sony and put one of the DVD's called Sorority Party Payback into the player. Jenna hit the play button and reached for the baby oil. The first scene was not surprisingly...at a sorority house. The lead actor was playing a college dean who was "interrogating" the girls about a party they had thrown.
Jenna slipped the straps off her shoulders and pulled the teddy down past her heaving breasts. She coated her big soft tits with the baby oil and slowly began massaging them with both hands. On the screen, the dean was getting a blow job from a cute little blonde. He had a big dick and to Jenna's delight, a large set of balls that hung halfway down his thighs. As a matter of fact, aside from the skin tone, his package reminded Jenna of Paulo's.
Jenna rubbed her tits and fondled her nipples as the scene played out. The dean's balls were soon bouncing off the co-ed's chin as he pumped his cock in and out of her willing mouth. The dean threatened to expel her if she didn't immediately suck on his nuts so the little blonde complied as she licked his scrotum before sucking each of them into her mouth. Jenna loved this and quickly reached for the KY Jelly and squeezed some on her fingers, "Suck his big balls little girl!" Jenna muttered out loud before she lowered her hand and slowly coated her soaked lips with the cream through the crotch-less gap.
The little blonde now bounced up and down on the dean's fat cock while he played with her tits. Jenna rubbed her pussy lips with slow, two-finger strokes. She worked her way to her clit and rubbed circles around it and watched as the dean was now doing the blonde doggy style. His balls slapped up against her thighs and drove her wild. It had quite an effect on Jenna as well; she quickly reached for the vibrator, coated it with jell, turned it on low and rubbed it on her clit.
The blonde couldn't take the assault as she came all over the dean's big cock. Jenna nearly did too, but slowed her pace as she didn't want to cum too quickly. The dean then went to the room of the social chairperson. She was smoking Asian girl wearing a schoolgirl uniform. The pretty oriental tried to claim that she wasn't at the party but he showed her a picture that put her at the scene of the crime. She begged him not to expel her from school. The dean said you better start showing me how bad you want to stay. Jenna inserted the vibrator in her pussy and played with her clit with her other hand.
The thin Asian girl started to unbutton her blouse but the dean reached down and ripped it open sending the buttons flying. Her very nice C-cup tits came popping out. He spun her around, lifted her plaid skirt and yanked her panties down to her knees. The dean spanked the Asian girl several times before lifting her up and spinning her upside down into a 69 in the air. He munched on her sparsely black-haired pussy while she engulfed his dick. Jenna pulled the vibrator from her pussy and licked it, she imagined it was her sucking the dean's huge cock. As Jenna had learned long ago while sucking Ryan's dick after sex, she liked the smell and taste of her own juices. She licked the vibrator clean and slid it back in her wet slit.
The dean flipped the little Asian girl right side up and impaled her with his fat cock. He bounced her around the room and out onto a balcony before she kicked her legs straight out and screamed in delight as she climaxed. He didn't let up and she had another grunting orgasm a minute later. Again Jenna was on the verge of orgasm, but she slowed her pace, she looked down to see the vibrator glistening with her juices as it slowly glided in and out of her wet pussy lips.
Finally, the dean entered the room of the sorority president. She was a tall brunette with long legs and a big rack. She had just returned from an interview; she wore a business suit with white stockings and high heels. The dean ordered her to strip for him as he positioned himself on the edge of the bed. The brunette immediately began to cry before removing her coat and slowly unbuttoning her top. Her tits were straining to be released from her lace lined push up bra. The administrator stroked his cock as he pulled the girl to him before he suddenly grabbed a pair of scissors from her night stand and cut the strap between her bra cups; her spectacular mounds spilled out heavily. Jenna reached up and played with her own breasts as the dean devoured the coed's rock-hard nipples.
The dean used the scissors to slice away her skirt, leaving her in only sheer panties, a garter belt, thigh-high stockings and high heels. He threw her on the bed and tossed the scissors aside as he simply grabbed her panties and tore them off. The horny administrator slapped her clit with his big cock several times before rubbing it up and down her slit. The big-titted sorority girl begged him to put it in but the asshole denied her the pleasure; instead he grabbed a bottle of baby oil and climbed on top of her. Jenna worked herself into a frenzy as she excitedly rubbed the vibrator across her own swollen clit.
The dean squirted the oil all over the girl's chest; he grabbed her slippery tits and fucked them for all he was worth. He smeared his oil covered cock across her lips and face and tea-bagged her with his ball sack before continuing his assault on her breasts. The breathless dean squeezed her nipples and suddenly thrust his big cock toward her face as stream after powerful stream of thick hot cum erupted onto her face, hair and lips.
The film showed a slow motion shot of his balls contracting and a huge spurt exploding from the head and landing heavily on her mouth. This was all Jenna could take, she pulled out the vibrator and grunted loudly as her own cum squirted and doused the coffee table two feet away. Her legs shook for a full minute as she breathlessly recovered from the intense orgasm. As she did so, Jenna thought back to the statement Paulo had made about her "squirting little pussy". "Was that just a figure of speech? He couldn't possibly know that I squirt when I cum."
Jenna picked up the remote and rewound to the point where the dean shot his load. She was amazed at how similar it looked to Paulo's climax. She still couldn't believe how much cum he could produce and how it could shoot from his cock like that. She suddenly wondered if Ryan's much smaller loads weren't normal. As she rewound and watched it a third time, she confirmed what she already knew; she got very aroused by big cocks, large balls and lot's of shooting cum.
Jenna's wine had gotten warm, so after cleaning herself and wiping down the table she walked on wobbly legs to the fridge for a refill. She sipped the wine and looked at the clock, she couldn't believe that nearly two hours had passed. She was still dressed in the lingerie, but didn't see any reason to change at this point. Jenna sipped her wine again and checked her text messages; the first text contained a picture of Andrea and her friends partying in the Gaslamp district in SD. It said, "You're missing out!"
Jenna thought to herself, "I'm doing okay for myself...oh and by the way your boyfriend tried to fuck my brains out tonight!" She typed a response, "Kind of boring around here tonight, not much going on, see you this weekend."
Jenna finished her wine and had every intention of cleaning up and going to bed. As she started to put the DVD's away, the picture on the cover of one of the threesome video's caught her eye. She hadn't noticed this one before, but it showed two hot girls and a guy in an airbrushed erotic photo. The blonde girl had big beautiful tits, the brunette had her face buried between them, and the guy who had very tanned skin and a big cock and was fucking the brunette from behind. She obviously couldn't help but notice the resemblance to Andrea, Paulo, and herself.
Jenna put the DVD in the player and turned it on. The three actors were on their way to a camping trip for the weekend. After setting up their tent and partying for a while, they adjourned to the tent together. Jenna reached for the KY again and lathered it on her pussy lips. The girls on the video stripped each other and were soon making out; they then sucked each other's tits and took turns munching on each other's pussies. Lesbian sex hadn't turned Jenna on before, but ever since Andrea rubbed her toes between her legs, the thought of sex with a girl really aroused her.
The brunette buried her face in the blonde's bush and used her talented tongue to eat her out. She flicked her tongue ring on the blonde's clit, driving her wild. Jenna frigged her own button to match the lashing that the blonde was getting on the video. She had never seen a girl with a tongue ring perform cunnilingus, but now that she had, it looked absolutely divine. Jenna couldn't help but think about Andrea doing that to her.
Meanwhile the guy pulled out his big cock and fed it to the blonde. The beautiful girl slobbered all over it before he wiped it around her face. He stuck it back in her mouth and she swallowed more than half of his thick 8 inches. Jenna had learned a deep throat technique and could take all of Ryan's six and half inches into her throat. He loved it when she deep throated him, especially when she would swallow his load. Jenna wondered how much of this guy's huge cock she could take down her throat.
The girl's switched into a 69 with the blonde on top. Jenna reached for the KY and vibrator again, she lubed it and slid it along her puffy pussy lips before rubbing it on her clit. The guy in the video pushed his cock up and down the blonde's pussy and asshole as the brunette worked her clit from below. His big balls slid along the brunette's face as he pleasured the blonde's backside. Finally he sunk his cock in her pussy as Jenna turned on the vibrator and pressed it in her own hole. She spit on her fingers and frigged her engorged bud with her spare hand.

The scene on the video was as erotic as any Jenna could remember as she pictured herself as the blonde with Paulo's big cock pounding her from behind while her clit was being satiated by a combination of Paulo's balls slapping against it and Andrea's tongue ring flicking it relentlessly.
The blonde in the video was experiencing exactly that treatment as she moaned and grunted uncontrollably. Jenna slid her hips on the couch and humped the vibrator as she hornily played with her clit. The porn star spanked the blonde several times before he licked his finger and inserted it in her ass up to the knuckle. The big-titted blonde erupted into a shuddering orgasm as the guy pulled out and shot stream after stream of thick cum all over her asshole, down her pussy, and onto the brunette's face. Jenna grunted herself. As she came, she moaned loudly and unconsciously shouted, "Paulo fuck me with your big fucking dick!" Her ass lifted off the couch as she again squirted all over the towel and onto the floor and table.
It was now past midnight. She cleaned up her mess, turned off the tube, blew out the candles and walked on wobbly legs over to check the door one final time. She saw Paulo and Andrea's sex DVD sitting on the ledge. She picked it up and carried it back to her room before getting ready for bed. As she climbed into the sack, she guiltily considered the thought of watching the Paulo-Andrea sex tape at some point this week. "What kind of person am I to want to watch a video of my roommate and her boyfriend having sex?" After pondering the thought, she put it out of her mind before she took a second to remember what day it was, "Tuesday? Yes Tuesday. Andrea and Ryan won't be home for 3 more days."
*****
And while Paulo was still pissed that he hadn't gotten into Jenna's pants, his night hadn't turned out a total loss. When he returned to his house he responded to several texts from Andrea. He finished his packing but before going to bed, he flipped to the living room camera app at Andrea's house. His eyes grew wide when he saw what was on the screen before him. Paulo spent the next couple of hours watching the horny blonde roommate sitting nakedly on the couch masturbating to porn flicks.
Eventually he watched in awe as Jenna yelled, "Paulo fuck me with your big fucking dick," and banged herself to a squirting eruption of an orgasm. If it hadn't been so late and he hadn't just emptied his balls, Paulo might have jumped back in the jeep and gone over and broken the horny slut's door down. He still went to bed with his ego stroked and his balls empty in spite of not fucking the sexy blonde's brains out.
Those cameras would give Paulo plenty to watch over the next month...
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Jenna got up early the next day, showered and got ready for school. Paulo's bag of stuff was still on the porch; she brought it inside before heading off to campus. On her way she pondered what had transpired the previous night and considered whether to tell Andrea about Paulo. Eventually she decided that since he would be in Spain until long after their time in Santa Monica came to an end, she would just keep it to herself. "Nothing happened, so I will just let it go..."
Jenna went by the field and waved to Ryan. His buddies teased him before one of the black running backs, Demetrius Lewis exclaimed, "Damn dude, your girlfriend is smoking hot!" Ryan thought to himself, "You have no idea brother!"
Jenna got back to the house about 6:00 p.m. Paulo's stuff was still sitting by the door and the kink oil and vibrator remained where she'd left them the previous night. She cleaned her toy and started to put it away, but she guiltily knew she would use it again tonight so she walked back out and set it on the coffee table.
Jenna walked down to the beach to grab something from the bean wagon. She found a bench from where she could watch the sunset as she ate her tamale. It was a beautiful night and lots of people were out walking their dogs and jogging up and down the cement pathway that ran along the beach. Suddenly she was startled when she heard her name, "Jenna?" She looked up to see Andrea's friend Kristen standing nearby on roller blades.
"Oh hi Kristen," Jenna replied with a smile, "nice night for a roll down the beach."
"You bet it is! I wasn't sure if you would remember me," Kristen said, smiling herself.
"Of course I do, I have a knack for names and faces."
Kristen naughtily pondered, "I have a knack for racks and I certainly couldn't forget your boobs" as she stared at Jenna's captivating cleavage from behind her sunglasses. "Hey, when does Andrea get back from San Diego?"
"Friday." Jenna answered.
"That reminds me, I have some stuff of hers to drop off; I've had it for weeks and would feel better if it were there when she got home, are you around tomorrow?"
Jenna told her she had class through the mid-afternoon but would be in and out the rest of the day. Kristen said she would drop it off sometime later in the day. They said their goodbyes; Kristen stole one last look at Jenna's fabulous tits before she rolled on down the beach.
Jenna got back to the house and checked her phone. She had a text from Ryan that read, "Thanks for stopping by the field today, you looked hot; I can't wait to see you Friday!" Jenna smiled a mischievous smile before stretching her tight shirt over her mountainous breasts and shucking her skimpy bra; she took a "come fuck me" selfie with a seductive smile on her face with her left arm cradling her big naked tits. She sent it back to him with a note that read, "WE MISS YOU TOO!"
Ryan nearly choked on his cafeteria dinner when her message popped up on his phone. He also got a little stiff, "That girl is too much!"
Jenna surfed the web looking at bathing suits and jewelry. As she did so, she thought about Ryan and how much she was looking forward to seeing him on Friday. Jenna glanced over at the coffee table and saw the DVD cases and vibrator sitting there. She was horny.
As she had done the previous night, she locked the door and closed the curtains as dampness seeped between her legs. The hot 20-year-old took a shower and didn't bother drying her hair before slipping the sexy teddy back on. Jenna ditched the panties; she'd soaked them the previous night anyway and saw no use for them tonight. She walked around with little butterflies in her belly as she lit candles around the room.
Jenna was tempted to watch the Paulo-Andrea sex tape, but talked herself out of it. She suspected she'd feel like a voyeur if she went through with it; besides there was plenty of other porn to watch. That however, did not stop her from getting a vivid image of Paulo's huge, hard cock in her mind.
The horny blonde sifted through the DVD collection with big cock thoughts on her mind before she came to one called Investigation Ejaculation. The cover showed several girls with copious amounts of cum dripping off their faces. She immediately got a mental image of Andrea's face coated in Paulo's thick heavy cream. In this film, apparently the detective was played by an actor named Peter North, who was touted as the "King of Cum" on the cover. "What a great porn stage name, I bet his big dick does point straight up!" Jenna thought lustily as she gazed at the photos of numerous semen-covered pretty girls.
She hurriedly put the DVD in the player and sunk onto the leather couch with her feet on the coffee table and tanned legs spread wide. Jenna started the movie and immediately slid her fingers through her little blondish bush. The patch of hair made her feel more like a woman than the young girl look of all who were shaving their pussies bald these days. Jenna shaved herself about a half inch above her clit which provided Ryan with a clear hairless path to her clit whenever he ate her out, which to her delight was almost nightly.
Jenna and Ryan both liked the way her blonde pussy fur contrasted against her bikini tanned stomach. She enjoyed surprising him on occasion by waxing or shaving designs in her bush; in the past she designed lightning bolts, targets, arrows and even the letter "R" in her snatch.
Jenna reached for the KY cream. She covered her fingers and slowly rubbed her aching pussy lips. The movie started off with the detective, Dick Tasty, putting handcuffs on a girl and forcing her into a jail cell. When she refused to talk, he pulled out his big cock and shoved it in her mouth, "If you aren't going to talk, you can suck instead."
Jenna watched with her mouth ajar. She compared Peter North's dick size to Ryan's and was instantly jealous that her boyfriend's wasn't a little bigger, but she quickly put that thought out of her mind; she really loved Ryan and he was a good lover despite not having a porn star sized cock. Dick Tasty did have a porn star sized cock and proceeded to fuck the shit out of the handcuffed girl with it. As he was doing her from behind, he slipped a finger in her juicy ass. Jenna reached down and lightly rubbed her own backside hole.
Jenna didn't like to talk about it, but she really got off when Ryan would play with her there. She loved it when he would lick her asshole while eating her out or when he would tickle her starfish when they had doggy style sex. Sometimes he would even push a finger in up to the knuckle, if she was on the edge, it would send her on a squirting climax every time. Ryan also liked to rub his cock on her puckered rosebud during foreplay and on many occasions he tried to convince her to let him put it inside. But while Jenna was very adventurous in bed, she drew the line on anal sex; there was just something taboo about it.
The girl on the video had no such inhibitions as the detective now fucked her hard in the ass. She was about the same size as Jenna, who now watched in disbelief, she couldn't believe the girl could take a cock that big in her ass. "Shit, he is going to split her in two," she actually muttered out loud.
The slutty porn chick was having no such issues, she was thoroughly enjoying her "punishment"; Jenna sat gripped with fascination as she played with her pussy and rubbed her own asshole. The girl on the screen yelped loudly and came hard just before the detective pulled his cock out and ordered her to turn around and open her mouth. Dick Tasty stroked his cock and exploded with stream after stream of thick cum on her tongue, in her mouth, and all over her face.
Jenna thought that Paulo and the dean from the previous night's movie shot big loads, but they paled compared to the volume and power created by Peter North's balls. The girl's face was completely covered! His cum dripped from her tongue and chin and that was after 2 or 3 large spurts had disappeared down her throat.
Jenna got out her vibrator and covered it with KY before hurriedly rubbing it up and down her pussy slit. She flipped it on and replayed the scene and fucked herself with the toy in anticipation of North's monumental climax. Jenna timed it just right and fingered her asshole just before the detective shot his huge load. She grunted out loud and came all over her vibrator and onto the towel as Peter North blasted his ample load all over the pretty girl's face.
Jenna literally shook from her orgasm. As she recovered, she softly rubbed her clit and watched with fascination as in scene after scene, the detective's magnificent cock spurted huge loads on his willing "suspects". Jenna was still horny when the movie ended.

The horny 20-year-old perused the stack of DVD's again, and while several intrigued her, she kept coming back to one in particular. Jenna opened the cover and inserted it into the player. She stood up and pulled the teddy off altogether, "unh yeah!" While the fabric of the naughty lingerie was soft and silky it still created friction against her tender aching nipples. She melted back down into the couch, grabbed the bottle of baby oil and squirted it on both sensitive nubs before coating her tits more generously as the picture came on the screen. Jenna couldn't wait.
This one was a much higher quality video than the others; the setting was a large beautiful beach house with big windows. The windows were open and the curtains were blowing in the wind. A beautiful blonde woman in her late twenties was dressed in a white sleeveless top and khaki stretch pants as she sipped champagne and glanced through a magazine. She wore a beautiful necklace that accentuated her inviting cleavage.
Jenna massaged her own hungry tits in anticipation of what was to come. She again placed her bare feet on the table, her knees were slightly bent and her legs were spread as she melted into couch. The doorbell rang on the video; the girl yelled out, "It's open". A very handsome, young, athletic looking black man walked into the room. The pretty blonde admired his muscular physique before getting up and pouring him a cocktail. The young stud was dressed like he had just stepped off the set of a modern day Miami Vice episode. As she approached with his drink, she excitedly told him her husband left for his business trip earlier in the day.
He responded confidently, "In that case why don't you make yourself useful." The married wife didn't like being told what to do, but she was so horny she complied anyway. He sipped his drink as she put hers down and rubbed her hands on his chest through his buttoned-down shirt. She then slipped her small hands underneath it and rubbed his abs and chest. "I've been waiting for this!"
"I bet you have," he cockily replied. He took his shirt off exposing his muscular upper body and ripped abs. Jenna reached for the KY and spread some on her fingers. The guy looked like many of Ryan's buffed black teammates whom she'd met on campus or at parties. She lustfully lowered her hand and rubbed between her legs. The black dude continued sipping his drink as the young white wife slowly unbuttoned her shirt and slipped it off her shoulders. Her undersized push up bra accentuated her nice C-cup tits. "Nice, now get those pants off so I can see the white married pussy that's gonna get stretched out tonight!"
The pretty wife nervously lowered her stretch pants to her ankles revealing her g-string panties and tanned legs. She stepped out of the pants and came back to him and massaged his muscled body. The contrast of her fair complexion and blonde hair against his black skin was a turn-on for Jenna. She and Ryan had watched a few porn flick's in the past, but never one with interracial sex. She watched breathlessly, surprised that her pussy was already sopping wet in anticipation of what would happen next.
"Lose the panties and play with yourself, I want to see my married white pussy all wet and ready for this black cock," he growled as he grabbed his dick through his loose pants. Jenna licked her fingers and played with her clit. She surprisingly found herself aroused by the way the black stud ordered the married white wife to obey him. The blonde slid her fingers into her panties and touched her pussy. "Now bend over and show me that ass," he directed. She turned in front of him, bent over and raised her ass to him. He spanked her, then grabbed the g-string and pulled it aside so he could see her swollen pussy lips. After ogling her sexy pussy, he yanked the little garment down to her knees. "Let me see those married fingers play with my horny pussy," he ordered. Still bent with her ass in the air, the young wife reached back and rubbed her lower lips, she then extended her middle finger and brought it up to her asshole. "Now we're getting somewhere," he jeered.
He reached down, felt her wet pussy and said, "You're almost ready for my dick slut."
The blonde wife turned and said, "I've been thinking about your big black cock since I saw you at the bar last week with my husband."
He replied, "Stop talking and start showing me how bad you want it bitch!"
She excitedly collapsed to her knees and ran her face along the bulge in his pants. "Beg me for it and I'll decide if I'm going to let you have it!"
She sluttishly began to beg, "Please let me suck your big black cock. I'll do anything for it. I'm so horny; please don't make me wait any longer." He sipped his drink, set down his glass and untied his loose fitting cotton pants. He reached in and pulled out his horse cock; Jenna and the young wife both gasped out loud. It was easily the biggest dick Jenna had ever seen. She slipped a finger into her wet pussy; she couldn't take her eyes off of it.
The blonde stared at it too; mesmerized by its size, "Oh my God, it's twice the size of my husband's." She stuck out her tongue, but before she could lick it, he slapped her face with it instead. He let his pants fall to the ground. The black stud left her there on her knees as he stepped out of his pants and walked over naked and sat on the edge of the bed. He put one of his legs up and exposed his huge balls. Jenna licked her lips.
"Get over here and give me some white married head!"
The young blonde wife of a wealthy stock broker obediently crawled on her hands and knees over to suck the cock of her black lover. He held it out and told her to lick the head. She swirled her tongue around it and licked the spongy underside hungrily. His cock wasn't even fully hard and the head already looked like a doorknob. He lifted it and told her to lick his balls as he let them hang off the end of the bed.
"OMG...Suck and lick his big balls," Jenna hornily thought. She was aroused by the way the black man was taking control. To this point she had never considered herself a submissive lover, but watching this black stud take charge was turning Jenna on. She reached for the vibrator and lubed it; she was feeling unbridled excitement watching the blonde wife suck the black stud's massive balls. Jenna turned her slippery toy on high and pressed it into her sopping pussy. "You black fucking stud; make her suck those hot things," Jenna actually whispered out loud.
The blonde licked and sucked his ripe nuts between her lips and into her waiting mouth. She let them slip from her wet lips then kissed up his thick shaft and stretched her mouth as wide as possible to take the head inside. The horny black bull pushed six inches down her throat, "You love that black stick in your mouth don't you," he jeered, "I bet your husband doesn't fill your throat like that!"
"Oomph, um, umph," the blonde wife nodded and then shook her head as the black monster took up residence in her throat. She breathed in deeply through her nose as she chocked on his fat cock and her throat gagged responsively. His incredible masculine scent filled her senses like nothing she'd ever experienced.
"That's it baby, you suck a nice black dick bitch, spit on it," he commanded. The slut wife pulled it out and a long gooey saliva and pre-cum mixed stream spilled out of her mouth. She spit on the head and jacked him off excitedly.
Jenna stared in disbelief at the protruding veins that ran the length of the stallion's cock. Suddenly a thought occurred to her. She paused the video and looked over at Paulo's bag of stuff. She moved across the room and nervously reached inside. Her hand quickly found what it was looking for; she pulled out the big black dildo. Jenna stared at it as if it were some long lost ancient artifact. The dark phallus looked menacingly wonderful; its length and girth were significantly more than anything she'd ever held.
Her hands trembled as she walked back to the couch. She studied the large head and protruding bumps that ran up and down the length. She brushed her fingers across the bulbous tip before reaching for the KY and liberally coating the incredible sex toy. Jenna slowly stroked along the thick shaft and spread the gooey substance around. "God, can I really take this thing?" But she already knew the answer, "Of course I can or I'm going to die trying!"
Jenna held it in front of her while comparing it to the Black Stallion's massive dick. She came to the realization that the blonde on the video had some amazing cock-sucking talent; while the dildo was big in its own right, it still didn't compare to the massive organ pistoning in and out of the WILF's wet lips. Jenna breathlessly watched the action on the screen as she unconsciously brought the head to her dripping slit and pressed it slowly along her swollen lips. The Stallion's big balls now bounced off the pretty blonde's chin. "OMG, she's taking that whole fucking cock down her throat, but if she can do that with her mouth, I should be able to handle this thing inside of me!"
Jenna massaged her sensitive lips one final time before pushing the fat head into her slippery hole. Her head fell back against the couch, "Oh fuck that's big..." Jenna's vibrator was similarly sized to Ryan's cock; neither was anywhere near the rubbery cucumber sized pleasure stick she now pushed deeply into her horny pussy. It didn't take her long to realize what she'd missed out on until now; sensations she'd never imagined coursed through sexy body. When she pressed past the 7" mark, she moaned out loud. "Oh my fucking God that feels so damn GOOD!"
Jenna slowly worked the magnificent toy in and out. On each outward stroke Jenna could see the dark black surface shimmering with her love juice. The contrast between the jet black sheen of the big dildo and her swollen pink pussy lips aroused her. "You're not the only one enjoying a big black cock at the moment" Jenna thought silently to the hot wife on the screen.



"Don't forget the balls bitch!" The Black Stallion barked at the stock broker's wife as he lifted his cock and offered his nuts to her. She slobbered all over his fleshy scrotum before she sucked each of the oversized ebony orbs into her mouth before letting them pop out.
"Wow, that fucking bitch get's those too!" Jenna thought jealously.
"These balls are full of black baby juice; do you want me to shoot it into your white married pussy?" The Black Stallion asked arrogantly.
"My husband would kill me if I got pregnant with a black baby," she cried.
"Well then you better swallow my first big load and hope the one I shoot in your pussy later doesn't have as much seed as the one I'm gonna put in your belly now," he bragged between confident laughs. Jenna moaned as she let a big glob of spit spill onto her left tit before she reached down and massaged it into her nipple with her other hand. She then used her slippery fingers to frig her clit.
The black stallion shoved his cock back in the WILF's mouth and down her throat. Jenna couldn't believe she could take the whole thing as his huge nuts bounced off her chin. He grunted, "Here it comes slut, I'm going to shoot it down your married throat; you better swallow it all!" He grabbed her blonde hair with both hands and fucked her face hard.
Jenna slid the magnificent dildo in and out of her pussy as her fingers blurred on her aching clit. The black bull grunted and erupted in the blonde's throat. The pretty wife swallowed the first several spurts, but as his big balls pumped more cum into her mouth, it filled quickly and white foam formed around the sides of her lips before remnants spilled out around the sides.
Watching the black stallion pump his load into the blonde's mouth put Jenna over the edge; she grunted as her hips shook and she came hard on Andrea's incredible toy. As she breathlessly recovered, she lightly played with her pussy as she watched the stallion pull it out and smear his thick sperm all over the pretty wife's face. He said, "How dare you not swallow my entire precious baby load the first time. Suck my cock clean and lick up all the rest that spilled!"
The wife did as she was told and cleaned up the rest of his salty jism with her attentive tongue. Jenna slowly pulled the big black dildo from her gaped pussy lips. Her own cum leaked onto her asshole before spilling onto the towel. Jenna was spent and it was getting late. Nonetheless she was already looking forward to watching the black stallion give the blonde wife a good hard fucking the following day.
Jenna had surprised herself as she hadn't previously been aroused by the thought of lesbian or interracial sex. But the experiences of the past few days had awoken something in her that she hadn't felt before. Small feelings of guilt tugged at her psyche, knowing she shouldn't feel this way while in a satisfying relationship with Ryan. She rationalized, "At least I didn't cheat like so many of my friends do on their boyfriends, I only fantasized about it."
The cheating would have to wait until the following day...
*****
The next day was hectic as Jenna again swung by the field early and watched Ryan's practice for about 30 minutes before going to class. She aced her economics midterm and was feeling ecstatic as she made her way to gymnastics. She had missed class earlier in the week so she would do a double session today.
A couple of the younger male and the one female instructor, Coach Hogan, looked forward to Tuesday's, Thursday's and Friday's as those were the days that Jenna Norris worked out. Jenna looked simply hot in her leotard, with or without tights. The coaches would stare at her ass and tanned toned legs as she did her split stretches, forward and sideways. Most of her leotards were of the v-neck variety and her full boobs always looked as though they were straining to be contained.
The guys would laugh as Coach Hogan, who they knew was a lesbian, would constantly show Jenna technique improvements by using hands-on drills. The dark-haired coach touched Jenna every chance she got. The guys loved to watch the action as 27-year-old coach was pretty hot herself. For some reason, it never crossed Jenna's mind that Candy Hogan was gay; maybe it was because she was such a good coach and in spite of being very handsy, had never touched Jenna inappropriately.
After a double workout with Coach Hogan, Jenna showered in the girl's locker room. Candy Hogan rarely missed an opportunity to catch a glimpse of Jenna in the shower. If she was in the middle of a lesson with another student Coach Hogan would make up a lame excuse to ask one of the other coaches to relieve her so she could attend to business in the locker room. It was a standing joke with the other coaches who correctly assumed she was in there checking out the stunning 20-year-old's naked body. They were jealous.
Most days, Coach Hogan would wait until Jenna was nude and approach her in the shower or near her locker and say, "Hey Jenna I forgot to remind you to do this...or Hey Jenna, don't forget to practice this stretch this week...or Jenna, I really wanted to complement you on so and so; it was so much better than last week." All the while the horny coach would soak in the beauty of Jenna's phenomenal naked body.
On this particular day Coach Hogan didn't have any other lessons scheduled. After missing Jenna on Tuesday and following today's double session, the coach was as aroused as hell. The other female coach, Coach Van Buren had left for a long weekend and Candy Hogan knew she had the locker room to herself. She went inside the coaches' office and locked the door. The room had a one-way mirror that conveniently peered towards the women's showers. Coach Hogan reached inside her damp panties and played with her clit and rubbed her boobs as she watched the water cascade over Jenna's magnificent body. She pictured herself sucking Jenna's wet tits and ravenously eating her young pussy.
"That's it you little sex kitten, rub those big, wet, perfect boobs for your Coach Hogan. You know I'm going to have you begging for more when I eat your horny little pussy," the coach said under her breath as she imagined herself ravaging the voluptuous 20-year-old.
Candy Hogan had performed as a dominatrix with a few of her "girlfriends" in the past and now envisioned having Jenna as her slave. She pictured Jenna down on her hands and knees being led around her bedroom by a leash. She visualized the black leather collar that she'd put on other girls wrapped around Jenna's lean neck as she whimpered, whined and begged Coach Hogan to release her. "You'll get your release after you eat my pussy again and suck my cum between your pouty lips slave!"
Jenna wasn't in a hurry and took a long hot shower. Coach Hogan enjoyed every intoxicating second as she feverishly frigged her clit and talked dirty to Jenna under her breath, "Yeah you know how good Coach Hogan's pussy tastes, keep licking me with that sexy tongue slave, I'm almost there!"
Finally, the hot coach brought herself to a toe-curling climax just as Jenna turned off the shower and started to dry herself. Candy Hogan was breathless as she readjusted her clothes and fantasized, "I'm going to fuck that girl someday! And when I do, she better be ready, my tongue's not going to leave that sweet little pussy for 24 hours straight!"
*****
Jenna was in a great mood as she cruised in her topless VW bug while listening to Tupac's & Dr. Dre's California Love on her way back home. She was excited about doing so well on her Econ test as well as the fact that both Ryan and Andrea would finally be home the following day.

Traffic sucked as it usually does in LA, but Jenna wasn't going to let that bring her down. She had one more stop to make before going home; she pulled into the parking lot of a Victoria's Secret store that she had shopped at before. Even though she was on a college student's budget, she liked to splurge for sexy bedroom wear. Jenna loved how Ryan could barely control himself when she surprised him with new lingerie. She bought most of her panties and bras at this store and the sales girl remembered her when she walked in, "I remember you; you're Jenna right?" The clerk confirmed. She was actually a college senior at UCLA herself. Jenna was a hard person to forget, especially in this line of work. She looked better than the models on the walls.
"Good memory. Yours is Pamela right?" Jenna replied with a smile.
They exchanged handshakes and Pamela asked, "Jenna what can I help you with today?"
"My boyfriend is coming home from football camp tomorrow and I told him I would have a surprise for him. I want to get something very sexy to greet him in. I think I've told you before, he loves lingerie." Jenna said, eyes flashing.
"What warm-blooded guy doesn't?" Pamela replied and they both giggled.
Jenna tried on several items before she settled on a light pink Dream Angel's lace bustier and panty combo with thigh high stockings and garter straps. Pamela thought she looked stunning in everything she tried on, but agreed this outfit was "the one".
Had the designer himself been there, he couldn't have imagined anyone looking better in it than Jenna Norris. "I think your boyfriend might just pop in his pants when he sees you in this one!" Pamela joked.
"Jeez I hope not," Jenna said as she bit her lower lip, "he's been at camp all week; I want him to pop inside me!" They both laughed again. Jenna purchased the stuff and headed back to Santa Monica. It was nearly 5:00 p.m. when she arrived back home.
She was a little bummed that neither of her roommates would be home for another night as she didn't have early class on Friday and she felt like celebrating after nailing her test. Jenna looked through the liquor cabinet and found some Captain Morgan's rum. Something other than wine sounded good to her. She poured a Captain and Coke and turned on some throwback 80's music; the Psychedelic Furs' Love My Way blared from the speakers.
Jenna decided to have one drink and head down to the beach for a couple of hours before grabbing a bite to eat and settling down to watch the remainder of the previous night's video. She saw the case for the Black Stallion video sitting on the table next to those for Sorority Party Payback and Investigation Ejaculation. She felt herself getting horny thinking about the Black Stallion's big cock. Jenna eyed the black dildo eagerly.
She took another long drink from her rum and picked up the last small pile of DVD cases stacked on the table. They were all girl/girl sex videos. A couple of them looked a little raunchy, but the last one appeared to be similar quality to the last film she'd watched the night before. She thought to herself that maybe she would check that one out later tonight before or after she finished the Black Stallion.
Jenna went into her room to change into her bikini. She stripped off her clothes and was reaching into her drawer when she saw herself in the full-length mirror. She liked the way she looked naked and although she worked very hard to keep herself in great shape, Jenna couldn't help but wonder how she'd been blessed with such a pretty face and spectacular body.
Jenna admired herself in the mirror as her small hands made their way to her tits; she rubbed them softly and slid her fingers through her little blonde patch. Perhaps it was the rum or looking at the video covers, but she was feeling horny. She thought to herself that she could watch a hot scene from one of the movies, relieve a little sexual tension, and still make it to the beach for some late afternoon rays.
Jenna threw on a long tee-shirt and went out to the living room. While she was excited to watch the rest of the Black Stallion, she decided to check-out the girl/girl flick called Homework Hookup. She thought that if it failed to satisfy her, she would still have the other one to watch later. Jenna also guiltily suspected she would likely ignore her voyeuristic hesitancy and check out the Paulo-Andrea sex tape before her roommate returned the following day.
Jenna finished the last of her drink and decided to have another one since it was only a short walk down to the beach. After mixing it, she checked the locked door and pulled the drapes closed. She put the DVD in the player and turned it on. She took a big drink and found herself more excited for this than she expected. Like the previous night's film, the video quality and setting were much better and the two girls in the film were very cute. The actresses both appeared to be about Jenna's age; the scene began with them both studying in one of the girls bedrooms.
Jenna took off her shirt and massaged baby oil onto her tits and stomach. The girls were debating which college guys were the best kissers. Jenna coated her fingers in the KY jelly and touched her horny pussy. The girls both agreed that a boy named Brian was the best kisser. Katrina, the blonde girl then questioned, "I wonder who the best girl kisser is?"
Tonia, who looked a lot like Halle Berry said "I bet it's me!"
Katrina said, "No, I bet it's me!" They decided to find out by making out with each other. As they kissed they began removing each other's clothes. In addition to flowing dirty blonde hair, Katrina had a nice set of tits and a shaved pussy. Tonia had a phenomenal ass, small perky tits and a thin little landing strip. Jenna took another big gulp of her drink.
The pretty girls softly licked and sucked each other's breasts and teased between each other's legs. It appeared to Jenna that they touched each other more intimately than men touch women. Jenna reached for more KY and softly massaged it onto her puffed-out pussy lips and clit. Katrina whispered something in Tonia's ear, but Jenna had the sound turned down too low. She reached for the remote, turned up the volume and replayed the previous scene.
Katrina whispered to Tonia that she wanted to taste her and told her to "Climb up on my face." Tonia slowly worked her pussy up Katrina's body until she straddled her girlfriend's sexy mouth. Katrina lifted her head and began nibbling on Tonia's labia and licking into her wet hole. Jenna brought her fingers from her own pussy and sucked them into her mouth; she licked them erotically before reaching back down and rubbing her swollen bump. Katrina had a talented tongue and soon Tonia was moaning loudly and humping her face.
Jenna watched fascinated at Katrina's technique, she tried fluttering her own tongue in a similar fashion. Ryan always complemented her skilled tongue when she sucked his cock, he loved when she would flutter it under the fleshy part of the head or on his dangling balls.
Jenna questioned, "I wonder if I'd be good at licking a girl?"
Just then there was a knock on the door. Ironically she was about to find out...
Jenna pulled her hand from between her legs and scrambled for the remote, but her fingers were slippery and she dropped it. Meanwhile Tonia moaned loudly as she humped Katrina's face. Jenna finally located the pause button as another knock sounded. Jenna's heart beat quickly as she decided to stay quiet and hope the visitor would go away. That's when she heard Kristen's voice. "Jenna, are you in there? It's Kristen; I brought Andrea's stuff back."
"Damn", Jenna swore to herself; she'd forgotten about their meeting on the beach trail the previous day.
She knocked again, "I heard the TV on, so you must be home, please open the door, these bags are heavy," Kristen shouted.
Jenna, being a little buzzed, panicked and finally yelled back, "Hang-on, I just got out of the shower, I'll be right there."
Kristen shifted the bags in her arms and immediately got a vision of Jenna all hot and wet while coming out of the shower. Jenna threw on the nightshirt, ran back to the bathroom, put a towel on her head and raced back out to the door. She thought to herself that she would just open the door slightly, take the stuff from Kristen and say that she was running late and had to go.
Kristen had other ideas; she was intent on getting a good look at Jenna. Ironically, she would get her wish to see her all hot and wet, but not from the shower.
Jenna unlocked the door, but before she could brace herself, nimble Kristen barged in. The perky blonde shouted, "Sorry my arms are going to fall off, these bags are really heavy," as she lunged past Jenna to drop them on the kitchen table.
Kristen turned to see Jenna standing in a tee-shirt with a towel on her head. The tee barely covered her tanned thighs. Jenna looked like a deer (albeit a very hot one) in headlights as she stammered to say something about it being okay but that she really needed to be going...uh, I mean getting ready.
Kristen thought she seemed very nervous and then saw why. Looking past Jenna she could see a vibrator and several adult video cases sitting open on the coffee table. Accompanying them were a bottle of baby oil, a tube of KY jelly and a very familiar looking big black dildo. And while it turned her on to know that Jenna had likely been masturbating instead of showering, she felt bad about barging in on her. Jenna turned to look in the direction Kristen was staring and saw the sex toys and the lubricants. She immediately stammered, "Uh...it's not what you think, I was uh..."
Kristen cut her off and said, "I'm really sorry, I see you were busy, I should be going." She took a couple of steps towards the door when she noticed the paused video on the TV. One girl was sitting on another's face; Kristen immediately recognized it as one of the girl/girl video's that she and Andrea had watched on a couple occasions. She now saw this as an opportunity!
"Oh I know that video, Andrea and I have watched it together. Jenna, I wouldn't have pegged you as the type to watch girl/girl porn."
"Uh, Jenna stammered, I just grabbed one and that came on," she lied.
Kristen moved in for the kill. "Does Ryan know you play with yourself to girl/girl sex videos?"
"Um, um, yeah...I mean I wasn't masturbating," Jenna stammered again.
Kristen picked up the empty case for the Black Stallion and the dildo and asked, "Does he know you're into big black cocks?"
Jenna then pleaded with her "You can't Kristen; please don't tell him about this!"
The sexy blonde knew she had her now; she would only threaten to tell Ryan if she didn't get what she wanted by less devious methods. Kristen walked up closer and said "I'm not going to tell him anything," as she reached out and rubbed her hand down Jenna's side.
Jenna looked at her in disbelief, "Kristen, please don't...I'm not gay and I'm in a serious relationship," She protested.
"It doesn't look so serious at the moment, and no one is suggesting you're gay, but if you're not interested in girls, you sure make strange video choices," Kristen responded as she reached out and slightly tugged on Jenna's tee.
Jenna pleaded, "I wasn't even watching, I was in the shower..."
Kristen noticed the wet spot on the couch towel as well as a wet patch on the front of Jenna's shirt. She reached out and took Jenna's hand in hers and slowly raised it to her nose. She inhaled deeply, "Jenna, I can smell your heavenly pussy on your fingers and the wet spot on the couch and your shirt tells a different story baby." Kristen seductively sucked Jenna's fingers into her mouth and swirled her tongue around on them. "Your pussy smells and tastes amazing Jenna," Kristen said in a sultry voice.
"Please don't do that Kristen, I have never been unfaithful to Ryan."
"He doesn't need to know, in fact this will be our little secret," Kristen whispered as she ran her tongue exotically along Jenna's middle finger. Kristen could tell Jenna's resistance was fading and she wasn't going to miss this opportunity to seduce this 20-year-old Goddess.



"Please don't do that Kristen, I won't...I can't...please..."
Kristen moved in close and kissed Jenna wetly on the lips. She pulled her head slowly back, "You want this as much as I do don't you Jenna?" Kristen whispered while planting little kisses along Jenna's cheek and up to her ear. "You liked watching those girls fuck didn't you Jenna? Your pussy is wet isn't it; let me show you how good sex is with a girl!"
"N...n...no Kristen, we ca...can't," Jenna stuttered. Kristen reached around and pulled her close. She kissed her more forcefully and stuck her tongue in Jenna's mouth. Jenna couldn't resist anymore and began to kiss the little blonde back.
Kristen could taste the combination of rum and cum on her breath and knew this was going to go all the way. "You like the taste of your pussy, don't you Jenna?" Kristen asked. "I know I do."
As they kissed passionately, Kristen lowered her hands down Jenna's back and reached under her tee-shirt and grabbed her bare ass cheeks. She squeezed and kneaded them in her soft hands. "Oh, that feels good Kristen; your hands are so soft." Jenna breathily whispered between kisses.
Kristen lightly rubbed her index finger on Jenna's asshole; the big-titted blonde practically jumped off the ground. Kristen kept playing around the 20-year-old's butt as Jenna thrust her tongue further into the older girl's mouth in response. Kristen reached further down and touched her sopping pussy. Andrea's girlfriend rubbed her fingers over Jenna's lips and slid her middle finger up and down her wet slit. Jenna moaned. "You are so wet Jenna, I want to run my tongue all over it," Kristen whispered excitedly in her ear.
The little blonde reached up with her other hand and massaged Jenna's left tit. Kristen's pussy gushed as she felt the incomprehensible weight and firmness of Jenna's perfect boob. She wanted to taste it. The former cheerleader reached down with both hands and hurriedly pulled Andrea's roommate's chest stretched tee over her head. Jenna's phony wet hair towel fell as Kristen tossed the shirt aside. The stone-cold fox was now totally nude.
Kristen stared in awe at the amazing breasts on display before her. She nervously reached up with both hands and gently fondled them. Her hands felt small as she softly squeezed Jenna's heaving breasts, "They are absolutely perfect," Kristen whispered. "I've fantasized about these since I saw you on the beach that first time, they're more beautiful than I imagined!"
Kristen moved forward and devoured Jenna's rigid nipples with her soft lips and experienced tongue as she squeezed them with both hands. Jenna loved when Ryan sucked her boobs, but this was different. Kristen's lips and tongue were wetter and she did something as she swirled her mouth around her nipples that was really turning Jenna on. Her soft hands felt so good massaging and caressing them too. Jenna wondered silently if it felt so amazingly good simply because it was a girl pleasuring her. "OMG...Do I like girls?"
Without thinking, Jenna reached down and rubbed her fingers across Kristen's pussy mound through her shorts. She could feel Kristen's dampness through the fabric; it sent a bolt of excitement through Jenna's body. The younger blonde reached around and nervously unclasped Kristen's bikini top and slipped the straps off of her shoulders. The little blonde's firm, perky tits came into view. Jenna rubbed and lightly pinched her taught nipples. "That feels good Jenna, are you sure you haven't done this before?"
Jenna shook her head before lowering it and sensually licking Kristen's rock-hard nubs while she massaged the perky mounds. Kristen moaned softly.
Kristen took her by the hand and led her to the couch. She kissed her again and their tongues intertwined. She softly pushed Jenna back down and stood in front of her and did a sexy little striptease as she removed her own shorts and skimpy panties.
Jenna breathed heavily as she watched. Kristen playfully tangled her fingers through her own little patch of dark fur before slipping them into her pussy. Jenna watched fascinated as the former cheerleader toggled her clit ring with her wet fingers before sexily slithering down to her knees between Jenna's inviting legs. Kristen turned, reached for the remote and pushed play to resume the video. She adjusted the volume down a few notches before returning to her prize. "Jenna I'm going to fuck you now; lean back and let me make you feel like you've never felt before!"
Jenna's pussy gushed.
Kristen returned her attention to Jenna's wonderful tits as she caressed and squeezed them as she sucked them wetly at the same time. Kristen had never had her lips on more fantastic breasts in her life. "Jenna your tits are so fucking perfect, I'm going to suck them all night long."
"Yes I want you to," Jenna moaned as Kristen again used her talented mouth to swirl and lick her engorged aching nipples. Jenna couldn't believe this was happening. She ran her fingers through Kristen's hair as she alternated between watching the perky blonde make love to her tits and the lesbian scene that was playing out on the big screen in front of her. It was an amazingly erotic experience.
"Oh Kristen your soft tongue feels so good on my nipples." Kristen extended her hand up and slipped the fingers that she had used to pleasure herself moments earlier between Jenna's lips. Jenna instinctively sucked on them and got her first taste of foreign pussy.
Ironically that wouldn't be the only foreign pussy she would taste on this night.
Kristen reluctantly pulled away from Jenna's boobs and kissed her way down her stomach. She softly licked around Jenna's belly button before continuing down to her pussy mound. She ran her fingers through Jenna's blonde patch as she tenderly blew on her steamy pussy. Kristen slowly pushed Jenna's athletic legs back as she gently kissed along her firm tanned inner thighs. Jenna trembled with nervousness and anticipation.
Kristen rolled Jenna's limber legs all the way back to where her knees were up by her chest. She admired Jenna's gorgeous slit and its intoxicating scent. Kristen lowered her face to where she could see Jenna's little purple starfish. She erotically inserted a finger in her mouth before she lightly touched Jenna's inviting asshole. The busty blonde flinched and slightly moaned. Kristen saw this as a green light so she moved closer and darted her tongue around Jenna's asshole which elicited more urgent moans from the twenty-year-old's lips. Kristen licked along the dripping path between Jenna's asshole and pussy. She then slowly wiggled her soft tongue up her pussy slit from bottom to top. Jenna breathed heavily as she again tangled her fingers in Kristen's long blonde hair, "Oh my God Kristen, that feels so good."
Kristen continued to kiss and lick along both meaty lips with long slow strokes, "You taste so good Jenna." She sucked Jenna's puffy lips into her mouth and tickled them with her soft nimble tongue. Kristen licked her way to Jenna's clit and teased it softly with the flat part. The blonde nymph then flicked it several times before sucking it between her hungry lips.
Jenna whimpered and moved her ass around, "Oh Kristen, that feels so good...I love the way you lick me." Kristen feasted on Jenna's delicious pussy for nearly a half-hour as she brought her to the edge of orgasm time and time again. "Kristen, please let me cum. I want it so bad!" Jenna begged.
Finally the hot little blonde decided that Jenna had waited long enough. "Time to make this horny thing cum..." Kristen sucked and licked Jenna's clit as she reached up and squeezed her tits. Jenna gasped; her moans and grunts becoming more urgent.
Just then the front door opened and Andrea called out, "Jenna I hope you're decent, I got my wires crossed, we were coming home Thursday not Fri..." She stopped mid-sentence as she turned and saw her girlfriend and her roommate fucking on the couch. She dropped her stuff and tried confusingly to process what was going on.
"Okay, I have to admit I was looking forward to seeing you naked again roomie, but I didn't expect it to be this soon!" Andrea exclaimed as her eyes flashed excitedly.
The French girl closed the door and walked slowly towards the blonde-haired lovers. The lesbian video played from the TV, a vibrator, dildo, lubricants, and several porn video cases lay on the table. Kristen's face dripped with pussy juice as she looked up from between Jenna's widespread legs.
Jenna was mortified with embarrassment, she reached for her shirt to cover her tits.
Andrea got a slight smile on her face and said, "You two didn't waste any time while the kitty cat was away did you? Jenna, when I said 'don't do anything I wouldn't do', I really didn't expect you to take the statement so literally."
Kristen rose and crossed the room to Andrea; they paused and stared at each other for a long moment as they came together. Jenna expected Andrea to slap her, but instead they reached for each other and started kissing passionately.
Jenna rose from the couch and started for her room, she mumbled, "I'll leave you two alone to work this out."
Andrea pulled away and said, "Where are you going girl?"
Jenna held the bunched up tee-shirt in a lame attempt to cover her big tits, "I'm sorry I shouldn't be in the middle of this," she replied as she continued towards the bedroom.
"Wait, I want to hear how this happened and you two looked to be enjoying yourselves, I don't want you to stop because of me," gushed Andrea.
Jenna looked at her incredulously, "You mean you want us do it right here in front of you?"
Kristen and Andrea moved to Jenna. As Kristen circled behind her and slipped her arms around her waist from behind, Andrea said, "Actually, I was hoping to join you. Your sweet pussy tastes really good on my girlfriend's tongue. I want some for myself." Andrea reached out and slowly took the tee-shirt from Jenna's trembling hands as Kristen's moved up and gripped Jenna's soft tits from behind. Andrea stared into her eyes and said, "We are going to make you feel really good Jenna!"
Her young roommate began to protest, but Andrea put a finger over her lips to shush her. The older French girl then inserted the finger in her Jenna's mouth.
Andrea took a step back and drank in the beauty of Jenna's stunning body. She realized immediately that her pendulous breasts were in fact very natural. Andrea watched as Kristen's eager hands roamed over her roommate's tits, stomach and ass as the lusty blonde nibbled on her neck from behind. Perhaps it was the alcohol or the pleasure that Kristen was bringing her but Jenna's defenses were failing and Andrea knew it. Andrea seductively removed her own clothes as she stared into Jenna's eyes. The horny French girl was soon standing completely naked in front of her young roommate. Jenna breathed heavily as Kristen had lowered her hands and was now tickling her pussy.
Jenna trembled with nervousness and excitement as she admired Andrea's nude body. The French girl moved close and kissed Jenna on the lips. She excitedly reached up to touch Jenna's wonderful breasts as she kissed her again and thrust her tongue into her open mouth. Andrea pulled back moments later, "Sorry if my hands are a little cold, I didn't have time to warm them, but trust me they'll be burning up in no time as I explore this amazing body of yours!"
"They feel really good already, I can't wait for you to touch me everywhere," the busty blonde responded breathlessly before sucking on her roommate's tongue. Andrea's ring danced inside her young roommate's mouth. She erotically rubbed Jenna's heavy tits before she licked her fingers and lightly tugged on her ripe nipples. Andrea lowered her head and slobbered all over both areola before using her hands to massage the wetness into her wanting tits.
"They are amazing aren't they Andrea?" Kristen cooed.
"Flawless" was the only response that came from Andrea's mouth.
Andrea and Kristen liked to debate who had the nicest tits in entertainment. They were in agreement that while Jennifer Love Hewitt, Salma Hayek, and Denise Richards were all serious contenders, Jenny McCarthy's post-Playboy days' were their favorite. Jenna's tits resembled McCarthy's, but with two major differences: Jenna's were 100% natural and they were at least a half-cup size larger.
The lustful girlfriends led Jenna over to the couch and laid her down. Andrea and Kristen moved like sleek cats surrounding their kill. Andrea positioned herself between Jenna's legs as Kristen kneeled down next to her and hovered over her succulent boobs. They glanced at each other with looks of excitement in their wide eyes. Andrea sensed that Jenna was past the point of foreplay so she lowered her head and hungrily started eating her young pussy. Meanwhile Kristen pounced on her heaving tits and began the swirling tongue action that had gotten her so hot earlier.
Jenna squealed as they ravenously feasted on her delectable body.
The pleasure that Kristen had brought to Jenna's pussy previously, paled in comparison to the expertise that Andrea applied with her talented tongue ring and probing fingers. She twiddled Jenna's clit at blurring speed while she buried two fingers in her and pleasured her G-spot. Jenna was so sexually stimulated she failed to notice that Kristen was leaving little hickeys all around her nipples. "Jenna, your pussy tastes so good," Andrea practically shouted as she lapped at her young roommate's puffy cunt lips.
Kristen brought her lips to Jenna's and they made out like teenagers. She pulled away and saw that Jenna's thighs were now propped over Andrea's shoulders. Kristen watched as Jenna's hips rose from the couch while she used her gymnast's abs to gyrate her narrow hips around on Andrea's face. "Rub it on her mouth Jenna!" Kristen urged. The former cheerleader had been in the same position many times herself and never failed to cum when Andrea gave her head. Kristen squeezed Jenna's tits and purred sexily in her ear, "She has an amazing tongue, doesn't she, nobody has ever eaten me like her!"
"Uh huh...," Jenna excitedly grunted in agreement. Kristen could tell by Jenna's nonstop moaning and shortness of breath that she would climax soon and gave her encouragement to do so. The petite blonde pulled on Jenna's big nipples and said, "Tell her how much you love it, rub your sweet pussy on her face and cum all over her tongue!"
That was all Jenna needed to put her over the edge. She screamed, "ANDREA, I LOVE YOUR FUCKING TONGUE...Oh...Oh...Oh...I'M GOING TO CUM!" She grunted loudly and violently thrust her hips up and down along Andrea's face as her orgasm hit; pussy juice erupted from between her legs and sprayed in the air soaking Andrea's back in a breathtaking ejaculation shower. Andrea buried her face back in Jenna's hot pussy and within a minute she brought her to another gut wrenching orgasm.
Jenna was still shaking as Andrea kissed along her inner thighs while Kristen nibbled her neck and lightly rubbed her nipples. Andrea then said, "I didn't expect that shower, but it sure was nice. Why don't we take a real one before we make plans for the evening?"
Actually, she and Kristen already knew that their agenda for the night would be a fuck marathon with their new gorgeous sex toy, but Andrea didn't share that news with Jenna...yet.
*****
Meanwhile 5000 miles away in Pamplona, Spain, 14 drunk, horny Spaniards watched in stunned fascination. Earlier in the day they had participated in the running of the bulls in what they anticipated would be the highlight of Dante Garcia's bachelor party. Paulo's older brother had requested the daredevil activity as one of his last adventures as a free man. Luckily he and all of his friends survived the daredevil event and proceeded to get exceedingly more drunk throughout the day.
Now as most of the guys filtered back from the bars to the rented loft, Dante's younger brother Paulo, the best man, passed around a couple of huge joints. As the older guys smoked and told stories, Paulo opened his laptop. Dante had requested no hookers or strippers as he suspected he wouldn't be able to control himself and would very likely get into trouble with his new bride before they were even hitched. Dante asked Paulo to just bring porn flicks and some of his best weed. As Paulo hooked up his computer to the large screen TV, he toggled through a bunch of video files. His intent was to show a hodge-podge of clips from Andrea's hot tub camera, but not before a long look at Jenna's masturbation session from the couch earlier in the week.
That had been his plan until this moment...
On a whim, he clicked the live living room camera feed from Andrea's house in Santa Monica. What he witnessed even amazed him. He toggled the image onto the big screen and watched in awe with Dante and his friends.
Back in California former UCLA cheerleader Kristen stripped in front of a busty Jenna Norris who was naked on the couch watching intently. Dante Garcia's mostly married 30-year-old friends hushed immediately as two of the hottest young blondes they'd ever seen were preparing to fuck each other.
Paulo, himself amazed at what he was witnessing, suddenly swelled with pride (he swelled elsewhere too) as he watched his brother's older friends mesmerized at the audio and video images on display before them.
The drunk Spaniards all watched as the smaller of the two climbed between the legs of the big-titted blonde and ate her pussy. Most of the guys were soon rubbing their cocks through their shorts as cat calls and disbelieving comments rang out from the group. When the third girl suddenly opened the door and joined in, cheers could be heard in the flats across the street.
When it was finally over, Dante high-fived his younger brother and asked him where he had gotten such an unbelievable video.
"I filmed it myself!" Paulo shouted as all of Dante's friends laughed, screamed, and called bullshit.
"You know these girls little brother?" Dante asked in shock.
"Yes, the two blonde's are American and the brunette is French. They all really like big Spanish cock!"
Another round of whoops and cheers circled the room. Many of Dante's friends were well aware of his younger brother's prowess with women, but even they were amazed at what they had just watched.
"What the fuck are you doing back here in Spain if you have girls like that waiting for you in California?" Someone shouted from the group. "You need to bring them back with you next time you come back to Barcelona Paulo," came another voice. "Tell us about the tits on the blonde who got fucked by the other two, are they real?"
Paulo only grinned and nodded his head profusely. Cheers rang out once again. "Do you have any more videos of her?" Someone else shouted.
Paulo laughed and shouted back, "Are you sure you can handle it old man?"
"I can try, but I'll probably have to excuse myself to the washroom before long!" Dante's friend Alexander joked back to Paulo. Everyone laughed.
"Okay, but if any of you needs cardiac assistance, don't come looking for me!" With that, Paulo clicked on the video of Jenna masturbating on the couch while watching the porn videos. "Listen for who's name she calls out when she cums!" Paulo bragged with a big prideful smile on his face.
Dante turned to his little brother and said, "Paulo you know that many of my friends live vicariously through you. Don't be such a stranger in sharing your future escapades back on American soil! As usual, you have outdone yourself. Thank you for making my bachelor party so unforgettable!"
*****
Back in California...the girls' night continued.
Andrea stood and took Jenna by the hand and walked her into the bathroom as Kristen followed close behind. And while the house was very small, it did have a good sized walk-in shower. Andrea turned on the warm water and led the way followed by Jenna and Kristen.



Andrea and Kristen sandwiched the hot young roommate and quickly started soaping and massaging her fabulous body. Andrea kissed her deeply and rubbed her own tits up against Jenna's. Andrea marveled at how quickly Jenna was taking to this lesbian sex thing. Her young roommate explored the inside of Andrea's mouth with her long tongue as she pressed her own boobs against Jenna's. "Shit, mine look small next to hers."
Meanwhile, Kristen roughly kneaded Jenna's ass and licked along her back as the water cascaded over the three of them. Jenna still couldn't believe this was happening, but she didn't want it to stop as the two of them pleasured her like she'd never felt before.
Kristen kissed her way along Jenna's back and down the crack of her amazing ass. She kneeled down and licked along Jenna's crack and flicked her tongue across her puckered asshole. Jenna kissed Andrea more aggressively as she responded to the pleasure the little blonde was giving her from behind. Andrea's hands never left Jenna's tits as their tongues danced together.
Jenna then reached out and squeezed Andrea's pretty C-cups. Andrea moaned into her mouth and encouraged her to keep doing that. Jenna's confidence grew as she tweaked and pulled on Andrea's smallish nipples. "Shit baby, you know how to make a girl feel really good," Andrea praised enthusiastically.
Kristen was now seated on the shower floor with her face buried between Jenna's ass cheeks. Jenna lifted one of her limber legs and placed her foot on the shower door bar giving Kristen complete access; she quickly buried her soft tongue in Jenna's rubber-band stretched pussy lips. "Oh God Kristen, that feels good, uhn!"
Andrea kissed her way down Jenna's dripping wet body. She licked and sucked her luscious tits before she moved down her stomach and flicked her tongue playfully through Jenna's pubes. "You have a pretty bush Jenna; I haven't eaten a true blonde in a long time!"
Kristen looked up from between Jenna's ass cheeks and bantered playfully, "Fuck you bitch, just because I'm dark down here," she pointed to her fur strip, "doesn't mean I'm not a true blonde!"
"Semantics baby, it's all semantics! But regardless, I really love this blonde bush!" Andrea smiled before burying her nose in Jenna's pubes. She extended her tongue and brushed Jenna's clit before circling the little bud with the flat part of her tongue. She kept her nose in Jenna's mound as she tickled her roommate's clit with her tongue ring. Jenna got weak in the knees and moaned out loud, "Fuck Andrea, your tongue ring touches me in all the right places, lick my pussy with it!"
Jenna was incredibly turned-on as their experienced mouths pleasured her pussy. They had gotten her off a couple of times on the couch and were quickly bringing her there again. Jenna's thoughts turned to repaying the debt, "I'm going to eat my first pussy tonight..."
Andrea's and Kristen's lips came together beneath Jenna's spread legs, they kissed passionately before returning to her dripping slit. Kristen pleasured Jenna's swollen labia as Andrea returned to her hardening bud. Andrea flicked her tongue ring more aggressively as she'd done on the couch; Jenna moaned and pressed her quivering pelvis against the brunette's face. "Oh my God, that feels so good. I love the way you guys eat my pussy! I can't wait to do the same to you!" Jenna exclaimed. "Oh, God, yeah keep doing it just like that...oh, oh, yeah that's it...Oh my God! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!" Jenna practically screamed as she gripped Andrea's head. Her big wet tits jiggled and her hips shook as another squirting orgasm coated Andrea's pretty face.
As she gasped to catch her breath, Jenna watched as Andrea moved forward and shared cum kisses with Kristen. The lesbian's tongues fluttered together outside of their mouths. Kristen gushed, "Damn her cum's good, I want the next one in my mouth!"
Jenna slowly sunk down and soon all of them were sitting on the shower floor as the water had turned mostly cold; they were so hot that they hardly noticed. They playfully kissed, giggled, and fondled each other's bodies for several minutes before they got out and dried off.
Wrapped in her towel, Jenna returned to her room to dress. As she stared in the mirror, a sense of guilt regarding her infidelity nearly overwhelmed her. She loved Ryan so much, and in spite of the unforgettable lesbian encounter, the thought of losing him over it would devastate her. Jenna quickly resolved herself to the idea that she wouldn't tell him what happened, and that what transpired this afternoon would be a one-time event. She would simply tell Andrea and Kristen that she could no longer carry on the relationship, even if it meant moving out of the beach house.
Then she dropped her towel and realized she needed another plan.
Her breasts were covered with unmistakably recognizable hickeys and Ryan would be home in less than 24 hours. She got tears in her eyes as she realized she had no choice but to tell him.
Jenna slipped on shorts and a tank top and tiptoed back out to the living room. She stealthily grabbed her vibrator and the lubricants and tried to sneak back to her room, but Andrea emerged from her bedroom and met Jenna in the hallway. The French girl came right up face to face with Jenna and glanced down to see what she held in her hands. Jenna subtly attempted to obscure the sex toy from her view. Andrea took her by the shoulders, pulled her close, kissed her wetly on the lips and said, "Don't put those away; we'll want them again tonight baby." She smiled, pulled away, and passed Jenna on her way to the kitchen.
After cleaning her vibrator in the bathroom, Jenna walked embarrassingly to her room and put the sex stuff on her night stand. She returned to the living room to find Andrea and Kristen filtering through the DVD covers on the table. Jenna wanted to die as she overheard Andrea say to Kristen, "Wow, big black cocks, lesbian, and cum shot extravaganza, she really covered all the bases didn't she!"
Andrea looked up to see her young roommate standing there with an embarrassed look on her face. Andrea quickly went to her and apologized with an understanding smile, "I'm sorry Jenna, I'm not being judgmental, don't forget these are all mine in the first place, I have no room to talk. I'm just glad they are getting some good use, I probably spent $2,000 on all this shit and I don't think I'll be packing them in my suitcase back to France!" Kristen and Andrea laughed, and even Jenna got a slight smile on her face.
Andrea reached out, hugged her and said, "Enough about that, I have some good tequila, let's get drunk!" Kristen collected 3 shot glasses, limes and salt while Andrea grabbed her mini speaker, iPod and a bottle of Patron. They walked down to the beach, laid down a blanket and turned on some Bob Marley. They relaxed as the legendary Reggae musician crooned No Woman No Cry. They watched an amazing sunset; they also got pretty fucked-up.
It was dark when they returned to the house. Andrea put some No Doubt on the stereo and the three of them danced and ate munchies as Gwen Stefani sang Spiderwebs. They each ate a couple of vodka Jell-o shots and proceeded to get more wasted. It wasn't long before Andrea started removing her clothes, Kristen followed soon thereafter. All of Jenna's inhibitions were out the window and she stripped to the cheers of the other girls. They danced, kissed and fondled each other before heading out to the hot tub.
After kissing and splashing for a bit, Kristen climbed up and sat on the edge of the tub. She lifted one leg onto the coping and exposed her pussy. Andrea broke her kiss from Jenna and whispered, "It's time you ate some of the sweet stuff girl!"
Jenna was really horny, very drunk and didn't need any further encouragement...she wanted it as much as Kristen! Jenna stared eagerly between Kristen's firm legs as the former cheerleader softly played with her pretty pussy. She moved up close enough to where she could inhale Kristen's sweet scent, "Mmm, you smell so good Kristen, what do you want me to do?"
"Whatever comes naturally baby, seeing your beautiful face between my legs is exciting enough!"
Jenna nervously started off nibbling on her inner thighs, licking along the creases between her legs, and kissing around her lower engorged lips. She ran her fingers through Kristen's neatly trimmed dark patch and pulled slightly on her damp pubes while she blew on her pussy. Kristen groaned and said, "Jenna, that feels good, put your tongue on it."
Andrea moved up beside Jenna and rubbed her back before reaching around and massaging her slippery submerged tits. She whispered sexily in Jenna's ear, "Go get your first taste baby, I know you're going to love it!"
With butterflies fluttering wildly in her stomach, Jenna felt intoxicated with lesbian lust. She used her small thumb to lightly rub along Kristen's pussy lips. She followed her thumb with her soft tongue, bringing an earthy gasp from Kristen. Touching the softness of Kristen's womanly contours with her mouth sent a bolt of excitement through Jenna's body, now she wanted more. She spread Kristen's juicy lips and fluttered her tongue in the exposed areas. Kristen sighed and responded by running her fingers through Jenna's thick blonde hair. The hot little blonde rotated her hips around to maximize the affects of Jenna's wet ministrations on her horny pussy.
"Jenna that feels so good...keep going just like that."
Andrea reached back between Jenna's legs and gently frigged her slit while she kissed along her roommate's sexy back. Jenna brought her own fingers between her hungry lips and then playfully rubbed along the slippery opening to Kristen's soaked pussy. "Oh God Jenna, yes." Kristen moaned.
Jenna's confidence swelled as she slowly worked one and then the other slippery finger inside as Kristen moaned again and her hips rotated encouragingly. Jenna dropped her head and licked softly across Kristen's clit ring; the sexy blonde moaned out loud. Jenna increased the pace and vibrated her soft tongue while rubbing Kristen's G-spot. The petite blonde went crazy, "Fuh...that feels good, you must have done this before!"
Andrea moved behind Jenna and fluttered her experienced fingers across her roommate's pussy lips more quickly. Jenna's limber hips moved to meet Andrea's wonderful touch. "Keep going Jenna, she loves it! Make my girlfriend cum all over your tongue!"
Kristen moaned loudly again and ground her pussy against Jenna's face. She grunted, "Jenna you are a natural, I'm almost there! Keep doing it like that...oh, oh...yes I'm cumming...yes...oh my God!" She grunted again and her tight little body tensed and shook as she climaxed.

As Kristen recovered, she lay on the edge of the tub completely amazed that Jenna had gotten her off so quickly. Jenna's pride swelled, giving Kristen an orgasm and getting her first taste of girl cum was tantalizing. She already wanted to do it again. Jenna kept kissing around her new found treat but she didn't have long to savor the self-satisfaction.
Andrea's fingers moved in a blur across Jenna's clit. The French girl watched as her roommate's curvy back arched as she pressed her face back between Kristen's legs. "Uhn...umph...uhn...ooohhh, was all Andrea could hear from her muffled mouth as her hips humped the water. Jenna's excitement at getting Kristen off and Andrea's finger fucking was too much, she climaxed wetly yet again.
"I thought I was going to get her next cum!" Kristen complained teasingly.
"Get in line bitch! I can't help it if this horny thing keeps gushing on me!" Andrea bragged jokingly. "Besides, it didn't exactly look like you got the short end of the stick!"
"You can say that again!"
Jenna smiled, "It wasn't bad for me either."
Kristen repositioned herself and kissed Jenna on the lips, "You're a natural baby, now you need to show Andrea too!"
Jenna turned and sunk her cum covered tongue between Andrea's lips as they kissed passionately. Kristen slid back into the tub and reached for Jenna's heaving tits. She tweaked her hard nipples as Jenna turned and they kissed too.
Jenna turned back to Andrea, "Now it's your turn!"
"It's about fucking time!" Andrea joked and they all laughed.
Kristen jumped out and pulled a chaise lounge over near the tub. She lay a towel down and pulled Andrea up and onto it. Jenna and Kristen both knelt near Andrea's ass as they each pushed one of her legs back against her chest. Her bald pussy was accentuated by a gold loop clit ring.
Kristen ran her fingers along Andrea's slit as Jenna watched excitedly. Kristen lowered her head and licked up Andrea's slit to her clit. She flicked the ring several times, Andrea moaned out loud. Kristen did it over and over before pulling away and French kissing Jenna. The two exchanged pussy flavored licks before Kristen nodded, "Make her feel like you made me baby!"
Andrea stared down at her with nervous excitement coursing through her body. She couldn't remember the last time she was this excited to get head from a girl.
Jenna concentrated on Andrea's puffy lips as she licked along them softly. The burgeoning cunnilinguist then stuck her tongue deep in Andrea's hole before making a tantalizing pass up to her clit. Andrea moaned. Jenna flicked Andrea's ring as she'd seen Kristen do and again the pretty French girl moaned before responding, "This can't be the first time you've done this Jenna." The encouragement motivated her to keep going, Jenna lustily pleasured Andrea's quivering clit as Kristen moved in and tickled Andrea's lower lips with her own mouth.
Andrea rolled her hips back further giving the girls unfettered access. Jenna lifted her head and moved forward over Andrea's body. "What are you doing baby? Please give me your amazing tongue again," Andrea plead.
Jenna looked Andrea naughtily in the eyes as she brought her big soft tits up and directed a hard nipple to Andrea's wet pussy. She guided the hard nub up and down along Andrea's slit, "Yes Jenna, fuck me with your big beautiful tits baby, that feels so good," she purred "rub your hard nipples on my clit...oh fuh...yeah baby just like that. I promise I won't question you again, you know exactly what you're doing...unh!" Kristen and Andrea watched in awe as their beautiful new fuck friend experimented excitedly with her stunning body.
Jenna then lowered her head and continued the clitoral tongue massage while Kristen licked Andrea's asshole. Andrea squeezed her own tits as she moaned and cried, "You guys are fucking incredible, that feels SO GOOD, you're going to make me explode!"
Andrea's breath shortened and her hips moved in circles. "Oh fuck...I can't take it anymore, damn that's GOOD!" She yelled as her stomach tightened, her eyes rolled back, and she came in a wild shrieking orgasm. She grabbed Jenna's head and ground her pussy against her beautiful face as her body flexed several more times before one final gasp escaped her lips and she melted back into the lounge chair.
Andrea lay limply on the chaise as Jenna lightly kissed along her thighs. Finally she got the energy to speak, "You are something else girl, I'm so glad we got to be your first. I think there's gonna be a helluva lot of lucky pussies out there that benefit from your amazing mouth!"
Little did any of them know just how profound that statement would be.
The three of them went into the house and turned the music back on as Kristen and Andrea threw together some pasta and opened a bottle of red wine. Jenna went to her room and put on a long tee-shirt and panties while the other two moved around the kitchen in the nude.
In spite of the fact that she had danced nakedly earlier, it was still a bit awkward eating dinner with two nude women. After dinner and a glass of wine Andrea looked devilishly at Kristen and asked if she was ready for dessert. Kristen gave her a knowing look and said, "Yes, I can't wait!"
Andrea got up and went to her bedroom. After a couple of minutes, she called out, "Jenna can you come in here for a minute?"
Jenna walked back to Andrea's room followed by Kristen. The room was dark, but Andrea had lit a half-dozen candles that were casting flickering shadows on the walls. Erotic music played as Andrea stood, leaning over her desk with her naked ass facing them. Jenna stole a peak at her protruding pussy lips. While admiring Andrea's ass, Jenna hadn't noticed, but Kristen followed her into the room.
Andrea turned and looked at Jenna with a naughty smile as she held up a pair of velvet-lined handcuffs. It took a moment for the implication to register with Jenna. She immediately got a nervous pit in her stomach. "Wait...wait...what are you going to do with those Andrea?"
Andrea moved closer and replied sexily, "Hasn't today been a lot of fun?"
"Yes Andrea, but I really need to stop doing this; Ryan is coming home tomorrow."
"I know he is, but the night is still young and you'll have most of the day to sleep in and get ready for your handsome boyfriend." Andrea replied seductively as she kept moving towards her.
"Andrea, it's after 11:00 p.m. I'm really drunk and pretty tired," pleaded Jenna.
"Can you say you haven't had a really good time today Jenna?"
"Of course I have but..."
"And you haven't felt really good?" Andrea interrupted.
"Yes, but..."
"Kristen and I want to make you feel that way one more time before the night is over," Andrea interrupted again, "all you have to do is relax and trust us!"
Jenna looked at her cautiously and asked, "What do I have to do?" Kristen came up from behind and massaged her back before wrapping her arms around Jenna's waist. Andrea moved in close and softly kissed Jenna on the lips. Kristen slowly moved her hands up to Jenna's tits and softly massaged them through her shirt as Andrea reached for her left wrist. She clicked the handcuff around it before slipping a couple of Jenna's fingers into her mouth. Kristen pinched her hardening nipples. "Oh God that feels good..." Jenna whimpered.
Andrea reached for another set and attached them to her other wrist. Jenna and Ryan had tied each other's hands and feet occasionally during lovemaking, but she was naturally much more trusting of him than these two horny lesbians who she'd only known sexually for a few hours. She had butterflies in her stomach as they led her to Andrea's big bed and laid her down on her back. They each took an arm and clicked the open cuffs to a pair of short ropes fastened to the outer edges of Andrea's head board.
It was obvious to Jenna that Andrea and Kristen had done this before.
Andrea leaned close to Jenna's face and kissed her softly near her ear and whispered, "Trust us." The girls attached the same restraints to her ankles and she now lay spread eagle on the king-sized comfortable bed. Jenna was nervously excited; she could already feel her pussy moistening. They slipped a towel under her hips and another one under her thighs. Andrea said, "She's already proven she can get things kind of wet and messy!" Andrea and Kristen both laughed as Jenna was overcome with embarrassment.
Kristen raised Jenna's head and slid a pillow under it. The long-haired blonde leaned in closely and kissed her wetly on the lips before lifting her head again and slipping an elastic-banded eye mask over her eyes. Jenna could no longer see a thing. She waited in breathless anticipation, helplessly imagining what the girls had planned for her. Andrea and Kristen silently kissed as they eyed their delectable prize.
Suddenly, Jenna felt her tee-shirt rise near her crotch and she could hear and feel scissors cutting up from the bottom across her pussy mound, stomach and between her tits. The cutting continued until she could feel the neck seam being severed. The thin, tattered shirt was tantalizingly folded back; she could immediately feel cool air on her naked breasts.



She heard Kristen whisper, "Wow look at that fucking body!"
Andrea replied, "Yes it looks good enough to eat!" Jenna heard them both giggle.
Moments later, Jenna felt her panties being stretched as she nervously felt the scissors penetrate the stretchy material before making a very slow cut along the front portion. She obviously couldn't see it, but Andrea carefully cut and removed a narrow football shaped section in the lower front of her damp panties. Jenna's puffy lips and clit were now on full display. The lesbians both stared at her beautiful pussy, they could plainly see moisture forming on her lower lips.
After a couple of minutes, Andrea formed a large saliva ball and let it ooze from her lips several inches above Jenna's pussy. Jenna jumped and yelped as it splattered on the front of her panties, clit and upper lips.
Kristen climbed slowly onto the bed and did the same on her nipples. Andrea joined the little blonde on the bed and they both hungrily ravaged Jenna's amazing tits. The older girls couldn't help themselves as they applied several more little bite marks and hickeys around her nipples. And while Jenna didn't want any more evidence with Ryan returning the following day, it felt so good she couldn't bring herself to ask them to stop. Jenna had always had very sensitive tits and she loved the way Ryan pleasured them, but the girls were a little more aggressive and she got absolutely dripping wet as they teased, tongued, and tweaked her big hard nipples.
Andrea rose and moments later Jenna felt someone's hot breath across her exposed pussy. She flinched when she felt Andrea's wonderful tongue sliding teasingly across her puffy lips. Her roommate messaged her lower lips with soft licks as Kristen climbed from the bed and left the room. Jenna slowly raised her hips in an attempt to get more tongue pressure against her now aching pussy.
After several minutes, Kristen returned and said "Time for dessert!" Jenna nearly jumped when she felt cold whip cream spray onto her already rock-hard nipples. Kristen coated both of her tits from the canister before the girls licked and sucked the sweet treat off of Jenna's magnificent boobs. Jenna got a sweet whiff and immediately opened her mouth as one of the girls put a finger-full inside and she sucked it off.
Next came the Hershey's chocolate. Kristen coated her areola with the sugary sauce before ordering Jenna to open her mouth as she dripped some on her tongue. The girls used their fingers to massage the sticky goo around Jenna's nipples before sucking them clean. "Mmm that tastes really good on your fantastic tits," Kristen whispered in Jenna's ear.
Kristen sprayed a little burst of whip cream and chocolate on each nipple again before the two of them rubbed cold strawberries through the sweet mix and across Jenna's rock-hard nipples. The cold sensation of the strawberries touching her aroused nipples made Jenna gasp out loud. The horny lesbians happily downed the delicious titty treats. Moments later, Jenna got a strong whiff strawberries; she instinctively opened her mouth in anticipation, but she was cruelly denied.
The first one she would taste would have another flavor added in.
Kristen climbed off the bed, circled around, and slithered between Jenna's spread legs. She reached down with both hands and slipped her fingers inside the football-cut portion of Jenna's panties; Jenna jumped and screamed as the little blonde tore them apart.
Kristen sprayed whip cream down the length of Jenna's pussy slit, dribbled chocolate over the whip cream and brought a cold strawberry to the pussy pie. She slowly swiped the cold strawberry along Jenna's lips and flicked her clit with it at the top.
Jenna gasped out loud.
The hot little blonde brought the special treat up and told Jenna to open her mouth. In addition to the other mouthwatering aromas, Jenna picked up the unmistakable scent of pussy on the treat. Kristen teased her by brushing it across her nose and splattering a little of the chocolate and pussy covered cream on the tip. Kristen looked over at Andrea and they both bit their lips at the cute white dollop on Jenna's nose. The big-titted blonde was desperate for a taste; Kristen finally granted her wish and fed Jenna the tasty treat. Kristen and Andrea took turns dipping the yummy delights in Jenna's delicious pussy and gobbling them down.
In spite of the chilled desserts, Jenna was getting quite hot as both girls feasted on her pussy treats. Their body heat combined with the warmth coming off the candles had raised the temperature in Andrea's room. They all now had a thin sheen of sweat on their bodies, especially Jenna. Andrea and Kristen thought Jenna looked particularly scrumptious spread-eagle on the bed with moisture covering her tanned skin as small droplets beaded off her mounded tits. Messy remnants from the whip cream and chocolate mixture remained splattered around her areola and blonde muff.
The two girls deviously added a little more heat to the equation.
Kristen reached for one of the candles and brought it over Jenna's gleaming body. She slowly let some of the hot wax spill onto Jenna's big messy nipples. Jenna shrieked as she immediately thought she was being burned. She screamed loudly, "Please stop, you're burning me, I'm so scared!"
Kristen whispered, "You have to trust us, relax and enjoy the sensation." Just then Andrea licked Jenna's pussy lips again. She parted her lips and set about getting her off again. Within minutes the talented French slit-licker had Jenna moaning and moving her hips around.
Kristen dripped another splatter of melted wax onto her other nipple. Jenna gasped and shrieked again. The girls kept this tortuous behavior up for the next twenty minutes. Jenna was beside herself; just as she neared climax from Andrea's tongue, Kristen would dribble the hot wax across her chest and stomach yet again. Jenna was soon completely covered in sweat and dried wax and was begging and pleading for them to let her cum. "I'm so hot and your tongue feels so good, please don't stop again!"
"You don't want us to stop the wax?" Kristen teased.
"No...I mean yes...please stop that, but not the tongue, I want to cum so bad," she whined as she lifted her hips up in search of Andrea's tongue.
The girls looked at each other and covered their mouths to keep from laughing.
"But you can't have the tongue without the wax, what's it going to be baby?"
"Oh God, I want the tongue, can I please have it without the wax...ugh?"
Andrea and Kristen looked at each other again and laughed quietly this time. Their poor, horny toy was dying for her orgasm.
She would have to wait.
Kristen left and returned with a bowl of ice. Jenna lay whimpering as they each held a piece of ice between their fingers. Simultaneously, they brought the coldness down on different sensitive parts of her body. Again she shrieked and nearly lifted off the bed as the new sensation overwhelmed her. The cubes cooled her hot skin but as the girls tantalizingly rubbed the ice across her body; she cringed and gasped when they touched sensitive areas like her stomach, neck, and inner thighs. Kristen broke some of the hardened wax from Jenna's nipples and rubbed the ice softly across them; that actually felt amazingly good to Jenna.
Kristen climbed up on the bed, straddled Jenna's face and lowered her pussy onto her sexy lips. Jenna knew what to do and quickly started hungrily eating her hot little pussy.
Andrea took a piece of ice in her mouth to get it wet and slippery, she pulled it out and erotically moved it across Jenna's engorged clit. Jenna was beside herself with sensitivity and excitement. Andrea rubbed it around for nearly a minute before following the cold ice with her hot tongue. "Oomph...unh...oh" was all the girls could hear from Jenna's muted mouth. They looked at each other and laughed. Andrea took another piece and pressed it along her pussy lips before pushing it inside her hot juicy hole. Jenna moaned as Andrea pressed her fingers inside to make sure the cold pleasure found its way home. It didn't last long, the warm tunnel melted it quickly
Andrea looked up from between Jenna's legs and nodded at Kristen. They had made Jenna wait long enough. Kristen leaned forward and played with Jenna's hard nipples as Andrea slid her fingers in and out of her ice infused pussy. Jenna moaned and begged for them not to stop. They couldn't understand exactly what she said as her muffled cries were obscured by Kristen's wet pussy. But they both knew.
Andrea lowered her mouth and flicked Jenna's clitoris with her magical tongue. Within seconds Jenna screamed and grunted, "Umph...umph...oh...uhn...uhn." Meanwhile Kristen frantically slid her hips forward and back across Jenna's pretty face as her own climax approached.
Andrea knew a big wet orgasm was on the way so as Jenna started to climax, she pulled away and watched in fascination as Jenna's hips tensed and a blast of female ejaculate shot from her steamy pussy. Meanwhile Kristen groaned and came hard on Jenna's face. Andrea watched the two gorgeous blondes climax together with an amazing sense of satisfaction coursing through her body.
Kristen and Andrea made eye contact and gave each other a knowing glance; they were not quite done with Jenna yet. They adjourned out to the kitchen and talked quietly. "That girl is so fucking hot! She's like a fucking firecracker." Kristen whispered excitedly.
"I know, she's a horny thing isn't she? It's 1:00 a.m., should we give her a break for the rest of the night?"
Kristen moved closer and kissed Andrea wetly on the lips and fondled her tits. "Are you kidding me, her boyfriend comes home tomorrow and this might be the last time we get to fuck her. I don't have to work until late in the day and I don't know about you, but I get fucking horny watching that chick cum!"
"You're right!" Andrea responded with a devious smile on her face. They kissed again. "Should we give her the egg?" .
"Fuck yeah!"
Just then something in the corner of the kitchen floor caught Andrea's eye. She walked over and found her Ben Wa balls sitting on the floor. She picked them up and realized they were slick with oil. "That's weird; did you guys use these before I came home?"
Kristen looked at them and said, "No, but I would have if you hadn't so rudely interrupted us!" They both giggled. "But you know I'm more into anal beads, your boyfriend Paulo is the one who gets off on using Ben Wa balls." Kristen reminded her.
"You got a point there. I wonder if this horny bitch played with more than just my dildo while I was gone. I also found a bag of my toys and stuff sitting in my room. But why would these be on the floor in the kitchen, even if she did use them?" Andrea wondered out loud.
"I don't know, but for now let's give her that fucking egg!" They both smiled wickedly and walked back to Andrea's room. Andrea slid the window open to cool things off a little and allow the ocean breeze to filter in. Jenna lay there spread-eagle and naked, she was passed out from the booze and sex. The girls admired her stunning body yet again before Kristen quietly slipped the Black Stallion DVD into the player in Andrea's room.
Andrea removed her remote control egg vibrator from the drawer and lubed it with KY Jelly. She squeezed more of the lubricant onto Jenna's pussy lips. Jenna stirred a little but stayed asleep as Andrea quickly pulled her hand away. After hearing Jenna lightly snoring again, she reapplied her fingers and coated Jenna's entire pussy with the KY. Jenna stirred again, moaned softly and muttered, "Paulo stick your big cock in there." Andrea's eyes got wide as she immediately looked over at Kristen with a confused look on her face. "Paulo?" She mouthed silently.
The little blonde looked blankly back at her before shrugging her shoulders as if to say, "Hell if I know..."
And then, as if on cue, their heads both turned and eyed the Ben Wa balls sitting on the desk where Andrea had set them. After a long contemplation, Andrea whispered, "Naaahhh...she must have heard us in the hot tub or something." Kristen just nodded her head in agreement. Despite the suspicious nature of the situation, she didn't want to contribute to any possible theories.
Andrea suddenly recalled the conversation that she and Paulo had in the hot tub earlier in the week when he claimed that Jenna's amazing tits were real and that he would turn her into a cum slut if he ever took her from behind, "He was right about her tits...could he possibly have had first-hand knowledge?"
Andrea considered that thought momentarily, but then put the image of Paulo fucking Jenna doggy style out of her mind as she brought the egg back to her roommate's gaped opening. Andrea spread her swollen pussy lips with her fingers and pushed the slippery egg inside. Jenna blindly lifted her head momentarily, but it fell quickly back to the pillow.
Andrea looked up at Kristen and gave her the a-okay sign.
Andrea stood, reached into her toy drawer, and pulled out her strap on dildo. Kristen assisted in putting it on. Kristen hit the play button on the video and pulled Jenna's eye mask from her face just before the two of them snuck into the living room and turned on Homework Hookup. Andrea reached down and clicked the remote control egg onto "Low".
Andrea and Kristen made out as they took turns sucking each other's perky tits. The horny French bartender reached down and played with Kristen's pussy as they both watched the Halle Berry look-alike bury her face between the ass cheeks of her homework partner.
Kristen said to Andrea, "I want you to fuck me from behind!" Kristen lay face down on the couch and lifted her little ass in the air. Andrea reached over and hit the mute button on the video. She turned the remote on the egg up to "Medium" and listened for the inevitable gasp from Jenna. Both girls laughed when they heard their bound sex-toy moan as the egg worked its magic.
Andrea turned the sound back on the video and slapped Kristen's hot little ass with the dildo. "Okay, where were we?"
In the bedroom, Jenna had awoken to a slight buzz in her pussy. She looked down to see a pull cord coming out from below. The Black Stallion video played and the slight buzz from the vibrator combined with the sight of the Black Stallion's huge cock aroused her quickly.
Then suddenly the slight buzz turned into a more significant vibration and she moaned out loud.
Andrea now fucked Kristen hard from behind. Kristen's little ass was raised up while her face was buried in the couch. Andrea held her hair as she fucked her with long, hard strokes. The 8" strap-on dildo sliced in and out of Kristen's tight pussy. Andrea knew what her girlfriend liked as she let go with one of her hands and licked her fingers. She rubbed the wet fingers around on the former cheerleader's asshole.
In the bedroom, Jenna moaned and gyrated her hips as the vibrating egg tortured her soaked pussy as she watched the Black Stallion fuck the shit out of the little blonde housewife.
Andrea reached over and turned the egg remote to "Almost There". This setting caused the egg to go from slow, to medium, and then to fast. It would only stay on the fast cycle long enough to bring its "victim" close to orgasm before it would go back to the slow soft buzzing.
Andrea fucked Kristen hard and within seconds the hot blonde came all over the fake cock. About that same time the Black Stallion pumped a gallon of his black baby juice into the blonde housewife's unprotected pussy. Jenna watched in awe as copious amounts of his cum spilled out from around his pistoning cock as he pounded the pretty blonde.
A few minutes passed before Andrea and Kristen walked into the room. On the screen, the Black Stallion's cum was still seeping out of the blonde's cunt as Jenna bucked uncontrollably as the fast cycle neared its end. "I'm almost there, please don't let that fucking thing turn off again! I want to cum so bad, PLEASE!" Jenna whined. Just then the egg slowed and she gasped in frustration. "No, don't let it stop...fuck!"
Andrea and Kristen looked at each other and bit their lips to keep from laughing. Andrea switched the remote to "Off" as another whimper escaped Jenna's lips. "I think you're ready for something more substantial." Andrea said matter-of-factly as she walked up and slowly removed the egg from Jenna's soaked pussy. The slippery toy popped as it exited her hole.
Kristen brought the KY Jelly over and lubed up Andrea's fake cock. She then pulled Andrea by the dick over and brought the fat head to Jenna's pussy entrance and smeared it up and down her swollen lips. The big mushroom clone felt amazingly good as Kristen slid it along her opening. "Put it in, PLEASE!" Jenna begged.
"Oh I'm glad to hear that even after her first taste of pussy, she's still interested in some cock!" Andrea teased. Jenna's roommate took over and applied more pressure until the head popped inside. The strap-on was similar sized to the Andrea's other dildo; Jenna shrieked in pleasure.
"You like a big black cock, don't you Jenna?"
Jenna replied sheepishly, "...yes Andrea, please fuck me with it." Andrea began to work inch after inch of the black phallic into Jenna's pussy. She went crazy and pleaded, "Andrea, that feels so good, don't stop, it's so big!" Andrea couldn't believe how tight Jenna felt as she slowly worked it all the way in. She pulled it slowly out a few inches before burying it roughly back inside. Jenna moaned loudly. Andrea started a rhythmic pace and within minutes Jenna could barely control herself.
Kristen grabbed a bullet vibrator from the drawer and lightly rubbed it across Jenna's clit as Andrea restarted her deep plunging again. "Jesus, that's deep Andrea, you're touching me in places I've never felt before!" The lesbians looked at each other, deducing simultaneously that Ryan must not be in the 8" range. After several minutes of the toe-curling dual sensations, the lesbians watched excitedly as the busty blonde convulsed into another gut wrenching climax.
Kristen and Andrea jumped from the bed. Andrea removed the fake cock; Kristen put it on and tightened the straps. Jenna lay limply as they detached her restraints and helped her up. Andrea lay down on her back with her feet up towards the headboard. Kristen rolled Jenna over and positioned her on top of Andrea before reattaching her restraints. Jenna was now straddling Andrea, bound in a 69 with her ass up in the air and her well-worked pussy over Andrea's mouth. Her roommate's tongue found its way to her slit and before long Jenna returned the favor.
Kristen reached into the drawer and pulled out a string of anal beads. She licked around Jenna's exposed asshole as she gripped and squeezed her firm ass cheeks. Kristen lubed her hole with the fuck jell and slowly worked her finger inside. Jenna moaned, "Kristen that feels good. Please keep doing it while Andrea eats me." Jenna urged before re-burying her face back between Andrea's widespread legs.
Kristen slowly rubbed the first bead along her purple taboo hole before pushing it inside. It was rather small and Jenna wasn't fully aware of what was happening. However, as Kristen inserted larger bead after larger bead, Jenna quickly realized this was something altogether different. "What are you doing Kristen? Please don't put anything in my butt, I'm scared!"
"Trust us Jenna, I promise I won't hurt you." In spite of her apprehension, Jenna was feeling a sensation she'd never experienced before. The beads combined with Andrea's tongue felt simply amazing and she didn't want Kristen to stop.
The little blonde climbed up behind her and rubbed the black dildo along her wet slit. She lowered it and let Andrea take the mushroom head in her wet mouth. "Ooh, I can taste her pussy on it Kristen, stick it back in there and fuck this bitch hard!" Kristen slid the black pleasure stick back up to Jenna's opening. She aggressively shoved the big head inside; Jenna moaned loudly as Kristen worked it all the way inside of her.



"Oh my God...that feels so good...it's so fucking big!" Jenna exclaimed. The combination of the dildo, Andrea's tongue and the pressure in her ass were more than she could take, "Oh shit, you guys are going to make me cum!"
Neither girl was ready for this to be done quite yet so they both pulled back and Jenna gasped loudly in frustration. "Please, please don't stop...I have to fuh...fucking cum!"
"I thought you didn't want me to put anything in your ass, but now I have these beads stuck in there, are your going to let me tug on them some more?" Kristen playfully teased the lust-filled twenty-year-old.
"You can do anything you want...I mean I want you to play with them in my butt Kristen!"
"Okay slut, do you think you can handle it?"
"Yes Kristen, please..."
Kristen slowly worked the dildo in and out of Jenna's overworked hole. Andrea nibbled on her soaked pussy lips along where the big fake cock splayed them open. Andrea knew what Kristen had in mind as she kissed her way to Jenna's clit one last time. She flicked her tongue on it wildly as Jenna began to respond one final time.
Jenna buried her face back between Andrea's legs in response to Andrea's ministrations. Kristen now fucked her from behind in long fast strokes. Kristen loved watching the huge black cock slide between Jenna's inviting ass cheeks. Jenna couldn't believe they were actually doing this to her again, but she needed to cum one final time.
Kristen pumped into her as she reached for the anal bead string and slowly pulled. Jenna loved the sensation and went absolutely wild.
"Kristen, I don't know what those things are in my butt but they feel so good, please keep doing it!" She buried her head back in Andrea's twat and ate her enthusiastically.
Andrea moaned and raised her hips to meet Jenna's tongue. "Umph...that feels good Jenna, umph...yeah...you're a natural baby...eat my pussy!" Kristen pulled the first bead from Jenna's asshole and a muffled scream escaped her mouth. Kristen kept up the tension and Jenna moaned loudly again. She now fucked her as fast as she could; she knew Jenna was getting close.
"Fuck me Kristen, your big black cock feels so amazing!" Kristen pulled again on the string and another large bead popped out. "Oh FUCK...whatever you are doing feels incredible!"
Jenna flicked Andrea's clit ring over and over before her roommate groaned, "Yes Jenna, I love that...you're going to make me cum you horny bitch!"
Jenna felt the same way as Kristen pulled on the string one last time. Just as the final bead popped, so did Jenna, "Oh fuck, I'm CUMMING Kristen...fuckmmeeeee!" Jenna and Andrea came together in a moaning, gasping heap of lesbian sex. Jenna soaked Andrea's face as a geyser of cum erupted from her sated pussy.
The two on the bed lay there gasping for breath as Kristen slid the big black cock slowly out of Jenna's bushed hole. It made a squishy popping sound as it exited her gaped lips. Kristen sat on the edge of the bed and removed the strap-on before releasing Jenna's wrists and ankles from the restraints. Andrea slipped out from under her and hugged Jenna passionately as the beautiful 20-year-old gained her freedom for the first time in hours. They softly kissed, Andrea said, "I hope you enjoyed that Jenna, Kristen and I loved making love to you!"
"If that's what you guys call making love, I've been doing it all wrong...that felt a lot more like Fucking to me!" They all laughed as Jenna continued. "But it was amazing! You guys made me feel so good; I've never cum so much in one night in my life." The girls all hugged affectionately. Andrea's sheets were sopping wet and messy so the three of them returned to Jenna's room and crashed in her and Ryan's bed. It was 4:30 a.m.
Andrea and Kristen fell asleep immediately. Jenna lay between them. But in spite of her exhaustion, she lay awake worried about what the next day would bring...
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Jenna was the first to wake, she looked over at the clock; it read 11:55 a.m. She couldn't believe it was that late as she carefully slid out from between the girls and tiptoed her way to the bathroom. She looked back and saw both Andrea and Kristen sleeping naked on top of the covers, Kristen's tight little ass and Andrea's shaved pussy and clit loop ring stared back at her. Jenna herself was nude as she entered the bathroom and closed the door, her big tits jiggled as she moved forward and looked apprehensively in the mirror. Little bags existed under her eyes and her wavy hair was a mess. The beautiful blonde still had her make-up on from the night before and dried wax and messy dessert residue was splattered on her tits and stomach. As she started to break away the wax from her tits, her jaw nearly hit her chest, she stared in shock at the number of hickeys on and around her areola.
Jenna felt uneasy as she turned on the water and climbed into the hot shower. The steaming water felt great on her sex fatigued body, but her mind was jumbled with concern and confusion as she contemplated how she would tell Ryan about her lesbian tryst with Andrea and Kristen.
When she finished the shower, she dried, wrapped herself in a towel and went into her bedroom. Andrea and Kristen had arisen and were both in the kitchen making coffee. Tears flowed down Jenna's cheeks as the gravity of the situation sank in. She loved Ryan more than anything in the world and the thought of losing him was more than she could fathom. She cried for several minutes before Andrea knocked on her door and asked if she could come in. As her roommate entered her room, she suspected what was going through Jenna's mind as she moved quickly in her direction and squeezed her tightly. The pretty brunette said, "I know you are worried about what Ryan is going to say, but I have an idea that you might want to consider."
Jenna leaned back and said, "What could I possibly say to him to justify what I've done?"
Andrea responded, "Jenna you are a very young and passionate girl. I'm sure that is a big part of what makes Ryan love you so much...'in addition to your big fucking incredible boobs'," Andrea thought to herself before she continued, "but you are also at a point where you should have the opportunity to experience things that won't necessarily be available to you later in life. Making love to other women is something that many college girls try in an attempt to validate their sexuality before moving onto other important steps in life."
She went on, "You know you love boys, but what if you had never experienced what you did last night? You would probably go through life always wondering, what If? But what I'm really getting at, you might be a little surprised at his reaction when you tell him what happened."
"Are you kidding, he is going to hate me!" Jenna cried.
"There is the possibility that will be the case, but most guys have a weird attraction to girl/girl sex and I'm betting that after he gets over the shock, he will want to actually learn more about your experience. Jenna, he knows you are not a full-on lesbian so he might be aroused to hear how you made love to two women!"
Jenna listened incredulously. "There she goes calling it 'making love' again...it was fucking...plain and simple!"
Andrea continued, "Please listen to what I'm about to say with an open mind and don't hate me for suggesting it, but the best card you may still have to play is offering him to join you in having sex with me and/or Kristen!"
"What?" Jenna cried.
"If Ryan is into girl/girl sex like most guys, the only thing he would prefer to watching would be to participate in the action," Andrea explained excitedly.
"But what if he likes having sex with you guys more than me?" Jenna questioned.
"Are you fucking kidding me? You are one of the sexiest, most passionate people I have ever met; there is no way he is going to want to leave you for one of us," exclaimed Andrea, "besides, I am moving back to France in a month and Kristen is more interested in girls than boys anyway."
"What about Paulo?" Jenna asked, not really caring about him, but more about Andrea.
"I don't think he would prefer Paulo over you either Jenna...just kidding. Did I not tell you? Paulo left this past Wednesday to spend the rest of the summer in Spain. He and I will undoubtedly hook up when I get back to France, but he's just a fuck buddy anyway."
Jenna felt relieved that Andrea's feelings for her cheating "boyfriend" were only superficial. "So let me get this straight, you are suggesting that I tell Ryan that I had an affair with you and Kristen and while I'm sorry for doing it behind his back, I'm now wondering if he would be interested in joining-in for the next month before you leave for France and we move back to campus?" Jenna asked.
"Yes, that's basically it," Andrea smiled, "obviously we could set up ground rules that you and/or Ryan could stipulate, like neither of you could fuck me without the other one around. Although personally I hope you don't put that one in place," she joked.
Jenna got a small closed lip smile on her face before the concerned look returned, "But what if he is totally opposed and hates me for even suggesting it?"
"Something tells me that won't be the case, but even if it is, what other options do you have?"
Jenna thought about it for a good long minute, "What if he does agree to do it, then what?"
"I'm not sure, but I would suggest lots of alcohol and a hot tub!" Andrea laughed at her own joke and even Jenna giggled a little. Jenna knew Andrea was right, but there was just so much to contemplate. "How would she even begin the conversation? Where should she go to tell him?" Regardless, she had to decide quickly as she was to pick him up in a couple of hours.
After some deep reflective thought, she made up her mind.
*****
Jenna picked Ryan up at campus at 5:30 p.m. They hugged and kissed passionately as he lifted her off the ground. "Damn you are a sight for sore eyes," Ryan exclaimed as he squeezed and kissed her. They drove and talked for the 30 minute ride back home. Ryan told her all about camp and his expectation he'd be moving up the depth chart this summer. As they talked, Ryan sensed that something was on Jenna's mind, but she was doing her best to hide it. When they got back to the house, Jenna asked if they could go for a walk on the beach. Ryan got a pit in his stomach.
As they walked barefoot on the beach Jenna got tears in her eyes. Ryan said, "Jenna what's wrong?" She began to sob uncontrollably. "Jenna you are scaring me, what's wrong?"
"Ryan...I've been unfaithful to you!"
"What did you say? He shouted. He felt like a dagger had been thrust into his heart.
"I'm so sorry, it...it...just happened..." she cried.
"What do you mean it just happened? Who is he, do I know him?"
Jenna got very quiet before burying her face in her hands.
"Tell me Jenna!" He yelled. "Now!"
"Ryan, I love you so much and never planned for this to happen..."
He cut her off, "Jenna who the fuck was it, tell me!"
"...it...it wasn't a guy." She quietly admitted.
"What? What do you mean...if it wasn't a guy...you had sex with...a girl?"
"Andrea...and Kristen."
"Huh? You had sex with both of them? ...But you're not gay Jenna. What the fuck?" Ryan questioned shockingly.
"It just happened Ryan; I didn't mean for it to, but it did," she said quietly with more tears in her eyes.
"How long has this been going on Jenna? Have you been fucking her...I mean them...the whole time we've been living here?"
"No, it just happened last night." His gorgeous girlfriend replied between sobs.
"Did those lesbos force you to do it?"
"No, it happened before I really knew what was going on...but I didn't resist. It's no one's fault but mine."
Ryan walked towards the crashing waves as he tried to process what he'd just heard. He was dumbfounded. He never believed he'd be having a conversation with her about infidelity...and certainly not about her having sex with a girl, let alone two. Until today, he was sure this was the woman he would marry one day. Now he stood numbly, processing her admission of a lesbian affair...with two women no less. Two very hot women...
This was not news that most guys would ever be 'forced' to contemplate. Ryan now had so many thoughts racing through his mind. On one hand he was furious that she would do this behind his back; on the other, he found himself strangely aroused that she did. As he pictured the scene he found himself very turned-on.
Jenna walked up and put her hand on his shoulder. "Jenna, I'm devastated that you would do something like this behind my back and I'm questioning whether I'll ever be able to trust you again!" He turned and she immediately noticed the tent in his gym shorts. He noticed her staring at his crotch, "But I have to admit, I am aroused by the admission that you did it Jenna. I know it sounds wrong, but I guess I'm not much different than most guys; the thought of my beautiful girlfriend having sex with two other sexy women is a real turn-on." Ryan admitted sheepishly.
Jenna's spirits rose, "Andrea said you might respond that way Ryan. I didn't expect it, but I guess I could see why you feel that way," she said quietly but with a bit more hope in her tone. "I want you to know that I was never attracted to girls before this week, but as I said before, it just happened. That said, I don't want to lose you and if you want us to move out of Santa Monica today, I will do whatever you want to do!" She pleaded.
He thought about it some more and said, "I want you to tell me how it happened and I want all the details. Afterwards I'll decide what I want to do."
They found a spot down by the water and sat down.
Jenna decided she would tell him the Reader's Digest version and hope she could avoid spilling all the spicy details. Jenna took a deep breath before she told him that after acing her test on Thursday she went home and was in a mood to celebrate. She made herself a drink and was looking for a movie to watch when she happened upon the adult video drawer. She lied and said she picked out a porn DVD but wasn't aware it contained a girl/girl scene, until it came on.
Jenna told him she had been very horny all week with him gone and admitted that she was masturbating to the guy/girl scenes with her vibrator just prior to Kristen knocking on the door.
Ryan's eyebrow raised as he eyed her with a suspicious, yet aroused glean regarding this surprising revelation. "I didn't know she masturbated to porn when I wasn't around..."
Jenna continued. She told him the video had just changed to a girl/girl scene when Kristen barged in and caught her watching it. "I guess she naturally assumed I liked lesbian sex and came onto me. The circumstances led to us making out and eventually having sex on the couch."
Ryan was now hard as a rock.
"Then suddenly, Andrea walked in and caught us uh...making love. She and Kristen proceeded to seduce me and before I knew it, the three of us were fucking on the couch." Jenna opted not to tell him about the marathon fuckfest that lasted well into the morning.
Ryan wanted to hear more details but figured he could probe for more information later, "So Jenna where do we go from here?" He asked.
"That's up to you honey, I will do whatever you want, I just hope you can forgive me. I Love You So Much Ryan!" She gushed.
"Are you now addicted to pussy?" Her boyfriend asked mean-spiritedly.
She started to cry. "No, I...I...don't know what to say, but I only care about my feelings for you!" She stammered.
"You didn't really answer the question Jenna! Did you like it?"
"Yes...I did enjoy making love to them, but not like I do with y..."
He cut her off, "Then you want to fuck them again?"
"I wish you would stop talking like that Ryan, I don't want to do anything you don't want me to," she pleaded.
"What if I want you to have sex with them while I watch...or better yet, participate?" He demanded.
"...If that's what you want," she responded in a demure tone.
He looked at her in amazement, "What about Andrea's boyfriend Pablo or whatever his name is? Is he going to stand idly by and no care if his French slut girlfriend fucks another blonde chick?"
"Paulo moved back to Spain last week, Andrea has no obligations."
"So the two of you talked about this already?"
"She told me this morning that you might react this way. She said if this is what you and I want, she would do it."
"I bet the lesbians would look forward to another roll in the hay with you Jenna!" He said sarcastically.
"Andrea thinks you are very handsome Ryan. I told her I didn't want her or Kristen to steal you away from me," Jenna smiled, "she promised they wouldn't do that."
Ryan had to admit that the idea of consensual group sex with the three of them was not something he could possibly turn down. He turned to Jenna smiled and said, "I think I'd be up for giving this a shot!"
Jenna's eyes flashed and she beamed excitedly before throwing her arms around his shoulders, "Let's go back to the house and I'll give you that surprise I promised!"
Andrea wasn't home when they got back to the house. Just as they got in the door, Jenna dropped to her knees and pulled down his shorts. Jenna slutily sucked his cock into her waiting mouth and slobbered and licked around the head before engulfing it to his balls. She didn't care whether Andrea walked in or not, she was on a mission to please him at this very moment. Jenna licked and sucked his balls and continued massaging them as she brought her mouth back up and swallowed him deeply. He hadn't had sex in a week and before long he was ready to pop.
"Ryan, I missed your cock so much, I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth!" She pleaded.
"Fuck Jenna that feels so good, you're going to make me cum soon!"
She kept sucking his dick and stroking the shaft faster and faster. She pulled her mouth away and asked, "Is this what you want Andrea to do to you while I lick her horny pussy?"
"Oh shit...yes Jenna I can't wait for that! But right now I can't hold out any longer! Here it comes...oh fuck...yeah...fuck!" He blasted several spurts down her throat; she swallowed his entire load and hungrily cleaned off his dick with her swirling tongue. She rose to her feet and they hugged as she kissed along his neck, cheeks, and ears.
"Jenna, imagining you eating out Andrea is such a turn-on! I can't wait to see it."
"You shouldn't have to wait long; she should be home in a little while baby!" Jenna said as she licked and breathed sexily into his ear. "But right now let's go into the bedroom so I can give you your surprise!"
"You mean I haven't gotten it already?" He smiled in amazement.
Ryan grabbed a beer from the fridge before they hurried into the bedroom. Jenna said, "Wait here, I'll be right back!" She went into the bathroom where the new lingerie was already hanging behind the door. Jenna stripped naked and slipped on the hot little outfit before spraying perfume on her tits and down near her pussy.
She exited the bathroom just as Andrea walked in, her roommate approached her in the hallway, "OMG, you look fucking hot!" Andrea whispered. "Does this mean he forgives you?" She asked as she checked out Jenna's boobs hanging out of the sexy lingerie.
"Yes, you were right; he was turned on that I had sex with you and Kristen." Jenna whispered back.
"I knew it! Does he want to do a three or four-way?"
"Yes he can't wait! Let's meet in the hot tub in about an hour or so."
"Hell yes, now I can't wait!" Andrea exclaimed. As Jenna started to turn away, Andrea grabbed her shoulders and pulled her lips close and kissed her deeply on the mouth. She said, "Don't fuck all the cum out of him, save some for me!"
Jenna looked at her naughtily, "You know I can't promise that!"
Andrea couldn't get over how fucking hot Jenna looked at the moment, "Hey have I told you how sexy your fucking boobs are lately?"
"Yeah, but it's been about 9 hours!" Jenna replied playfully. They both giggled quietly. As Jenna turned away and reached for the door handle, Andrea grabbed her incredible ass. The busty blonde looked over her shoulder and seductively winked back, she then wiggled her tongue like she was eating pussy.
Andrea's panties got wet instantly.
As Jenna entered the room, Ryan's eyes nearly bugged out of his head, his girlfriend looked hot as hell in the little pink negligee as her phenomenal tits were pushed together creating a look that defied comprehension. He loved lingerie on her and this was one of the best he'd seen, the silk stockings and garters accentuated the package and the little g-string barely covered her pussy mound.
Jenna put on erotic music and danced seductively for him, she turned and wiggled her ass as she erotically slid her middle finger along the crack. She turned again, slipped her fingers down the front of her panties and teasingly played with her pussy. Jenna pulled her slippery fingers out and brought them to his nose, Ryan excitedly inhaled the sweet scent of her heavenly pussy. Jenna's boyfriend hadn't tasted her in nearly a week and couldn't wait to bury his face between her legs.
Jenna climbed up on top and dry-humped his rock-hard dick as she purred in a sexy voice, "Do you want me to tell you all the details of my unforgettable fuck with Andrea and Kristen?"
"Yes, every kinky detail Jenna!" He exclaimed with wide eyes.
"Are you sure you can handle it stud? It was intense; don't judge me if it's hard to hear."
"The only thing that's gonna be hard is my cock while you tell it!" He replied anxiously.
She laughed before she told him Andrea would meet them in the hot tub in an hour, so he had to do his best not to pop before then. Ryan said he couldn't make any promises; that outcome was more up to her than him. She looked at him mischievously and said "I'll try!" She pulled his shorts down and licked slowly along his stone-hard shaft.
Ryan didn't see himself lasting ten minutes, let alone an hour...
Jenna began telling the story as she erotically stroked his shaft and wetly sucked the head in and out of her mouth, "When Kristen barged in the door; I had thrown on only a long tee-shirt and was naked underneath. After she saw that I was watching the girl porn, she came up, peeled off my tee and rubbed my ass and boobs as we kissed. It was so erotic Ryan, I couldn't stop."
"You let her do it that easily?"
"At first I tried to resist, but I was horny from the movie and she was very persistent. When she kissed me the first time it sent a chill up my spine and I couldn't hold out anymore." Jenna looked into his eyes as she stroked his wet dick.



"Fuck Jenna, I can't believe it really happened. Envisioning the scene is killing me!"
"It gets better baby. Kristen pushed me down on the couch, took off her clothes and played with herself in front of me. Ryan, you wouldn't believe how hot she looked! She then brought her pussy flavored fingers up and slipped them in my mouth."
"Oh shit Jenna, what'd you think? Did you lick em off?"
"You know I've tasted mine lots of times, but she tasted so good...now I know why you like it so much Ryan! Anyway, by the time she climbed between my legs and started eating me out, I already knew I wanted to do the same to her!"
Ryan was doing his best not to explode as his gorgeous lingerie-clad girlfriend conveyed the unbelievable story while stroking his saliva covered cock.
Jenna fluttered her tongue on the tip of his dick before continuing, "Kristen's tongue felt so good! That little bitch teased me and kept bringing me close but wouldn't let me cum. Finally when I was almost ready to climax again, Andrea walked in. She returned a day earlier than anticipated and caught Kristen and I in the act." Jenna said with a naughty smile, "I thought she would be mad, but instead they teamed up and fucked me together.
Ryan closed his eyes and tried to picture the scene. Jenna let a big saliva ball ooze through her lips onto the engorged head of his cock, she stroked her slippery spit around the head before continuing, "They laid me on the couch; Andrea went down on me while Kristen sucked my tits. It felt so good Ryan; both of their mouths were so warm and wet, kind of like this!" Jenna purred before taking his cock back between her lips and letting it slide down her throat.
"Jenna, slow down, I can't take much more of this. The vision of you and both of them is so fucking good!"
His girlfriend's nose remained buried in his pubes for at least 30 seconds before she pulled her wet lips off of his cock and released her tits from the bustier. Ryan's jaw nearly dropped, he was stunned at the number of hickeys on her amazing tits. "Holy shit Jenna, they attacked you!"
"Kristen did most of those. But you were right; they both said they were looking at my boobs since that first day on the beach. I think they really liked them, Ryan you wouldn't believe how long they kissed and sucked on them." Jenna admitted sheepishly.
"I told you they were both checking out your amazing rack in that red bikini." Ryan said as if he'd been vindicated.
Jenna continued on with the story, "Kristen kept sucking them, but Andrea's amazing tongue ring on my clit was too much for me to take and within minutes she made me climax very hard all over her face. I had one of those squirting ones...you know the one's you like. Andrea liked it too! She didn't stop and she and Kristen made me orgasm again within...like a minute. There was something about having both of them pleasure me at once...it was incredible Ryan!" Jenna admitted as she stroked his wet cock while taking turns popping his nuts from between her sexy lips.
"Fuck Jenna, I'm so turned on. But I still can't believe you got all those hickeys in that short time!"
"The night was just getting started baby," Jenna purred as she flicked her tongue on the tip of his dick, "they fucked me in the shower and then I went down on Kristen. I made her cum in the hot tub!"
"Jenna, I'm so fucking horny thinking about you eating pussy, what'd you think?"
"Ryan, I can understand why you like it so much, there was something about the scent and the wetness that drove me kind of wild. I realized quickly that I really liked doing it! When Kristen came that first time, I had an orgasm of my own."
He was beside himself as she stroked his cock in long slow strokes.
Jenna went on, "Then Kristen and I both went down on Andrea on one of the lounge chairs. She taste wonderful too, and she especially loved it when I rubbed my big hard nipples across her clit!"
"Jenna please stop stroking me for a minute, I'm right on the edge!" Ryan pleaded.
Jenna stood and sexily stripped off everything but her stockings. Ryan watched as she massaged her tits and ran her fingers through her patch. His beautiful girlfriend then straddled his chest with her pussy only inches from his face. He could smell her sex as she slowly rubbed her swollen lips and went on with the story, "We got really drunk at dinner, and then for 'dessert' as they called it, they blindfolded and handcuffed me spread eagle to the posts on Jenna's bed."
Ryan stared at her in disbelief as she rubbed her clit in front of his face. He tried to imagine the incredible scene as he inhaled deeply and breathed in her scent.
"Those bitches then sprayed whip cream and chocolate sauce on my boobs and pussy and ate it off with strawberries. They even fed some of them to me." She smiled naughtily yet again.
"Holy shit!" He cried.
"They weren't done yet Ryan; they poured hot wax onto my tits and then rubbed ice-cubes all over my body. Andrea pushed one inside my pussy and ate me out while Kristen mounted my face and we climaxed together! By then I knew what she liked; I licked her little pussy so good she begged me not to stop!"
Ryan had a look of shear amazement on his face before Jenna slid forward and offered her pussy to him; he pressed his head forward, stuck out his tongue and got a little taste before she pulled away to his dismay. His nearly naked girlfriend moved back and slipped her sopping pussy lips on his rock-hard dick.
"Jenna, your pussy feels great, but you better not move or I'm going to explode!" He urged between short breaths.
As she slowly fucked him from above, she rubbed her tits and went on with the story, "When they finished eating me for dessert, they inserted a fucking remote control egg vibrator in my pussy, you know like the one I have, and made me watch a porn movie while they fucked in the other room."
"Shit Jenna, this just keeps getting better; you were like their personal fuck toy!"
Jenna started humping up and down on his dick as her big tits bounced rhythmically. He reached for her mounds, "When they came back into the room Ryan, Kristen sucked my tits while Andrea fucked me with a strap-on dildo!"
"Oh fuck Jenna, this is such a turn-on, I can't take much more," he cried, "she actually fucked you with a strap-on?"
"Uh-huh!" His girlfriend picked-up her rhythm and now fucked him at a frenzied pace as she finished telling him the story, "They switched places and Kristen banged me doggy style with the strap-on while Andrea and I licked each other's pussy's in a sixty-nine. Kristen put these things called 'anal beads' in my butt, it felt so good when she pulled on them and fucked me at the same time. I loved it Ryan, finally both Andrea and I climaxed all over each other's faces!"
"Oh my God Jenna...I can't take anymore...I'm going to blow!" He clenched his teeth and lifted his hips as the biggest load he could remember erupted into her hot pussy. She leaned forward and rubbed her heaving soft mounds around his chest as he worked hard to catch his breath. He looked at her incredulously, "Fuck Jenna, that was like a script from a porn movie. You didn't just dip your toe in the water, you did a fucking cannonball!"
"You said you wouldn't be judgmental."
"I'm not judging you Jenna; it's just so much for me to process all at once. But that was such a turn-on to hear you tell it. I want to witness it for myself!"
"Well, Andrea will be out to the hot tub in a little bit, you can get your first taste...literally." She giggled.
They kissed for several minutes before grabbing their towels and going out to the tub. They were fooling around nakedly in the tub when Andrea came out the door wrapped in her towel. As she neared the tub, Jenna said, "Ryan and I have one rule in the tub...No Clothes Allowed!"
"Whoever made up that rule is a genius," Andrea bragged before she confidently dropped her towel and looked down at them completely nude. She seductively slipped down into the dark water and rested on the other side. Jenna watched Ryan's reaction as he checked out Andrea's sexy body.
"Hi Ryan, things have changed a little since we last talked." Andrea said teasingly.
"Oh are you referring to my formerly faithful girlfriend having her first lesbian experience? Yeah that was a bit of a surprise," he said with a smile on his face.
"I hope you aren't mad at her, I will take full responsibility."
"Don't go there Andrea, I didn't object and as I've told him, I really liked it. And besides, Ryan loved hearing all the details while I fucked him in our room for the last hour," Jenna cooed as she made her way over to Andrea's side of the tub.
"By the looks of her tits, it seems like you and Kristen enjoyed yourselves as well," Ryan half-joked.
"Your girlfriend is one hot piece of ass Ryan and I can't wait to fuck her again...and you!" Andrea said seductively as she and Jenna came face to face. Their lips came together and tongues extended as they kissed passionately in front of him. And though Ryan had already blasted two loads in the last couple of hours, seeing his beautiful 20-year-old girlfriend making out with a hot 25-year-old bi-sexual vixen had him like steel in seconds.
Jenna pulled away and said to Andrea loud enough for Ryan to hear, "I've already milked two loads out of him, why don't you and I have a little fun and get him nice and horny again!"
They continued swapping spit as Ryan stared in rapt fascination.
Andrea spun Jenna around on her lap until they both faced Ryan, "Your girlfriend has the nicest tits I've ever seen; I'm massaging them under the water as we speak. To answer your earlier question, Kristen and I did spend lots of time sucking, licking, and biting them last night," the bi-roommate bragged as she moved her mouth up and bit at Jenna's earlobe. Ryan could see Jenna's hands under the water holding Andrea's as they squeezed her submerged tits.
"Yeah, I'm kind of into them myself!" Ryan retorted and they all laughed. "Jenna told me all the kinky details; it sounds like I missed quite a night."
"We wish you could have been there, but you are here now and I'm looking forward to showing you all the things we did to her; I also can't wait to make up some new ones with you too!" Andrea purred. "Oh and by the way, this girl has some God-given pussy-licking talent; neither of us could believe it was her first time. Kristen and I are a couple of discerning snib-seasoned veterans; this hot little thing had us both begging for more!"
Ryan looked at Jenna incredulously. Jenna returned his gaze and bit her lower lip cutely before she suddenly moaned out loud.
Andrea had lowered one of her hands and was now rubbing circles around her clit. "Right now I'm playing with your girlfriend's horny pussy. I can't wait to bury my tongue between her legs and make her squirt again!" Andrea teased as Jenna turned her head and their tongues tangled outside of their mouths for Ryan to see. He was now beside himself, he couldn't remember his dick ever being harder than it was at the moment.
Jenna pulled away and looked over at him, "Honey, are you getting aroused yet?"
"Like steel!"
Jenna moved away from Andrea and waded over to Ryan. She stroked his cock and kissed him wetly. She whispered in his ear, "I want to see you and Andrea together." She reached back and grabbed Andrea's hand and pulled her to them. She kissed her again and said, "I want you and my boyfriend to fuck!"
Andrea didn't need to be asked twice as she moved up and straddled Ryan's lap with both her legs bent at the knees and her feet on the bench seat. Jenna's muscular boyfriend pulled her close and their mouths met in an intense kiss as Andrea thrust her horny pussy up against his rock-hard cock. She flicked her tongue ring around in his mouth.
Jenna came up behind Andrea, reached around and massaged her perky C-cups. The blonde squeezed her roommates taught nipples and kissed along the back of her neck. Jenna could feel Andrea's hips thrusting against Ryan's dick as she lowered one of her hands and slid it along Andrea's asshole. The two new lovers ground hornily against each other and Jenna couldn't believe how turned-on she was to watch them. She rubbed her middle finger on and around Andrea's hole as her roommate kept thrusting her hips forward. Jenna put her full hand on Andrea's butt with her fingers still on her asshole and pushed Andrea's ass against Ryan's cock. Andrea moaned out loud before Jenna then moved her hand lower and massaged her boyfriend's balls.
"Isn't she a good kisser Ryan? I love her tongue ring, don't you?"
Ryan kept making out with Andrea as he reached up and played with her tits. "Uh-huh," was all Jenna heard in response.
Andrea pulled away, "Oh Ryan you're good at that, I should have known you would be as you have the best set to practice on, why don't we take this in the house, I have so much I want to do with both of you!"
They quickly exited the tub and dried each other off before going into the house. Once inside Andrea's room, the girls dropped to their knees and took turns sucking Ryan off. He loved the sensation of being blown by two women for the first time in his life. Andrea's style was different than Jenna's and her tongue ring added to his sensation as she flicked it across the tip of his cock and the soft fleshy sensitive skin under the head. Andrea and Jenna paused occasionally to make out which only added to Ryan's burning arousal.
"He's already cum a couple of times, let's have a little fun while he watches," Jenna suggested teasingly to Andrea. Jenna slowly pushed the French girl down on the bed, climbed on top and straddled her stomach. The horny blonde reached down and massaged Andrea's sweet boobs before leaning forward and taking her hard nipples between her lips. She lightly bit them which elicited a satisfied moan from the older girl.
Ryan leaned back and watched the action while slowly stroking his cock; seeing his beautiful girlfriend seduce the hot 25-year-old drove him wild. Jenna scooted forward until her pussy mound was only inches from Andrea's lips, "Do you want to eat me with your hot mouth you French bitch?"
"Slide forward and give me that sweet cunt and I'll show your boyfriend how you like your pussy licked by a girl!" Andrea confidently purred.
Jenna looked over tantalizingly at her boyfriend as she moved her hips forward while Andrea extended her long tongue and maneuvered it up and down Jenna's sweet slit in slow wet licks. Jenna moaned and purred to Ryan, "She has a really nice tongue baby; I love the way she licks and sucks it!"
He watched in awe as Jenna moaned again and reached up and played with her own rock-hard nipples as the bi-sexual vixen tongue fucked his stunning girlfriend. Ryan kept stroking his cock as Jenna's moans became more pronounced. Andrea licked her clit with her experienced tongue as Jenna slid her hips slowly forward and back across her face.
"Oh Andrea, I could never get tired of you eating my pussy, how did you learn how to do that so well...umph?"
Andrea's muffled response, "Lots of practice baby, unlike you I wasn't a natural from day one!"
Ryan couldn't take being on the sidelines any longer. The tall towheaded boyfriend stood on the bed and fed his hard cock to his girlfriend; she slobbered over the head and sucked it into her beautiful waiting mouth. Her sweet lips and tongue had Ryan groaning within minutes. Andrea reached up and played with Ryan's dangling balls from below before she moved her hand and fingered his asshole, "Yeah girls, I could get used to this!" He panted with a big grin on his face.
Jenna was now humping Andrea's face at a frenzied pace. She pulled Ryan's wet cock from her mouth and stroked it frantically as she begged, "Andrea, please keep doing it just like that...it feels so good!" Ryan could tell his girlfriend was lost in the throes of an approaching climax as she stroked and licked his cock with a look of ecstasy on her gorgeous face; suddenly she grunted, thrust her hips forward and exploded on her roommate's pretty face. Jenna hungrily took Ryan's dick back in her mouth and sucked him absently as she breathlessly came down from her orgasm.
Moments later she pulled it out from between her lips and said, "I want to watch the two of you fuck!" Jenna got up and pulled Andrea to her knees. She brought her lips to Andrea's and kissed her enthusiastically as she sucked her juices from Andrea's tongue. Jenna then turned and shoved her tongue in Ryan's mouth and swirled it around.
"Fuck Jenna, I can taste your hot pussy on your tongue!"
She pulled away and moved behind Andrea. Jenna reached up and rubbed Andrea's beautiful tits from behind and said to Ryan, "Come fuck this sexy woman Ryan!" Ryan moved forward as he and Andrea kissed deeply. They made out as Jenna played with Andrea's nipples from behind.
Suddenly Andrea announced, "I want you to fuck me doggy stud!" She got down on all fours, put her head down and waved her sweet ass in his direction. Jenna moved off to the side so she could watch her boyfriend fuck her horny roommate. He positioned himself behind her and rubbed his cock up and down her dripping slit for a long minute before she screamed, "Don't make me beg...put it in my hole now!"
Jenna secretly wondered if Ryan would satisfy her after Paulo.
Ryan brought the head to her wet opening and shoved it in. The head popped inside and Andrea gasped. "Stuff the rest in there and fuck the shit out of me!" He did exactly that and buried himself to his balls on the 2nd thrust. She wasn't nearly as tight as Jenna, but Ryan loved the feeling of having his cock in an unfamiliar pussy.
Jenna watched as they fucked enthusiastically for several minutes, she could tell Ryan was really enjoying this, as was Andrea. Ryan had learned how to please a woman from all the fucking they had done and he soon had Andrea moaning and pushing back into his thrusts. Ryan was so aroused and wasn't experiencing any of the sexual shortcomings that he had in the hot tub the previous week.
Jenna lowered her hand and played with her roommate's dripping clit as she breathlessly watched the sex show in front of her. Andrea looked over and said, "Jenna your boyfriend is fucking me so good...do you mind if he sticks his cock in my ass!" Jenna was completely unprepared for that question and stared back at her roommate with a blank look on her face. Jenna looked up at Ryan who had a big grin on his, he nodded at her like, "Please say you don't mind!"
Jenna practically shouted, "Go for it!"
Andrea instructed Jenna to get the lubrication jelly from the bathroom; she ran in and grabbed it. "Come over here and rub some on my asshole and on your boyfriend's nice cock!" Andrea directed. Jenna complied and watched with fascination as Ryan rubbed his jell-covered head on her puckered asshole. Her boyfriend spread Andrea's cheeks and pushed hard until the head popped inside. Andrea moaned in approval, "That a boy, shove in my butt!" Ryan proceeded to work inch after inch inside until he was buried to his balls, he was in fucking heaven.
Jenna watched mesmerized as she witnessed Ryan work his rock-hard cock in and out of her roommate's butt. She looked down at Andrea and asked, "Doesn't it hurt?"
"Are you kidding me Jenna, it feels so good, haven't you done it before?"
"No, I've always been too scared."
"You have to try it, I guarantee you will love it...but not right now, your stud boyfriend has to ass-fuck me first!" Ryan couldn't believe the tightness as he pounded away at Andrea's ass.
"How does it feel Ryan?" Jenna asked as she stood on the bed behind him with her big soft tits pressing against both sides of his neck and watched from over his shoulder.



"It feels fucking tight Jenna...so fucking good...uhn!"
Ryan butt-fucked Andrea for several minutes as Jenna looked on excitedly. Ryan reached down and played with Andrea's clit as he pounded her from behind. Andrea groaned and said, "Yeah Ryan that feels fucking great...fuck me in the ass stud...you are going to make me cum!"
"Yes baby give it to her, make her cum!" Jenna whispered in his ear. That was all the encouragement he needed as he increased his pace and within minutes they both came together in a moaning grunting climax of anal sex.
Jenna was dripping wet herself as she watched Ryan pull his dick out of Andrea's ass and his cum trickle out of her puckered purple hole. Ryan collapsed on the bed with a big smile on his face. Andrea crawled over to Jenna and pulled her down until her head rested back on the pillows. The still horny French girl climbed on top of the big-titted blonde and started sucking and licking her swollen breasts. "What did you think about your boyfriend fucking me in the ass? It felt so good; I can't believe you haven't tried it!" Andrea asked excitedly between licks of Jenna's rigid nipples.
"It was amazingly erotic but I'm still very nervous to try it. I still can't believe it doesn't hurt!" Jenna replied excitedly as she moved her fingers through her roommate's hair.
"I've seen how those beads, a tongue and a finger in your ass get you off. I guarantee his cock will feel 10 times better than those!" Andrea smiled. "But before he gets a chance to fuck you in the ass, I want to eat that sweet horny pussy of yours again."
Andrea brought Jenna's incredible tits together with her hands and sucked on her sensitive nipples before kissing and licking her way down Jenna's stomach to her pussy mound. She tangled her fingers in Jenna's little pubic patch as she licked around Jenna's pussy before Jenna begged her to "Please lick and suck my clit Andrea!"
Ryan watched intently as Andrea teased his beautiful girlfriend, his cock was getting hard yet again.
Andrea aggressively shifted around and pushed her pussy into Jenna's face, she now had her hot roommate in a sixty-nine. She quickly rolled Jenna on top of her and buried her tongue ring in Jenna's slit as the busty blonde moaned out loud before lowering her own lips down to suck on Andrea's pussy. Ryan watched in awe as he watched Jenna confidently dip her tongue in pussy for the first time. He couldn't believe how naturally she took to it as her tongue darted and dipped expertly..."Wow Andrea wasn't kidding, that's fucking textbook!"
The girls mouth-fucked each other before Andrea pulled away and shouted, "Stud it's time to fuck your hot girlfriend's virgin ass."
Jenna moaned from the pleasure Andrea was giving her and said, "I'm ready Ryan, but we have to go slow."
Jenna's beautiful ass looked so inviting, her boyfriend couldn't wait to finally fuck her in it. Ryan coated his hard cock with KY and rubbed a couple of finger-full's on Jenna's asshole. Ryan inserted the first digit in her butt and wiggled it around, she moaned loudly. He thrust it in and out of her asshole repeatedly as she pulled her wet face from between Andrea's legs and told him again she was ready. Her horny boyfriend pulled his gooey finger out and brought his purple cock-head to her virgin asshole and rubbed it around before he pushed firmly and the head popped inside. Jenna screamed and cried, "I thought I asked you to go slow."
"That's only the head Jenna; I promise I'll go slowly the rest of the way." Ryan breathed heavily with a satisfied smile plastered on his face.
Jenna was in a strange place. The unbelievable pleasure she was experiencing from Andrea's tongue on her clit was being offset by the discomfort she felt in her ass. But Ryan was extremely gentle and moved very slowly as he knew this might be the only chance he would have to convince her that anal sex could be great for her. Her thankful boyfriend eventually worked all 6+ inches of his cock into her heavenly tight asshole.
Ryan remained still to let her get used to it as Andrea worked her magic on Jenna's clit. Ryan very slowly started moving his cock in and out and was instantly amazed that her backside hole felt significantly tighter than her virgin pussy had a couple of years earlier. Andrea could sense that Jenna was very slowly starting to respond to Ryan's cock in her butt. Her roommate's breath began to quicken and small moans escaped from her lips between licks of Andrea's dripping pussy.
Ryan continued to slowly slide his dick into her beautiful ass; he reached down and massaged her tight round cheeks. Jenna moaned and began moving her pelvis back into him as she attempted to maximize the pleasure Andrea was giving her as well as the unique sensation that Ryan's cock was creating in her butt. "Ryan, it feels so different than when you fuck my pussy, but I'm starting to feel what Andrea was talking about...I'm starting to uh...like it...umph!"
Ryan couldn't have been happier to hear those words spewing from his beautiful girlfriend's mouth, he wasn't sure he'd ever been more sexually aroused than at this moment. Here he was having three-way sex with two beautiful women, but more importantly he was fucking his sexy girlfriend's ass for the first time and she was enjoying it. Ryan was hopeful this day would come as Jenna had always clearly liked having her hole licked and having a finger in there, but she'd never consented to his cock...until this wonderful moment! He also rationalized quickly that it certainly wasn't hurting his cause that their pussy-eating nympho roommate was munching on his girlfriend's clit as he butt-fucked her for the first time.
Andrea reached up and pulled Ryan's dick out of Jenna's butt and proceeded to suck it slutishly into her mouth. "Jenna, your ass tastes so good on your boyfriends cock!" She shouted before she re-positioned it back near Jenna's hole and Ryan shoved it in more aggressively this time. Jenna shrieked, but within seconds was moaning and moving her hips around to meet Ryan's quickening thrusts again.
Andrea stopped eating Jenna's pussy and watched as Ryan's balls bounced off of her puffy lips. Andrea wanted to see if Jenna would orgasm from only Ryan's ass-fucking. The French girl raised her head and licked Ryan's balls as they swung back and forth and bounced off Jenna's pussy lips. Ryan quickly whimpered, "Andrea that feels fucking great, but if you don't stop I'm going to cum too fast!"
Andrea, herself was nearing climax as Jenna's tongue was doing a number on her swollen clit. "Fuck Jenna, in two days I'm already addicted to your wet lips and hot little tongue...don't stop, you're going to make me cum!"
Jenna took control of the situation and screamed, "No one stop...I'm cumming too!" She clamped her lips back around Andrea's clit and sucked and licked her hard bud. As if in a choreographed porn flick, the three of them climaxed together in a moaning, gasping mass of dirty wild sex. A deluge of juice squirted from Jenna's pussy as Ryan shot his load into her virgin butt. Andrea took the brunt of Jenna's cum shower, but she didn't mind as her own juice flowed down her butt crack as her hips twitched and shook from the pleasure bestowed by her new sexy girl lover.
They collapsed together on the bed. Ryan lay in the middle in the big wet spot as both girls nuzzled up close on opposite sides.
Andrea lightened the mood. "I'm sure glad you talked me into renting that room to you that first day Jenna!" They all laughed. "Actually I have to admit Jenna, I wanted to get in your pants from day 1, I was going to rent you the room unless Ryan had been an axe-murderer! And even then, I might have thought twice once I saw your incredible boobs." They all laughed again. She went on, "It was an added bonus that your boyfriend was really cute too!" She beamed as she rubbed his chest and looked over at Jenna.
"So, what'd you think?" Andrea quizzically asked her beautiful roommate.
"About what, oh you mean about anal sex?" Jenna asked cutely.
"No, about the temperature of the hot tub...of course I meant about anal sex you goofball!"
"Do you want the truth?"
Ryan got a pit in his stomach as he was suddenly nervous she hadn't liked it as much as he assumed.
"It was FUCKING AWESOME! It hurt a little bit, but it was such a different sensation...but I uh...really liked it! I can't believe I hadn't tried it before now as I've always been curious, but scared. But you both know I get pretty turned on when you touch my butt...I guess it's not a big surprise that I really liked it. The pleasure I got from those anal bead things with you and Kristen last night encouraged me to try it, thanks to both of you for convincing me to finally do it tonight. She looked at Andrea and said, "I certainly didn't mind having your incredible tongue on my clit as I tried it for the first time."
"I won't mind if you want me to have my tongue on your clit for times 2, 3, & 4 either!" Andrea joked again.
"Deal," Jenna giggled and they all laughed again.
"Okay Ryan, now that we've crossed this bridge, I guess it's time we made some ground rules for sex with our roommate!" Jenna said playfully as she lightly tugged on one of his nipples.
Andrea interrupted and offered, "Can I make one suggestion...how about often and a lot!"
"That's two suggestions!" Jenna joked.
"Then let me make two fucking suggestions bitch!" Andrea kidded and they all laughed again.
"What do you want Jenna?" Ryan asked.
"I'm the one who was unfaithful to you with Andrea and Kristen; I don't want to be the one to say what we should do. I want this to be your decision." She urged.
"Well we know we have only a month and it's pretty clear we both enjoy sex with Andrea so I don't think we should put any restrictions on it! I know I personally enjoy fucking both of you at the same time, so I vote we do lots of that!" He said with a smile.
"Duh, that's big of you!" Jenna mocked and kissed him on the lips.
"Okay, I made the first rule; you get to make the next one."
"No secrets, we tell each other everything. I am okay with you having sex with Andrea when I'm not home, but I want you to tell me all the details!" She said. "Are you okay if I have sex with her when you aren't home?"
Andrea secretly crossed her fingers behind her back.
"Yeah I am, as long as we keep the 'no secrets' rule in effect." Ryan knew he would be away from the house more than Jenna as he had weight training at campus each day in addition to his summer school work, but in spite of her unfaithfulness from his previous time away, he trusted her and believed that Jenna would honestly share the details.
He probably should have been more skeptical...
Andrea felt her pussy moisten.
"What about Kristen?" Jenna asked.
"Is it my turn to make a rule?" Ryan replied with a grin. "I have to admit that I think she is pretty hot and I vote strongly that we fuck her as much as possible!"
Jenna giggled and playfully slapped his chest. "You always like the little ones and redheads don't you stud!"
Andrea finally spoke up, "Sorry to disappoint you big boy, but she's a little more into girls than boys. She would suck your dick or let you eat her pussy, but it would probably take an orgy for her to fuck you."
"Then we should have an orgy soon!"
"Pervert!" Jenna exclaimed with a smile.
They all felt a strong sense of excitement about what the next month would bring. But after the previous night's marathon sex and tonight's threesome, Jenna and Andrea were exhausted. Ryan was as well from a long week of practice. They all went into Jenna and Ryan's bed to escape the wet sheets, the three of them fell asleep quickly wrapped in each other's arms.
*****
The following morning they enjoyed a Saturday morning three-way before going down to the beach.
That night they invited Kristen over for a barbecue and sex party. They all got fucked up drinking margaritas and shots. There was lots of touching and kissing as they listened to music, danced, and watched porn flicks.
Ryan couldn't believe his good fortune. "What did I do to deserve group sex with these three?" He was having trouble containing his excitement about what the next month would bring. As he watched Jenna flirt, kiss, and touch the other girls, he was again reminded how lucky he was to have her.
A little while later as Ryan stood outside at the barbecue, Kristen wandered out to see him. She walked up close and said, "Rumor has it you want to fuck me."
He stammered as he struggled to come up with the proper response.
"Well the feeling is mutual!" The hot little blonde reached out and grabbed his cock through his shorts as she pushed her chest into his stomach. He was nearly a foot taller than her and could feel her rock-hard nipples poking into his stomach. Kristen looked up at him with a horny look on her face and said, "How about we get to know each other better by me sucking your cock!"
Ryan Nielsen couldn't believe this was happening. This 24-year-old spinner wanted to suck his dick and his beautiful girlfriend was right inside. He knew the ground rules gave him the carte blanche to agree, but he was still feeling a little guilty as he pictured Jenna walking outside and catching them in the act.
"Would it make you feel any less guilty if I told you your girlfriend has her face buried between Andrea's legs on the couch at this very moment?" Kristen asked naughtily.
"Are you fucking kidding me? Well in that case..." He reached down, grabbed Kristen's ass cheeks with both hands and pulled her tight against his now-hard dick. Ryan bent down and kissed her hard on the lips as she stood on her toes, reached around his shoulders and thrust her pussy against his cock. The horny little blonde dry-humped him as she aggressively kissed him back.
After a couple of minutes she pulled away, grabbed his hand and led him over to one of the outdoor chairs. Before he sat, she kneeled down, unbuttoned his shorts and pulled them and his boxers down to his ankles. She pushed him back down on the chair and grabbed his cock with her little hand; the former cheerleader jacked him off as she brought her mouth up and wetly sucked on the head. Kristen slobbered all over his cock and used her hand to stroke the slippery shaft, "You have a nice cock Ryan; don't let Andrea make you think I don't like sex with guys, I think she tells people that so she can keep me for herself. But she does know how much I like it with girls, and I have to admit, I can't wait to do it again with your smokin' girlfriend!"
Meanwhile inside on the couch Andrea's legs were propped over that smokin' girlfriend's shoulders. The 25-year-old was whimpering and moaning as her younger roommate hornily ate her pussy. "Jenna, I can't believe how good you are with your tongue in only a couple of days...umph...it feels so fucking good!" Andrea's hips lifted off the couch as she grinded her pussy against Jenna's dripping face, "God that feels fucking good...oh...yeah just like that...umph!"
Jenna was now beside herself with arousal, she was quickly learning that she really liked sex with girls. More specifically she really liked giving them head as the smell and taste of pussy was like an aphrodisiac...the more she did it the more she wanted to do more of it. The big-titted blonde knew what felt great when she was on the receiving end and she was quickly learning how to give that same pleasure to Andrea and Kristen.
"Oh Jenna you are a fucking natural, flick my ring with your tongue, yeah just like that...oh my God that feels good! Don't stop bitch, yeah right there...that's it, you got it baby...yes umph...lick it...suck it! Oh fuck, you're going to make me cum!" Andrea's hips shook violently against Jenna's face as she climaxed.
Jenna kissed her way back up to Andrea's face, they kissed as Andrea recovered. "Jenna that was one of the best climaxes I've ever had from oral sex, I wasn't kidding when I said you were a natural. I can't believe you haven't done it before; it took me a long time to learn what you have in a couple of days. Kristen's going to be in for quite a month when we both fuck her!"
They were nuzzling on the couch when Kristen and Ryan walked into the house. Ryan carried a tray of blackened hamburgers. "We might need to order Chinese, I got sidetracked outside and the burgers got a little burned!"
"Sidetracked?" Andrea asked laughingly.
"Okay, I was getting a phenomenal blow job and I didn't give a shit about the burgers!" He admitted with a big smile. They all laughed.
"That's fine by me honey, I already got to eat a tasty treat!" Jenna said as she kissed Andrea again on the lips.
"So I heard!" He replied as he threw the burgers in the trash.
Jenna and Andrea put their clothes back on and they all walked down to the Chinese joint on the corner. When they got back, Andrea pulled out a bottle of Don Julio and they all did a couple of chilled shots. The French hottie looked over at Kristen and said, "What'd ya say we pick teams?"
Kristen got an excited smile on her face and replied, "We haven't done that for awhile, I'm certainly up for it!"
Andrea suggested that for this night, they pick names out a hat to see who would go in each bedroom with whom. "We'll have our foursome nights in the next month, but this will be fun as we learn what each other likes more intimately! Obviously for tonight, Jenna and Ryan, you guys have to be in separate rooms. Are you guys up for it?" Jenna looked at Ryan and they both nodded simultaneously.
Andrea put Jenna and Ryan's names in a cup on folded paper. Andrea gave Kristen the honors. Neither girl had anything against Ryan, but secretly both were hoping to draw Jenna's name.
Kristen pulled the first piece of paper from the cup and opened it. She got a big smile on her face; she quickly walked over, grabbed Jenna by the hand and grinned, "We'll see you guys in the morning!" Jenna looked at Ryan, shrugged her shoulders and smiled as Kristen quickly led her back to Jenna and Ryan's room and closed the door.
Ryan smiled and said, "I guess she wasn't too upset with the name she drew!"
"Don't take it personally stud, as I told you before she is more into girls than boys." She then lied to him to salvage his self-esteem, "I wrote Jenna's name on both pieces of paper so Kristen would draw her name, that girl doesn't appreciate a good ass-fucking like I do!" Andrea gripped his hand and led him to her bedroom.
Inside the other room, Kristen pushed Jenna down on the bed and declared, "Tonight we get to finish what we started on Thursday! Take off your shirt; I want those sexy tits all for myself!"
About an hour and a half later as Andrea and Ryan were snuggling on the bed following their second anal session, Kristen opened the door, peeked her head in and said, "I hope you don't mind if I come in, I need to get some stuff."
"Sure come on in, don't mind us," Andrea replied sarcastically, "I'm sure you would have if I'd objected anyway!"
Kristen slipped into the candlelit room. The hot little blonde was naked and her long hair was a mess. Kristen was covered in sweat and had two big hickeys on her neck, her nipples were hard.
Ryan checked out her gorgeous body.
"Ryan your girlfriend is one horny little nymph! She's already gotten me off three times. Now it's my turn to return the favor, she wants the anal beads and the strap-on."
Kristen reached into Andrea's dresser and grabbed both before also taking two sets of handcuffs. "I have her tied up with your bathrobe tie right now Ryan, but the cuffs are more reliable. I'm going to tease, torture and make your girlfriend beg! I hope you don't have big plans tomorrow, I don't know how much sleep she is going to get tonight. Sorry to interrupt you guys, enjoy the rest of your night!" Kristen said cutely as she hurriedly walked out the door and pulled it closed behind her.



Ryan and Andrea looked at each other and laughed. They fucked one more time and passed out.
About two hours later Ryan got up to take a piss. As he quietly exited Andrea's room, he heard sounds coming from him and Jenna's room. He quietly put his ear to the door and listened. Inside he heard the sound of a vibrator in addition to Jenna's unmistakable whimpering and whining. "Kristen please let me cum, I want it so bad...please don't tease me like that again, I promise I won't be a bad girl anymore!"
Ryan was very tempted to open the door and join them, but he had agreed to a bedroom separation and didn't want to change the rules on the first night. He took a piss and reluctantly returned to Andrea's bed.
Had he gone in, Ryan would have seen his girlfriend lying naked face down with her hands bound above her head with handcuffs. Her narrow hips were propped up by pillows with her knees spread wide as a string with two anal beads exposed, was protruding from and resting on her perfect ass as the rest of the beads remained buried inside. Jenna's ass cheeks were rosy red from numerous spankings.
Kristen lay on her back with her head up against the pillows underneath Jenna's hips. Her face was directly under Jenna's dripping pussy as she softly teased her clit with her own vibrator. "You were a bad girl and got the bed all messy when I was fucking you before, do you promise not to squirt if I fuck you again?" Kristen asked authoritatively.
"I will try my best Kristen, but you've got me so horny again; I feel like I'm going to explode again when you do." Jenna responded submissively. "But I can't take anymore of the teasing, please fuck me."
Kristen turned off the vibrator and climbed up on her knees behind Jenna. She coated Jenna's cheeks with oil and squeezed and massaged her sexy ass. She pulled on the anal string but not hard enough to dislodge any of the buried beads. Jenna moaned. Kristen coated the strap-on with jell and rubbed it along Jenna's ass crack and pussy lips. The little blonde brought the tip to Jenna's pussy slit and pushed the fat head inside.
Jenna gasped. "Do you want the rest slut?" Kristen taunted.
"Yes, please Kristen, I want it so bad."
"Beg me for it, you little horny bitch!"
"Please Kristen; I need that big cock deep in my pussy! I'll do anything for it; I'll eat your pussy again if you want!"
"Oh you'll be eating my pussy anyway. Why should I give you this big cock?"
"Please Kristen, I want to cum so bad and I really want you to fuck me again with that thing!"
Kristen shoved in several more inches. "Oh it feels so big Kristen, I love it!" After having sucked Ryan's modest cock earlier, Kristen knew the big dildo must feel especially stimulating to Jenna. Having more length and thickness seemed to be driving her wild. Kristen initially worked it in and out in long slow strokes before she grabbed Jenna's ass and roughly plunged the thick 8" dildo deeply in her dripping pussy. Jenna gasped out loud. Kristen reached up and grasped the anal bead string and began pulling on it in short little tugs. Eventually she pulled hard enough and a couple more beads popped from Jenna's hot little ass.
The busty blonde went wild as she loved the dual sensation. The Elisha Cuthbert look-alike loved the control she held over her, but she craved Jenna's luscious breasts. To Jenna's dismay, Kristen let the big dildo slip out of her pussy. "Why did you take it out?" Jenna whined. "It felt so good, please put it back in!"
"I want to suck your tits while I fuck you, come bounce on this big cock and feed them to me!" Kristen commanded. The little blonde removed the pillows from under Jenna's hips and helped her up to her knees. Kristen pushed the pillows against the headboard and sat up against them as Jenna scooted forward on her knees and climbed up on top. Kristen reached around and grabbed her ass, pulled her forward and guided the dildo to Jenna's gaped lips.
Jenna ran her bound hands through Kristen's hair above her head as she pushed down and impaled herself on the fake cock as Kristen held it in place. The former cheerleader leaned in and devoured Jenna's fabulous tits. Jenna let out a loud gasp at the multiple pleasures being applied to her tits, cunt and asshole, "Fuck that feels good Kristen!"
"Ride that cock while I suck these big tits bitch!" Kristen demanded. Kristen squeezed her breasts and took turns licking, sucking and biting Jenna's hard nipples. Kristen had a thing for tits and Jenna's were the best she'd ever had, she couldn't get enough as she motor-boated her pretty face between them.
Kristen finally tore herself from Jenna's chest and kissed her passionately on the lips. Their tongues intertwined; Jenna hornily sucked Kristen's into her mouth, they both loved the way the other kissed, "Fuck you have a nice tongue Kristen, I love the way you kiss me," Jenna urged between pecks, "and I love your big cock too!"
Jenna bounced up and down on Kristen's lap at a frenzied pace as she neared her climax. Kristen squeezed her left tit with one hand and slurped it between her lips as she reached around to grasp the anal string with the other. The four exposed beads bounced in conjunction with Jenna's thrusts which made the string difficult to secure, but Kristen finally gripped it and tugged as Jenna screamed and climaxed on the big rubber dildo. Pussy juice erupted around the edges of the faux cock and soaked Kristen's loins and the sheets below.
"Oh there you go again with the squirting pussy juice...I'm going to have to punish you for that!" Kristen smiled before kissing Jenna passionately. "Jenna, I want to come over and fuck you every day! I love Andrea and she's great in the sack, but no one has ever turned me on like you." After they both calmed down, Kristen unlocked the cuffs before they lay a blanket down on the wet sheets and fell fast asleep in each other's arms.
The four of them had an orgy the following night and Ryan got his wish to finally fuck Kristen as Jenna and Andrea took turns eating each other out. Ryan ass-fucked all three women before depositing the last of his three loads in Jenna's tight little ass.
The next month was filled with enough incredible sex to fill a book of porn stories. Jenna perfected her cunnilingus craft and Ryan enjoyed lots of anal sex with Jenna and Andrea. Andrea persuaded Jenna to get a clit ring when their month was over. The older girl convinced her that the sensations were indescribable but suggested she wait until their time in Santa Monica came to an end. The French roommate knew Jenna's recovery from the procedure would take some time and selfishly didn't want to miss out on the next four weeks of fucking her sexy roommate's brains out.
Andrea and Jenna had sex every day after Ryan left for weight training. Jenna didn't have class on Mondays or Wednesdays, on those days Kristen would come over and the three of them would fuck for hours. Andrea would tell Ryan about their trysts, but she downplayed the frequency and glossed over the details. The fact was, she and Andrea fucked every chance they got and she didn't want to admit she was addicted to pussy.
The fact was she was.
By the end of the month, Kristen couldn't decide whose skilled mouth she preferred. Up until this summer, no one had ever given her better head than Andrea. But Jenna's prowess had gotten to the point that Kristen could no longer choose one over the other...the little blonde was the beneficiary as she experienced the best month of her life. And it wasn't just that Jenna had gotten really good at eating pussy, she absolutely loved doing it and she herself wondered how she would exist without lesbian sex when their time in Santa Monica came to an end.
Eventually it did. The last night the four of them spent together was an epic orgy that none of them would ever forget. With great sadness they parted ways the following day but promised they would get together again at some point.
Jenna and Ryan hooked up with Kristen a couple more times the following year, but sadly they never saw Andrea again.
******
Jenna got the clit piercing a few weeks after she and Ryan moved out of Andrea's place. She never forgot the French girl for being the one to recommend it as the little piece of vaginal jewelry added a special stimulation to her sex life from that day forward. Jenna was already a very sensual person prior to the ring, but she became almost insatiable afterwards.
She and Ryan decided that the UCLA campus was too small a place for them to engage in three-way sex with other college girls, but Ryan was well aware of Jenna's desire for it. His girlfriend had developed a special taste for pussy and would never be completely satisfied without it in her life. But in spite of that, they agreed they would abstain from it in college related situations and see what other opportunities came along in life.
And come along they would...
It wasn't uncommon however, for them to talk about hot girls on campus or beautiful actresses on TV or in the movies. Ryan would talk dirty to her about other hot women when they made love. Jenna loved it and it always got her off when he did.
During the summer of their junior year, a friend invited them out to Dallas for a Longhorn-Bruins game. They stayed in a nice hotel which happened to be a few blocks from one of Dallas' most renowned strip clubs. Ryan did his homework ahead of the trip and learned that in addition to totally nude dancers, extracurricular activity was allowed in special rooms on the upper floor. On Saturday night after the game, they said goodbye to their friends and headed back to the hotel in a cab. Ryan had worked it out with the driver and surprised Jenna when the cabbie pulled up and dropped them at the club. His large breasted girlfriend had never been to one of these places, she beamed with excitement when she realized where they were going.
Inside the impressive venue, beautiful women were everywhere. Many of them approached and flirted with both of Ryan and Jenna immediately. Ryan enjoyed watching Jenna checking out all the gorgeous women on display, he had been to several strip clubs, but had never been to a place like this.
Ryan excused himself to the bathroom. He was actually on a mission to find sex for his horny girlfriend. The UCLA QB was directed to a large dude in a Cowboy hat named Bubba, he asked the brawny Texan if there were particular women at the club who were into providing sexual favors for other women. Ryan pointed out Jenna and said that he wanted to surprise her with some "private time" with one of the club's hottest girls.
Bubba laughed loudly and replied in a heavy southern drawl, "You came to the right place Hoss! Your pretty little lady is going to leave with a smile on her face tonight! What kind of filly does she like?"
Ryan thought about it for a second, "She doesn't have a specific type, but I would say any cute one with a talented tongue and nice natural boobs!"
Bubba laughed again, "Yeah that's what most horny women who come in here are looking for! The butches like the same stuff." He pointed out several possibilities, but then finally suggested, "But for a girl as pretty as yours, my top recommendation would be Darla." Bubba raised one of big paws and pointed to a gorgeous 20-year-old brunette wearing only a cowboy hat and chaps. Her splendid naked ass looked like a target framed in the leatherwear and her natural C-cup tits reminded Ryan of a slightly smaller version of Jenna's. "I've personally watched her turn straight fillies into lesbos!" Bubba bragged.
"She's the one!" Ryan shouted excitedly in the loud place.
"I'll send her your way in a few minutes Hoss." Bubba said as he slapped Ryan on the back.
Jenna's boyfriend took a quick leak and made his way back to her. She had a big smile on her face when she saw him approach and shouted above the loud music, "I almost sent a search party, I thought you found your own private room somewhere!"
"Sorry, I got distracted." He shrugged his shoulders and answered with a big smile on his face.
"That's easy to do in this place Ryan, I'm so glad you brought me here!" Jenna responded excitedly. "I've had several girls ask if I wanted a lap dance."
"Did you get one?"
"No, I told them I was waiting for my boyfriend to come back, but I did order drinks," Jenna said distractedly. Ryan watched as she checked out a hot Mexican chick with gorgeous legs and a sweet ass.
Moments later a pretty blonde server arrived with their cocktails, "Here you go Jenna." She bent at the waist to place the drinks on the table and to give Jenna a close up of her fantastic cleavage. Ryan watched as Jenna checked out her rack before slipping a tip inside her top.
"We aren't supposed to let the customers do that Jenna! But I'll make a special exception for you."
Jenna turned to Ryan as her eyes flashed and she mouthed "Nice Boobs!" Ryan and Jenna toasted their friends who had given them the excuse to come to Texas. A few minutes later, a young brunette wearing a Cowboy hat and chaps came up and asked Jenna if she wanted a lap dance. Jenna nervously looked at Ryan with a hopeful grin on her face and then bit her lower lip and ogled the sexy Texan. Ryan said that his girlfriend would like that very much but asked if there was a more secluded place they could go and "have a little privacy"?
Jenna looked over at Ryan with wide eyes and a surprised smile.
The stripper introduced herself as Darla. She checked-out Jenna and purred in a sexy southern drawl, "Y'all came to the right place honey!" Jenna and Ryan admired her stunning ass as she took Jenna by the hand and led them up the stairs to a private room. On the way, Jenna excused herself to use the restroom.
Ryan told Darla that he wanted this to be all about his girlfriend. Darla got a gleam in her eye and said, "It isn't too often I get to dance for a little lady as pretty as her!"
Ryan said, "I want you to do more than dance for her. She likes having fun with girls. Make her happy tonight!"
Darla got a big smile on her face and said, "Honey, y'all can call it FUCKING...cuz that's what me and your girlfriend are gonna do! Is there anything in particular that gets her off?"
"Her nipples are very sensitive and she likes having her asshole touched and licked. She has a clit ring and likes having it played with! Oh...and one more thing, she can be a squirter!"
"Ooh how exhilarating!" Darla responded with another Texas-sized smile.
"Darla, it's been a year since she's had sex with a girl, so I suspect she'll be a little nervous, but she'll also be very excited!"
Jenna came back into the private room. Darla checked her out from head to toe and thought to herself, "I actually get paid to do this job!" The stripper took her by the hand and sat her on the large leather couch next to Ryan. "Honey, your boyfriend tells me you like girls...well I do too! I want you to relax and enjoy while I make you feel really good. You're as pretty as a Georgia peach and I can't wait to taste your sweet nectar!"
Jenna bit her lip and looked over at Ryan.
Darla took her time removing Jenna's clothes, all the while complementing her beautiful body. When she teasingly unhooked Jenna's bra, she gasped, "Holy shit girl...you could get rich dancin' and squeezin' these babies in a place like this! Every Cowboy from here to Houston would stand in line to see em!"
Jenna smiled and thanked her for the complement. "Yours aren't so bad either!"
Darla spent the next several minutes kissing, licking and sucking Jenna's tits. She softly bit her nipples and trailed her tongue across the valley between them. She looked up at Ryan and said, "You're a lucky man Mr. Ryan, if I had these sweet titties waiting at home, I might never leave the house!"
Eventually Darla kissed and licked her way down Jenna's body, the sexy stripper nuzzled around her belly button and along her upper thighs. She then erotically trailed her lips and tongue along the outside of Jenna's panties.
Jenna trembled with excitement. With her fingers tangled in her hair Jenna mewed, "Darla your tongue feels so good and wet."
"You ain't felt nothin' yet honey!" Darla replied as she brushed her fingers across the damp garment and blew on Jenna's pussy mound. Finally, Darla used her teeth to tantalizingly peel Jenna's soaked panties over her hips and down her gorgeous legs. The stripper kissed her way back up along her tender thighs and cooed, "Damn sweetie that's one pretty pussy you got there!"
Darla ran her fingers through Jenna's little blonde muff and licked around her pussy lips. Jenna was going wild and begging her to "Kiss and lick it."
Darla didn't tease her any longer; she softly buried her flicking tongue in Jenna's heavenly cunt. The gorgeous brunette hungrily sucked on her ripe button and Jenna exploded in a squirting cum. Darla's eyes got wide as her chin and neck took the brunt, "Wow honey...I always thought I had a talented tongue, but I can't take credit for that, you are one horny little filly!"
"It's been awhile since I was with a girl and you're so pretty, I guess I was a little excited!" Jenna replied embarrassingly.
"Please don't be embarrassed honey, I nearly came myself. You're the hottest thing I've eaten in a long time, I can assure you I'm just getting started, I'm bettin' there's a lot more where that came from!" Darla said excitedly as she rubbed Jenna's huge tits.
Ryan stroked his cock as Darla settled back between Jenna's thighs. He watched in amazement as the sexy stripper pleasured his gorgeous girlfriend more aggressively; before long Jenna was moaning and lifting her hips to meet Darla's experienced tongue. Ryan hadn't noticed it initially but Darla had a tongue ring that she flicked tantalizingly across Jenna's swollen clit. His insatiable girlfriend was going absolutely wild.
Ryan fed Jenna his dick as Darla continued to eat her out.
Jenna sucked him deep before moaning incessantly. "Oh Darla...you got it...yeah right there...you're going to make me cum again!" She screamed and more juice shot from her pussy and soaked Darla's heaving tits.
"Yeah girl...that was hot!" Darla cheered. "Y'all got yourself one squirtin' little pussy sweetheart! You taste really good honey...I'm fixin' to get you off again!"
"You don't get to do all the pleasuring around here sister," Jenna shouted as she surprised Darla and swung around into a sixty-nine on top of the southern hottie.
"Ooh, y'all don't have to do that honey. It's my job..."
"Are you kidding me baby, I WANT TO!" Jenna blurted out before burying her face between the stripper's chaps-lined legs. Ryan wasn't surprised at all; he knew Jenna wouldn't be able to resist having a taste of Darla. Nevertheless, actually seeing it couldn't have been more exciting to him.
Within minutes the stripper moaned out loud, "I'm happier than a TORNADO IN A TRAILER PARK, you eat some amazing pussy baby!" Darla buried her face back between Jenna's legs and they brought each other to several intense climaxes before Ryan finally stuck his dick in Jenna's hungry pussy and blew his wad in minutes.
Darla kissed Jenna and made her promise to come back if they were ever in Dallas again. Ryan paid the sexy stripper from the special fund he'd earned working at his dad's firm during the summer. Darla and Jenna enjoyed one last long kiss before the stripper left them in the room to get dressed. Jenna and Ryan ogled her perfect ass as she exited.
Ironically, one of them would meet Darla again several years later under totally different circumstances.
On the way back to their hotel, Jenna hugged, kissed and thanked Ryan for surprising her with the trip to the strip club. "God that girl was hot, I was so fucking horny honey! I've missed sex with girls since Andrea and Kristen. I hope we can do that again."



"Yes I could tell! I love to watch you with girls Jenna." Jenna loved that he liked her having lesbian sex and promised to make it worth his while when they got back to the hotel room.
The rest of the summer went by in a blur.
*****
Before they knew it, it was their senior year and Ryan was playing his final game as a college athlete. He had climbed his way to #2 on the depth chart but he had never actually started a game as a quarterback during his career at UCLA. As luck would have it, the starter Paul Washington got hurt in practice leading up to the final game against USC. Ryan got the start and led the Bruins to a 42-31 victory over the arch rival Trojans in his final college game.
In the showers after the game, UCLA's All-American linebacker Cole Steele came up to Ryan, congratulated him and told him he was proud to have him as a teammate. Cole and Ryan had arrived as freshmen together but their paths had been very different. While Ryan had struggled as a backup quarterback, Cole Steele had been a 3-year starter, a 2-year team captain, and a two-time All-American. He had recently won the Butkus Award as the nation's top linebacker and was slated to be a top-5 pick in the next NFL draft.
Ryan appreciated being acknowledged by someone of Cole's stature. Every guy on the team looked up to Cole on and off the field. As they talked in the shower, Ryan couldn't believe one guy could be blessed with so many God-given attributes. He was obviously a great football player and had worked extremely hard to achieve success. But Cole was also one of the best looking guys on the team, he had a naturally huge physique, he could run like a deer, and he had the biggest black cock anyone on the team had ever seen.
The guys all joked that if Cole failed as a football player, he could have a great career as a porn star.
But that was not the life for Cole Steele. His entire college focus was one thing, becoming the best football player he could be. He never dated girls, he never drank or did drugs; in fact none of the guys had ever heard him swear. He truly was an All-American.
The two of them shook hands and Cole wished him the best of luck in whatever he did after college and said, "You'll have to come to my draft party next spring."
Ryan told him he wouldn't miss it.
Jenna waited for Ryan outside the locker room after the game. His large-breasted girlfriend gave him a huge hug and kissed him deeply before telling him how proud she was of him. They went to a post-game party and Ryan couldn't remember ever being so happy in his life. He was the toast of the party; Jenna just beamed as she shared his special night.
Cole stopped by the party and was making his rounds with a Gatorade in hand. He approached the two of them and high-fived Ryan before giving Jenna a hug, "Nice to see you again Jenna."
"Nice to see you again too Cole, great game today," she replied cheerily.
"We wouldn't be here without your boyfriend!" Cole gleamed. He then said he had to get going as he congratulated Ryan once again and said goodbye to them both.
As he walked away, Jenna said, "He is such a nice guy for being the star of the team."
"I know, he really is a good dude; his whole world revolves around football."
"He doesn't even date?" She asked.
"Not that any of us are aware of, there have actually been a few rumors that he is gay, but I don't really know what to think. It's too bad for the girls at UCLA that he doesn't date because he has the biggest cock any of us have ever seen!" Ryan exclaimed.
They both laughed, but Jenna got wet in the panties. Later that night, Jenna fucked Ryan's brains out. The senior quarterback thought it was because of his big achievement that day, but in reality his gorgeous blonde girlfriend couldn't get the image of Cole Steele's big black cock out of her mind.
A few weeks later at Christmas time, Ryan asked Jenna to marry him and she readily accepted. The rest of their senior year went by quickly and they got married the following fall.
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8 Years Later
"Are you almost ready?" Ryan asked as they readied themselves for the party.
"Just a few more minutes, I still feel a little funny attending a swim party for adults," Jenna replied as she applied a little more blush on her cheeks.
"I know, especially for us. It's almost a certainty Cole is going to sell the compound when he moves to Dallas. I hear he's already building a new place down there. I can't imagine he won't use us again to list this place. I have it comp'd at about $26 million. That wouldn't be a bad little kick-off commission for our summer, but let's talk business only if he brings it up. Otherwise I'll call him early next week." Ryan suggested. They both agreed.
He continued, "I'm confident we're in the driver's seat to get the listing, but maybe it wouldn't hurt our cause if you showed him a little cleavage to help cement the deal!" Ryan joked.
Jenna laughed, "I thought you thought he was gay?"
"Fuck if I know, but it'd be hard for any warm-blooded guy to not want to get a better look at those amazing tits of yours."
"Oh is that all, why don't I confirm it one way or another by taking him upstairs and offering a blowjob!" She replied with a laugh.
"If he's not gay, I'm guessing that would definitely get us the listing." Ryan replied with a big grin on his face.
Jenna said more seriously, "I still feel a little funny wearing a bikini to the party of the guy whose home I'm trying to sell in a couple of weeks."
"Cole wants this to be an off-the-hook bash to celebrate his new contract with the Cowboys. The party is supposedly all going to take place outside in the estate grounds and he's encouraging everyone to bring their suits. I'm sure we're going to get an eye-full of some fucked up, low morality folks at this shindig." Ryan said jokingly.
"Yeah, remember that Halloween party we went to at his place a few years ago?"
Ryan laughed and said, "Yeah most of the people were dressed up as drunken naked people. Hey, I heard Snoop Dogg might perform tonight. That would be awesome wouldn't it?"
"Sounds like fun as long as we all don't go streaking down at the quad afterwards!" They both laughed. Aside from her gorgeous looks, smoking body, and superior intelligence, comments like that typified why Ryan loved this woman so much. Jenna was very hip and had a great sense of humor. Not many women besides his wife would reference a hilarious scene from a guy's movie like Old School.
"I hear there are going to be quite a few celebrities there as well," Ryan commented.
"Anyone in particular?"
"I know he is really well connected to folks in the music and film industry. You hear about all those rumors of relationships he's supposedly had in Hollywood and around the world. Personally I'm not convinced, I'm still not sure he isn't gay. You never hear of confirmations of actual sexual relationships with these women. They always seem to be just rumors; he has supposedly hooked up with Britney Spears, Julianne Hough, Erin Andrews and Scarlett Johansson among others! I personally think he would prefer to stay home on Friday nights and study his playbook than explore what's on the inside of Scarlett Johansson's shirt." Ryan said only half-jokingly.
"Oh listen to you Mr. Expert on all things Hollywood. Just because you would rather see what's on the inside of her shirt doesn't mean you know whether he would or not!" Jenna replied as she smiled and slapped him on the chest playfully.
"Ain't that the pot calling the kettle black? You'd like to nuzzle that rack just as much as me; you told me as much last week when we watched that movie Don Jon." He reminded her.
"Guilty as charged..." she said with a smile.
"Speaking of big tits, I'm a little horny seeing you in that sundress, maybe we can take a few minutes for me to explore what you have inside of there before we go!" He said as he came up from behind and grabbed her ample breasts.
"Keep it in your pants big boy, we are running late already. Maybe if you get me drunk tonight you can have your way with me later!" She said as she pushed his hands away turned and puckered her beautiful lips and fake-kissed in his direction. "We need to go."
"You can count on it, tequila girl!"
On the way to Cole's estate Jenna said, "What makes you think Cole is gay anyway?"
"I don't really know if he is or not, but it was weird how he never dated at UCLA when he could have had just about any woman he wanted." Ryan said. "And I've never actually seen him with a woman at any of the parties we've attended."
"He's been connected with a lot of women in the entertainment world. I've seen lots of pictures in the tabloids with him and many of these same women at award shows and parties, etc." Jenna reminded him.
"Shit, Travolta is married to Kelly Preston and that hasn't kept him from being a butt-pirate all these years!" Ryan joked.
"You're impossible!" She said as she rolled her eyes and shook her head.
A few minutes later Jenna asked, "So how much is he worth anyway?"
"Who? Cole?"
"Yes"
"I read somewhere it is in excess of $200 million. He was the 3rd player drafted in 2010 draft. His first contract with the Chargers was for $20 million. He renegotiated in 2014 and they paid him another $38 million. This deal he just signed with the Cowboys came with a $48 million guarantee and the contract is worth $80 million total.
"No shit?" Jenna asked incredulously.
"You've also seen him on all those commercials for Nike and Coke. They say he earns at least twice what he earns on the field, off of it in endorsements. Aside from the taxes, being a superstar athlete in Southern California has its advantages!" Ryan said. "Playing for the Cowboys won't hurt his marketability either."
He continued, "I've heard he has an incredible public relations and financial management group that keep his public image pristine while making him multi millions of dollars in investments and endorsements."
"Poor guy," Jenna said jokingly, "well we should drink lots of his booze and eat raw oysters to our heart's content tonight. I think he can afford it!"
"Now you're talking Mrs. Nielsen. Not to mention both make you horny." Ryan said loud enough for the Uber driver to hear.
Jenna slapped him on the arm and feigned an embarrassed look on her face.
The drive from Pasadena to Pacific Palisades was only 25 miles, but it took an hour in Friday night traffic. The UberSelect bill was over $100, but worth every penny. Neither Ryan nor Jenna would ever consider driving under the influence. They had made a pact to each other a long time ago, agreeing to never drink and drive.
As they pulled off the street into the long cobblestone driveway, the cars were already backing up. Limos, Porsche's, Mercedes, & Bentley's filled the long circular driveway. As they made their way to the front entrance, they saw several professional athletes including Kobe Bryant and Mike Trout. Jenna recognized several musical performers including Sean Diddy Combs, Drake and Miley Cyrus. "Wow, this is going to be some kind of party!" Jenna whispered to Ryan.
"Yeah, let's go find the bar!" Ryan smiled as he took her hand and led her into the house.
The "house" was an amazing place. Ryan and Jenna had been there before and while they were both accustomed to entering palatial estates in their line of work, this place was unlike many they had ever visited. Huge picture windows overlooked the massive pool complex. Large trees and rain-forest landscaping surrounded the meandering half-acre sized pool. The Pacific Ocean was visible further to the west. Large tents and loud music could be seen and heard on the 2 acre lawn area to the south end of the property. The mouth-watering scent of red meat barbecuing nearby wafted into their noses as they stepped out the arched French doors onto the imported marble patio.
Ryan estimated there were already 350 people in attendance. As they walked through the crowd to one of the outdoor bars, they both pointed out several celebrities to one another. They bellied up to the bar and the bartender poured them a shot of Don Julio 1942 tequila. They both downed the smooth Mexican liquor and ordered another. After drinking both shots, Jenna ordered a tequila sunrise and Ryan ordered a Dos Equis. In his best Spanish accent Ryan said, "I don't always drink beer...but when I do, I like to drink it with hot looking real estate agents in sundresses who are getting fucked up on tequila!" They both laughed and Jenna slapped him on the arm.
Ryan and Jenna walked around looking for celebrities in the crowd; they eventually worked their way around to the pool. Lots of people were already hanging out in the shallow end of the massive pool drinking and laughing. The three separate hot tubs fanning off of the main pool were filled with partygoers. "This is the land of the beautiful people," Ryan said to her. There were a lot of gorgeous tanned women and muscular guys hanging out in the pool. Large breasts were everywhere.
"Did you expect any different?" Jenna said with a smile.
"Nope," Ryan replied quickly, "you want to go for a dip?"
"Sure," Jenna said, "I'd rather go now than after it gets dark!"
They approached the huge temporary cabana that had been installed for the party. There were attendants on site to give them tickets that identified their clothes after they emerged from the changing rooms. The attendant gave Jenna a ticket for her sundress and shoes as well as Ryan's pants, shirt, and sandals. Jenna said, "I don't want to get my hair wet, let's just go in one of the hot tubs for a little bit."
"Sure," Ryan replied, "hopefully we can still find room."
Ryan and Jenna circled the pool before finding a tub with space; they set their towels down and Jenna removed her cover-up and they both kicked off their footwear. All the guys in the tub checked Jenna out as she dipped her feet in the hot water before she and Ryan climbed in with drinks in hand. It was quite a party in the spacious hot tub; there was a large mix of people sharing the hot swirling Jacuzzi with them. They didn't readily recognize anyone in particular, but Ryan suspected some of the guys were professional athletes. Lots of gold chains and expensive jewelry adorned the bodies of both the men and women. Most of the guys in the tub were black, but the women were mostly white. There were two other all-white couples in addition to Ryan and Jenna.
The Nielsen's struck up a conversation with one of those couples sitting nearby. The guy was a former strong safety with the Chargers named Trent Lawlor who Cole had played with in San Diego. Ryan remembered his name, but that was about it. Trent had 4 good years with the Chargers, mainly on special teams, but called it quits at 27. Trent and his wife were now living down in Newport Beach; he was coaching at UC Irvine. His wife Lisa was a pretty brunette with nice C-cup sized tits. The guys talked football as the women laughed and pointed out all the celebrities they had seen at the party. The server came by and took their order for another round of drinks. Ryan ordered a bourbon on the rocks and Jenna a Grey Goose and tonic. After everyone ordered, Trent nodded to the server and quietly told her to bring four shots of Patron. Everyone feigned anger at Trent when the shots arrived, but they downed them all and continued having a good time.
As Ryan and Trent discussed the state of the current NFL, one of Ryan's former teammates at UCLA JJ Riley walked by, Ryan yelled out to him, "JJ Riley is that you?" The former Bruin's receiver came over, they high-fived and talked about how long it had been since they had seen each other. JJ said, "Hey we are playing some Bocce over on the courts across the way, you guys ought to come over and join us. Your ladies are welcome to come as well." He looked over at Jenna and said, "It's been a long time Jenna, how are you?"
Jenna responded with a friendly smile, "I'm good JJ; hopefully things are good with you too. Ryan and I miss hearing all your female conquest stories!" Everyone laughed. Jenna and Lisa thanked JJ for the offer but told the guys to go play, they were going to hang out and talk. After the guys left, Jenna said, "This is such a great party, I didn't expect to see so many celebrities."
"Cole is connected in so many circles, I'm not surprised," replied Lisa, "he has so many friends in Southern California; I'm sure they all wanted to come and wish him the best for his move to Dallas. Plus you know, everyone is always looking for a good party in LA; this is the place to be for the rich and famous on this Saturday night!"
"You could say that again, but how is he so well connected in Hollywood?" Jenna asked.
"Oh you know the whole movie star, music industry, professional athlete connection. Everyone is rich and good looking, lots of sex, drugs, and rock and roll! It's always been that way and it will be forever. When Trent was playing, we got invited to some of the craziest, inappropriate parties." Lisa laughed as she was reminded of them.
She went on, "As for Cole Steele, the man is a magnet for beautiful women. He's great looking, famous, loaded, and built like a Greek God. What woman wouldn't want to bone him?"
"So he isn't gay?" Jenna asked.
"Gay, where did you get that idea? Haven't you seen the magazines? It seems he is with a different Hollywood starlet every couple of months. And whether you believe those rags or not, I have a girlfriend who dates Cole's personal limo driver, she tells me some incredible stories about his sexual exploits. Can you promise to keep a secret?"
"Of course," Jenna replied, gaining interest.
"His driver says that most of the rumors about women that Cole dates are true. Britney Spears, Julianne Hough, Erin Andrews, Scarlett Johansson and many more have all had the pleasure of being fucked by his massive cock. I've heard it's nearly 12" long. Can you imagine that?"
Jenna feigned surprise, but she'd never forgotten what Ryan had told her about Cole's cock many years ago. "I'm surprised his relationships have been so brief. Why would women want to give that up?" Jenna asked with a nervous laugh as she tried to envision it.
"I don't think it is the women who break things off, my understanding is he doesn't want to be tied down and he likes being single. Even from a woman's perspective, it's hard to blame him."
"Yeah, I guess that makes sense," Jenna said. She was getting horny just thinking about all the great sex those women must have had with the NFL star.
"Cole obviously likes to play the field, but I heard he especially likes blondes with large breasts...I'm sure he'd be partial to you Jenna!" Lisa said with a laugh.
Jenna let out a small giggle before her face turned red.
Lisa went on, "My friend also told me that he doesn't only date one woman at a time. Her boyfriend speculated that he can't imagine any one woman being able to satisfy Cole's insatiable appetite for sex! She said a couple of weeks ago that Cole had Alexis Knapp, from the Pitch Perfect movies, and the blonde actress from that show, Big Bang Theory, Kaley Cuoco in his limo for a ride up to Central California wine country for a weekend trip."
"Wow, those girls are both beautiful and certainly have the boobs, but isn't Knapp a brunette?" Jenna asked.
"Oh he prefers blondes but he will fuck brunettes. But Knapp floats back and forth and according to the limo driver, she had a beautiful blonde head of hair that day...that is until they got to the private country inn in Paso Robles. My friend's boyfriend said when the three of them got out of the limo, the girls both looked like they'd just finished a long workout at the gym. They had been dressed to the nines when they entered the stretch limo in LA, now they were both wearing only satin baby dolls, they were covered in sweat and their hair was a mess. He was pretty sure he could see cum in Cuoco's hair, he was sure he could in Knapp's!"
Lisa continued, "After he took their luggage from the trunk into the main house, he returned to the car and couldn't believe what he found. There were four empty bottles of Dom Perignon in the bar alcove as well as a mirror with some sort of white residue on it. Clothing items including bras and g-strings were scattered about and the seats circling the inside of the cabin were all covered in cum stains; it took him nearly an hour to clean up the mess on the seats, the carpet needed a full shampoo. He said he thought one or both of the girls must have been, what do they call it... 'squirters'? Her boyfriend had cleaned up after his boss on many occasions, but there was simply too much mess on the seats for any other explanation!"
Jenna embarrassingly thought to herself that in addition to blonde hair and large breasts, she had something else in common with at least one of those beautiful actresses.
"I guess my source for the gay rumors about Cole was way off base!" Jenna said laughingly.
"Yes, I can guarantee you he is not gay. Jenna I'm obviously pretty drunk and I blabbed a lot of stuff to you. I promised my friend I would not tell anyone the stuff I told you; please promise me you won't tell anyone any of this...including Ryan. Cole's PR group works very hard to keep his image pristine and his personal life out of the tabloids. If they found out who leaked some of these stories, my friend's husband would lose his job!"
"You don't have to worry about me Lisa. Mum's the word." Jenna said as she made a zipping gesture across her lips.
"Thank you Jenna, hey you want to go get something to eat?"
"Yes, I'm starving; my mouth has been watering for some of those oysters and sushi I saw on the way in."
They got out and dried off. All the black dudes in the hot tub checked them out as they slipped on their cover-ups and pool shoes. One of the bigger dudes asked, "Are you sure you girls don't want a ride on one of the hot water troughs before you leave?" Neither Jenna nor Lisa knew what he was talking about, so they politely declined. All the black guys laughed.
Ironically, one of them would later learn what he meant.
The two pretty women made their way through the crowd over to the huge buffet. They grabbed a plate and were wandering around looking at the amazing spread when they ran into Cole Steele. Jenna and Lisa were speechless; the football star was walking with Kim Kardashian and Kanye West.



The women stared at Kim in awe as Cole said, "Hey Lisa and Jenna, how are you both doing? I didn't know you knew each other."
"Oh we just met in the hot tub in the last hour. It's amazing how good of friends you can become drinking tequila shots together!" Jenna replied with a smile.
That comment got a laugh from Cole, Kanye and even Kim.
Lisa and Jenna were both a little starstruck seeing Kim and Kanye so up close and personal. Cole introduced them; they all shook hands and exchanged hellos. Jenna didn't realize it, but Kim was checking her out as Cole spoke. The cover up Jenna wore was shear and showed off her bikini clad tits quite nicely.
Jenna and Lisa both thanked Cole for the invitation to the party and told him how much fun they were having.
The host told them he was happy that they had come and encouraged them to enjoy themselves for the rest of the night. He asked where their husbands were; they told him the guys were over playing Bocce. Cole told Jenna that he was still a few weeks away from making any decisions on the house, but that he would call Ryan when he was ready to sit down and discuss the listing. She thanked him and said they would wait to hear from him.
Kim and Kanye said, "We'll see you later, it was very nice to meet you."
Jenna and Lisa responded in kind and said they hoped they would see them again too.
As the two girls walked away, Kim said to Cole, "Who is the wavy blonde with the great rack?"
"Her name is Jenna Nielsen, I played college ball with her husband and they are now my real estate agents. They live in Pasadena."
"You're not tapping that shit are you Cole?" Kim asked with a sly smile.
"Fraid not Kim," Cole replied with a laugh.
"Yum...does she fool around; I'd like to have her over for a personal party with Kanye and I?" Kim asked with a more devious smile on her face.
"They've been married for...I don't know, about 8 years. As far as I know, they are faithful to each other; they seem very happily married. I seriously doubt she'd be interested in extramarital adventures," Cole said, well aware that Kim was always on the lookout for playthings to spice up her and Kanye's sex life.
"That's a shame," Kim said as she checked out Jenna's ass as the girls walked away. "Cole, be sure to let me know if you hear she is looking to add a little fun to her mundane life in suburbia!"
"Kimmy, you need to go take a cold shower!" Kanye chimed in sarcastically.
"Oh Kanye, you can be such a stick in the mud sometimes. I have to have my fun now; don't forget I'm turning 35 in a few weeks!"
He rolled his eyes as he was accustomed to doing when Kim had been drinking at parties. The booze made her horny and she was always on the lookout for hot women to take home.
Cole and Kanye had met back when Cole was a sophomore at UCLA. Kanye took him under his wing and upon his entrance into the NFL, helped get Cole set up with the marketing team and financial advisors that had helped make him so financially successful since college. Cole had felt indebted to Kanye ever since.
Jenna and Lisa finished the oysters and sushi and walked around the party before making their way to the dance tent. A couple of nice looking young black guys came up and asked them to dance. They decided "What the hell", their husbands weren't back yet and it sounded like fun. The dance floor was very crowded and it wasn't long before Jenna and her partner were separated from Lisa and hers.
After a couple of fast songs, the DJ put on a slow one. Jenna started to thank her partner for the dance when he pulled her to him and said, "What's the hurry?"
"My husband is going to be back soon, I think I should be going." Jenna replied politely.
"Oh those bocce games take forever, and I really like this song, dance with me, c'mon." The handsome young black man pleaded.
She said, "Okay, one more song."
"What's your name anyway?"
"I'm Jenna, what's yours?"
"Thomas Ball, but everyone calls me B.O.B." He replied.
"Why do they call you B.O.B?"
"It's kind of embarrassing."
"Oh c'mon it can't be that embarrassing," Jenna teased him playfully.
"Dance more with me, and I'll tell you." He said as he lowered his hands, grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her close.
Jenna got nervous as she could feel his huge cock pressing against her stomach above her pussy mound. He leaned into her ear and said, "They call me B.O.B because in addition to a huge cock, I have Big ol' Balls. Married white women like you love to suck em and drink my juice; I guarantee you've never had something so good. Let's go find a secluded place and I'll share them with you before your hubby gets back. I can assure you, you'll enjoy every minute of it!"
B.O.B's brash come-on caught Jenna totally off guard. She stammered and finally replied back, "Sorry I'm married and I don't fool around."
"You mean to tell me that a hot white piece of ass like you has never tasted black nectar, we need to rect'fy that situation. I can tell you've had plenty to drink, that will only contribute to your joyment." He said confidently as he squeezed her ass cheeks more tightly and kissed her on the lips.
In her current state of inebriation the kiss surprised her and it took her a few seconds to push him away. He looked at her with a nasty look and said, "Too bad for you bitch, your sweet lips and nice tits and my big cock would have made sweet sex together...your loss!" He pushed her away and disappeared into the crowd.
Jenna was shaking as she walked back to where she had left Lisa near the dance floor.
As Jenna waited for Lisa, she realized her pussy was wet. Jenna was startled by B.O.B's cockiness, but she found herself aroused at his confident proposition. While she was happily married, Jenna had experienced naughty thoughts of what it would be like to be taken and controlled sexually by a dark, muscular stranger. A few times she'd envisioned it being by a black man.
Lisa walked up and Jenna snapped out of her trance.
Lisa said, "That was fun! I haven't danced like that in a long time. Unfortunately, our sitter has to be home by midnight so I need to go find my husband and head out. It's been great meeting you, let's exchange numbers and I'll text you about getting together some time."
They did so and agreed that they and the guys would attend a game at UCLA or USC soon. As they went to give each other a hug, their hands accidentally collided and one of Jenna's nails broke all the way down to the cuticle.
"I'm so sorry Jenna, I'm such a klutz and I'm pretty drunk," Lisa said apologetically. "Unfortunately, my clippers are in my other purse, maybe you can find some here to take care of it."
"It's not your fault Lisa, I'm sure I can scrounge something up."
"Oh I feel so bad, but I need to get going. Do you want me to tell Ryan to come back up if I see him?" Lisa asked.
"No, I'm going to try and find something to trim this with and a band aid so it doesn't catch on everything. Tell him I'll come down there when I'm done." They said their goodbyes and Jenna headed towards the house. She luckily ran into Cole again on the way. She told him what had happened and he reached out and held her hand with his strong fingers as he checked out the broken nail. The pain in her finger seemed to subside as he held it with his strong hands.
Jenna was still feeling aroused from her encounter with B.O.B and now having Cole hold her hand sent a renewed thrill through her. After the stories Lisa had told her, she couldn't help but notice his muscular chest and biceps as he held her hand. She also stole a quick peek at the bulge in his swim trunks.
"Ouch that is a bad one Jenna; I have some clippers in my master bathroom upstairs. I'm sure you can trim it to a manageable point and find a band aid in there as well." Cole then complemented her on the beauty of her wedding ring. "That must have set Ryan back a few bucks."
Jenna blushed.
Cole continued, "Unfortunately I'm on my way down to help get Snoop set up. You've toured the house before; do you remember how to get to the master suite?"
"Yes, I'm sure I can find it...it is my line of work after all," she said with a cute smile.
He laughed, looked back down at her beautiful face and said, "Okay you are on your own. The doors to my suite are locked, the key code is 6969."
Jenna couldn't help but notice the number sequence.
"If I get a chance I'll radio one of my housekeepers to come assist you Jenna. The clippers should be in one of the drawers in my bathroom vanity." Jenna entered the house and, in spite of her intoxication, made her way up one of the big spiral staircases to the upper level. She headed down the long hallway until she came to the double doors to Cole's suite. She entered the "6969" code into the keypad, the lock clicked and she entered. She closed the door behind her.
Jenna walked through the massive bedroom, past the huge round bed on her way to the master bath. She stopped as she noticed mirrors on the ceiling above Cole's bed and tried to envision the women who had undoubtedly watched Cole Steele's muscle-covered back and rock-hard ass pumping into them during passionate sex. Probably due to her husband's infatuation, she pictured Scarlett Johansson's legs wrapped around the big black linebacker as he pumped into her forcefully.
Jenna was still horny and pretty drunk.
She entered the master bath and began looking through the drawers from left to right. Neither of the first two drawers contained the fingernail clippers; Jenna hesitated as she stared at the contents of the 2nd drawer before moving on. Finally she found the clippers in the third one. After trimming the broken nail, filing it, and applying a band aid, she replaced the clippers, closed the drawer and looked over her shoulder at the door to confirm no one was coming.
Jenna reopened the 2nd drawer and again stared at the contents. She looked over her shoulder again before removing a roll of cash and setting it on the counter. Jenna then pulled out another item and looked over her shoulder one more time.
Fifteen minutes later, Cole's housekeeper Maria entered Cole's bedroom suite. As she walked towards the master bath, she called out "Senorita?"
Jenna panicked and quickly returned the item to the drawer. As she heard footsteps approaching and another call, "Senorita", she looked down to see the roll of cash sitting on the countertop. Jenna reached for it quickly but realized she would not have time to return it to the drawer before the maid entered, so she wrapped it in her fist and walked out. She said, "Hi" as she walked quickly past Maria on her way out of the master suite.
The maid looked around with a confused look on her face as she tried to process what had just occurred and why the woman hadn't responded when she called out the first time. The maid concluded the woman was just using Cole's bathroom to do drugs or something; she muttered "rubia tonta" under her breath...that was Spanish for "dumb blonde".
Jenna squeezed the roll of bills in her hand until she had made her way to the cabana. She pulled her ticket from inside her bikini top and gave it to the attendant. She was relieved to place the roll of bills into her purse in the dressing room before changing back into her sundress. Her heart was still racing as she contemplated how to return the money, but she certainly didn't want to risk taking it back into the master bath now. As she exited the dressing area, she ran into Ryan who was eating steak from a shish-kabob and coming up to retrieve his clothes as well. "Where have you been my beautiful wife?" He slurred.
Even though she was very tipsy herself, Jenna could tell her husband was really fucked-up.
"Lisa and I went dancing but I broke a nail very badly so I went to find some clippers in the house. It took a long time to find them but I finally did." She held up the finger with the band aid and showed it to him.
"Glad you put a band aid on it; you know broken nails and loose teeth are two things that give me the heebee geebee's!" He slurred again and smiled as he spoke.
"Ryan, I think I drank too much, I'm not feeling very well, do you mind if we take off?" Jenna asked pleadingly. "I think mixing the vodka and tequila probably wasn't such a good idea."
"I was hoping to see Snoop, but if you aren't feeling well, of course we can leave. Can you request the Uber while I change?" Ryan responded in his drunken dialect.
Ryan passed out in the back of the car on the way back home. Jenna sat nervously next to him contemplating what to do with the roll of money.
When they got home, Ryan reminded her what she had said he could do if he got her drunk tonight. Despite her encounters at the party, Jenna wasn't really in the mood for sex with her sloppy husband at the moment. She was actually relieved when she emerged from the bathroom and he was passed out on the bed. Jenna climbed in and lay there thinking about how she was going to correct her mistake. After weighing several ideas, she finally decided that she would return the money in an apology letter. She would let Cole know it was an accident, and that she was terribly sorry.
Once she had that resolved in her mind, her thoughts turned to the encounter with B.O.B on the dance floor. She lowered her hand and softly rubbed her pussy lips through her panties. She was wet. Jenna looked over to confirm Ryan was sleeping; he always snored when he was really out of it and right now he was sawing logs.
She reached into her night stand and pulled out her egg vibrator and some lubricant. Jenna and Ryan liked to use toys during their lovemaking, and occasionally she would pleasure herself when he wasn't around. She and Ryan had a very satisfying sex life which they worked hard to keep fresh and exciting; they watched plenty of porn in addition to the frequent use of sex toys. Ryan picked out most of the porn and he usually chose videos of the heterosexual male and female variety or Ménage a trois scenes with two women and one guy; these were some of their favorites and always got both of them off.
Occasionally, when he was really drunk, Ryan would introduce scenes with two guys and a girl. A few times when one of the guys in the video had a big cock he would ask Jenna if she would ever want to have sex with a really hung guy or two guys at once. She would always tell him that he was all the man she needed and that she didn't think she could handle someone bigger anyway. Jenna never told him that seeing eight or nine inch cocks on screen really turned her on and the thought of two guys at once was a secret fantasy.
Right now her husband was fast asleep and she was thinking about big black cock. She slipped her panties down her legs and slowly inserted the egg. Jenna played with her clit while imagining herself having sex with B.O.B and Cole Steele at the same time. As she touched her pussy, she pictured herself on her hands and knees as the large black men fucked her from the front and back with big veiny cocks. They took control and roughly slammed into her as they spanked her little ass and made her beg. She imagined B.O.B's big balls slapping her clit as he fucked her hard from behind while Cole sunk his huge cock down her throat. The guys' switched places several times before spraying gobs of hot seed in her wanton holes.
As her husband slept soundly next to her, Jenna tried to imagine what 12" of black cock would actually feel like pistoning into her. Aside from a video she'd watched back in college and an occasional naughty thought, before tonight she'd never really imagined having sex with a black man, let alone two. Now, the thought of being taken by both of these endowed black bulls was arousing her to no end. The horny blonde wife came three times lustily imagining what it would be like.
She was totally spent as she cleaned up and put her vibrator away before passing out.
The following day she hand-wrote an apology letter and placed it, along with the cash, in a double envelope and dropped it in a mailbox in front of the post office. Two days later, Cole's secretary brought the envelope to his office and said, "I'm not sure what to make of this?" Cole read the letter and was just as confused as she was.
Cole called Carl Swenson, his security guy into his office and showed him the letter. He asked Carl to check the security tapes of the house the night of the party to see if he could determine where and when this might have occurred. Cole then remembered about Jenna's broken nail and that he had given her the access code to his bedroom that night. The large black man said, "I think it was around 10:45 p.m. as I was just heading down to help with last second details before Snoop went on stage at 11:00 p.m. Check the tapes for that time period first, if those sequences don't show anything, go back through the entire night."
Forty-five minutes later, Carl called Cole and said, "I think you are going to want to see this, can you come to the security room?"
Cole was intrigued now. He hurried down to the security room and found Carl reviewing video as he entered.
"You were right boss, it happened at 10:55 p.m.," Carl said with a smile on his face, "I think you are going to like this!"
"You think I'm going to like watching money disappear from my house? What have you been smoking Mr. Swenson?" Cole asked half-jokingly. But he was now very curious.
"I think you are going to like how it disappeared from your house!" Carl said with smile.
"Okay let me see the fucking tape!" Cole said impatiently.
The video showed Jenna entering Cole's master suite and stopping to admire the huge round bed and possibly the mirrors on the ceiling. Carl asked, "Who is she, she certainly isn't hard on the eyes?"
"I played football with her husband at UCLA; they are both now real estate agents in Pasadena. I had planned on listing the house with them in a few weeks before this came up. Her name is Jenna Nielsen."
On the video Jenna entered the master bath in her sheer cover-up. Carl said, "Aren't you glad we spent that extra $50,000 on the HD surveillance cameras and audio system? You can practically see her nipples through that suit!"
"Okay pervert, you didn't bring me in here to peep on my real estate agent, did you?" Cole replied as he watched the video intently. Of course he had already checked out Jenna's great tits before Carl said anything.
"Just watch!" Carl said confidently. On the video Jenna looked through the vanity drawers before finding the clippers and trimming her nail, filing it and covering it with a band aid.
Cole asked impatiently, "When does she take the money?"
"Patience! Good things come to those who wait!" Carl replied with a big grin on his face.
On the video Jenna re-opened the 2nd drawer and removed the contents. Cole and Carl watched and listened for the next 15 minutes in rapt fascination before the video ended as Jenna quickly exited the bathroom with the roll of bills in her hand as Maria entered and looked around confusingly.
"Holy Shit!" Cole said with a huge smile now on his face. "You were right; I did like watching money getting stolen from me, except that I don't think she intended to steal it, do you?"
"No, I think she panicked when Maria arrived and she didn't think she would have time to put the roll of cash back into the drawer before our housekeeper walked in, so she just held it in her hand and walked out. Either way, she still stole it in the eyes of the law!" Carl said matter-of-factly.
"I agree with you!" Cole was still trying to process what he'd just watched when an idea came to him.
"Carl, do you think you can splice that tape to show her removing the money from the drawer and then immediately walking out with it when Maria approached? You know, make it look like her only intent was to steal the money."



"And cut out all the good parts?" Carl asked with knowing look on his face.
"Something like that!" Cole said with a grin. "Obviously, I also want to keep a copy of the original too!"
"Thirty years working for the FBI, I think I have the skills to doctor that tape appropriately. When do you need it done?"
"Is a couple of days enough time?"
"Sure boss!"
Cole walked back to his office with countless possibilities going through his mind. "This could be a very exciting development!" he pondered.
Numerous thoughts still rattled through Cole's brain as he returned to his office. He picked up the phone and called a gentleman who'd done some work for him in the past; his name was Roger Cargile. Mr. Cargile was well known to some of Southern California's sport industry elite for his ability to get certain nefarious activities accomplished without a record trail. He had helped Cole bed some sexy married women in the past by blackmail, mistaken identity and/or payoffs.
After the second ring Roger Cargile answered, "Ah Cole, nice to hear from you again, congratulations on your new deal with the Cowboys!"
"Thanks Roger, I'm really excited about it. Say, I have a job I need some help with..."
"Sure Cole, what's up?"
"I'm wondering if you can get a hot young one placed at a local golf and tennis club as a server or hostess. I need her to flirt with a particular couple, and it may turn into something more than that." Cole said.
"Of age or not?" Roger asked.
"I'd say 18 or above, but young still." Cole replied.
"I have just the girl in mind Cole. She recently did another job for me in Vegas. She's a hot little 18-year-old redhead with a great rack. Her name is Dana."
"She sounds perfect Roger. Here's the deal, I need her to meet this guy this coming Friday around lunchtime at his club. I've been told he plays golf every Friday at a 7:30 a.m. tee time, so he'll probably come off the course around 11:30 a.m. Have her make an impression on him, so he'll clearly remember her when he and his wife come in for dinner on Sunday night. They have a standing reservation on Sunday's at 6:00 p.m., so make sure she is working then too. Have her be extra friendly to them...especially him."
"Piece of cake Cole, consider it done. Send me the club information and the target and I'll get right on it. Anything else?" Roger asked.
"Not for now Roger," Cole thanked him and hung up before texting Roger the club information and Ryan and Jenna Nielsen's bio. An hour later Cole received a reply message telling him everything was set-up and that Dana would be having her orientation in the morning.
Cole replied "Great work Roger!"
Two days later Carl called Cole to the security room and showed him the edited version of the video. The splice transition was so good that Cole had to watch it 3 times to pick up the slight pause. "Wow I'm impressed, that looks nearly perfect. I don't know if it would hold up in court, but it should be plenty good for my needs. Great work Carl!"
"Thanks Cole, I've put copies of each on the shared drive; this one and the original."
On Saturday afternoon Cole called Ryan Nielsen and asked if he and Jenna were available to come to his house the following Tuesday night to discuss business. They set up the meeting for 7:00 p.m.
Ryan hung up and called Jenna and said, "I have great news, Cole wants to meet with us this Tuesday to discuss business!"
Jenna tried her best to respond nonchalantly, she asked, "Did he specifically say to 'discuss business' or 'discuss the listing'?"
"What's the difference, but I believe he said 'discuss business'. Why do you ask?"
"I don't know, I just can't wait to get the listing." She got a pit in her stomach.
"Yes, me too," Ryan replied. He thought nothing of Jenna's strange inquiry.
The next 3 days were some of the longest of Jenna's life.
That Sunday night Ryan and Jenna went to the club for their weekly dinner reservation. Sometimes they would dine with their friends the Joneses, but they were busy tonight. The hostess sat them at their favorite table and told them their server would be right with them.
A few minutes later, a perky little redhead came up and introduced herself as Dana. She then 'recognized' Ryan and said with a big smile, "Oh hi, we meet again...Ryan right? Remember I waited on you guys the other day after your round of golf. That was my first day...I was so nervous!" Dana said with a flirty smile.
Ryan cheerfully responded. "You did great Dana; it's nice to get some friendly new servers around here. This is my wife Jenna."
"Oh hi Jenna!" She reached out and shook Jenna's hand. Dana looked back at Ryan and said, "Wow Ryan, you really outkicked your coverage with her!" They all laughed. The perky redhead took their drink orders and scurried off, making sure she shook her ass as she walked away.
"You two are on a first name basis already?" Jenna asked him teasingly. "You failed to tell me about her..."
"Yeah she waited on Steve and I on Friday after golf; I can't believe I forgot to tell you about her."
"She's going to be popular around here with all these dirty old men!" Jenna joked. "There's going to be some jealous wives as their husbands check out the body on her."
"Oh does she have a nice body...I hadn't noticed." Ryan joked.
"Shut up, I saw you staring at her tits and ass as she walked away and of course she had to be a redhead! We both know you have a thing for redheads." Jenna teased him.
"Okay, you caught me. Guilty as charged." He replied with a smile. "What about you miss innocent? Don't tell me you weren't checking out her boobs."
"I admit she's hot, but you know I'm not into redheads like you are."
"Don't give me that shit, you'd jump her bones in a second; we both would!" Ryan finished as Dana approached the table again.
The Nielsen's had fun bantering with Dana for the remainder of the meal. "You guys are a lot more fun and a lot younger than most of the people I've met here. Promise me you'll sit in my section whenever you're here." Dana pleaded.
On the way home Jenna said, "I don't give her more than two weeks, she's going to stir up more family arguments than the club can handle."
"Then we better work fast if we want to get her home with us," Ryan semi-joked.
"Wow you're really smitten with her; I agree she's a hot little thing, but she's not much older than your niece Mr. Cradle Robber!"
That night they had great sex; Jenna teased Ryan about a three-way with Dana. "I'd bet you'd like to fuck her doggy style while she eats me out wouldn't you stud?"
"Yeah baby I would, then you can lick my cum out of her sweet hole. Oh fuck Jenna that vision is going to make me blow right now!"
"Give it to me Ryan; pretend you're pumping into the little redhead, make her cum on all over your dick!"
"Oh yeah, uhn...uhn...uhn...uhn...oh fuck that's good!"
*****
When they arrived at Cole Steele's estate on Tuesday night, the NFL star met Ryan and Jenna at the door and welcomed them into his home. Cole offered them both a drink but they declined as they made it a practice to never drink when they were working. After making small talk for several minutes, he walked them to his theatre room and offered them a seat on one of the leather couches. Ryan was a little surprised that Cole brought them to this room instead of his study or living room to discuss business, but figured he had his reasons.
Jenna was just plain nervous.
Cole said, "I brought you here tonight to discuss something very disturbing that occurred at my signing party two weeks ago."
Jenna got a huge lump in her throat.
Cole clicked the remote control and an image from a camera in Cole's bedroom suite appeared on the wall. Most security camera images are grainy and dark, but Cole Steele had the resources and connections to install high-definition security cameras that produced crystal clear images throughout his compound.
Jenna thought she was going to be sick.
Cole fast forwarded the video to a point where a woman in a sheer cover-up entered his room, he then hit the play button and the video resumed at normal speed.
Jenna quietly said "Oh my God!" Ryan looked at her with zero comprehension as to why she would respond like that.
Two of the people in the room already knew who the woman was, the third was about to find out. As the scantily clad woman approached the camera, Ryan now realized it was his wife. Jenna raised her hands to her mouth and then she said to Cole, "Please don't show this to him!"
Ryan was thoroughly confused and said, "Don't show what to me?"
Cole had a very serious look on his face as he said, "He needs to see it!" Jenna's heart was beating a million miles an hour as she thought about what had happened in Cole Steele's bathroom that night.
The video showed Jenna entering Cole's master suite on her way to the opulent bathroom. She stopped in the bedroom to admire the large circular bed before passing into the master bath. Once inside she again admired the surroundings before opening one of the drawers in the palatial bathroom vanity.
Ryan looked over at his wife; she looked like she'd just seen a ghost.
On the video as she opened the second drawer, she paused for several seconds before opening a third drawer.
While the clarity of the video was immaculate, the angle of the camera did not expose the contents of the drawers. Jenna reached into the third drawer and pulled out some fingernail clippers and trimmed her broken nail. She used the little file on the clippers to soften the clipped nail edge.
"Why do you have a video of my wife trimming her nails?" Ryan demanded.
"Watch the video," Cole fired back.
Ryan looked over at Jenna; she was now crying. He sat in bewilderment and now a pit developed in his own stomach. As the video continued, Jenna returned the clippers to the drawer. She pulled out a band aid and applied it to the finger with the broken nail.
Jenna then reopened the 2nd drawer. She looked over her shoulder at the door to the bedroom and reached into the drawer. She pulled out a bundle of bills and set them on the counter. Ryan confusingly asked, "Is that a roll of money?"
"Yes it is." Cole responded.
Jenna closed her eyes as she couldn't watch what was going to happen next.
Suddenly she heard Ryan scream, "You stole the money?" Jenna opened her eyes to see the video conclude with her walking out of the room with a roll of money gripped tightly in her left hand as Cole's housekeeper Maria stood in the room with a look of bewilderment on her face as she watched the bikini clad woman leave.
Jenna was confused as to what happened to the rest of the video and stammered, "Ryan, it was a mistake, I didn't mean to..."
Ryan cut her off and said, "You bet it was a mistake, you're going to go to jail!"
Jenna now sobbed uncontrollably. Cole kept a straight face as he knew he had executed his plan to perfection.
Cole then turned off the TV and said, "Ryan you should know that I received this letter along with $1,200 in the mail a couple of days later." He handed the letter to Ryan who gripped it with shaking hands, it was addressed to Cole from Jenna.
It read:
Mr. Cole Steele,
Please accept my sincerest apologies as I made a terrible mistake and accidentally removed this money from your home last Saturday. I assure you that every penny is enclosed. I'm so sorry that this happened. Please call me if you want further explanation, and once again I sincerely apologize.
Best Regards,
Jenna Nielsen
Ryan took a minute to process the whole situation. He looked over at Jenna who had her head in her hands and continued to cry. He then looked at Cole and said, "I don't know what to say Cole."
The black man responded, "Ryan can I talk to you in private?"
"Of course,"
Jenna was struggling to process what had happened with the video. "Was it possible that the tape had inadvertently stopped and missed the next 15 minutes? Why was Ryan so sure she stole the money?" In her mind, the video should have shown her panicking as the housekeeper approached and running out of time to put the money back in the drawer. She certainly wasn't going to ask Cole to play it again as it was a lose-lose situation regardless; Jenna was terrified to consider what Cole wanted to discuss with Ryan.
Cole and Ryan went into Cole's office and closed the door. Cole said, "Ryan I'm sure this is a lot for you to process. I'm as dumfounded as you must be that this happened. Jenna never struck me as the type to do something like this."
He continued, "I wasn't aware of any of this until I received Jenna's letter with the money. I asked my head of security to check the surveillance tapes to see if we could determine how, where and when it happened. My hope was the video would show an accidental circumstance that could be explained away. But when I saw her blatant theft of the money from my vanity drawer, I was infuriated, especially when she claimed it was an accident in the letter. I'm inclined to believe that her fear of getting caught was the only reason she returned the money. Ryan, I can tell you if it weren't for our friendship, your wife would be sitting in a jail cell right now! How well do you really know her?"
Cole was proud of himself; he deserved an academy award for his performance.
Ryan was devastated. "I thought I knew my wife very well until tonight, I can't believe she would do something like this, she's compromised everything we've built together," he said with tears in his eyes.
Cole came over and patted him on the shoulder and asked, "Ryan, are you guys having money problems?"
Ryan said, "Absolutely not Cole, we just had our most successful year in the company's history."
"I'm glad to hear that Ryan, in that case I have a proposal for you to consider."
Ryan looked up at him.
"Let me start by saying that I want your wife to be punished for her crime. The easy thing for me to do is to call the police and have her arrested tonight." Cole said. "And if that is what you prefer, I will make that call immediately. If I was in your shoes I would probably do just that; I would never be able to fully trust her again," Cole stopped to let Ryan ponder that painful possibility.
Ryan's heart sank in his chest; he was having trouble breathing.
"However, if you really trust your wife and believe that she just made a one-time mistake, albeit a serious one, due to our friendship I'd be willing to let her serve her punishment by working it off for me." Cole offered.
"Wait, I'm confused, what do you mean?" Ryan asked.
"My live-in housekeepers, Maria and Juanita, have issues with their visas and will not be able to work again for three weeks. Obviously I have the means to hire a temporary service to manage the compound, but what would you say to Jenna doing the job herself as a means of punishment? Humbling, blue-collar labor may be just the thing for her. They both work long hours, so she'd be doing the backbreaking work of two people." Cole lied.
Ryan couldn't believe Cole's generosity. He didn't want to appear too eager to accept the deal, but he knew three weeks of backbreaking work vs. humiliation and hard jail-time was an easy deal to accept.
Cole was having fun embellishing the expectations, her actual job was to be his blonde married fuck toy. There would be no backbreaking work, only work on her back...and on her knees...and on all fours...and on top...
Cole went on, "You mentioned to me some time ago that she is a great cook and has been taking gourmet chef classes for several years; I have several upcoming parties and lunches planned at the house over the next 3 weeks, she would need to do all the cooking and cleaning for those events. As a matter of fact, she would need to start tonight, as 14 people from my sports agency team and one of my endorsement sponsors are coming for brunch in the morning. I have a catering firm lined up to be here at 8:00 a.m., but if you accept this deal I can still cancel them tonight."
Ryan stared at him.
"I am leaving this up to you to decide Ryan, but if you choose this deal it certainly won't be a picnic for her." Cole warned. "Here is a list of all the responsibilities that I will expect of her." Ryan looked at the extensive list that was titled "Maid Responsibilities" and included everything from running errands, to cleaning 7 bathrooms, to polishing his pool cue and billiard balls.
"In addition to the housekeeping and cleaning there are other personal services that I will expect. Things like picking up my dry-cleaning, going to the grocery store, taking my dog to the groomer etc...you'll see those personal services listed first." Cole said.
Ryan glossed over the items on the list (frankly he didn't give a shit about Cole's dry-cleaning or his pool stick), he just didn't want Cole to change his mind and press charges. The list had a place for a signature at the bottom; Cole handed him a pen and Ryan quickly signed it before Cole had a change of heart.
Unfortunately in his haste, Ryan hadn't noticed that Cole's large thumb was covering the notation in the upper corner that said page 2 of 2. Ryan never saw page 1, the "Personal Services" on that page were quite different than those on page 2.
"She'll spend a lot of time down on her hands and knees, and I will work her to the bone! She won't get any sleep tonight." Cole said with a smirk as he peered over Ryan's shoulder.
Cole was throwing out sexual innuendos that were flying over Ryan's head as he again focused on Cole's generosity. Ryan probably would have been more distrusting of this arrangement if he didn't suspect that Cole was gay. As a result, it never crossed his mind that his former UCLA teammate might have deceitful intentions. Ryan never considered that he was handing Jenna over to a man whose goal in this arrangement was to turn his faithful wife into his black cock slut.
Ryan asked about clothes, makeup, toiletries etc. for Jenna.
"She won't be wearing clothes while she is here." Cole casually replied.
"Wait...what?" Ryan asked confusingly.
Cole walked into a nearby closet and returned with one of Maria's maid uniforms. "She'll be wearing a uniform each day, I believe her and Maria are about the same size."
Ryan breathed a sigh of relief.
Cole laughed on the inside. He didn't specify that she'd be wearing one of these uniforms...he was envisioning teddies, babydolls and chemises ...if she wasn't simply in her birthday suit.
"We have some travel toiletries she can use tonight if she actually sleeps, but if you would like to return tomorrow afternoon with her toiletries, makeup and undergarments that would be fine. "Don't forget her medications," Cole said, fishing for information.
"She doesn't take any medications." Ryan replied.
"No meds at all huh, she's a pretty healthy person isn't she? Pardon me for asking, it's obviously none of my business, but how do you guys manage birth control?"
Ryan responded hesitantly, "She's not on the pill; we've been trying to conceive for a little while."
The truth was Jenna had actually been off for 3 1/2 years, but he didn't see any need to share that information with Cole.
"Oh I'm sure it's just a matter of time Ryan."
"Yeah we hope so; it's been tough on us. We both really want kids but it just hasn't happened yet. It's not from a lack of trying..."
Cole got a grin on his face, "Usually the trying is the best part!"
Ryan gave him a subtle look of irritation, the black man had no grasp of how much parenthood meant to them, "Yeah, we've done our fair share of that, but we've also gotten some assistance, but it still hasn't helped. I'm not sure who wants kids more, but it's real stressful on both of us. I guess in some ways it's probably tougher on her, her pipes seem to be in good working order."



Cole thought to himself, "Hmm, it seems Mr. Nielsen here has fertility issues...maybe I can use that to my advantage!"
"Well I'm sorry to hear that Ryan, but you know what they say, more practice makes perfect. I'm sure you guys will pick right back up where you left off when you're back together in three weeks." Cole said as he patted Ryan on the back.
Again, Ryan thought Cole sounded insincere, but he looked up at the black man and nodded nonetheless.
"Oh, last thing," Cole chirped, "you need to take her cell phone with you, I don't want this to feel like a vacation and I want her to focus on my needs!"
"I understand," Ryan replied, thinking to himself, "That's a selfish request after what we just discussed, but we aren't in a position to negotiate." That said, in spite of Cole's request and seemingly indifferent attitude about their fertility issues, Ryan was thrilled with Cole's offer, he got up and shook his hand and thanked him for not pressing charges. He reiterated that Jenna would do exactly what he told her to do.
Cole knew that already as blood flowed to his huge cock.
Before they left the office, Cole said to Ryan, "I'd like you to explain to her that we made a deal and agreed that I won't press charges as long as she does everything I tell her to do while she is with me for the next three weeks. Ryan, you don't need to go into detail about the housekeeping duties and personal services as I will cover those with her one on one. You just need to tell her to do what I say!"
Ryan understood completely and agreed that he would be the one to tell Jenna.
When they got back to the theatre, Jenna looked up at Ryan with a sorrowful look; Ryan glared at her with one of disdain. It looked to her like her husband had been crying; Jenna couldn't imagine how hard this must be for him. Cole followed with a blank unreadable look with a maid's uniform draped over his arm.
As Ryan began to speak, Cole undressed Jenna with his eyes.
"Jenna, you have disgraced our family with your actions, but I made a deal with Cole that will keep him from pressing charges in exchange for your commitment to be his personal servant for the next three weeks. Jenna, you will provide personal and maid services for him, basically do anything he expects while you are here. You will start tonight!"
"Anything?" Jenna asked shockingly.
"Yes anything." To Ryan it was obvious they were talking about errands and housekeeping.
Jenna didn't know what to think.
"This was not an easy thing for me to accept (he was playing up the idea that he had given Cole's offer serious debate vs. the alternative), but I trust that you will handle the punishment appropriately."
Jenna stared at him blankly before looking over at an expressionless Cole Steele.
"I signed a contract outlining a list of responsibilities that you will be expected to perform. I'm sure Cole will share the contract with you as I don't care to look at it again. You'll see the list of personal services first, followed by the housekeeping responsibilities." Ryan lectured. "It'll be difficult envisioning you doing the things on that contract, but it's better than jail. The work will be some pretty dirty stuff, but you need to do it enthusiastically or Cole reserves the right to call the cops and have you arrested."
Cole's cock twitched in his pants before he chimed in, "There will certainly be other things that pop-up that you'll be expected to attend to!"
Jenna looked back over at him and noticed a new smug look on his face.
"I will bring toiletries, makeup and undergarments for you tomorrow, but in the meantime he'll provide you with a uniform to wear tonight and the rest of your stay. As I said before, you are to give your sole focus to his needs and if he isn't satisfied with the job you do, he still reserves the right to press charges," Ryan lectured. "You aren't to have any contact with me and you'll need to give me your cell phone before I leave."
Jenna gasped and raised her hands to her mouth as she pondered being away from him and her normal life for three weeks; but the thought of what Ryan had actually committed her to do was concerning her more at the moment. "What if Cole expects sex from me?" Unfortunately, she had kept her word and never told Ryan what Lisa told her about Cole's sexual exploits with women...especially blondes with large breasts. "Ryan must still think Cole is gay, how else could he possibly agree to have me be is personal servant? Would he really sign a contract committing me to do 'anything' for Cole? And for that matter, why was it his decision, not mine, as to what my punishment should be?"
Jenna was bewildered, angry, and confused.
In spite of her actions that led to this situation, Jenna found herself very irritated with her husband for not consulting this decision with her first, but she resisted the temptation to question him in front of Cole. She would look foolish and possibly upset Cole enough to call off the deal if his intentions were indeed noble. She didn't say another word.
"I'll pick you up Wednesday, July 11th at 4:00 p.m., please perform well so we can get this nightmare behind us and begin to move on with our lives."
Ryan went on, "Your parents are in Africa and I'll tell everyone at the office and at the gym that you had to leave suddenly to care for a sick friend on the East Coast. I'll say that in your haste to leave, you forgot your cell phone."
Cole's cock twitched in his pants again. He couldn't have said it better if he'd written it himself.
Jenna was in a state of shock. She had come here tonight with the hope that she and Ryan would secure the listing for a $26 million property; instead she would now be doing menial labor for a man who was convinced she was a thief.
Ryan walked up and asked for her cell phone. She reluctantly gave it to him, they hugged for a long minute; he kissed her softly. "I love you Jenna."
She hesitated and then replied, "I love you too Ryan."
"We'll get through this and move on when you get home." Ryan said somberly. He hugged her one last time before Cole walked him out the door. When they got to Ryan's car in the parking foyer, they shook hands and Ryan thanked Cole again for giving Jenna an opportunity to work off her punishment instead of sending her to jail.
While Cole did a great job hiding it, the contrast in attitudes between the two men could not have been more divergent. Ryan's sense of depression and concern about what the future would bring for his marriage and his business was overwhelming. Cole's sense of excitement about his new contract, his move to Dallas and the hot blonde married fuck toy that awaited him in his house was exhilarating.
As Ryan drove down the driveway, Cole called his guys at the security gate and told them that under no circumstances was the guy leaving the compound to be allowed to re-enter without his direct permission. He rubbed his semi-hard cock as he entered the house. Cole went into his office and stapled page 1 of the contract to page 2. He texted his staff to prepare two large rum cocktails to be delivered to the theatre room immediately upon his next text.
Meanwhile, Ryan Nielsen drove out the gates of the Steele estate with trepidation about the coming weeks. At this hour the drive back would take about 40 minutes. He had no idea that by the time he got home, his previously faithful wife of 8 years would be having her first taste of big black cock.
*****
When Cole arrived back in the theatre room, Jenna remained in the same spot with her head down; it was clear that she'd been crying.
He came in with an upbeat attitude and said, "I bet you have lots of questions for me. We will have plenty of time to answer those questions, but there is a lot of work to do, so you need to change out of those clothes so we can get to work. The third room on the other side of the stairwell is one of our guest rooms. You will find a maid uniform on the bed; once you've changed you can leave the clothes you are currently wearing there and my staff will take care of them. Come back here and I will give you your first assignment."
As Jenna walked out the door, Cole checked out her body in her business suit. He said to himself "That will be the last time I see her in clothes for awhile." He reached for the remote and dropped his pants to his ankles.
He texted the staff again and the drinks were delivered within a minute. He popped a Viagra and awaited Jenna's return.
A couple of minutes later, Jenna walked back into the room still wearing her business suit and holding a sexy French maid lingerie outfit. As she entered, she was already talking, "I'm confused, your staff must have made a mistake the only thing on the bed was this..." she stopped mid-sentence.
Reclining on the couch was Cole Steele stroking the biggest cock Jenna had ever seen in her life.
He said one word to her, "STRIP!"
"Are you crazy? I will do no such thing!" She gasped.
"After that speech from your husband to do exactly what I tell you to do for the next three weeks, you object immediately...okay have it your way!"
He clicked a button on the remote and a 12 foot theatre projection screen popped on the wall behind her. The screen was actually portraying Cole's Outlook email "drafts" box. Cole clicked on the top message; the draft email opened up across the entire wall. It was addressed to chf.stevejones@pacpalpd.gov. There was a CC addressed to: lisasmith@latimes.com. The email subject was: "Video of Thief that Robbed Me".
The body of the email was as follows:
Chief Jones,
I have attached a video from security cameras at my residence at 777 Overlook Hwy, Pacific Palisades, that shows a perpetrator stealing $10,000 from my home on June 2nd. The thief is Jenna Nielsen of Nielsen & Nielsen Real Estate Professionals of Pasadena. Please contact me about this at once.
Sincerely,
Cole Steele - Dallas Cowboys
310-819-5222
Attached was the same video that Cole had shown to Ryan and Jenna earlier.
Cole moved the remote mouse over the "send" button.
Jenna screamed for him to "stop". Not only did she not want to go to jail, but Chief Steve Jones of the Pacific Palisades Police Department was a family friend from their country club. "You aren't the nice guy that Ryan said you were, he said you were a perfect gentleman and more into football than...than women! And it wasn't $10,000 it was $1,200. Now you want me to take off my clothes for you?"
"I've changed since college, now I can have my cake and eat it too. And for the next three weeks, you're going to be my cake Mrs. Nielsen," Cole bragged, "unless of course you'd rather go to jail?"
"Please don't do this; there must be some other way..." She pleaded.
Cole raised his finger above the click button and said, "Your husband signed a contract authorizing me to do basically anything I want with you, so if you don't do exactly what I say at this very moment this email is out the door!"
"Please don't send it. I'll do what you want...what do you expect of me? Take off my clothes?" Jenna asked defeatedly.
Cole handed her the contract. "Oh I expect a hell of lot more than that. Read it bitch, there is no ambiguity in it!"
The heading at the top of page 1 was "Personal Services". The first item on the list was: Suck my cock every morning when I wake. The next was: Beg for more when I fuck her doggy style and spank her ass! Jenna covered her mouth and gasped as she read it.
Those "responsibilities" were followed by a long list of other sexual acts. She flipped the page and saw that page two was titled "Maid Responsibilities" and contained a list of errands and housekeeping responsibilities.
"You'll be doing those things when you aren't pleasuring me, but I don't really expect you to have a lot of time for housekeeping!" He said cockily.
Jenna couldn't believe her husband's signature was at the bottom.
Jenna thought to herself, "Was it possible that Ryan never saw page 1 of 2? But that didn't make any sense as she recalled him saying the 'Personal Services' were listed at the beginning just as this contract read. And the second page was clearly titled 'Maid Responsibilities' and was numbered with page 2 of 2 at the top. Ryan had read enough contracts in his life, surely he couldn't have missed that notation? She also remembered that Ryan had said that he wasn't interested in looking at it again, implying the possibility that he'd accepted the fact that she would be expected to perform sexually for Cole."
She couldn't believe he had agreed to this. "You manipulated that video to make it look like I stole that money on purpose so you could blackmail me into sex!" Jenna accused.
"You are very lucky that I spared your husband the original video. You and I both know what was on that version; I'm not sure he'd be coming back to pick you up on the 11th if I'd shown him that one! At least this way, he can justify your infidelity by the assumption that you performed these 'responsibilities' unwillingly to avoid jail and disgrace; only you and I will know the truth!"
"But he thought you were gay, didn't it surprise him when you made these demands?"
That statement caught Cole totally by surprise, "How the fuck could he think I was gay?" He played it off well, "Um yeah he mentioned that to me, I assured him I wasn't and that I couldn't wait to prove it to your wife!"
Cole continued embellishing the lie. "I think that's when it hit him. He's seen my huge cock before (Cole held it out and looked down at it for affect), he told me in the office it's going to be torture visualizing you pounding into her with that thing Cole!"
Jenna looked at him with her mouth agape.
"You might have noticed that it looked like he'd been crying, it was at this point in our conversation that he broke down. He said he couldn't get the image of you sucking my dick every morning or me fucking you doggy style out of his mind."
He went on, "I just shrugged my shoulders, there wasn't anything I could tell him to sugar coat it!"
Her shoulders slumped as she thought about her poor husband and what was being asked of her.
"He asked me if I could at least take it easy on you. I told him I would do my best," Cole said smiling. Cole held up his cock again and said, "Of course that was a lie, this guy doesn't know the meaning of 'take it easy', but I respect Ryan and didn't want to rub his nose in it; your nose on the other hand will be whole different story!" He laughed.
This whole thing made no sense to Jenna and she fired back defiantly, "There is no way he would agree to this Cole! I don't even believe that you actually had that conversation with him!"
"Oh yeah, then how else would I know you aren't on birth control? Ryan was quick to tell me that you guys have been trying to conceive and you aren't on the pill. He begged me to use protection. I told him I never use rubbers and I'm not going to use them when I'm fucking your wife either! I told him I was clean and that I would do my best to avoid getting you pregnant. I don't think he liked my response, but realized he didn't have a choice." Cole said with a smile. "Your husband looked like a deer in headlights as he mumbled something about a black baby."
Jenna gasped.
"When he finally composed himself, Ryan thanked me for agreeing to 'take it easy' on you and asked again that I try hard to avoid getting you pregnant. He then said that at least this situation was better than you going to jail for a couple of years."
"He said that?" Jenna questioned rhetorically.
"Again I'm not sure he liked my response, but I assured him it would be much better; at least for me and your wife!"
Jenna looked at Cole in disbelief. She still couldn't imagine Ryan having that conversation and accepting this arrangement. But how else would Cole know about their birth control status if Ryan didn't tell him?
Cole went on, "So here is where we are at; you have two choices, you either fail to satisfy me and go to jail, jeopardize your marriage and your business, or (he grabbed his dick and held it up one last time) you get addicted to this dick, you stay out of jail, and I never share the original video or the details of the next three weeks with your loving hubby. If you pick option 2, you'll go back to him having enjoyed the best sexual experience of your life and you'll have the memories to last you a lifetime. The more enthusiastically you approach this, the better it will be for you!" Cole bragged.
He went on "If you really please me, I still might even consider giving you the listing. As you know, your 3% commission would be over $750k, so here's your chance to truly earn it and make this mistake right by me and your husband! You wouldn't be the only woman in America to whore herself for three quarters of a million dollars. But bitch, after you stole from me, you have a lot of work to do before I'd even consider that! So what's it gonna be?" He barked.
She started to cry again.
"Dry up the tears and answer the question. I don't read signals, say it!"
"Option #2...," she whispered.
"I already forgot which one that was!" He shouted again.
Jenna spoke more audibly this time and said, "It's the one where I get addicted...to your...uh..." she responded quietly.
"Say it Slut!"
"...your dick!"
"Uh huh, that's a good answer but don't sound so sad, you are going to get what you crave and your husband actually signed off on it. I told him if you really satisfied me, I would still consider giving you guys the listing. He'll be proud of you and he'll suspect you performed admirably in spite of your 'objection' to this arrangement. When it's all said and done, only you and I will know that you gave yourself to me willingly and enjoyed every second of your punishment!"
"One more thing, you will call me Bull from now on and you will use my name every time you address or respond to me, is that clear?"
"...yes Bull", she replied.
"Good, then come over here, swallow this pill and take off your FUCKING CLOTHES!"
Jenna knew she had no choice but to make the best of the situation and do everything she could to please him. She walked over, he handed her a little pill and the rum cocktail; she started to look at the pill before he said, "Hurry up and take it." The pill was intended to simulate a birth control pill, in reality it was a harmless placebo. Only Jenna's cycle calendar would protect her defenseless fertile eggs from Cole's billions of virile sperm. Her fertile window was starting in about a week...
Jenna swallowed the pill and grimaced at the amount of rum in the strong drink. She stood in front of Cole and removed her suit coat. As she set the coat on the adjacent chair, the intimidating linebacker growled, "Make it sexy bitch, I'm fucking limp here."
Cole hit the remote and the large computer screen went dark and the lights dimmed. Soft colored lights appeared and light jazz music began to play, "Show me something bitch!" he demanded.
Jenna couldn't believe this was happening and she hated the way he was demeaning her. She started to remove her shoes before he directed, "Leave the tights and the high-heels on. Lose the shirt and the skirt!"
She began to move ever so slowly with the music and mood lighting. Jenna unbuttoned her skirt and hesitated before letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it and exposed her long legs that were made sexier by her thigh-high white tights, garter straps, and heels.
"That's more like it; let me see those long legs that are going to be propped over my shoulders tonight!" He bellowed with a big smile on his face. He was still slowly stroking his limp cock.



To add to Jenna's misery, she picked this of all nights to surprise Ryan with sexy lingerie under her suit. She had actually reserved a suite at the Langham Hotel and was planning to surprise him with a night of kinky celebration sex to honor the landing of the Steele listing.
Now, the room at the Langham would sit vacant and instead of her husband getting to enjoy her hot lingerie show, Cole Steele would be delighting in her naughty little surprise.
"Spin around and let me see that fine married ass Mrs. Nielsen," he taunted. She turned slowly around and he nearly shit himself; sexy white lace panties were glued to her perfect ass. The thin lingerie rode high at the bottom (boyshort style) which allowed her firm round ass cheeks to form two perfect half-circles as they spilled out the bottom of the ass-cups. White garter straps connected the hot panties to her stockings. Her exposed cheeks looked perfect, smooth, and soft, "That shit ain't gonna look so untouched for long..."
The shape of her stunning ass was impeccable, but what shocked Cole the most was the 5" red-trim lined heart-shaped cutout in the center of the panties exposing her deep luscious crack and tight round ass cheeks. A little 3" polka dot bow hung across the middle of the heart, it was attached at the sides by red ribbon trim.
To Cole it looked like a target
He thought to himself, "This kinky little bitch was going to surprise her hubby tonight with those sexy panties and now they are on display for her Big Bull to enjoy!"
"Wow Mrs. Nielsen, I'm so glad you wore those slut panties just for me. I'm assuming you want something to slide in that heart shaped hole. I have just the thing!" Her little striptease and the Viagra had accomplished their purpose. Jenna looked over her shoulder and his previously limp dick was now an 11 inch raging dark black serpent.
An audible gasp escaped her lips.
"You've got one fine back side girl, shake that tight married butt and let me see what I'm going to get!"
Jenna slowly wiggled her ass to the beat of the music. Cole Steele clapped. He always knew that Jenna had a hot body, but he was astonished to see how good her lower half looked in only panties, tights, and heels. Her fucking tight bubble ass and firm long legs looked like those of a dancer. The large black man was getting horny as hell and couldn't wait to enjoy her.
"Okay, now for the top, keep your back to me and lose the shirt," he commanded.
Jenna slowly undid the buttons down the front of the long sleeve top, once unbuttoned she hesitantly slipped it off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Her stunning hourglass shape came into full view. Her narrow shoulders and slender waist contrasted perfectly to her sexy bubble-shaped ass. The tan skin on her back accentuated the sexy lingerie. Her long toned legs completed the package to perfection.
"Keep your back turned and dance for me. Shake that nice little ass baby!" Cole directed before increasing the music volume. Jenna danced seductively for him. Her husband loved when she did this for him, but now she was performing sexily for the pleasure of her black "captor" who was very much enjoying the show.
Cole got a big smile on his face as he watched her rotate her sexy ass erotically for him. This was getting better by the minute.
It was about to improve...it was time to see her phenomenal tits. Cole could tell the skimpy bra matched the sexy panties. "Now turn around and show me those titties that I've been looking at through clothes all these years.
She slowly turned to expose her wonderful chest. A big smile came across his face.
Jenna's tits were being pushed up by under support as they spilled through red-trimmed heart shaped cutouts in the skimpy lace bra. Her large pokey nipples were covered by two little polka dot bows that were fastened by red trim like the panties, but her huge round tits and nearly silver dollar sized areola were straining to be contained by the little bows. Her massive breasts stood out invitingly over her flat stomach.
Cole Steele was speechless.
Finally he spoke, "Wow look at those big tits in that slutty bra, you're a kinky little thing aren't you Mrs. Nielsen? They are busting out for big Bull to suck and lick! Don't worry girls; you won't have to wait long...Cole's gonna take real good care of you both!"
The sexy lingerie only added to Cole's notion that Jenna Nielsen had a kinky side to her. His suspicions that she was a caged tiger just waiting to be released were becoming more apparent. He knew his savory black meat would be just the thing to bring out the animal in her.
"Mrs. Nielsen, come over and sit next to me on the couch, I have something for you to watch."
Jenna nervously sat down next to him on the couch. He continued to stroke his cock in long slow strokes as he looked her in the eyes. Her gaze moved down to his crotch, his rigid cock was black as coal and thicker than her arm. When he let go of it, it just stood there pulsing like it was ready to detonate.
She couldn't take her eyes off it.
Cole moved his hands to his sides and watched Jenna watch his cock pulsate in the air. He shifted his muscular legs and exposed his balls for the first time, they lay resting on the couch like a strewn bag of dark plums. Cole watched as Jenna's eyes got huge. Cole got a satisfied smirk on his face...he already knew she had a thing for large testicles.
Cole clicked the remote and the big screen came to life. Unlike the earlier video of the money theft, this one had audio and a certain enhanced quality about it.
This was the original...
He turned it on and told her to watch. The video showed Jenna removing the roll of bills from the 2nd drawer of his vanity before reaching in and pulling out a magazine called Black-Balled. She moved her fingers over the black stud on the cover admiring his muscular chest, arms and washboard abs.
Cole's AV system picked up Jenna's lustful comment as she said, "He looks like you Cole." She spoke as if it was him she was talking to. On the screen, Jenna stole a glance towards the door to see if anyone was coming. Again she spoke with slurred speech and purred guiltily, "I can't believe I'm doing this!"
Jenna opened the magazine to a page that showed the black bull from the cover getting his massive cock licked by a petite blonde girl. The little blonde cupped his big balls in her hand as she stroked the shaft with the other.
Jenna glanced at the door again before reaching up and massaging one of her tits through the cover up. Cole Steele's HD surveillance system picked up Jenna's voice as she quietly said, "Oh my God, look at his big black dick...I heard yours is huge Cole!"
Cole got a proud look on his face.
On the video she massaged her other breast and reached down and rubbed her pussy through her bikini bottoms as she imagined Cole as the black stud in the magazine.
Now sitting here in the theatre room, Jenna put a hand over her mouth as she watched the video. "How could I have not considered that he would have security cameras in his master bathroom?"
Cole handed her back the rum drink and she took it without looking at him or thinking about it. She took a big drink, grimaced slightly, and nervously went back to watching.
On the video, Jenna looked over her shoulder again to see if anyone was coming. She flipped the page of the magazine and slipped her hand down the front of her bikini bottoms.
Now sitting here in the library, Jenna gasped with embarrassment and tried to cover her eyes.
"Open your eyes and watch bitch!" Cole demanded.
Back on the video, the next page showed the cute blonde in the magazine with her hand stroking the black stud's huge shaft with one hand while she was underneath with one of his big balls in her mouth. The surveillance system picked up Jenna as she whispered, "Suck his big black balls...God, big balls turn me on...I bet yours are huge and full of cum, huh Cole?"
Cole Steele smiled proudly again.
Jenna took another long swig from her rum cocktail, she was mortified that she had actually said that out loud. She avoided making eye contact with him but snuck a peak at his huge ball sack as it lay resting on the couch next to her.
Cole noticed her quick glance at his nuts. He was getting incredibly aroused watching Jenna watching herself masturbate while fantasizing about the dangerous black viper that was only a few short feet away from her scantily clad body. The black man was checking out her voluptuous contours and imagining the pleasure they soon would be providing him.
On the video Jenna's fingers wiggled inside her bikini bottoms; it was obvious they were doing a number on her clit as she studied the magazine and moaned out loud. She flipped the page again and it showed the black stud shooting big spurts of cum on the blonde's lips, tongue, and into her mouth. Again the system picked up Jenna as she uttered between labored breaths, "Look at all that hot cum shoot from his big balls...does yours shoot like that Cole?"
Cole watched as Jenna's head now sagged from embarrassment.
"Keep watching slut, this is my favorite part!" Cole blurted.
She returned her gaze to the video screen.
Jenna looked over her shoulder one last time and pulled down the front of her bikini bottoms exposing her blonde bush. Her fingers blurred across her clit. "Oooh yes you black stud, you're going to make me cum! Fuck me with your big black cock!" The blonde wife threw her head back and moaned as her orgasm began to race through her sexy body.
Just then she heard Cole's maid call out to her, "Senorita?"
Jenna quickly pulled her fingers from her pussy, released her bikini bottoms and scrambled to return the magazine to the drawer. That's when she noticed the role of money. She knew she wouldn't have time to return it to the drawer so she panicked and the money "theft" took place...
Now back in the theatre, Jenna took a third big drink from her glass. She watched breathlessly as Cole removed his shirt and exposed his huge muscular chest, arms and washboard stomach. She'd been caught with her hand in her own "cookie jar". Her secret fantasies had been exposed...there was no sense delaying the inevitable.
Cole rested his hands down at his sides and made eye contact with her and then led her gaze down towards his twitching veiny dick.
Jenna set the drink down, looked into his eyes and then down his muscular body. She then slowly leaned over and licked along the underside of Cole Steele's huge black cock.
Just then Ryan Nielsen pulled into his driveway.
Cole turned the video off and the mood lights and music back on. He grabbed his drink, took a big pull, and watched as Jenna softly licked along the underside of his cock. He said, "Nice and slow baby, lick that dark meat, that's real nice! You're finally getting the answers you were hoping for aren't you Mrs. Nielsen? You'll get the third after you do that for awhile. You're gonna like that answer too! Hey, and if you do a good job, I'll also see to it that you get that orgasm your horny little pussy missed out on when my maid so rudely interrupted you."
Hearing Cole's words made her cringe, but Jenna's mouth was already watering as she got his cock nice and wet. The heat radiating from his manhood nearly burned her nervous tongue. Jenna ran her soft lips along the huge veins that ran along the outside of his cock. "Take care of those veins girl, you're gonna love em when they're slicing through your tight little pussy tonight bitch," Cole bragged.
Jenna hesitated for a moment as the reality of what he said sunk in. "OMG...he's planning on fucking me with this thing tonight..."
Cole took another long drink from his cocktail, spread his legs and exposed his balls to her. Jenna knew what he wanted...she actually wanted it too. She softly licked her way down his shaft, reached up and backhanded his cock in her small hand and stroked the wetness. Her suddenly diminutive fingers wrapped only about half-way around his soda-can thick truncheon. The scent of his manhood was overwhelming; Jenna had never inhaled a more masculine aroma in her life. She breathed in deeply and her senses were immediately sated.
The formerly faithful wife positioned her mouth six inches above his softball-sized scrotum and let a big saliva stream spill from her lips onto his ball sack. Jenna slipped her other hand down, smoothly cupped his balls and massaged her spit into them. She was awed at how big and heavy they felt in her hand. The sexy blonde lowered her mouth and kissed and licked from the bottom of his cock to one his balls and then to the other.
Cole liked that she didn't seem intimidated by his goods and that her actions were showing sexual confidence. He would obviously be the one calling the shots, but he knew their initial sex would be better if she wasn't too sexually naive. Based on her comments on the video and her actions so far, he didn't suspect that to be the case. Regardless, he would teach her to satisfy him in ways she couldn't imagine.
He'd been down this path with other white married women and as had been the case in those situations he had always successfully accomplished what he planned to with Jenna...turn her into a black cock slut. "That's it girl, you spend as much time on those balls as you like, we both know you have a thing for big ones, I'm sure you're not disappointed! Suck on em!" Cole said cockily. Jenna swirled her tongue around one and then did the same on the other.
"...they're so big and hot," Jenna breathily whispered in an earthy mesmerized voice as if she was talking to herself on the video again. She reached down and softly palmed his scrotum in her little hand.
"Just the way you like slut...play with em and suck on em and stir up all that hot black baby juice inside. You're going to get to find out real soon what they have in store for you. I hope you had a light dinner!" Cole's sack hung down so far, she could wrap her fist around it between his cock and balls. Jenna squeezed it softly and lifted his balls upside down and licked them enthusiastically like two scoops of an ice cream cone.
"Take em in that married mouth, suck those savory nuts inside, you know you want to," he encouraged. His balls emanated the same strong animal scent as his cock. Jenna took turns popping them from her wet lips. She could taste the salty flavor permeating from his dark smooth hairless skin.
She reached for her drink and took a big swig and filled her mouth with ice.
Jenna brought her lips back down and sucked one of the plum sized orbs partially inside. She couldn't get the whole thing in her mouth even without the ice. She let the testicle pop from between her lips before hungrily latching onto the other one.
"Yeah bitch, suck those hot black baby-makers with your cold wet mouth. I bet that ice is melting fast!" He cheered.
She spent several more minutes sucking, licking and popping his hot nuts from her cold mouth.
Jenna had only ever been with one man sexually, and while her husband was a satisfying lover, she had fantasized about sex with a man like this. His big dick was magnificent. Now despite her guilt, Jenna found herself wanting to see cum exploding from his powerful balls.
Her pussy was soaked with anticipation.
Jenna finished her drink and got down on her hands and knees between his muscular legs. She grabbed his cock, opened her mouth as wide as she could, and slutishly slurped the thick mushroom head inside. The blonde wife swirled her tongue around it and made humming sounds and vibrations as she did so.
"Yeah baby, do some more of that!"
Jenna did as he directed before pulling it from her mouth and slobbering a big glob of saliva mixed with pre-cum back onto the head.
"It's so fucking big..." she said as if she were talking to herself again.
"I've seen your husband's dick in the shower...this big black cock is twice the size of his average white-boy dick! Trust me; you're never going to be satisfied with that toy again after you get spoiled by this pleasure stick for the next three weeks!"
Jenna hated him for talking about Ryan like that, but in spite, she couldn't control her hungry mouth; warm saliva was oozing from her thick lips. She engulfed his cock and swirled her tongue around the head several more times. "That's it Mrs. Nielsen, savor that black stick!" Jenna yanked it out of her mouth and spit on the shaft and excitedly jacked him off while her mouth slopped around the head and her tongue danced across the tip.
Cole was impressed with her enthusiasm and slutty cock-hunger, "You give pretty good head, now you are going to swallow my thick seed. You want that don't you? You want that final question answered?"
"...Uh huh", Jenna responded with his big cock still buried between her full wet lips.
"I didn't hear you. Tell me how much you want me to shoot my black baby juice down your throat and teach you what it's like to swallow a real man's seed!"
Jenna pulled his dick from between her lips and said, "I want to see it shoot from your huge dick...yes, I want it in my mouth."
"And what else?"
"...I'll swallow it for you Bull!"
"I thought so Mrs. Nielsen; let's get this black cock further down your throat so we can give you what you want!" He grunted.
Jenna had no idea what she was in for.
Cole grabbed her head and slowly shoved his thick dick further into her mouth. He proceeded past five inches and kept pressing forward. She now had half of his 11 inch cock in her throat. Her mouth was opened obscenely wide and her eyes were watering and rolling back in her head. The black bull tried to shove it deeper, but she gagged and tried to pull her head back. He held it there for another 30 seconds as she gagged and coughed. Cole finally pulled her head off and a long sticky stream of saliva and pre-cum stretched from her lips to the engorged head.
He told her to get up.
They both rose before he laid her down on her back with her head hanging over the edge backwards. She stuck out her tongue and licked frantically as he dragged his cock and balls across her mouth and beautiful face.
Cole thought to himself, "I'm turning another white woman into a wanton black cock slut." But he knew this was not just another married conquest. No, this one was different; this was Jenna Nielsen... the stunningly beautiful, faithful, successful chick he'd wanted to fuck the shit out of since she was 18.
Now here she was begging for his hot thick seed! Cole shoved his cock between her lips. "Suck that thing down your throat you horny married bitch!"
Jenna took him more deeply down her throat.
Cole hungrily eyed the large heaving mounds on her chest being only obscured by the little polka-dot bows. It was time to see them in all of their glory. Cole reached down with one strong yank and ripped her kinky bra to shreds. Jenna's spectacular breasts spilled out and bounced together.
Cole was stunned; he was now staring at the best set of tits he'd ever seen!
"Oh my God, I knew they were nice, but wow, your Big Bull is gonna have some fun with these titties!" Cole growled as he grabbed them with both hands and squeezed.
He'd always suspected that Jenna's tits were natural as he'd first met her when she was only 18. Unless Daddy had given them to her for high school graduation, she had been blessed with an unbelievable set for such a thin girl. Squeezing and rubbing them now confirmed his suspicions. "Holy shit I can't wait to fuck these things!"
But Cole had more pressing matters to attend to at the moment.
The angle of Jenna's head allowed her to take more of his cock straight down her throat. Cole pulled on her hard nipples and shoved his cock further down her gullet, this horny bitch was slowly taking most of his 11 inches down her throat. He pulled it out a couple of inches and pushed back in. Within minutes he developed a nice pace and Jenna was soon deep-throating him as he urgently fucked her wet beautiful mouth.



Cole was impressed that she could take so much of his cock down her throat on her first try. It usually took several sessions before he could teach most women how to handle it; many never learned to take it as deeply as Jenna was doing right now.
"Yeah baby, suck that thing nice and deep!"
Cole let go of her tits and reached down and grabbed her ankles. He pulled them up until her legs were straight. He held them as far as his arms would allow and spread her like a wishbone. Cole could see the wetness forming on the front of her panties. "How about a little more of that..." he thought before he haphazardly hocked a loogie in the direction of her mound. Unfortunately it missed and splattered against her hip bone and dribbled down towards the couch cushions.
Meanwhile his huge balls swung back and forth against Jenna's forehead as her tits banged together joyfully. He released her legs and pawed her succulent mounds again as he pounded her beautiful face.
Cole was ready to erupt!
He looked down to see Jenna's hips lift off the couch as she had slid her left hand inside her panties and was frantically rubbing her pussy.
"Damn this WILF is one horny bitch..."
"Here's the answer to your final question...swallow it slut!" Cole Steele grunted between clenched teeth. The NFL linebacker huffed like a real bull and gasped as his first spurt shot deep down the married woman's throat; it was followed by 2 more hot blasts, and then 2 more. Jenna couldn't believe how much cum was suddenly in her esophagus; she tried to swallow but couldn't keep up as her mouth was soon filled with Cole's seed as his 7th and 8th spurts erupted.
Cole pulled out and instinctively Jenna licked frantically at the tip as he shot three more powerful streams into her waggling tongue and it splattered all over her face, lips, and chin. Meanwhile a river of cum poured out the side of her mouth, down her cheek and into her hair. He wiped his cock across her chin and raised it back up to her messy lips. Jenna attempted to lick and suck it off, but it was useless, her mouth was a cum-covered mess.
Just then Ryan Nielsen finished brushing his teeth. As he wiped off a small amount of toothpaste from his chin his thoughts turned to Jenna. He obviously didn't know it, but at that same moment his wife's chin had paste on it too...however, unlike his, the paste on her face extended to her lips, nose, cheeks, eyelids, and forehead.
And it certainly didn't taste like spearmint.
Ryan hoped that Cole was not overworking her. His wife had always had lots of stamina when it came to hard work and he was confident she could handle whatever Cole dished out. Naively, he couldn't have fathomed the physical paces Cole would put his beautiful wife through this night. She would need every ounce of that physical stamina to withstand what she was in for.
The fact was she hadn't been overworked yet; her night was just getting started...
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Cole Steele strode across the room naked. Jenna lay there on her back with her cum-covered face turned towards him watching as the muscled black man walked over to the wet bar. His ass cheeks were like solid rock and his back formed a perfect "V" from his wide shoulders to his narrow waist. His big legs bulged as he glided with a sense of confidence that he owned his domain.
The Pro Bowl linebacker grabbed a bottle of champagne and two glasses and walked back in her direction. His huge cock still glistened but was now semi-limp; it swayed heavily back and forth as he walked. Cole admired her hot body and his facial artwork as he approached. "Go clean up in the bathroom and meet me on the balcony outside the master suite. Don't take more than five minutes and don't put any clothes back on," he directed as he turned and walked towards the stairwell.
Jenna waited until he crested the steps before she got up from the couch, she immediately felt woozy from the rum and the cum. She noticed her tattered bra and other clothes scattered around the floor, but left them where they lay as she heeded Cole...uh Bull's order to not be late.
Jenna Nielsen entered the spacious bathroom and flicked on the light. The face that greeted her in the expansive mirror was one she hadn't seen before. Cole's thick cum was splattered from her forehead to her chin and globbed in her hair. The married blonde found a towel and wiped his ample spooge off her face. She also tried to clean it from her hair, but Jenna quickly realized it was a useless endeavor; there was simply too much of his sticky semen splattered about.
The taste in her mouth, while not welcoming, wasn't actually all that bad. She thought to herself that strangely Cole's cum tasted better than her husband's.
That was good for her as she'd be ingesting over a gallon of it in the next 3 weeks.
Immediately she was overcome with guilt as she thought, "God I acted like such a slut for him. What was I thinking? No matter how good he makes me feel, I need to remain in control and maintain my dignity. That said he must have been very satisfied with my first punishment session..."
The formerly faithful wife was badly mistaken.
Jenna took a quick pee and walked out of the bathroom and up the impressive circular staircase. Her gorgeous body was clad only in her soaked panties, sexy thigh-high stockings and 4" heels as she moved through Cole Steele's huge bedroom suite. Jenna's big tits jiggled slightly as she walked past the massive round bed and faithful bathroom where this nightmare had all started the night of his party. Jenna thought of the irony of what she had done there only ten days previously and how that act led to her being here now, nearly naked and in Cole Steele's control.
As she exited the large French doors onto the lanai, Jenna immediately inhaled the salty ocean breeze and could hear the waves crashing not far to the west. A huge full moon lit up the sky; it cast muted light onto the massive covered balcony.
Cole's booming voice rang out loudly through the night air, "Stop right there!" She froze. "You are late!"
"Cole, there was so much cum I..."
He cut her off, "What did you call me?"
"I mean Bull, I cleaned up as fast as I..."
He cut her off again, "Who told you it was okay to play with yourself while you were giving me head? Come over here and let me see those wet fucking panties!"
She slowly shuffled over to where he was sitting on the foot of an outdoor oversized bed.
As Jenna approached he thought to himself that he was now looking at the hottest woman he'd ever seen in his life. If he was going to design the perfect fuck toy, he would make her look just like this. Cole Steele's massive black cock had enjoyed actresses, cheerleaders, beauty pageant winners, models, professional dancers, expensive hookers, porn stars and even a Playboy bunny, but never had the large black man seen a woman this perfect. Jenna's thick blonde wavy hair, movie-actress gorgeous face, tanned athletic sexy body capped by perfectly formed D-cup natural tits and an ass like an 18-year-old high school senior had him lustily imagining what the next three weeks would bring.
"A fucking 29 year old married real estate agent from Pasadena. Who'd fucking believe it?" The blonde wife now stood in front of him nervously in her soaked panties. Cole could plainly see her puffy camel toe lips and moist fur patch exposed against the dripping material of the boyshort style bottoms.
"Fuck, her panties are dripping wet..."
Cole aggressively shoved his huge hand inside the front of her sexy underwear; it caught her by surprise; she gasped loudly, "How did these panties get this wet Jenna?" He demanded as he wiggled his fingers around inside.
"I..I..came in them Bull," she replied sheepishly.
Cole questioned angrily, "You mean when you masturbated, you came in them, right?"
"Um...yes Bull", Jenna whispered embarrassingly.
"Obviously, I know you came in them...but how did they get so wet?"
She hesitated before replying, "Sometimes I um...squirt ..."
"Oh this just keeps getting better..." he joyfully told himself.
"Bitch, your job is to satisfy MY NEEDS not yours, is that clear?" He said sternly. "Any squirting you do from this point forward, needs to be on my big cock...you got it?"
"...yes Bull," she apologized.
"Maybe if you were concentrating more on my climax instead of your own you wouldn't have let so much of my precious juice spill out of your fucking mouth! From now on, you ask for permission if you want to play with your pussy. And if you can't learn that lesson I'll put a fucking chastity device on you, you got that?" He threatened.
"Yes Bull I'm sorry, I promise I won't masturbate again without your permission!" She dutifully responded.
Cole Steele loved being in total control of another man's gorgeous wife.
"Good, now it's time for your punishment for those transgressions! Take off your panties!"
Jenna hesitated before she slowly slipped her thumbs inside the waist band. She hesitated again, "Bull, there must be something else I can do for y.." Before she could finish her plea, the angry black man yanked the wet garment down to her ankles. Jenna gasped out loud as her garter straps snapped like rubber bands.
In spite of his impatience, Cole stopped to admire her gorgeous little pussy. Jenna's blondish damp pussy hair was waxed into the shape of a perfect 2 inch heart that sat about a half-inch above her clit. A little bow was shaved into the center of the pubic heart to match the sexy bra and panty combo she'd worn before he denuded her. Cole was excited to see this woman who typically carried herself somewhat conservatively in her professional persona, slutishly sported a diamond encrusted clitoral stud that glimmered under the spotlights on the covered balcony. Cole flicked the shiny button a couple of times before he roughly bent her over his lap. Jenna's impeccable ass was now staring him in the face as he WHACKED her hard on it with his open hand.
The married real estate agent screamed in pain and surprise. "Tell me you deserved that for playing with your pussy and you want another!" He yelled.
Jenna was crying and whimpering. "Tell me!"
"Yes, I deserve another one for playing with my...uh vagina."
Cole's big paw landed squarely across her ass cheeks again. She yelped loudly. "Don't you ever call it a vagina, I hate that fucking word! You call it a pussy, do you understand?" The huge professional football player spanked her hard yet again.
"Yes...yes, I deserve another one for playing with my...pussy!"
WHACK! She cried out yet again. "Whose needs are you going to satisfy from now on Jenna?" He demanded.
"Yours Bull!"
"Whose did you satisfy in the theatre?"
"...mine," she whimpered.
WHACK! "Am I clear?" The intimidating black man yelled one more time.
"Yes Bull, I won't do it again, I promise."
The redness from Cole's large handprint was now imprinted on her formerly unblemished ass cheeks; he softly began rubbing the previously pure surface. Great genetics and years of gymnastics combined with Pilates and yoga had firmed and shaped it into a thing of astounding beauty. Round and tight with a deep creased crack exposing her puffy pussy lips. Cole loved bubble-shaped tight asses and this was the definition. He was also a big fan of fleshy pussy lips and Jenna had a great set of those as well; Cole pictured his big cock head pressing deeply into those wet swollen lips before bullying its way into its ultimate destination. He rubbed and squeezed her tender ass cheeks and brushed his fingers across her lower lips. She moaned ever so softly.
"Damn she's got a fine ass..."
Cole reached over and opened a bottle of expensive coconut scented massage oil; he poured it liberally around her butt, down her crack, and over her exposed pussy lips. The excited black man set the bottle down and rubbed the oil around her luscious butt with both hands. He then ran his long fingers back down her crack and along her swollen labia. Jenna moaned softly again and subtly began shifting around in his lap.
Cole Steele was now only the second man to ever touch Jenna Nielsen's private places.
Before this night was over he would do things to her pussy that no other man had ever done...
Cole ran his oiled index finger over her puckered rosebud, she immediately flinched and gasped. He rubbed little circles around and over it as Jenna started shifting her unbelievable ass around on his lap. Cole had every intention of fucking her hot backside soon; a little birdie had told him that Jenna liked anal sex. He teased her asshole with his slippery fingers before he slowly inserted his index finger up to the 2nd knuckle. The hot married blonde flinched and let out a slight moan. Cole slowly wiggled the long digit around inside; she started slightly rotating her hips on his knees.
Cole said, "You like that don't you Mrs. Nielsen?"
She didn't answer at first. "Answer me!" He scolded.
She said "um...yes Bull" in a demure voice.
The intimidating football player said, "I thought so," before he pulled his finger out and WHACKED her ass again. She let out a terrified scream. He lifted her off his knees and placed her down on the bed next to him; Cole moved her around like a doll with his 6'-4", 255 lb. muscular frame. He pulled her soaked panties from her ankles and tossed them aside.
Cole stood and reached for the bottle of champagne and popped the cork. He had shaken the bottle slightly on his way up the stairs causing the sparkling wine to erupt from the opening when it popped. Cole held the sweet bubbling liquid upright over her face and ordered her to open her mouth. Jenna captured a little in her mouth, but most went down her face and all over her huge tits. He filled two glasses and handed her one.
As she held it in her hand, he clanked his off of it and toasted, "Here's to the number of times you'll scream out my name tonight!"
Jenna didn't know how to respond, she stared at him blankly. He got a big grin on his face, "Drink up girl!"
She took a sip of the expensive champagne as Cole reached into a nearby bag and pulled out a marijuana joint. He sparked it up and took a big hit; her eyes got wide as he handed it towards her.
Jenna shook her head and turned away.
"What the fuck? Take it!" Cole ordered.
"I've never ever done drugs and I'm not going to start now." She said in defiance.
"You'd also never sucked a big black cock before until now, so in case you'd forgotten, you aren't making the rules anymore, hit this thing now!" He threatened.
Jenna nervously reached for it and took it between her slender fingers. "What do I do?" She asked cautiously.
"Put it between your lips and suck, you've already shown you are decent at that (actually, Jenna had given him a damn good blowjob, but he didn't want her to know that). She nervously brought it to her lips and did as she was told, but she sucked very little before exhaling immediately.
"No, you need to inhale it into your lungs and hold it as long as you can before you blow it out," he corrected.
Jenna inhaled much more deeply the 2nd time and the cherry flamed as she sucked it into her lungs. She'd taken a big hit and it wasn't long before she had a major coughing attack.
Cole laughed loudly and said, "You need to find somewhere in the middle." He took another big hit and took a drink of his champagne before blowing out the smoke.
Jenna took a few minutes to calm down from the hacking attack. Cole handed the pungent spliff back to her and said, "Inhale into your lungs, but not so deeply this time." She took the hit cautiously but effectively; he told her to take a drink of her champagne without letting the smoke out. She took the drink, swallowed, and then blew out a nice puff of smoke.
"Stoner", he called her and they both laughed. This was the first time all evening that they experienced a light moment together.
Jenna was already feeling the effects from the pot. Cole took one last hit. He didn't make her take another as he knew she would already be fucked-up from the high-grade sativa weed. He wanted her loosened up, but he didn't want her to get so fucked-up that she might ever forget all the details of this night.
Cole clicked the remote and some late 60's classic rock tunes started playing. Jenna's dad listened to this stuff when she was little; she had great memories of those times. Jefferson Airplane's Somebody to Love played from the speakers as he removed the champagne glass from her hand and replaced it with the bottle of massage oil. He said, "Oil your body as you dance naked for me; play with yourself while you do it!"
Cole scooted up the outdoor king sized bed on the massive lanai. He lay back on it with his head propped up by pillows; the buzzed black man clicked off the lights and turned on a disco ball type light that created a surreal feeling on the dark balcony a hundred feet above the crashing waves below.
Jenna was experiencing feelings she'd never felt before from the pot mixed with alcohol and the setting. She felt light-headed, but the situation was very erotic and she actually found herself getting aroused. The blonde wife moved to the foot of the bed and nervously poured the slippery oil into the palm of her hand; as the music played she swayed sexily and quickly found herself getting lost in the moment. She carefully massaged the slick substance onto her taught stomach before moving her oil-slick hands up to her beautiful tits.
"OMG...I can't believe I'm dancing naked for him! And dammit, I shouldn't be so turned-on..."
Jenna massaged her oil-covered tits as she swayed to the psychedelic music. She poured more oil, this time right onto her heaving heavy breasts. The hot blonde wife worked her hands all over her upper body and squeezed and fondled her rigid nipples.
Cole reached for another bottle of oil and poured it out on his huge cock. As he watched Jenna dance sexily, he stroked his long dick. Jenna turned around and rotated her perfect ass to the rhythm of the music; the hot wife then squirted more down her lower back and onto her ass cheeks and crack. She used her small hands to smear the oil around on her luscious butt; she then bent at the waist and leaned forward. The suddenly horny blonde reached back between her legs and rubbed the oil up and down her ass crack and showed him as she rubbed her middle finger over and around her asshole.
Cole Steele was now as hard as steel.
Jenna made her way nearer the bed, grabbed the oil from his hands and poured more on her succulent tits. The 29-year-old blonde bent at the waist and pushed her hanging boobs together and massaged them right in front of him; she moaned loud enough for him to hear over the music. Jenna turned around and waved her ass in his face and ran her fingers up and down her pussy slit.
"I can't believe I want him to touch me..."
Cole reached out and tantalizingly poured more oil down her ass and all over her puffy lips. She used her long fingers to work the oil around her wet married pussy; Jenna rubbed her sensitive swollen lips and softly played with her slippery junk. As she performed the sexy show, she slipped her engorged clit between her oily fingers several times. Cole liked that her large diamond wedding ring was on display as she rubbed her pussy lips for his pleasure. He made a mental note that she was a southpaw.
Jenna danced before turning again and facing him near the edge of the bed. The smoking hot wife lifted her left leg up and placed her nimble foot on a half-table next to the bed. Jenna slipped her fingers through her oily blonde pubes before she used two fingers to spread her stretched pussy lips to show him her juicy hole. The wavy blonde then sexily slid her left stocking down her leg, she removed it and the high-heel. Jenna poured oil on her thigh and rubbed it up and down her long tanned leg. She moved the table and did the same with her other sexy leg.
"I can't wait till she wraps those long fucking legs around my head..."
Jenna then surprised him when she athletically hopped up on the bed and stood nakedly over him while straddling his muscular upper body. Her heavy tits bounded enticingly as she looked down at the buffed NFL player. The real estate agent took the bottle of oil from his hands and sexily dribbled it down her lower stomach and across her blonde patch. They both watched as it tantalizingly dripped down her clit and upper lips before spilling onto his muscle-covered chest.
Jenna handed him the bottle back, lowered her hand, and softly played with her oily pussy. She used her experienced fingers to spread her hood and expose her swollen bump; again she slipped the stud between her oily fingers and moaned out loud. Jenna rubbed her clit in circles with the middle finger on her wedding ring hand as she stared into his eyes from above and moaned again.



"God I'm acting like such a slut for him..."
Cole was captivated by her erotic behavior. He had seen expensive call-girls and strippers perform like this, but not housewives from Pasadena. The black bull was getting very turned on and wanted a taste of her married pussy. Finally, he reached up and took her hands in his and pulled her down to him. Jenna sat nakedly on his rock hard stomach as they stared into each other's eyes.
Jenna then extended her hands and erotically rubbed the pussy-splattered oil around his muscular chest. She fondled his nipples and massaged his impressive bulging pecs.
"You have big muscles Bull!" She said to him in a sexy voice. "...they turn me on."
Jenna and Cole stared into each other's eyes again before she leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. They kissed again, he pressed his tongue into her welcoming mouth; moments later they were fully making out. Cole thought of the irony, that little more than an hour ago, he was forcing her to take off her clothes and now she was naked, oiled up, and proactively burying her tongue in his mouth. He really liked her soft lips and the way she kissed.
Eventually, she pulled away and moved her mouth to his ear and whispered, "You are a good kisser Bull."
The horny black man responded by saying, "That's not my best talent with my tongue!"
Cole removed the pillows from underneath his head and slid lower on the bed. He grabbed Jenna's tight ass cheeks and pulled her forward. She knew what he had in mind and lifted her ass to straddle his face, "OMG...he's going to eat me out..."
"Get ready for the ride of your life!" He bragged.
Cole raised his head and licked slowly along her swollen sensitive labia. The NFL linebacker had a long tongue and considered himself an expert at cunnilingus; he never failed to make women climax when he performed oral sex.
This time would be no different.
Cole licked Jenna's pussy in all of her sensual places as she started moaning and sliding her hips slowly forward and back across his face. Jenna was quickly beside herself as he already seemed to know exactly what she liked. She moaned softly just before he moved to her clit and flicked the stud repeatedly with his talented tongue. The large black man had eaten lots of pussy with accompanying hardware and he knew just what to do to maximize her pleasure.
Jenna determined immediately that this man had a talent for eating pussy! She held onto the headboard as she pushed her pussy towards his face, "Oh my God Bull you are so good at that!" She whimpered between gasps.
Cole expertly licked and sucked on her pussy lips and clit as she moaned more urgently. The previously faithful wife rotated her hips around on his face in ecstasy as his long tongue worked its magic on her dripping snatch. He created a suction effect with his lips over clitoral hood and used his tongue like a vibrator. Jenna had never experienced that sensation; she thought she was going to die from the pleasure.
"Oh...Oh...yeah...fuh...Jesus!"
Cole loved her taste. The excited black man was already looking forward to many more days and nights with his face buried between her legs. Some women just taste better than others; Jenna Nielsen's pussy tasted like the sweetest wettest candy he could imagine.
Jenna brought her hands up and massaged her sex-starved tits to his unbelievable delight as her hips thrust forward and back on his face. She threw her head back and pulled and tweaked her hard nipples and moaned loudly as he dined on her tasty pussy for nearly 20 minutes. Cole cruelly brought her to the edge of orgasm several times; each time the blonde wife begged the large black man to make her cum.
Cole finally decided she was ready and launched an assault on her clit with his relentless tongue, Jenna screamed out loud. "Oh my God Bull...oh fuck...yeah right there...you got it again...please don't stop this time!" She grabbed his head with her hands and moaned loudly as she grunted and humped his face wildly as he brought her to a scintillating squirting orgasm. Her pussy juice splattered like it was coming out of a hose.
"Holy shit girl that was a fucking eruption!" He exclaimed. He'd been with several "squirters" but he'd never seen a pussy spray quite like that.
"I'm sorry Bull, I know you said you only wanted me to squirt on your...uh...but your tongue felt so good, I couldn't help it." Jenna whined.
Her squirting pussy juice covered his face, neck and shoulders. He laughed, "I know your little horny pussy can't resist, you can squirt on any part of me you want!"
One thing he'd learned about "squirters", there was always more where the first cum came from. He didn't let up and licked and sucked on her clit until she neared her climax again. "Oh Bull don't stop, I love it, you're going to make me go AGAIN! Yes, oh, fuck Bull...um, umph...YES! Her body shook uncontrollably as she came hard again.
Not since Andrea's tongue ring talents back in college or the stripper in Texas had she experienced oral sex orgasms anywhere close to these. His technique was much different than theirs but was fucking magnificent.
Jenna had had her pussy eaten by several women the past 7 years and all were really good at giving head. She assumed that women were just better at it due to their knowledge of what felt good to them. Cole Steele just made her throw that theory out the window!
Jenna slid back down and they kissed passionately. She could taste her sex on his tongue. She gushed, "I never knew a man could make me feel like that with his tongue!"
Cole made a mental note. She had just confirmed two little secrets: First she acknowledged that he ate pussy much better than her husband and secondly she implied that "Women could make her feel that way". He knew that Jenna had previously had sex with women and he was looking forward to making sure she had a lot more over the next three weeks.
Jenna surprised him when she reached for the bottle of oil and sat back up and straddled him with her pussy only inches from his chin. The busty blonde poured the oil over her tits and massaged them erotically above him.
"Damn, you have some nice tits baby! Show me how you like them played with." He said as he watched her squeeze her soft mounds; her hands looked small as they manipulated her perfect breasts.
She tweaked and pinched her oiled nipples and squeezed and lifted her heavy tits. "Tell me how that feels Jenna." Cole ordered.
Jenna no longer hesitated, "They are very sensitive Bull...it feels amazingly good when they're rubbed and sucked. My nipples get really hard when I'm turned on."
"Obviously you're turned on right now!" Cole said as he admired her hard nipples as she lightly pinched them.
"Yes I am Bull..."
"How do your girls like it when they're fucked?" Cole blurted.
She bit her lower lip before answering guiltily, "...they really like it. Are you going to do it?"
"You fuckin bet I am bitch, slide em down so I can give those soft white titties what they need!" He replied confidently as he pushed her head down towards his cock.
She moved erotically down his stomach. Jenna planted little kisses on his muscle-covered chest and washboard abs before she licked teasingly along the rutted surface of his ebony cock as it lay semi-limp on his stomach. She groped the impressive tool with both hands and smeared her spit around the veiny underside. Jenna was drunk with arousal as she pulled and prodded his thick stick before taking it in her hungry mouth. The horny wife immediately got a tongueful of pre-cum as the fat head lodged its way between her wet lips. Jenna swallowed the sweet/salty mixture as her tongue swirled frantically around the rubbery bulb. She kissed and licked her way up and down the long shaft until she came upon his dangling nut sack; she gripped each of his huge balls with one of her hands and massaged them as saliva oozed from her mouth onto his hot scrotum. The sexy real estate agent then slutishly lowered her head and sucked his nuts between her lips one at a time while her hands returned to his veiny shaft.
"That's it baby, take care of those nuts too, they look real good with your sweet married lips on em," Cole urged. "Get that pleasure stick nice and hard and wrap those big titties around it; I'll fuck em nice and good!" She moved up and licked the head again before slurping it into her mouth. Jenna still couldn't believe how long and thick his cock was. She couldn't imagine him impaling her pussy with it.
"There'll be lots more time for you to enjoy that nigger dick with your mouth blondie, but right now wrap those nice oily tits around it. I'm gonna fuck em good!"
Jenna slid forward and wrapped her supple D-cups around his shaft. She moved forward and back and watched the huge head plow in and out between her big tits. She stuck out her tongue and lustily licked the head each time as it extended against her face; the blonde wife couldn't believe how good it felt sliding forward and back. Jenna had always thought that Ryan's dick felt good between her tits, but she now realized how ridiculous that thought seemed. She recognized immediately that Cole Steele's magnificent cock was made for this purpose.
The contrast between his veiny black cock and her pillowy white breasts was dramatically stunning. Cole's dick looked liked an ugly invader that had unlocked some secret passageway and was now plundering the spoils. "Yeah baby, how do your girls like being fucked like that? I'm sure they've never had something that big between them, huh? Wow, look at how hard those nipples are; they obviously love that dark meat!"
Cole Steele was right. Jenna's nipples always got hard when she was turned on...right now they could cut diamonds. She tweaked and squeezed the engorged nubs for him. Her pussy was wet again in anticipation of cum erupting from his magnificent cock.
"Uhn...that feels really good Bull." Jenna moaned. "Your cock is so hard and rough!"
Suddenly, he grabbed her waist and flipped her onto her back; she squealed with surprise and excitement, "You think that was hard and rough, get ready for this!"
Cole climbed up on top, reached for the oil and doused her boobs before jamming his cock between them. He grabbed and wrapped her big tits around his plunging stick. Jenna screamed as he fucked her gorgeous tits roughly. Ryan had titty-fucked her boobs hundreds of times, but never like this. Cole took control and she loved it!
"Oh God, fuck them Bull!"
He thought to himself "The tiger is starting to come out of its cage."
"Hold em around it!" He growled. Jenna readily replaced his big hands with hers. He increased his pace before he slapped her left tit with his open hand.
"Oh Jesus...fuh..." Jenna whimpered. He slapped them each more aggressively. Cole got off seeing them shake. He slapped them again.
Jenna couldn't believe how he was treating her, but as offensive as it seemed, it was arousing her to no end.
The All-Pro linebacker thrust the blood-engorged head up to her waiting lips; she frantically slobbered and licked it as he smeared it around her gorgeous mouth. Cole slid back down and fucked her mounds yet again as he roughly flicked her hard nipples with his fingers and thumbs. He was sweating like a bull as he thrust his hips forward and back across her chest. Her soft breast skin felt like two velvet pillows wrapped around his veiny pole. He grunted and shouted, "Get ready bitch here it comes!"
Jenna's eyes opened wide as she waited in nervous anticipation.
Cole Steele tensed and shook as the first big spurt shot wildly over Jenna's head and splattered messily against the mirrored head board. Jenna couldn't believe the power; she instinctively opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. The next couple of streams landed heavily across her face. The huffing bull released his grip on her tits; grabbed his shaft and aimed it at her heaving mounds; he stroked it hurriedly as large spurts uncontrollably splattered on her heaving breasts.
When he finally finished, her tits looked like snow covered mountains and long cum streams coated her beautiful face. Cole was huffing and puffing as he grabbed her panties off the bed and wiped his cock clean. The insensitive black stud then brought her wet sticky panties up and used them to futilely smear his cum around her face. Cole made sure to wipe around her nose before letting the panties rest on her face; she breathed in the scent of her pussy and his pungent semen.
Jenna's hands instinctively went to her tits; she massaged the linebacker's hot spooge around in an attempt to rub it in. She'd done this countless times for Ryan, but this wasn't her husband's meager load on her tits now...no, this was Cole Steele's voluminous output, Jenna was stunned at the amount splattered about. She tried her best to rub it in, but it just smeared. She thought to herself, "He just came less than an hour ago, how could he possibly still produce this much cum?"
Cole interrupted her thought, "Don't worry about rubbing that shit in, they look better all shiny and wet with my seed anyway! Clean it off your fingers."
Jenna did as she was told. Cole brought his cock to her mouth one final time. She kissed and licked around the head before he finally pulled away.
The muscle covered black man got up and told her to follow.
They descended down a set of outside steps to another balcony. Jenna could feel his thick load begin to ooze down her cum-covered tits and neck. As they neared the edge of the railing he unbolted a small gate and stepped out onto a platform; she followed. He opened a cabinet, grabbed a blanket, a canvas bag and a towel. He gave her the towel and told her she could wipe off her face, but not her tits.
They proceeded forward into a small open-air gondola style elevator. Jenna nervously followed; she figured it must be safe if he was riding in it too. Cole closed the little gate door behind her and pushed a nearby button. The elevator car lurched as they headed down towards the beach below. It moved very slowly as he moved forward and kissed her on the lips. His tongue parted her mouth and they were soon passionately kissing as they descended down the cliff.
Cole pulled away and spun her around so she faced the ocean as he kissed and nibbled around her slender neck; his still-hard cock rubbed between her ass cheeks as he inhaled her scent. He instructed her to massage more of his seed around her cum-covered tits. Jenna was instantly mesmerized by the beauty as the ocean waves crashed on the moonlit beach below while his slippery paste oozed between her fingers
When they reached the bottom, he led her across the beach towards the ocean. About 30 feet from the water, he stopped and told her to lay out the blanket and get down on her knees. He reached into the canvas bag, pulled out a starter and lit a fire in a pit that his staff had prepared earlier in the day.
Cole turned and eyed her from several feet away.
Jenna looked phenomenal in the flickering light from the fire perched nakedly on her knees with her big cum-covered shimmering tits beckoning him. He slowly walked up and fed her his cock. The beautiful blonde extended her tongue and licked along the underside and down to his balls. Jenna took turns sucking his balls into her mouth before kissing back up his shaft.
"Open your mouth!"
Cole sunk his cockhead between her sexy lips. He then pushed several inches of his fat black cock into her mouth, she did her best to swirl her tongue, but it was difficult with her mouth so full.
As she continued to suck and lick the dark stick Cole announced, "That's it, suck that nigger cock and get it all wet, cuz I'm going to fuck you with it on this beach!"
She pulled away and pleaded, "Bull, please don't be mad, but haven't I done enough to satisfy you already? I've never been unfaithful to my husband until tonight. At least if I can keep my vagina...I mean pussy, private only to him, I feel I could maintain some faithfulness to him."
"Faithful pussy?" He laughed. "What did you consider that when you were grinding it on my face and begging me to eat you?"
"I am willing to do anything orally or with my hands for you, but I hope you will respect my desire not to have intercourse." She pleaded.
Cole was having fun messing with her, he had every intention of fucking the shit out of her sweet married pussy. He knew from her earlier actions and her comments on the video that she craved big black cock and he was going to make sure she left this beach no longer a nigger dick virgin.
"Why don't you suck it some more and I'll consider it." He lied.
The well-intentioned wife welcomed the apparent reprieve; she proceeded to suck him like a whore.
Cole lay down on the blanket and pulled her hair aside as she felated him like it was her last meal. Jenna Nielsen, his married real estate agent, even licked his asshole. She made lots of moaning and gasping sounds in an attempt to get him off. Jenna also resorted to begging, "Bull your cock is so fucking big, I love it. And your huge balls are so full of cum...please shoot it into my mouth again."
Jenna was giving him a world class blowjob, but Cole Steele had amazing staying power and could pretty much control when he would or wouldn't cum. However at this moment she was giving his cum-control capabilities a serious test. Nonetheless, he was saving his next load for her fertile pussy. He started turning the tables on her.
"You love sucking that big black cock, don't you Jenna?"
"Yes Bull, please cum for me," she begged.
"I bet your pussy is soaking wet isn't it?"
"Yes...dripping in anticipation of your big load!" She whined.
Cole said, "Climb onto my face and show me how wet you are."
Jenna readily climbed into a sixty-nine on top of him. He started vigorously eating her pussy and before long had her moaning, whimpering and grinding her pussy on his face. "Bull that feels so good, oh my God that's good, you're going to make me cum again!"
It took everything in his power to stop eating her delicious snatch. He pulled his face away and lied, "My tongue is getting tired from our earlier session; I can't do anymore for awhile."
"Oh...okay" she whimpered. He could hear the disappointment in her voice.
"Why don't you spin around and rub your pussy on my cock. You don't have to put it inside; I'll bet you can get off rubbing it along the big veins."
She questioned his motives but Jenna was so horny she agreed anyway. She spun around and lowered her wet married slit along his huge shaft; the horny wife slowly slid forward and back on his dick as it rested thickly on his rippled stomach. Cole could feel her wetness dripping onto his dick. It wasn't long before Jenna moved more urgently.
The callous black man reached up and squeezed her incredible tits, "Does that feel like you were hoping Jenna?"
"Yes," she whined. "It's so thick and hard...uhn!"
"Can you feel the large veins rubbing along your clit?"
"Yes they're so rough." She moaned absently as she thrust her hips faster.
"I bet you've thought a lot about having my dick deep inside of you, haven't you Jenna?" He asked confidently.
"Yes...I mean no," she stammered.
Cole knew he had her and was just fucking with her now. "Why don't you just let the head slip inside. That won't be unfaithful to your husband would it?" He suggested as he leaned forward and sucked on one of her succulent tits.
Jenna was no longer thinking straight. She was fucked up and horny as hell. "I guess that wouldn't count if I only did that." She leaned forward to give him better access to her eager nipples.
Cole doubted Jenna could stop now, but he was sure this busty married bitch wouldn't be able to control herself once the big head bullied its way inside.



Jenna moved her wet slit up to the tip of his cock. She moaned as she slid her tight hole over the mushroom head; Cole could feel her thick wet lips grasping for his hot fleshy dickhead. Jenna's pussy pushed across it time and time again until she positioned it right and thrust back one final time. Cole's monster cock plowed inside; the gorgeous WILF gasped and grunted loudly.
"OH GAAAWD..."
Cole smiled as Jenna closed her eyes with a look of pure ecstasy on her face; she had never been so filled up in her life and he knew it. Cole couldn't believe her tightness; she he was sopping wet and it still felt like he was already in as far as he could go.
Animal noised escaped her lips as Jenna very subtly moved her hips forward and back. Cole continued to squeeze and suck her tits as she adjusted to his size. She gasped as her pussy slowly took more of him inside.
In addition to the oversized head, another 2 inches of pulsing black cock was now invading her "faithful" hole. Cole knew she could no longer resist, he messed with her and said, "You better not put any more in or your faithful pussy is going to be mine." He continued to lick and kiss her tits as he reached down and grabbed onto her narrow hips.
"I know...no further Bull," Jenna lied breathlessly as she pushed her hips downward. "Please keep sucking my tits..."
Jenna was past the point of return. Her husband was the furthest thing from her mind; she was now solely focused on the amazing tube of black meat that was gloriously impaling her hungry cunt.
"It feels real good doesn't it Jenna?"
"...Uh huh." She responded between heavy breaths. "...God..." Jenna pressed her hips down and sunk two more inches of his cock into her starving pussy. She gasped loudly and grunted, "Oh fuck it's so BIG, please go slow," as if it were him that was initiating the deeper penetration.
Cole fucked with her again, "Here's your last chance Jenna, tell me to stop or my thick snake is going to claim your wet hole as his own. His nickname's the Mamba, and once he gets in, he doesn't come out. Once he gets showered on, it's over!"
"...Ugh...please...d...don't"
"Don't? Stop or make you cum?" Cole growled.
"...stop...please don't stop...uhn." Jenna moaned.
"Tell me what you want Mrs. Nielsen!"
"...I want...I want...the snake...! Oh God...Bull, I don't want the Mamba to leave..."
Cole laughed, "Oh he ain't going anywhere now, but he's looking for more. He needs a hot wet shower!"
Jenna moaned loudly with her eyes rolled back before replying breathlessly, "...Oh he'll get that, uhn. Please keep him in the cave!"
Cole smiled confidently. Now having the full green light, he grabbed her hips and shoved two more inches in. His cock was now deeper in her pussy than anyone or anything had ever been.
"Oh my God Bull, it's so fucking deep...I never knew I could take so much...oomph! But I can't take it any deeper."
Cole knew better as he'd been through this before. He'd fucked countless white women and they always resisted temporarily until they got accustomed to it...then they begged for it. "Oh trust me, you can take it bitch! This serpent hasn't gotten to the end of the tunnel."
Cole had to admit though, Jenna had one of the tightest pussies he'd ever felt. That fact didn't matter however, Cole Steele lived by the motto that pussies were made for stretching and even this tight wet vise would be soon enough. He shoved another inch into her fuck hole.
"Oh Mamba..." She breathlessly whimpered.
He let her acclimate as he continued to rub and suck her sensitive tits. Jenna's head was back and her eyes were closed as she thrust her chest forward and adjusted to his size.
"That a girl, here comes the rest!" Jenna held her breath as Cole held her hips and roughly shoved the last two soda-can thick inches inside her.
She screamed loudly.
Jenna was now fully impaled on Cole's 11 inch black serpent. Her breathing was very heavy and small gasps and moans escaped her beautiful lips as she sat motionless for a full minute before very slowly inching her hips forward. "Slow...ugh...can't take anymore...so fucking BIG...oh fuck...oh God...so good...OH MY GAWD...umph...uhn...umph...ohhhh!
Cole let out a big satisfied laugh and exclaimed, "There you go Mrs. Nielsen, let it go...cum all over that big black snake. Shower that Mamba and I guarantee that horny serpent won't stop all night long!" Jenna appeared to stop breathing before she grunted loudly, her hips shook and her tits bounced together as she rode Cole's magnificent dick to a massive orgasm. Her pussy juice streamed down his cock and on to his balls.
"That a girl...that was a juicy one, but we both know there's a lot more in that horny pussy. The Mamba is going fuck it all out tonight!"
Cole rolled her over onto her back as his cock stayed buried deeply inside her. He worked it in and out in long slow strokes. Jenna moaned , grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him in. She wrapped her legs around his ass and lifted her hips to meet his thrusts. The formerly faithful wife moaned incessantly.
"Ohhh...Yeah...Ohhh...Oh fuck Bull...it's so deep...it feels so good!" He continued his deep rhythmic thrusts as her tits jiggled on her chest. Jenna's mouth was open and grunts and moans escaped her beautiful lips on every thrust from his huge dick.
"Damn, your pussy is so fucking tight Jenna!" The large black man grunted between clenched teeth as he plowed forward and back.
She rested her feet on his rock hard ass as Cole's cock pumped deeply and steadily into her sated pussy. Jenna had never felt anything so good in her entire life. "Bull, it's so deep; your cock is stretching me so much. Oomph...it feels so good...uhn."
They kissed like teenagers as he fucked her slow and deep.
The thickness of his dick was stretching her pussy lips and causing her stud to press against her swollen clitoris. Jenna had always loved the sensitivity that the clit stud brought to her lovemaking with Ryan, but Cole's dick was a "game-changer". The sensations now being applied to her love button were simply sublime. She moaned and grunted more loudly on every thrust of his magnificent cock.
"Please don't stop...ever...fuck me Bull!""
Cole peered down in complete satisfaction as the beautiful blonde wife writhed in ecstasy beneath him.
The NFL player picked up the pace and reamed her sated G-spot. Jenna grunted loudly; she'd never felt anything like it. His muscular arms were supporting his weight as he held himself above her in a rigid push-up position. She ran her slender hands across his muscle covered chest and stared up at his handsome face as the light from the fire flickered on his sweat sheathed skin.
"Uhn...uhn...uhn...Bull you're amazing...you're going to make me cum again!"
The black stud pumped deeply into her with a purpose.
"Oh My GOD! Fuh...yeah...Fuck Me!" Suddenly she dug her fingernails into his back and moaned loudly as she threw her head back and climaxed again on his pistoning tool.
"Jesus...that was so good..." she praised between gasping breaths.
Cole let her calm herself for a moment before he knelt back up onto his knees, grabbed her hips and pulled her to him. She yelped loudly as all 11 veiny inches penetrated all the way to his balls.
"Do it again Bull...Give it all to me! I want to cum on it again..."
The powerful stud held onto her fuck-ready hips and thrust her body forward and back onto his cock. Cole brought her legs together and straightened them against his torso as her ass was off the ground and her toes pointed toward the moonlit sky. With his muscular arms encircling her sexy legs, he pushed and pulled her body forward and back onto his pole at a much faster pace. Jenna's big tits bounced joyfully against each other; her long hair spread wildly on the sweat covered blanket. Cole kissed and licked around her ankles as he fucked the blonde wife hard.
"Oh Bull...uhn! That feels amazing...how do you know how to fuck me so good?" Jenna's eyes rolled back in her head. The black-cock filled wife brought her hands up and squeezed her incredible tits.
Jenna was in heaven. She loved the contrasting sensations. The tenderness Cole provided with his lips and tongue to her erogenous zones around her feet and ankles versus the raw power he applied with his rock-hard cock as he shoved it into sensual places she never knew existed within her.
Her eyes flashed, "Can I play with my clit Bull?"
"Go ahead you horny bitch!"
Beautiful Jenna Nielsen reached down and fingered herself excitedly. She moaned, "Bull, you're a stud. Umph. Keep doing it...I wanna cum on it again!" Her fingers blurred on her clit as he pumped into her hard and fast.
"Go ahead baby, he likes your slippery juice all over him!" Her tight pussy squeezed and gushed around his thick black snake.
Jenna grunted and screamed loudly..."Fuck me with that big fucking nigger cock!" Her back arched and her hips shook uncontrollably as he held her off of the blanket as she climaxed. Pussy juice erupted from her cunt and gushed around his cock. Cole pulled it out and it was like a dam breaking as her cum spilled and soaked the blanket.
"Oh my God Bull that was incredible!" Jenna whimpered breathlessly as she tried to catch her breath yet again.
The look on her beautiful face as she climaxed was scintillating. Cole loved to watch gorgeous women cum on his cock. He took greater satisfaction if they were married, knowing that they had likely never experienced something so good with their husband's. He was confident that Jenna Nielsen had just experienced one of the best orgasms of her life.
She was thinking the same thing as her body still trembled a full minute after her climax.
"I'm just warming up baby...is that tight pussy ready for some more of this?" He held his black jack in his hand and showed it to her.
"Un-huh...but wait." She frantically slid onto her stomach and slurped half of his cock into her throat. She reached out, grabbed his scrotum and played with his big balls.
"That's what I'm talking about bitch! How's your cum taste on that black snake?"
"Mmm...mmm...mmm, "Jenna responded as she sucked him urgently.
"I'll take that as an affirmation, that shit tasted pretty good when you squirted on my face! But that's enough of your wet mouth for now, let's get back to the fucking!" He pulled her head off and positioned her again on her back. "Let's get some more of your cum on this cock so you can suck it off again!"
Cole shoved it back in and re-started his pumping action. Jenna's jiggling tits bounced together on her chest. He still couldn't believe how perfect the cans were on this woman; they looked so pure and unblemished; the perfect blend of softness with a firm heavy core. The black bull gripped them roughly and squeezed as he pounded into her. As he'd seen earlier, Jenna seemed to like the rough treatment; he picked it up a notch and playfully slapped one of them.
"Oh...," Jenna moaned.
He did it again, to the other one this time.
"Oh Bull...no one has ever slapped my boobs like that before!"
"You like that don't you?"
"You're so strong Bull, do whatever you want to me!"
"Oh I will slut!" He said between clenched teeth as he slapped her heavy globes and tweaked her rock hard nipples.
He kept up the rough fucking pace and within minutes Jenna was screaming out his name and spraying juice on his magnificent dick once again. After each climax he'd start back up again, she would soon be gasping and begging him not to stop. The black bull fucked her to several more moaning, grunting orgasms on the beach blanket. He was insatiable.
Jenna had never orgasmed like this in her life. She couldn't believe this man's staying power.
Cole was impressed at her willingness to keep fucking.
"Bull, my pussy wants to cum on your big dick all night long!" Jenna whimpered.
Cole had yet to blast his seed in Jenna Nielsen's married pussy and that was now his only focus. He reached down and pulled her limber legs over his shoulders; Cole roughly shoved his cum-covered cock into her and pumped Jenna's stretched pussy with reckless abandon. The big black stud was now simply fucking the shit out of her. She gasped and moaned, "Oh Bull it's so fucking big!" Jenna praised as she squeezed and massaged his big muscular arms.
Cole no longer cared about her feelings; this was now all about his satisfaction. He'd given her nearly a dozen spectacular orgasms, now this was all about him! Jenna's legs were pulled totally over his shoulders and her hips were rolled back so far he was basically pumping straight down into her upturned pussy. His slick ebony dick pistoned in and out of her stretched hole at breakneck speed as the combination of his huge body and big cock were practically knocking the wind out of her on every thrust. Still, she loved the sensation. He was huffing and puffing like a real bull as he approached his climax. He grunted and exclaimed, "Get ready, it's gonna blast!"
Jenna panicked and screamed, "Bull, I'm not on the pill!"
He shouted, "Don't worry about that you horny bitch, that pill you took earlier was birth control!" Cole thought to himself "That confirms it, it's her husband with the fertility issues!"
"Here it comes!" His rock hard ass jabbed into her one last time and his muscled body went rigid as he blasted stream after stream of his potent black baby seed deep into her tight unprotected pussy.
Jenna could never feel Ryan's semen shoot into her when he came, but Cole's hot juice sprayed forcefully and coated her insides like a fire hose.
"Bull it's so hot, I can feel it shooting in...uhn! Fuck me!" The hot sensation was scintillating and sent her convulsing into what looked like an epileptic seizure as her orgasm hit and their combined juices spilled from her pussy and re-soaked the blanket.
The callous stud stayed inside her with her hips turned up as he made sure his remaining potent black baby cream had time to fill-up her insides. He held her in this position for several minutes giving his fish time to swim upstream. Cole didn't know when her fertile cycle was, but if it was now, he was confident his horny black sperm were swarming her fertile egg at this very moment.
Cole looked at his watch and saw that it was now 2:30 a.m. They had been fucking on the beach for over 2 hours. Cole pulled his still hard cock out of her pussy; it popped as it exited. It was followed by a thick flow of their mixed cum.
He got up, walked over and threw a couple more logs on the fire. He turned and said, "Get on your hands and knees!"
She did as she was told.
Cole came up from behind, kneeled down between her legs and rubbed her firm bubble ass with his hands. He grabbed his cock and slid it on the underside of her pussy lips. As he did so, large gobs of their combined splooge slopped onto his dick and balls. He pulled it away and told her that her sloppy pussy had messed up his cock and ordered her to clean it with her tongue.
Jenna spun around and slutily sucked and licked his cock clean. "How can he still be this hard?"
He told her to get back on her hands and knees. As she did so, he stood and straddled her body and then moved forward until his legs were over the top of her head. Cole told her to tilt her head back and stick out her tongue. He moved forward and slid his huge balls across her forehead until they dangled down in front of Jenna's face.
"Lick those big black nuts and clean em up real good!"
Jenna hungrily licked, sucked and nibbled on his heavy balls as he dipped up and down and tea-bagged her. Her face was buried in the crack of his ass; he made sure to rub his asshole across her nose as he did so. After several minutes he pulled away and moved back between her legs.
"Let's try this again; hopefully your pussy isn't still so fucking messy!" Cole knelt behind her and told her to put her face down on the blanket with her ass still up in the air. He pushed her knees out wider and took his cock in hand and rubbed it up and down the crack of her ass. Jenna's cum-soaked ass looked perfect as the light from the fire flickered against the moist surface.
Cum still leaked from her pussy too, it coated the head of his cock as he spread it around. The sexy wife moaned as he rubbed the head along her sensitive pussy slit. Cole released a big glob of spit onto her asshole; she nearly jumped when it splattered. He teasingly rubbed his saliva around her asshole with the head of his cock.
Cole moved his tool back down and placed the big head near her dripping opening; her meaty pussy lips beckoned the head and jiggled as he playfully slapped them with it. He hesitated for a moment and then forcefully shoved his cock inside her.
Jenna shrieked, "Oh fuck Bull you're going to split me in two!"
He pulled it out and shoved it back in all the way to his balls.
"Oooowww, it's too big Bull! I can't take it again!" She pleaded.
Cole left it buried to the hilt as she gasped and whimpered. He reached around and tickled her clit as he let her get reacquainted with his monster dick. After a minute or so, he started to flex it; she gasped each time he did so. Very slowly he moved his cock an inch or two in and out. He was in heaven being buried in her tight slippery pussy as he held on to her gorgeous ass and played with her love button. Within minutes she began to moan as he increased the length of his thrusts.
"Bull please go slow." She begged between heavy breaths.
"You like that black cock in your tight pussy don't you Jenna?"
"...it's so big...uhn." She whimpered.
Cole looked down and admired his black shiny tool as it slowly pumped in and out of her. He spread her ass cheeks as far as possible. He could see her cunt lips being stretched like a rubber band around the thick veiny log. He squeezed and rubbed Jenna's bubbly ass cheeks as he sunk his dick deeper into her married pussy. She whimpered and grunted as he took control.
"She already loves her some dark meat!"
He could tell she was ready for more as Jenna slowly moved her ass back to meet his thrusts. He picked up the pace; she moaned and gasped more responsively.
Cole spanked her gorgeous ass.
"Ooohh" Jenna shrieked.
Cole slapped it again.
"...uhn oh fuck!" She said under her breath.
"Tell me to do it again slut!"
Jenna moaned as he fucked her deep.
"Now! I want to hear it!"
"Yes, spank me Bull! Jenna pleaded. "Don't stop now!"
He spanked her again.
"Ohhhh...Bull. I know I was a bad girl when I told you it was too big. It's still fucking huge, but I LOVE IT! I won't be bad anymore, I promise...oh...uhn...yeah...spank me!"
"I'll be the judge of that!" He said confidently as he slapped her yet again.
"Ohhhh...you're so strong Bull!"
"Here comes the tiger again..."
"You like doggy style Jenna? He asked, already knowing the answer.
"...yes Bull...uhn...it's my favori...umph!" She neglected to finish her sentence as he shoved it so deeply that his balls slapped hard against her thighs.
"How's that big black cock feel now compared to your husband's dick?" He taunted.
She continued to moan loudly as he fucked her harder.
"You didn't answer the question; do you want me to stop?"
"Oh...no...no please don't stop," she begged urgently, "it feels really nice."
"Nice...puppies are nice! Tell me how that thick stick really feels!" He demanded as he picked up the pace and slammed it in and out and spanked her again.
"Oh, oh...it feels fucking GREAT...it's so much bigger than his...he could never make me feel like this...please don't stop Bull!"
Cole smiled as Jenna acknowledged for the first of many times to come that his cock was better than anything she had ever felt in her life...including her husband's dick. He knew that the audio/video equipment hidden in the stack of firewood picked up her gushing praise. Cole continued to fuck her relentlessly as the dick-filled WILF slid her hips back into his magnificent cock. He reached around and played with her swinging tits.



He pounded her from behind like a porn star as she moaned and grunted over and over. "Uhn...uhn...uhn..."
"Oh Bull ffffuck me..." She moaned in an earthy voice. "Squeeze my boobs, it feels so good, you're going to make me cum again, I LOVE IT...Oh my God...I'M CUMMING!" She grunted loudly and screamed out his name as she climaxed.
Her body shook uncontrollably. Bull slipped his finger in his mouth and inserted it into her asshole as he continued to pound away at her from behind. "I know you got some more in there Jenna, put all that squirtin' shit on my black stick!"
"Oh my God that feels fucking unbelievable...Bull keep fucking me...I love your finger in my ass...I'm cumming again...ohhh yeah...uhn, uhn, uhn..."
Jenna was experiencing multiple orgasms for the first time in her life.
Cole was accustomed to women having multiples on his cock...he obviously never tired of the experience. He pounded away.
"Bull I love your dick...oh fuck...I've never felt anything like this...I'm going again...umph!" She moaned as she convulsed through another massive orgasm.
He fucked her relentlessly as her little body shook and her blonde hair flew in all directions as she threw her head forward and back. Her pussy juice dripped from his balls. It splattered messily as they slapped against her upper thighs.
"Oh, oh, oh...fuck...don't stop...it feels so good...harder, fuck me harder...Bull you're amazing...you're going to make me cum again...umph...yeah...oh GOD!"
As she shook and moaned through her orgasm, he clenched his teeth and cried, "Damn your tight pussy is milking it out of me, HERE IT COMES!" He blasted nearly a dozen thick streams of his potent seed deep into her womb.
"Oh Bull I can feel it shooting into me! It feels so hot....uhn..."
Finally the two of them collapsed onto the blanket. They were both covered in sweat and the fire had nearly burned out. Eventually Cole pulled his semi-hard dick out of her pussy and it popped as it exited. It was followed by a torrent of cum which flowed down her thighs and onto the blanket. Cole rolled off of her and onto his back. They lay on the beach looking up at the full moon and stars. Waves crashed loudly only 15 feet from where they lay.
After several minutes, he told her to clean him. She unsteadily got up on her hands and knees and crawled between his legs.
Cole watched as she licked up and down his big shaft before taking the head in her gorgeous mouth. He loved the way she looked with it between her soft puffy lips; her usual stunning blue eyes were glossy and red from the sex, drugs and booze. He reminded her to take care of his balls too; Jenna licked her way down his dick and sucked and nibbled on the smooth black spheres. They were soaked and she could strongly taste her own juices as she wetly sucked them between her lips.
"How do you like the taste of your cum Jenna?"
"It's good mixed with yours Bull!"
Cole looked at his watch; it was now 4:00 a.m. He had told her husband that Jenna wasn't going to get any sleep tonight and he intended to keep his word. They made their way back across the beach to the gondola and ascended back up to the balcony.
Cole led her to a large outdoor shower...it was open to the stars. The shower had 16 pulsing heads shooting from all different positions and angles. The floor was a rubberized material that felt soft on Jenna's feet. The hot water felt really good on her sex fatigued body.
"I need to take a piss, come hold it for me while I do!" Cole directed.
She looked at him in disbelief. "What? You want me to hold it while you...urinate?"
"Yes, do it now bitch, I gotta fuckin' go!"
She unsteadily reached out and held it. He told her to aim it at one of the 4 drains in the shower floor. She did as he directed; the huge black man proceeded to piss like a race-horse. Jenna could feel it flow through his dick like a fire hose and splatter on the drain cover. She had obviously watched her husband piss hundreds of times, but she'd never held it while he went. She certainly had never seen it flow in a powerful stream like the one shooting from Cole's big dick.
When he was done he asked if she needed to relieve herself, she sheepishly admitted that she did. He told her to do whatever felt natural in the outdoor shower. Jenna thought it was gross but had to go so bad that she embarrassingly squatted down over one of the drains and relieved her aching bladder.
Cole pulled her close and started massaging her beautiful body with bathing gel. He rubbed and washed her neck and shoulders before soaping her firm tits; he spent several minutes massaging her boobs and tweaking her nipples. Cole could tell by the way she responded that her tits were extremely sensitive and she liked having them touched.
Cole worked his way down her stomach and lathered her heart-shaped pussy mound. He ran his fingers through her blondish patch and let his long middle finger slip into her pussy slit. He hesitated on her clit; her eyes were closed as she let out an audible moan.
The football player turned the blonde wife around and soaped and massaged her back and shoulders. Cole told her to bend forward; he washed her beautiful ass. He again spent several minutes massaging and rubbing her little round butt. Cole ran his soapy fingers up and down her asshole and meaty pussy lips until she slowly wiggled her ass and pushed back into his hand. He told her to stand up and turn around.
Cole handed her the body gel and told her to wash him. The big-titted WILF started off washing his massive chest. Jenna slowly ran her hands all over his chest and down his amazing abs before she moved behind him and soaped his back, neck and shoulders. Jenna admired his wide shoulders and the rippled muscles in his back. She then slid both of her little hands up and down his massive arms; she pulled and teased his long fingers.
She was getting horny again.
Jenna turned her attention to his well-muscled ass. She rubbed and massaged both cheeks before applying a heavy amount of gel down his ass crack. She rubbed her fingers around his asshole and cleaned it well; he wasn't sure what she had in mind until she got down on her knees and ran her tongue up his crack.
"Here comes the little tiger again..."
Water spilled over her face as the married blonde licked his dark black asshole before she reached down and grabbed his dangling balls with her soapy hand. Cole grunted, "That's right baby, lick that hole and play with my nuts." He was amazed at what this woman was now doing voluntarily. He doubted she was performing any longer to overcome her jail sentence or to earn her commission as much as she just couldn't help herself.
Cole turned around and held his cock out for her. Jenna was amazed at his staying power; he had already cum four times and his incredible cock was still mostly hard. She'd lost count of how many orgasms he'd given her, but he ignited something that made her crave more. She wanted it back in her mouth.
Jenna licked around the head before slurping it into her watering mouth. She slutishly swirled her tongue around it before pulling it out and licking up and down the fleshy underside. She reached out and cupped his balls with her other hand as she stroked the shaft and flicked her tongue across the tip.
Cole reached down, gripped her waist and in one quick jerk flipped her upside down into a standing sixty-nine in the center of the shower. He dove in and starvingly ate her pussy with his long tongue; she sucked his wet dick like it was her last meal. She pulled her head away, "Bull your long tongue feels so good...I love the way you do that!" The horny blonde took him back deep in her throat. Before long she was having trouble breathing between his ministrations, the water pelting her face, and the massive cockhead in her gullet.
Jenna remembered back to a porn movie she'd seen in college where the actors fucked in this position. She didn't think Ryan could hold her like this, but Cole was having no trouble as he feverishly ate her pussy. She spread her legs into a split position to give him better access to her horny hole; his magical tongue immediately rewarded her efforts. Cole admired her athleticism and considered rewarding her with climax (he knew he could within minutes), but he wanted her next cum to back on his thick cock again.
The linebacker yanked his tongue from her quivering pussy and spun her back into a standing position. Jenna sighed disappointedly but immediately reached for his cock and stroked it frantically. He told her to hang onto it as he walked her down to one end of the shower. The hot naked blonde was like a dog-walker holding onto a thick heavy leash as they moved to the other side. He reached over the edge of the shower wall and grabbed a waterproof remote control.
Cole pushed a button and led her gaze back to the center of the shower. A 5 foot by 16 inch section of the floor began to rise up in the center of the rubberized floor. Jenna looked at him confusingly; he nodded for her to keep watching. The cutout section rose to about 20 inches before he pushed another button and the larger section lifted to 65 degrees and the other smaller section lifted to 30 degrees in the other direction. It now looked like a large upright incline seat at a workout gym.
Jenna knew immediately what it was for.
Cole pulled her to him and kissed her passionately as he massaged her huge wet tits. She wanted him to fuck her again. The horny wife swallowed his tongue and excitedly wrapped her arms around his muscular shoulders; her slippery body melted against him. Jenna athletically hopped up, wrapped her legs around his thick waist and ground her hips against his semi-hard cock. Cole held her in his arms as she lustily thrust her pelvis against him. Their tongues explored each other's mouths before he carried her over and settled against the pad of the incline seat. Jenna continued to hump him like she was in heat.
The blonde wife was so horny; she couldn't wait to get his big cock back inside her. The water cascaded over them as she lifted her ass up and he guided the fat head to her entrance. Jenna excitedly pushed down and gasped as the head plowed into her black-owned pussy. Cole Steele pulled her down onto his pulsing rod and within a minute she was fully impaled on his majestic dick. Jenna felt more filled than she ever could have imagined.
The gorgeous blonde leaned forward and they kissed passionately as she slowly rutted up and down on his vein-covered pole. She pushed against his chest and leaned back to achieve a different angled sensation. She moaned and rode his meaty dick for several minutes while constantly praising it.
Jenna lifted her wet, slippery tits and fed them to him. "Do you like my wet tits Bull?"
He sucked her nipples before biting them lightly. She gasped.
"Oh Bull that feels so good...I'll take that as a yes!"
He reached up with his hands and roughly squeezed her slippery D-cups. "Bull fuh...squeeze my tits while I ride your amazing cock! It's so fucking big...I love it...I want you to shoot your hot black seed into me again!"
Jenna now frantically rode up and down on his dick. Her boobs were bouncing as she yelled out, "Oh my God Bull...fuck me you stud...ffffffuck meee...!" She uncontrollably lifted off of him as a huge gush of pussy juice shot from her well-fucked hole. Her cum was quickly washed away by the flow from the multiple shower heads. The formerly faithful wife literally shook for a minute as she cheatingly kissed the black football star under the shower's cascading jets.
Cole Steele wasn't done with her yet, "Turn around and mount me reverse cowgirl!"
As he sat back in the chair; Jenna hurriedly turned around and moved out in front of him with her ass only a few feet from his still rock-hard cock. She bent at the waist and with her legs perfectly straight, bent down and grabbed her ankles. Her phenomenal ass begged to be fucked. "Is this what you want Bull?" She teased with her head down near her shins. The married real estate agent reached up and spread her ass cheeks, "Can you tell I do?"
"Get up here now!" He growled as he eyed her thick juicy pussy lips.
She straddled his legs; he grabbed her sweet ass and squeezed it roughly before rubbing his fingers on her asshole. She moaned as he inserted his large middle finger in her tender rosebud. Cole wiggled it around as she rotated her sweet ass in his lap.
Jenna whimpered as he slid his finger out and pulled her onto his lap and positioned his mushroom head at the entrance of her stretched pussy again. Cole held his cock in his hand as she pushed back and the huge head popped inside. Jenna groaned loudly as she quickly impaled herself. The horny WILF slutishly rode him reverse cowgirl; he told her to play with her tits. She reached up and massaged her wet boobs and squeezed her erect nipples.
"Now reach down and play with that horny clit slut!"
She didn't need to be asked twice.
Jenna rubbed her button as she bounced up and down wildly on his cock. He reached around and grabbed her wet tits. He still couldn't get over the perfection of her natural boobs as he roughly pawed them under the flow of the shower jets. He lowered his mouth and gave her a large hickey on the back of her neck. "Oh fuck Cole..." she leaned back into him, turned her head and their tongues met outside of their mouths.
"Bull...riding your big cock is so good...uhn," she grunted breathlessly. "You are filling me in places that I never knew about...uhn...it feels sooo good...Fuck Me!"
He grabbed her hair and pulled her back to him and licked around her ear. "Keep riding my dick until that married pussy squirts some more...you know it's going to don't you slut?"
"Yes Bull, you are filling me so damn deep. I've never had it like this...uhn...I'm going to soon...!"
"Yeah baby, cum all over that big cock again, spray that juicy pussy juice!"
She spread her legs wide, straddled his thighs, arched her back and shoved her chest out. The position allowed his cock to penetrate deeper into her stretched pussy. She moaned loudly and humped him like a dog in heat, "Oh God Bull...fuck me deep...umph...oh fuck...I'm going again...I've never cum so much in my life!" Juice shot in a powerful stream from her sated pussy. He pulled his dick out of her hole and the damn broke. It gushed out like it was coming out of a hose.
She shook as he pulled her back to him by her wet hair.
He said to her gruffly, "That a girl! I knew you had another one in you! I've got one more load in these big nuts that you love so much. I'm going to put it deep in that little pussy! My black fish are going to swim in there and hook up with their brothers that are enjoying themselves in that warm party pool already!"
Cole pushed her off, quickly stood and reached for the remote. He pressed the button and the bench flattened horizontally. Jenna knew exactly what to do, she instinctively climbed up on top on her hands and knees. The hot blonde wife looked over her shoulder and wiggled her ass as she slyly shot him a "come fuck me" look. She lowered her head, reached between her legs and slid her fingers along her swollen pussy lips. He confidently walked up behind her and grabbed her hips. Jenna whimpered.
This was the finale.
Cole slapped her swollen pussy lips with his cock several times. He slid it up and down her crack before shoving it back into her from behind. She could still feel the fluttering pulses from her previous orgasm as he began fucking her hard and fast. His big balls hung down and swung back and forth; they slapped heavily against her tanned thighs. Her hanging boobs jiggled on each thrust from his muscled body.
Jenna's well-toned legs and little bubble ass looked great as the water cascaded over her back while Cole fucked her relentlessly. He gripped her perfect ass tightly as he pumped into her with a purpose.
"Oh God...fuck me Bull...your huge cock feels so...oomph...it's so deep...I can feel the big veins slicing into me!" Jenna groaned.
Cole straddled both sides of the bench while thrusting into her upturned butt with all of his power; only his big firm hands on her narrow hips kept her from sliding forward across the bench.
She reached back between her legs and played with his swinging nuts.
"Oh your big Bull likes that. Keep rubbing my nuts; I'm going to shoot one last hot load into your hungry pussy, you better hope that pill I gave you worked!" He snorted.
"Shoot it in me Bull," Jenna begged, "I want to feel your hot cum splashing inside me!"
His powerful butt jabbed into her one final time as he growled like a lion; the black stud climaxed and his ample load spewed deeply in a series of hot thick streams. Despite the cascading warm water, Jenna could feel his hot cum erupting inside her and that was all she needed to launch into one final toe-curling, squirting climax.
As he pulled his cock from her exhausted pussy, he watched as his thick seed slowly oozed out and washed away.
They turned off the shower and dried off as Cole looked up and saw the first traces of daylight in the Eastern sky. He looked at his watch and it read 6:00 a.m. A devious grin formed on his lips before he led her back into the master suite and they collapsed on Cole's massive bed.
Before Cole passed out, he was already having thoughts of how to extend this arrangement beyond three weeks. As he suspected, his black meat had brought out the tiger in the little blonde laying next to him. This woman was one of the best fucks he'd had in his life and he wasn't about to let a thin relationship with her husband stop him from having her for a long time to come.
In the days leading up to this unforgettable fuckfest, Cole suspected he might feel this way so he'd already formulated a plan in his mind and had laid some groundwork to make this a possibility. Now he knew for sure. He would be leaving for training camp in a little over a month, so he'd need to start executing his plan right away.
Then he had another thought...she loved it so much, maybe she wouldn't want to go back on her own. He fell asleep with thoughts about what he would do with her the following day dancing in his head.
*****
Just then Ryan Nielsen's alarm went off. He hadn't slept well, but he awoke nonetheless and immediately wondered how his wife's night had gone. He felt a sense of guilt that he had gotten a decent, albeit un-restful sleep, while she was likely up all night slaving away for Cole Steele.
*****
Meanwhile, Jenna lay in Cole Steele's large round bed thinking about her husband and feeling extremely guilty about her infidelity for the past 10 hours, "...we had sex for 10 hours...OMG!" Tears formed in her eyes as she thought about all she had done to bring things to this point. If she'd never masturbated and taken that money from Cole's bathroom, none of this ever would have happened.
Jenna was still confused as to what agreement Ryan had actually reached with Cole. Had he actually committed that she would do anything sexually for him? If so, she'd just given him a week's worth of debt payoff. If not, she just spent the last 10 hours as Cole's willing and enthusiastic sex toy without her husband's knowledge or blessing. She also couldn't get the unthinkable fear out of her mind...what if that black fucker got her pregnant? The fertile part of her cycle was coming up in about a week, "What if the birth control he gave her didn't work? Worse yet, what if it wasn't birth control at all?"
As the morning light filtered through the windows, Jenna lay there looking up at the mirrors over Cole's huge bed. And while her feelings of guilt were overwhelming, she was intrigued by the contrast of her tanned complexion and his dark black skin. She admired his powerfully built body and stared at his massive limp cock as he lay on his back asleep.



"I can't believe the things he did to me with that amazing thing all night long."
Jenna realized she was now formally an adulterous who hadn't just broken her faithfulness to her husband in some one-time forgettable drunken hotel room quickie. No, she had engaged in an all-night fuck-fest with a black stallion who took her to sexual heights she never dreamed of. And while she had done her best to resist his initial demands, she eventually succumbed to Cole's will and allowed him to take her to his huge cock's content...so much so that she actually begged for more.
Jenna thought about the irony that 10 years earlier she had lost her virginity to her current husband on a Southern California beach no more than 10 miles south of here. Tonight she fucked only the second man of her life and it happened on a beach not that far from where she and Ryan had first made love.
But while the beach settings were similar, the sex could not have been more different. That first night Ryan had been so nervous and gentle. Aside from the memorable foreplay, their love-making lasted all of 30 seconds before he ejaculated prematurely. Tonight, Cole took control with his magnificent cock and fucked the cum out of her all night long. He took her like she'd dreamed of being taken. It was the most sexually fulfilling night of her life.
Never in the years of good sex with her husband or the month of lesbian bliss she shared in Santa Monica had she ever experienced orgasms like those that Cole Steele gave her tonight. In addition to the countless toe-curling individual climaxes, having her first multiple experience was sublimely unforgettable. She didn't want it to ever end. She guiltily wondered if he could make her have those again...
How could she possibly resist his sexual demands tomorrow when all she could think about was how good they were tonight? She feared that if he wanted to, he could quickly make her his black cock slut..."shit, I might already be."
Jenna could still feel his cum oozing from her pussy as sleep finally overcame her.
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Jenna Nielsen awoke around noon as Cole Steele, the All-Pro NFL linebacker returned to the bed from the john. He stood in front of her with his huge black cock hanging limp. He told her to use the bathroom and to grab the massage oil from the vanity and bring it back upon her return.
As the beautiful married blonde returned to the bedroom, the Dallas Cowboys' new acquisition lay naked on his back on the oversized round bed admiring her spectacular nude body as she approached. He loved the way her big tits jiggled as she moved in his direction.
Cole instructed her to climb up on top and straddle his chest as she'd done so perfectly the prior night. The previously faithful wife nervously did as he asked and climbed up and straddled his muscle-covered torso.
The large black man said, "Your first meal each day will be my load. But before you suck my cock, I want you to play with yourself while telling me how badly you want it! You need to make me really want to empty my nuts. Do you understand?"
"...yes Bull." This was the name that he required her to address him by as part of the agreement that Cole and Jenna's husband, Ryan Nielsen, had agreed upon as punishment for Jenna's unintended theft of a roll of cash from Cole's estate two weeks previously. The nickname was a minor caveat to the deal; the larger stipulation was for Jenna to be Cole Steele's personal servant for the next three weeks. Unfortunately for Jenna's husband, he was under the impression his wife would only be expected to perform inane personal services and housekeeping for the famous football player. Cole's expectations were significantly different; his quest was to make gorgeous Jenna Nielsen his personal black cock slut. The large black man had achieved a significant portion of that goal the previous night when he had his way with her in an all-night fuck-marathon. Today, he expected to complete his quest; before the night was through, he would take her in her only remaining black cock virgin hole.
Jenna remembered what Cole had told her the previous night about masturbating without permission, so before she poured the oil on her amazing chest she asked, "Bull may I please rub my breasts and pussy for you?"
"Ah, you passed your first test of the day, good girl Jenna. Yes you may massage those nice big titties and play with that tight horny pussy!"
Jenna poured the oil liberally onto her tits and down her flat stomach; she used her small hands to softly rub it around her phenomenal boobs. The whiteness of her smooth breast skin against the background of her beautifully tanned body was a big turn-on for him. Seeing them in daylight, Cole was again reminded of just how perfect the tits were on this woman. He'd recently fucked a B-movie actress named Sara Malakul Lane, who up until this point he thought had the nicest tits he'd enjoyed. But Jenna's big D-cups were similar in appearance to Lane's but hers possessed areolas and nipples that were slightly larger, which he loved. The rest of Lane's body didn't hold a candle to Jenna Nielsen's.
While still technically a D-cup, Cole correctly theorized that Jenna's tits had grown larger since he first met her in the UCLA dorms 12 years previously. They were now the most perfect combination of size and shape. The amazing set perched in front of his face were heavy and round on the lower half and the tops featured that ideal slope that forced the nipples beautifully upward at the confluence. And while their firmness nearly defied comprehension, they had a little natural hang as they hovered heavily over her flat stomach. The fullness created that sexy crease at the base that Cole loved. Jenna's breasts were also close enough together to create their own cleavage, even when she wasn't wearing a bra. Her large nipples complemented the size of her tits to perfection and he loved the way her nearly silver dollar sized areolas would get little bumps when she was aroused.
They were covered in bumps right now.
While Cole considered himself a tit-man, he also had a strong preference for long, toned legs, narrow hips and bubble-shaped asses. But while he liked thin figures, he preferred his women to have a little meat on their bones and nice muscle structure, but not so much so that they didn't still look lean and feminine like a woman should. Jenna's 29-year-old body got an "A" in every category. As far as he was concerned she had the perfect body for fucking. The topper for him however, was that he'd already determined that she loved sex and knew how to use her phenomenal body to drive him wild. The pro football star was also extremely impressed with her stamina as she had enthusiastically kept up with him for hours on end the previous night.
Jenna smeared the oil around her tits and over her hardening nipples; she could feel her pussy moistening as she played with her breasts. They stared into each other's eyes as little moaning sounds escaped her full lips. Finally she spoke, "Bull I hope you like the way I play with my breasts. It feels really good. I'm getting horny thinking about pleasing you."
"You better have a big appetite, cuz you know I got a hot meal for you!"
Jenna gulped nervously before she lowered her left hand and ran her oily fingers through her little blonde patch. She continued on until her pleasure bump was sandwiched between them; she rubbed up and down with her clit ring protruding between her experienced slippery fingers.
"You like to play with your horny little clit, don't you Jenna?" He asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yes Bull..." She responded in a sexy voice. "...but not as much as I like your...um...tongue on it."
Jenna looked fucking hot as he contemplated simply fucking her right now. But the large black man reminded himself there would be plenty of time for that today and he wanted to keep with his plan for first-thing morning blowjobs to start each day. Cole could feel blood flowing to his cock. "Okay baby, you've earned your morning treat. Slide down there and I'll teach you how I like my dick sucked!"
Jenna kissed her way down his muscle-covered torso to his magnificent cock. She slid it between her oily tits and let him enjoy seeing the thick dark phallus push in and out of her ample cleavage. Jenna moved lower down his body and nuzzled around the sensitive areas near the base. She ran her cheeks and lips along the inside of his thighs while sliding her hands along his upper thighs and around his hips. "You have such big muscles in your legs...you're so powerful Bull," she said to him in a submissive earthy voice as she kissed and licked around his loins.
Jenna lowered her mouth to the base of his big limp dick and ran her tongue slowly up the entire length to the head. Cole spent the next 45 minutes teaching Jenna how to please him with her mouth. The blonde wife was a quick learner and before long had him thrusting his hips in arousal. Jenna introduced some of her own variations; he quickly realized this WILF had the mouth talent and the enthusiasm to blow his mind. He had discovered it the previous night, but confirmed it this morning, Jenna Nielsen was really good at sucking his cock.
Cole was now standing on his bed as she knelt in front of him with her tongue slutishly licking at his hard cock as he guided it around her lips. Jenna took the head in her mouth and sucked frantically as she sensed he was getting close. Her fingers played with his heavy balls. He pulled it out and smeared her saliva and his pre-cum around her face as she licked desperately at the veiny truncheon. Cole held and stroked it as he brought his oversized nuts to her saliva-filled mouth. The married blonde latched onto one of his balls and sucked with her full lips while fluttering her tongue on it inside her mouth.
He loved the way she looked as she excitedly worked to get him off. Her luscious boobs heaved, her beautiful face covered in wetness, and her wavy blonde hair flying in all directions.
Cole was ready to pump his load down her throat.
The NFL linebacker brought the head back down and shoved it between her wet lips. Jenna had only re-swallowed six inches before it suddenly erupted wildly in her throat. The first blast caught her by surprise and she gagged. As she tried to swallow, her gag reflex kicked in again and she coughed. Copious amounts of Cole's spunk splattered from her lips, down her chin, and onto her heaving tits. Thick seed continued to pump from his cock with no place for it to go until the beautiful blonde was finally able to swallow again; she took as much as she could down her throat, but her mouth filled quickly again and it wasn't long before his thick cream spilled out from her cum covered lips.
Cole pulled it out and smeared his seed around her mouth. He cautioned, "You're going to need to do much better than that Jenna! Now clean up what you should have swallowed in the first place." She proceeded to clean his cock and use her fingers to bring much of his cum from around her face to her mouth and swallow it.
Jenna felt guilty for failing to swallow his load, but she was starting to wonder if it was even possible.
"In spite of not finishing the job well, the sexy massage and blow job weren't bad; you've earned a morning fuck!" Cole said. "You want that don't you Mrs. Nielsen?"
Jenna hesitated as she recalled her guilty thoughts of infidelity before she'd fallen asleep the previous night. Then her true feelings kicked in...she couldn't help herself...she wanted it again.
"...yes Bull...like you did last night!" She should have been thinking about her husband, but instead her mind was clouded by thoughts of big black cock.
Cole turned her around and pushed her head down against the sheets. He told her to raise her ass. The huge black man moved behind her and rubbed his still hard 11" club up and down her crack. Giving him head had made her really horny, now Jenna's pussy was dripping in anticipation. He brought the head to her meaty lips, jiggled them around and then shoved his cock inside. She gasped and moaned.
"Oh my God it's big Bull..." She whimpered.
Her pussy was still tender from the fucking he'd given her the night before, but it didn't hurt enough to offset the pleasure she immediately felt as he stuffed his glorious tool back in her time and time again. The horny real estate agent reached back between her legs and fondled his big smooth nuts as they slapped against her thighs. Cole Steele took her hard and deep and it wasn't long before she screamed out loud and climaxed all over him.
Over the next hour, he contorted her limber body into sexual positions she'd never dreamed of with her husband. Cole fucked her to a half dozen dripping orgasms. Finally, with her legs pulled back over his shoulders, she watched as his rock hard ass pumped powerfully and rhythmically into her via the mirrors above his bed. The huge black stud spewed his hot seed into her belly and brought her off one final time. With her fingernails digging into his back, she now experienced the same vision she'd imagined back at Cole's party of Scarlett Johansson watching herself getting pumped into by Cole's muscle bound body.
It was even better than Jenna imagined.
Jenna hated herself for feeling this way, but she now knew she was his to do whatever he pleased. His magnificent cock had broken her will to resist. In less than 24 hours, the All-pro linebacker had turned the former faithful wife into his black cock slut.
They showered together before he led her wrapped in a towel to a large closet on the opposite side of his bedroom. The expansive room was filled with women's clothing including dresses, workout gear, costumes, and a large selection of lingerie. Jenna estimated there were over 300 teddies, chemises, babydolls, and corsets, in addition to hundreds of bra and panty combinations.
He said, "Everything in here should fit you pretty well. 34D, right? DD in some things?"
"Yes, that's right Bull. How do know that?" She asked.
He rolled his eyes, "C'mon Jenna I have a little experience in this area. Lose the towel."
Jenna slowly released her body wrap and it fell to the floor. He'd just played with them in the shower, but Cole didn't see himself ever tiring of Jenna's fabulous tits; he reached out and lightly tweaked and massaged them, "You might have to squeeze these into some of the D-cup bras, but most should be okay. I certainly won't mind if these big titties are spilling out a little bit. The panties and g-strings should fit your tight little ass nicely. Pick out something sexy and come model it for me." He playfully squeezed her tits and pinched her pokey nubs one final time before walking out. "I'll be waiting!"
"He touches me like I belong to him....he's so fucking arrogant. But dammit, why does it have to feel so good when he does it?"
Jenna was amazed at the number of sexy items in his closet. She was especially surprised that nearly everything was her size, "Did he buy all this stuff specifically for me or does he only bring women of my body size into his bedroom?"
Jenna nervously perused the magnificent collection; she liked just about everything she saw. Someone with impeccable taste had compiled this collection; every item was high quality and sexily designed. She thought to herself that if she was picking out something for Ryan, there would be countless choices that would turn him on. But since she was now modeling for...him, Jenna tried to find something more conservative; there was no sense making the black man any hornier than he already was. Unfortunately everything was revealing and very sexy. In addition to the phenomenal array of nightwear items, there were also well over 100 pairs of high heeled shoes to match the sexy lingerie. Nearly all were 7 1/2...her size.
She emerged from the closet wearing a black leather corset that zipped in the front and laced up in the back. Her magnificent cleavage was pushed up and her sweet ass cheeks spilled out the bottom in the back.
"Nice baby. Turn around and show me the whole package. Uh-huh, nice choice, your tits and ass sure look good in it, but it'll be a little too uncomfortable for what I have planned the rest of the afternoon. Let's save that for one of our nighttime rendezvous; I really like it on you, but show me something else."
As Jenna re-entered the closet, Cole shook his head in disbelief at how hot Jenna looked in the first outfit. This was going to be a very rewarding process but the truth was, his blonde toy wasn't going to have anything on for long, but he saw no need to share that with her.
Jenna's second entree was a red lace bra and sheer garter skirt with matching g-string and fencenet stockings. "Yeah Mrs. Nielsen, you are getting closer..." She looked fucking hot in this one, but he was having too much fun with this process and wanted to see her parade around in something else. Cole also wanted her to know that he controlled everything while she was with him, including what she wore or didn't wear. While he made a mental note to have her wear this fucking-hot red number again, he told her to try on something else.
Jenna's final stab was a white lace and mesh cami set with matching thong and garters. Her tights were sheer white fishnet and the 5" stiletto heels completed the package. This outfit showed off her big tits and her impeccable naked ass. Her tanned skin looked great against the white fabric and her dancer's legs went on forever.
"Holy shit, that's the one baby! That'll make me horny all day long!"
Jenna got a very strange sense of pride mixed with apprehension. She certainly hadn't accomplished her goal of finding something to mute his arousal, but his compliment sent a shiver up the back of her neck. Cole had a shit-eating grin plastered to his face as he led her to a connecting bathroom stocked with all she would need to prep herself for their long day ahead. Cole gave her 45 minutes to do her hair and makeup. The large black man reminded her to put on wet sexy lipstick before she greeted him again.
The gorgeous real estate agent emerged three quarters of an hour later looking like a black man's wet dream come true.
The lingerie gripped her gorgeous body like it had been painted on. Her long blonde wavy hair spilled over her narrow shoulders and fluffed against her lower back near her rib cage. Jenna's stunningly beautiful face and deep blue eyes were made all the more perfect by the impeccable application of the expensive cosmetics supplied by Cole's staff. He couldn't remember ever seeing her look better than she did at this moment.
Cole led her down to the main floor dressed in the sexy lingerie. He wore satin pajamas himself. Jenna wanted to crawl into a hole as the arrogant football player paraded her around and introduced her to several of his staff members including the maid who had found her in Cole's bathroom the night of the party. None of them openly gawked at her scantily clad body (they had all been through this drill before), but Carl Swenson, Cole's security manager, subtly admired the voluptuous body that he'd seen masturbating on the video from Cole's bathroom.
She was even hotter in person.
The previous night Carl observed the action on monitors in the security room as Cole launched his plan to seduce the gorgeous blonde. Carl watched in awe as his boss convinced her husband to have her stay with him for the next three weeks to work off her "debt". The security chief was amazed when the husband actually fell for the ruse and left his sexy wife in Cole's unscrupulous hands. Carl had to give credit to his boss; it was sparkling performance and now the smoking blonde was at the mercy of his brilliantly devious plan.
Carl had seen and heard enough before he went to bed at 11:00 p.m. to know that Cole's married real estate agent was in for the night of her life. Based on Cole's track record, Carl suspected their wild sex would last well into the morning.
Boy did he call that one right...the security man reviewed the tapes earlier this morning and confirmed his suspicions, his large black boss had fucked the living shit out of the married blonde all night long. He'd always admired Cole's sexual stamina, but even he was in awe of the football player's performance last night.
The married real estate agent proved to be quite the little tiger herself. Carl hadn't witnessed many women endure the onslaught that the blonde received, and certainly few had done it so enthusiastically and over such a long time from his powerful boss. Carl himself had closed the door to the security room and jacked-off while watching Cole roughly pounding the hot blonde doggy style to multiple orgasms on the beach.



Carl now asked if he could have a minute with Cole. Jenna waited unaware as they talked quietly 25 feet away. "Her husband will be here in 90 minutes, so if you want to execute your plan, you'll need to eat quickly and head out to the pool in an hour to get into position."
Cole agreed and told Carl to be ready at 4:30 p.m. to do a "walkthrough".
Cole and Jenna were famished. Neither had eaten in almost 24 hours, all the while expending an overwhelming amount of sexual energy. Cole's chef had prepared a feast out under a covered patio on the spacious grounds a couple of hundred feet from the house. Jenna remembered walking through the area the night of Cole's party.
Oysters on the half shell, caviar, jumbo shrimp cocktail and plates of sashimi appetizingly awaited them. Both sat down and filled their plates with the delectable Asian fare. Cole's chef filled their glasses with expensive champagne while he ogled Jenna's nearly naked breasts. Cole gorged himself as Jenna more reservedly, but hungrily dined on the scrumptious spread. The chef refilled their glasses; Cole told Jenna to finish hers several times.
Cole wasn't aware, but Jenna's husband was convinced that raw oysters and champagne were two things that always aroused his gorgeous wife. Now to the large black man's benefit, the blonde hottie had just consumed a half dozen delicious Kumamoto oysters in addition to the caviar and several pieces of fresh Salmon, Yellowtail, and Albacore.
Ryan Nielsen knew his wife well; Jenna felt a tingling between her legs as she emptied her champagne glass. Cole glanced at his watch and instructed Jenna to suck down her last oyster; he watched as the slippery shellfish slipped between her gorgeous lips. It wouldn't be long before the aphrodisiac contributed to the dampness building between her lower lips.
The NFL linebacker got up from the table and reached for her hand. He led her across the large lawn area and steered her to an obscure deck between the house and the pool that was bordered by flower gardens and a stately hedge that divided the view from the Great Room out towards the pool. They walked up onto the composite deck; Cole told her to take off her lingerie and lay down on the padded blanket.
Jenna looked at him in disbelief; she suspected anyone looking out from inside the house could see her naked.
She was partially correct, but the busty blonde could not have known that Cole and Carl had picked this location strategically; the thick waist-high hedge guarded most of the concealed spot from anyone inside.
Cole gave her a stern look; she realized quickly she shouldn't wait for him to tell her again. Jenna reached down and unclipped the garters before slowly removing the shoulder straps and releasing her fantastic breasts. The big-titted blonde wiggled out of the sexy outfit and let it fall onto the blanket at her feet; she was now naked except for the hot stockings and stilettos. Jenna lay down on her back on the soft blanket while Cole positioned himself between her long sexy legs. Jenna trembled in anticipation; she secretly hoped Cole would have her for dessert.
She got her wish.
Cole knew he didn't have a lot of time, but was confident he could bring her to climax in minutes. Jenna spread her legs for him and moaned as he licked around her already slick thighs. The confident lover had learned what she liked the previous night and he quickly started off doing those things to her waiting pussy. Jenna gasped as the experienced stud pleasured her immediately. He lapped in and around her waiting hole; Cole confirmed his desirable taste for her sweet slit.
"Oh Bull...umph!" She grunted breathlessly as she massaged his head with her writhing hands.
Cole increased his pace and soon had her lifting her hips to his wonderful mouth. He vibrated her clit with his long tongue and she moaned loudly, "Jesus Cole, your tongue feels so good...uhn!"
He let it go that she failed to call him by the proper name, why interrupt a good thing? The NFL star took her to her special place quickly; her cries and moans became more urgent and the sexy blonde began to wiggle her hips. His goal was to give her a taste of orgasm, but to leave her horny and wanting more. Just then, Jenna cried out that she was cumming as she excitedly squeezed her own tits in anticipation of another mind bending orgasm. But just as her hips began to shake, the cruel black man pulled away. A confused and frustrated gasp escaped her lips as her hips sagged back down and she experienced only a tiny wave of delight.
"Why'd you stop Bull, it felt sooo good?"
"You didn't earn a full cum when you failed to swallow my morning nut. If you want me to finish what I started and take you where I did last night, you need to get back on your knees and finish what you didn't in bed this morning!"
"I'm sorry about that Bull, it shot out so fast that it caught me off guard, I promise I'll do better now!" She apologized pathetically.
Cole thought again about how much he loved being in control of another man's wife, especially considering that man would soon be watching as his apologetic wife would make her previous shortcomings up to him.
"It ain't gonna come out any slower now bitch, so you better be ready!"
The compliant wife moved up to her knees and rubbed her hands on his muscular thighs. His big cock was soon to get quite the apology.
Cole placed a Bluetooth earpiece on his ear and dropped his satin PJ bottoms to his ankles. The gorgeous blonde wife frantically reached for his huge black cock. He pushed her hands away and instead brought it to her lips as she instinctively opened her mouth and took him inside. Jenna starvingly sucked on the rubbery head and swirled her slippery tongue around it multiple times. Cole reached down and ran his fingers through her hair. Her hot mouth felt so fucking good.
"Suck that thing girl. I saw how much you liked that sushi for lunch, get ready now, you're gonna get a different kind of tasty salty fish for dessert!"
Jenna would normally have cringed at such a brash statement, but probably due to the oysters, champagne or her unfinished orgasm, she found herself uncontrollably aroused as she slutishly sucked on his fat cock. She let it slip between her lips, "Oh God Bull, I can't wait!"
Cole's earpiece beeped in his ear. He reached up and pushed the call button and heard Carl's voice on the other end. "Cole, is she in position?"
"Yes Carl!" Cole said as he held the back of her head while Jenna glanced up with his cock deep between her saliva coated lips while pressing against her tonsils.
Cole pointed to his earpiece to acknowledge to Jenna he was speaking on it. He then lowered his hands back through her hair as he thrust his hips forward and shoved more cock in her mouth.
"Our setup is ideal," Carl spoke into his ear. "That position is perfect!"
"You can say that again!" Cole joked as he held Jenna's heavenly head in his hands. Carl could hear his boss's heavy breathing as the busty wife wetly slobbered all over his vein thick dick.
"I will let you know when he arrives, out," Carl said before Cole's Bluetooth beeped.
Cole tangled his fingers in her thick blonde hair as Jenna enthusiastically pleasured him for the next 10-20 minutes. Her gorgeous mouth spit, soaked, and swallowed his mesmerizing shaft. The wanton WILF tested every ounce of his staying power. And although he had excellent cum control, this was the best blow job she'd given him yet and was quickly bringing him towards climax.
Cole lifted her to her feet and kissed her wetly on the lips. Their tongues intertwined as he squeezed and teased her big tits. He reached down and gripped her ass cheeks and pulled her hips against him. His rock hard cock pressed against her stomach as Jenna slipped her hand between them and frantically stroked his shaft.
Cole's housekeeper Juanita walked past the windows and noticed her boss passionately kissing the topless blonde out on the deck. The staff was accustomed to scenes like this, but nonetheless she muttered "slut" in Spanish under her breath as she moved towards the galley. Carl was inside looking out the adjacent windows; he noticed Juanita and reminded her that she and Maria were to remain upstairs when the husband arrived.
Cole's Bluetooth beeped again. Carl told him Ryan Nielsen had just entered the gate and was coming up the drive. Cole kissed along Jenna's neck and playfully bit her ear as she continued jacking him off. He lowered his head and sucked on one of her tits as she moaned, caressed his head and encouraged him to keep pleasuring her sensitive nipples.
Cole's Bluetooth beeped again, "The doorbell just rang boss, I can see her naked back and flowing blonde hair, you better get her back into position."
Cole nibbled on her rock hard nipples one last time before pushing her back down to her knees. Jenna's head disappeared from view just as Carl opened the door.
As Carl walked Ryan through the foyer and into the Great Room, they could see Cole standing outside near the pool holding a drink while talking on his Bluetooth headset. He was wearing a satin pajama top but they could only see him from the stomach up as one of the well manicured landscaping hedges divided the area between the house and the pool.
Cole waved to them through the large window. Ryan didn't know it, but the professional football player was talking to Carl through his headset, he wasn't wearing pants, and his beautiful naked wife was down on her knees slutishly sucking the linebacker's 11 inch big black viper of a cock.
Cole removed his pajama top.
Ryan couldn't believe the size of Cole's massive chest and arms. He was much bigger now than his days at UCLA.
Ryan remarked, "Wow he's gotten much bigger since college!"
"Oh you know he's always been huge, but he's hard as a rock at the moment," Carl said. "Not many can handle him these days! That large black man has been pumping really hard lately. Just last night and again this morning he put his workout partner through a couple of incredible sessions! I'm sure he will do it again today. But I have to say his current partner is real good...almost capable of keeping up with him!"
"Twice in one day, he's an animal!" Ryan joked.
"Oh, most of his partners call him "Bull". There is no limit to how many times a day he can pump it! For that very reason he prefers multiple partners!"
"I can see why. Look at the bulging veins in his arms and chest!" Ryan said in amazement.
"Oh you think those are big, they're nothing compared to the way they bulge in his lower body." Carl stated, trying his best to maintain a straight face.
Jenna pulled her mouth off and Carl heard her praise sexily, "Bull I love the way the huge veins in your cock rub the inside of my mouth and your rigid abs are such a turn-on. You're a rock!" She began to slide her hands up his washboard stomach. Cole nearly spilled his drink as he quickly pushed them back down and told her to focus on his cock.
Carl noticed the sudden action and wasn't sure but thought he had seen the tips of Jenna's painted nails on Cole's washboard stomach. Unsuspecting Ryan Nielsen hadn't seen a thing.
Ryan asked Carl how the sports agency breakfast had gone earlier in the morning. The question caught the security man off guard but he played it off and said, "Good". He quickly remembered that Cole had lied and told Ryan that Jenna would be cooking for a large group this morning. "As a matter of fact, your wife laid out quite a spread. After dining on her treats, Cole was quite satisfied! He said he especially liked a particular breakfast pie she provided. My understanding is she found a big sausage and some AAA sized eggs in a large bag; the meat from the sausage and the white's from the oversized eggs filled her delectable pie."
He continued, "As the breakfast ended, Cole was so impressed that he told her he was looking forward to sharing her treats with other friends and business associates. Cole offered her the opportunity to finish the tasty sausage dish herself, he said he was quite surprised at her appetite. In his words, "She gobbled it down!" He suspected she had built up quite an appetite from the dirty work she did all night long! Cole was true to his word and worked her to the bone; he made sure she did a lot of filthy stuff down on her hands and knees. But he said he was very impressed at the way she enthusiastically accepted her punishment. That wife of yours even pleaded with him to give her more!"
Ryan said proudly he knew she would not disappoint Cole. As for the meal, he didn't know which dish in particular Carl was referring too, but he wasn't surprised as she had so many good ones.
"So I've heard!" Carl said as he laughed to himself.
Cole heard the little story that Carl had just told Jenna's husband and said to himself, "I need to give that guy a raise when we get to Dallas!" He pulled his cock from between Jenna's wet lips and wiped it around her face.
As the two men stood looking out the big picture windows at Cole, Carl carried on the conversation with Ryan while listening to his boss's heavy breathing on his headset. "Ryan, you may have noticed the flagpole in the center of the circular drive as you approached today. Cole is very patriotic and requires an American flag fly at his home 365 days a year. He is in the process of having a similar pole installed at his new house in Dallas."
Ryan looked at Carl trying to understand the significance of the statement.
The security man continued, "As a matter of fact he is having his pole erected as we speak. Cole won't be able to meet with you this morning as he is directing the worker as to how he wants the erection handled." Carl could hear Cole breathing heavily and occasionally grunting through the headset, "That's it; lick and suck that big pole Mrs. Nielsen...you got it at full-staff! You are doing great with the erection baby, yeah that's real nice, suck it!"
Jenna momentarily cringed at the reference to her married name while another man's huge cock was buried in her throat. She then carried on with her incredible blow job.
Ryan asked if he could see his wife. Carl turned his head away from Ryan and looked out at Cole again. He said that would be impossible because she was currently busy working on Cole's dick and balls.
Cole looked back into the house alarmingly.
"Pardon me, what did you say?" Ryan asked tersely.
Carl turned back around and spoke directly to Ryan so that he could now see and hear him more clearly. "Cole is very into his billiards Mr. Nielsen, your wife is busy polishing his stick and balls...you know cue stick and billiard balls. He is having a tournament with some of his buddies later today; he is very particular about how he likes his stick and balls maintained."
Ryan and Cole both breathed a sigh of relief.
"Oh...okay, I thought you said something else," responded Ryan dryly.
"What did you think I said?"
"Never mind...I recall polishing his cue stick as being one of her responsibilities on the contract." Ryan muttered.
"Yes when he is actively shooting with his stick, he is pretty adamant about having it serviced every morning and again later in the day." Carl said matter-of-factly. "He is quite neurotic that way."
Carl could hear Cole telling Jenna, "Lick the tip with your wet tongue as you stroke your spit onto the shaft like I taught you. Don't forget the balls, although I probably don't have to remind you about those, I know how much you love having them in your mouth."
Carl went on, "Just awhile ago, I know that Cole spent time with your wife showing her how he likes his stick serviced and his balls conditioned. To Cole, the tip is one of the most important parts on his stick and he hates when his balls are not well oiled. He made her spend an inordinate amount of time practicing, but eventually she learned how to satisfy his lofty expectations."
"Swirl your tongue around the head and lick that tip like I taught you; stroke that stick girl...uh-huh!" Carl heard through his earpiece.
Ryan's wife was sucking the large black football player off like a whore. She wanted to make up for the earlier session.
Cole noticed her wedding ring as she stroked the shaft with the head in her mouth; he reached down and slid it off her finger. Jenna hesitated momentarily before resuming her efforts.
"That feels real good, spit on my balls and massage them too. Yeah that's better...yeah just like that...get ready to swallow my seed slut! I'll give you the ring back when you're done." Cole's voice resonated through Carl's headset again.
Cole slipped the ring between his fingers and held up his hand. The bright reflection from the 3-carat diamond flashed back at Carl and Ryan. Cole loved that Ryan was no more than 30 yards away as he held the wedding band that represented their marital bond while the man's beautiful wife pleasured him enthusiastically.
Ryan wasn't sure what the bright object was between Cole's huge fingers as the two men watched the linebacker close his eyes, he seemed to be concentrating on something. "Wow he seems to be deep in thought, I wonder what he's thinking about." Ryan asked.
"He's probably trying to remember something about the erection instructions." Carl replied before hearing Jenna's urgent plea.
"Cum for me Bull! Shoot it in my mouth, I'll try to swallow it all this time!"
Cole was so aroused by Jenna's slutty behavior, the exceptional blowjob, and the knowledge that her husband was witness to the erotic experience that he couldn't hold out any longer.
Carl could hear Cole's breath getting short and then heard him grunt several times. "Uhn...uhn...yeah...there's more...hold it...don't let it spill out...that's it...hold it in and...oh fuck bitch swallow faster...shit it's running down your chin...dammit you better learn to swallow all my seed...I can see you are going to need a lot more practice!"
Carl laughed to himself as he had yet to see a woman capable of swallowing all of one of Cole Steele's prodigious loads.
As Ryan and Carl watched, Cole got a disturbed look on his face.
"I'm guessing Cole just shot his wad and wasn't totally satisfied with the quality of the work," Carl said.
"What do you mean?" Ryan asked quizzically.
"You might find it kind of funny Mr. Nielsen, but as much money as he's worth, Cole always gets that pained look when he parts with his assets. I'm guessing the worker just milked him dry and Cole winced when he exhausted his ample budget! Based on that look, it seems he wasn't satisfied with the end result; he must have been disappointed with how the erection was managed at the conclusion." Carl responded with a straight face.
Ryan was surprised that Cole would take something as benign as polishing his cue stick or the erection of a flagpole so seriously. But nonetheless he could see anger in Cole's eyes, "Shit, that worker better get to making it up to him, he looks really pissed. If I were them I would do whatever it takes to make that man happy!"
"Oh I'm sure they will...I'm sure they will Mr. Nielsen!" Carl replied before laughing to himself.
Unbeknownst to Ryan, he hadn't just witnessed a look of dissatisfaction on Cole's face, but rather he had seen a look of ecstasy as the large black man pumped his wife's throat full of semen. The angry look that followed was Cole's reaction when, despite her best effort, his wife didn't swallow his entire load and some spilled out of her mouth and onto her chin.
"Ryan I will make sure your wife gets the items you brought for her, but I need to see you out as I have lots to do today," Carl said as he walked Ryan back towards the front entry.
Ryan looked over his shoulder one last time and waved to Cole who was taking a sip from his drink. The diamond from Jenna's wedding ring flashed again. Cole gave him a head nod and looked down to watch Ryan's wife wipe her chin and bring her cum covered fingers from her right hand to her mouth.



Cole slipped her wedding band back onto her ring finger on her other hand and slid the diamond through a big glob of his spooge. Cole thought to himself, "That diamond isn't so shiny anymore." Cole looked up to see Ryan Nielsen head out the door as Jenna brought her left hand to her mouth and licked it off.
The ring however, was going to need a much more thorough cleaning.
Carl took the bag that Ryan had dropped off over to a nearby table. Cole's security man opened it and went through the contents. Conservative underwear, bras, and tennis shoes, as well as makeup and toiletries filled the bag. He found a note from Ryan telling Jenna how much he loved her, how much he would miss her for the next three weeks and that he couldn't wait for this nightmare to be over. The letter said he had a handle on everything at work. The note encouraged her to call if she got a chance. The husband finished by saying he'd be counting the days until the 11th!
Carl inserted the note back inside, carried it out, and threw the whole bag in the trash.
*****
Meanwhile, Cole led Jenna over to an area of the large pool where several chaise lounges were lined up. He grabbed a handful of towels and told her to lay them out on two of the lounge chairs. Cole admired Jenna's beautiful ass and protruding pussy lips as she bent over to spread the towels. He told her to take off her tights and heels.
Jenna was self-conscious about her nakedness in broad daylight in front of the massive windows that overlooked Cole's spacious pool deck, but she thought she looked less slutty without the heels and tights and was happy to remove them. Cole didn't even think twice about being naked by the pool as his staff had seen him with dozens of undressed women around the palatial estate. Usually he was engaged in some sort of sexual act.
He would be again soon.
Cole's driver Dave walked by the windows and took an extra long look at the naked visitor. He thought to himself, "This guy gets more hot pussy than Wilt Chamberlain!" He stared at Jenna's beautiful tits and shook his head.
"Why couldn't I have been a rich professional football star with a foot-long cock?"
Although it was late in the day, mid-summer So Cal afternoon rays were still strong enough to burn the skin. Cole pulled out a bottle of Hawaiian Tropic 4 SPF oil; he told Jenna to lie on her stomach as he oiled her spectacular body. He rubbed it on her back and shoulders before coating her fine ass. As he ran his fingers down between her cheeks and brushed her pussy lips, Cole noticed as Jenna subtly spread her legs to give him better access. He applied the oil to her legs, again brushing her pussy lips as he erotically messaged it on her upper thighs. Cole then told her to roll over onto her back.
The All-pro linebacker liberally oiled her legs and feet before gliding his strong hands over her narrow hips. He dripped oil onto her heart shaped pubes and ran his fingers erotically through her patch as he oiled her mound and lower stomach. Jenna was obviously very sensitive in this area and Cole could see her squirming as he gently massaged with his strong fingers.
Cole poured the oil on her stomach and chest and rubbed it in before paying special attention to her tits. He rubbed the slippery liquid erotically on her fare-skinned breasts. Small moans escaped from her lips, "That feels good Bull..."
The black man heard her sigh disappointedly as he moved to her arms, shoulders and neck. In spite of being completely naked and on full display, Jenna secretly hoped he would go back to having her for dessert.
Cole then told her to apply the oil to his skin as he lay down on his stomach. Jenna was trembling slightly from his ministrations as she liberally coated his muscle covered back with the coconut scented oil. The blonde wife deeply massaged his torso with her soft hands and then poured more oil on his shoulders, neck, and muscular arms. She moved down his body and applied the oil to both of his massive legs. He spread them his huge thighs, exposing his balls to her. Jenna coated his ass cheeks with oil and methodically rubbed it in before she lowered her oily hand and cupped his huge nuts. She affectionately massaged them with her slippery fingers before she lowered her other hand and squeezed and fondled each of them at the same time.
"God they're so big and hot Bull. I like...um...touching them." Jenna said in a mesmerizingly erotic voice.
The gorgeous blonde fondly fondled the oversized orbs for minutes before she lowered her head, licked his scrotum and softly nibbled on it. The blonde wife opened her mouth wide and sucked each of his balls between her lips before letting them pop in and out. Jenna spit on his smooth sack and used her tongue to smear it around before going back to popping them from her mouth. Cole let her savor the flavor for quite some time.
Finally he rolled over on his back. Jenna had a hungry look on her face as she squirted oil on her palms and rubbed it around on his muscular chest and washboard stomach. He reached up and tweaked one of her slippery nipples as her big tits hung enticingly in front of him. She returned the favor. "Tit for a tat," she said cutely and they both laughed. It was a line she remembered from one of her favorite episodes of Friends.
Cole liked being around her, not just for the fantastic sex, but there was something more that attracted him to Jenna Nielsen. He rarely had those feelings for women he dated. Cole couldn't remember the last time he felt that way about a woman.
Jenna erotically applied the oil to his muscular chest, shoulders, and bulging biceps before moving to his massive legs. She purposely avoided his cock, but she couldn't take her eyes off it. Jenna finished oiling his legs and then glided her hands up his muscle bound thighs. The horny blonde slowly reached for his long soft dick and stroked it with her slippery fingers. Seeing it limply in daylight for the first time really exposed just how much bigger it was than her husband's. Even in its flaccid state it was much longer and significantly thicker than Ryan's hard cock.
As Jenna stroked it, she began to feel it swell in her hand. She reached down with her other hand and played with his slippery balls while she continued stroking the growing shaft. Jenna was already mesmerized by the size and it was still only partially hard. But just as she began to increase the pace of her hand action, she was suddenly startled by Cole's approaching chef; Mario was carrying a tray of cocktails. Jenna quickly pulled her hands away and made a vain attempt to cover her tits.
Cole scolded her immediately. "Get your hands back down there and stroke it bitch! My staff is accustomed to seeing me having sex around the complex and it's not your choice where and when we do it!"
Mario walked up and asked where Cole wanted the drinks. "Hand me mine, but set hers on that table, she was just getting back to my cock, weren't you Jenna?"
"...yes Bull." She replied defeatedly.
Jenna dropped her hands from her boobs and reached over and groped Cole's semi-hard dick. Mario's eyes got wide as he checked out her fantastic tits. "Anything else boss?" The chef asked distractedly.
"Bring us another one in 15 minutes Mario. Can I ask what you are you preparing for dinner tonight?"
"I was inspired by your guest Mr. Steele, so I'm preparing rack of lamb!" Mario responded with a smile as he ogled Jenna's incredible breasts yet again.
"Good choice Mario that will be all."
As he walked away, Cole said, "He's a fantastic chef and really likes the benefits of working for me."
"You encourage voyeurism?" Jenna asked sarcastically.
"I am completely comfortable with nudity and expect my guests to be as well. My employees are very loyal to me. I compensate them well and provide them with certain perks they are unlikely to get working anywhere else. One of those perks is seeing beautiful women naked, often times having sex with me. Some of those women are very famous."
He went on, "I don't allow my staff to take pictures or video, but as long as they do their jobs effectively, I don't mind if they watch on occasion. It's not every day that most people get to go to their job and witness Scarlett Johansson naked and in the throes of orgasm!"
She couldn't believe he was telling her this.
"As for you Jenna, you need to get accustomed to public nakedness immediately. For the next three weeks you'll rarely be wearing clothes, and when you are, it will be lingerie or something else very revealing. I like to be stimulated all the time and I really like your sexy body. You should expect we will have lots of spontaneous sex and much of it will be out in the open."
"Why me Bull? You can have any woman you want." Jenna questioned carefully.
"Don't flatter yourself Jenna; I'm not limiting myself to only your tight pussy. I get to have sex with those other women and I get to have you as well. But I have to admit, I've wanted to fuck you since the first time I saw you in the dorms at UCLA. But in those days I was more into football than girls, but you were always the exception. I used to imagine all the things I would do to you with my big inexperienced cock whenever I saw you on campus or at parties. Those were all just fantasies for 10 years until you walked into my bathroom, stole money from me, and masturbated while fantasizing about my big black cock. It's ironic that we are having this conversation while you finally have it wrapped in your little hands."
Jenna had no idea he had lusted for her all these years, nor how to respond to his unexpected admission. She looked blankly at his handsome face as she continued stroking the vein-covered slippery shaft with both hands.
"Lie back down and bag some rays while you drink your cocktail. Mario will be out with another one in 10 minutes and that one needs to be finished when he does." Cole lectured. "Anyway, my cock could use a break for awhile, he's gonna be busy tonight enjoying himself in your wet warm places again. The Mamba will be back satiating your mouth and wet pussy, but he's got his sights set on another secret cave of yours." Ryan had told Cole years ago that Jenna loved anal sex...tonight she was going to learn what it felt like to be ass-fucked by a very large black man.
"I've never had anal sex Bull!" Jenna lied. "You are way too big, you'll split me open with it!"
"Don't lie to me Jenna, I see how much you like it with my fingers in your ass, you can't tell me you haven't experienced anal before! Think about it before you answer me." Cole lectured.
"Okay, I admit Ryan and I have done it a few times, but you are so much bigger than him!"
Cole laughed, "Yes I am much bigger than him, but you thought the same thing last night when I reamed your semi-virgin pussy. Before the night was over, you were taking everything I could give you...and begging for more!"
"...yes Bull, but that was different, my vagina stretched for you, my butt won't be able to do it." She said with fear in her voice.
"As I told you last night, don't use that fucking word when you are talking to me. You call it your pussy, cunt, slit or snatch, just like you do when we're having sex and you are worked up, horny, and talking dirty...if you don't get it I'll put you over my knee and spank you like I did last night. Do you understand?"
"Yes Bull, I meant my pussy."
"But in response to your concern...you'd be surprised. By the end of the night you'll be taking the horny Mamba in your hot little ass and begging him not to stop!"
Cole sounded so fucking confident and based on her experience the previous night; it was hard to argue with him. But nonetheless, Jenna was still nervous at the thought of him penetrating her sphincter with his massive black cock. That said, anal sex had always been a favorite part of her lovemaking with Ryan, and if she could somehow accommodate Cole's huge cock, maybe it would rival the heavenly experience her pussy enjoyed the night before...
They finished 3 cocktails and enjoyed the Southern California sunshine for the next 60 minutes.
The Cowboys' new linebacker got up and took the sexy blonde by the hand and led her to one of the large hot tubs that circled his massive swimming pool. It wasn't the same tub that she and Ryan had been in when they met Trent and Lisa at Cole's party, but was shaped the same.
All three hot tubs were fed by waterfall-style hot water-filled troughs. The channels were nearly flat, but had just enough pitch for the water to flow downward into the swirling tubs. Each trough was 4 feet long and 30 inches wide and was complemented by 4 narrow streams that shot into them rainbow style from either side. At night, colored lights illuminated the streams and accentuated the rainbow feature.
Each channel was lined with smooth plaster just like the tubs themselves. Colorful miniature glass tiles were arranged in tasteful designs of nude women and inlayed into the bottom of each trough. Jenna had to admit it was beautiful detail that she had never seen before. Cole had a special purpose in mind when he designed the waterfall channels this way.
Jenna would learn that purpose very shortly.
The naked pair stepped down into the hot water and enjoyed the soothing jets streaming from multiple angles. After a few minutes Cole pulled Jenna close to him, turned her around and maneuvered her onto his lap so her back was up against his chest. She could feel his big limp cock against her ass. The NFL player reached around and softly cupped her heavy tits; he rubbed them confidently as he kissed along her neck and nibbled on her ear.
"Did you like when I ate your pussy earlier Jenna?" He asked seductively in her ear.
His married real estate agent turned her head and stuck out her tongue before he sucked it into his mouth. They kissed several times before she said sexily, "I loved it...and I didn't want you to stop."
Cole squeezed her tits with his big hands, "Do you want me to finish what I started?" The lustful black man asked before he sunk his tongue between her beautiful lips.
Jenna sucked on it and whispered, "Please Bull, I do..."
Cole nibbled and kissed her neck while playing with her nipples before he lifted her up and set her gorgeous ass on the edge of the waterfall trough. Hot water spilled around her butt as he positioned himself between her legs and told her to lie back down. Jenna nervously lay on her back on top of the nude woman tile art. The shallow hot water streamed through her hair, around her shoulders and down her body before spilling into the tub. The narrow rainbow streams of cold water lightly pelted down on and around her.
Jenna stared up at the beautiful cloudless sky and the flowering Jacaranda trees that canopied over the hot tub area...she couldn't remember ever being in a more erotic situation. She was nervous, but aroused beyond control; she was about to learn what Cole's purpose was in designing the waterfall channels this way.
The black stallion raised her legs onto his muscular shoulders and kissed his way along her inner thighs before he dove-in and ate her pussy like no one had ever in her life. Jenna squealed loudly, lifted her head and squeezed her tits as she watched as his magical tongue danced on and around her quivering clit.
She remembered back to Cole's party when one of the black guys in the tub had asked her and Lisa if they wanted a ride in the warm water trough...she now knew what he had in mind; she didn't want it to stop!
Before long, a new fountain was introduced into the channel when hot cum squirted into the air from Jenna's climaxing pussy.
Cole was insatiable as he skillfully brought her to one incredible oral orgasm after another. Eventually, he rolled her onto her stomach; she shifted up onto her elbows to keep from getting a mouthful of water. He licked up and down her crack before expertly tonguing her asshole. He playfully slapped her ass several times.
"Oooh Bull!" She whimpered.
Her amazing black lover inserted one and then another finger into her ass and pleasured her as the hot water flowed across her sated pussy. Cole was reminded again just how sensitive her asshole was as he envisioned what it would be like fucking her there later tonight.
"God she has a great ass! It's going to look so good with my big dick splitting it open tonight!"
Cole kept his fingers buried in her butt as he pulled her hips up onto his shoulders. He hungrily ate her succulent pussy to two more grunting orgasms before she reluctantly begged him to stop. Cole kissed and softly licked around her sated loins as she eventually stopped shaking. The muscle-covered black man slowly released her hips from his shoulders and let her incredible body sink into the swirling water. Every sinewy muscle in her amazing body had turned to Jello. The two of them stared at one another as they enjoyed the peaceful serenity of being the only two people in the rollicking grounds of his impressive estate.
Jenna slowly waded over to him and straddled his lap. The blonde wife kissed around his neck and nibbled on his ear before she softly slid her aching pussy across his limp dick. In a sultry voice she said, "That was incredible Bull, you give great head! Do you mind if I return the favor? I hope you don't mind if I don't swallow it this time; you got to see me squirt, now I want to see it shoot from you!"
"This woman is earning her keep!"
Cole moved to the waterfall channel and hiked himself up into a sitting position on the edge of the spillway. Hot water streamed around his ass, muscular hips and down his balls before spilling back into the tub. His huge limp dick hung over the edge halfway down to the water. He beckoned for her to come and get it.
Jenna quickly moved between his legs, brought her huge tits together and cradled his fat cock between them. The contrast between her smooth white breasts and his jet black bulging snake was stirring to them both. Jenna kept her D-cups wrapped around it as she raised and lowered her upper body in the bubbling water. She could feel him harden as she pleasured him with her soft ample mounds, "Bull I can feel it getting harder between my tits!"
A large saliva stream oozed from her lips onto the head of his cock. She looked up at him with a naughty look on her face before dunking her head totally under water. Moments later she emerged and quickly sucked the wet rubbery head into her mouth. To Cole she looked like a slutty mermaid as she set about sucking his cock in earnest.
Jenna took him deeply into her throat and bobbed up and down on his now rock-hard pole. She slutishly pulled it from her mouth and spit on it before engulfing it again. Her hands stroked it and squeezed his balls. He ran his fingers through her wet hair and thrust his cock as deeply as he could into her sexy mouth.
"Fuck my mouth Bull..." She purred before swirling her tongue on the rubbery head.
Jenna desperately slurped it back between her lips. Her phenomenal tits jiggled as she frantically stroked his entire length with both hands. She pulled it out again, "Oh Bull I love your big cock...I've wanted it every minute since you let me suck it last night!"
Cole tangled his hands in her wet hair as he watched her pleasuring his ebony pole.
Jenna then lowered her mouth and licked, kissed, and sucked on his slippery nuts. "Mmm...they taste good. I want what they are stirring for me Bull!"
Cole had always been impressed at the way Jenna carried herself so professionally in the business world, but at this moment he thought, "She's a whorish, foul-mouthed, horny black cock slut...if her husband could only see her now!"
"Cum for me you big black STUD!" Jenna begged.



He grabbed her wet hair with both hands and shoved his dick further down her throat, "That's enough talking, suck that thing!" Cole fucked her mouth for several more minutes before he pulled it out and rubbed it around her face as her tongue desperately licked at whatever part of it she could find.
Cole pressed it back between her pouty lips; she sucked on the head as her hand came back up and jacked him off as fast as she could. Jenna's other hand didn't sit idle; it squeezed and massaged his stirring nuts. Cole was accustomed to getting great blowjobs, but he couldn't remember one any better than this. Jenna's talent, technique, and desire could hold its own with anyone.
"Okay baby, are you ready?"
"Yes Bull...I want to see it erupt!" She gasped excitedly as she frantically stroked his shaft. Jenna lowered her mouth and fluttered her tongue across the tip like she was eating pussy.
Cole grunted, "Here it comes!"
Jenna pulled her head away and continued frenetically stroking as she pointed it up towards the sky. She felt a surge through his black snake before his load shot several feet into the air and landed in her tub soaked hair. The next two blasts splattered on the side of her face and on her shoulder. Jenna's own climax hit at that moment and Cole watched in amazement as she threw her head back and came without physical stimulation.
Cole's cock continued to spew onto Jenna's chest and into the water near her tits. She refocused on his cock; she couldn't believe he was still cumming. Jenna moved forward and opened her mouth in time to catch the last of spurts onto her extended tongue. The blonde wife slowly milked his shaft as she took the head in her mouth and sucked off the sticky remnants.
Her husband usually spurted 4-5 times when he came; Jenna witnessed at least 11 blasts spewing from her black lover's big cock. And it wasn't just the number, but the volume and power that astounded her. She thought back to a porn movie she'd seen in college where the actor came like that, "Bull might even have Peter North beat...Jesus!"
"Oh my God Bull...that was amazing!" Jenna said as she slowly stroked his softening shaft with her cum covered hands and remnants of his load around her mouth.
Cole smiled and asked, "Did it shoot like you hoped it would?"
Jenna looked up at him and said, "No wonder I'm having so much trouble swallowing it all!"
They both laughed before Cole questioned, "Did you just cum without physical stimulation?"
Jenna sheepishly responded, "That hasn't happened to me for a long time, but yes I did. I was just really turned-on to see it shoot out like that!"
Cole looked at her with astonished satisfaction. All he could say was "Wow!"
Cole's driver Dave handed the binoculars to his chef Mario and said, "I think she just got him off, that chick is a horny thing isn't she."
Mario looked through the high powered lenses and responded, "Yes, those climaxes she had on his tongue were something to see, hopefully the two of them put on a show at dinner tonight. I can't wait to see what he brings her dressed in or better yet maybe it won't be anything!"
"I'll second that!" Dave replied with a grin.
Maria walked by and said "You perverts get back to work" in Spanish. They both knew enough of the language to get the gist of her statement. All three of them laughed.
After drying off, Cole let Jenna put the cami back on as they went back up to his bedroom. They showered together before Cole instructed her to put on the red lace bra and garter skirt outfit that she'd modeled for him earlier. He gave her an hour to get ready for dinner.
Jenna emerged from the bathroom looking even hotter than she had in the white lingerie. Her full tits looked scrumptious as she modeled it sexily for him. Cole told her to turn around and as she did so he whistled and said he couldn't decide whether he liked the front or the back better. Her fantastic legs looked great in the sexy tights and 5 inch stiletto heels. Jenna knew she looked amazing in the outfit, but was still embarrassed about wearing it down for dinner.
Jenna got even less comfortable when he told her to peel off the g-string. She looked at him with a look of disbelief before very slowly stretching the petite garment over her hips and inching it down her legs before stepping out of it. The sheer skirt was very short and Cole could now see her pussy lips below the hemline, "Perfect!"
"That's much better! Now turn around and bend over." She slowly spun around and bent at the waist. Jenna Nielsen was extremely limber and was able to keep her legs perfectly straight as she grabbed her ankles. The skirt rode up her ass and exposed her sweet puffy lips. Cole obviously loved the look.
"Come here and sit on my lap."
Cole wore a loose fitting tank top and baggy shorts. She obediently walked to him and started to turn before he told her to straddle and face him. Jenna hesitated momentarily before lifting her stocking clad leg over and resting her hips in his lap.
"Show me your tits."
Jenna thought to herself, "Hasn't he seen them enough over the past 24 hours?" She slid her thin straps off her shoulders and pulled her lace bra down. Her heavenly mounds sprung free.
"Bring them to my mouth." Jenna's little hands squeezed them together and did as he instructed. The massive football player softly licked and kissed her hardening nipples. "At dinner, I want you to show me these beautiful tits every few minutes, and not just when we are alone. I'm confident Mario's rack of lamb will be outstanding and he deserves to be rewarded with a few views at this beautiful rack!" Is that clear?"
Jenna got another incredulous look on her face before answering, "...yes Bull."
"Good, now let's head downstairs and enjoy a delectable meal."
The two arrived in Cole's well appointed dining room to a table already set with expensive china and crystal-wear. A beautiful flower bouquet adorned the center of the mahogany table. Gardena's, Stargazer Lilly's, and perfect red roses comprised the bouquet and elicited a stunning aroma that caught Jenna's attention immediately. She was an avid gardener and grew all three of these flowers; she loved the way each of them smelled individually, together they were absolutely sublime.
Flames flickered on tall crystal candlesticks.
Cole's chef Mario and one of his housekeeper's, Juanita were awaiting their arrival. Juanita had changed from her maid's uniform into black slacks and a white blouse. Mario wore his white double-breasted chef coat and toque hat. An open bottle of 1985 Dom Perignon sat on the table. When Cole and Jenna walked up, Juanita handed each of them a filled crystal champagne glass. Both Mario and Juanita checked out Jenna in her sexy lingerie. Juanita wasn't gay, but it was impossible not to look at the stunning woman standing in front of her. Mario openly ogled Jenna's fantastic body.
"I like your choice of lingerie boss!" Mario said to Cole as if Jenna weren't even there.
"Yes, I do to." Cole responded back as they both eyed Jenna from head to toe.
The married blonde looked exquisite in the sheer red skirt and lace bra. Her tits were pushed together and her nipples were clearly visible through the sheer fabric. Mario could see she wasn't wearing panties as he admired her little blonde bush and hanging pussy lips through the see-through fabric of the skirt. Her legs were stunning in the fence-net stockings and stiletto heels.
Jenna couldn't see herself ever getting used to being on display like this.
Cole brought his glass to Jenna's and they toasted. She still had a little buzz from the earlier cocktails, but the hot tub sex and shower had cleared her head some. Jenna had consumed Dom on a couple of occasions and was immediately reminded how much she liked it. Mario pulled her seat back and offered her to sit. The voyeuristic chef checked out her cleavage again as he looked over her shoulder while pushing in her chair.
Cole instructed her to swallow the little white pill that sat on her plate.
Juanita brought out the first delicious appetizer as Cole and Jenna made small talk about real estate values and the weather. Jenna was quickly realizing that she liked being with him even under the current circumstances. Cole was obviously very handsome and had a surprisingly good sense of humor. She thought he was almost as funny as Ryan.
They feasted on the delicious appetizers and finished the bottle of expensive champagne. Jenna was feeling no pain as Cole told her about his recent travels to the Champagne area of France. Jenna jealously envisioned the romantic locales that Cole described. She and Ryan had yet to make it to Europe, but they had every intention of doing so. Unfortunately a busy work life and quest for children had made it hard to do to this point.
Although they were having a great conversation, Cole wanted to remind her again who was in charge. He looked down at her chest and made a gesture that Jenna immediately understood. She reached up and slid the narrow bra straps off her shoulders before pulling the cups down and exposing her glorious tits.
"Mmm mmm..." Cole made the impressive sound in his throat. He nodded again and she pulled the cups back up and slid the straps back over her shoulders.
A few minutes later, Mario returned with a bottle of 1996 Opus One cabernet. He stared hungrily at Jenna as he uncorked the bottle and gave the cork to Cole. He poured a little in Cole's glass to test. As Cole swirled it in his glass, he nodded at Jenna again.
The hot blonde looked at him incredulously before slowly reaching up and pulling her bra straps from her shoulders again. Mario's eyes looked like two saucers as Jenna pulled the sexy bra down uncovered her stunning tits. Cole's chef nearly spilled several times while trying to pour the wine and staring at her chest simultaneously. While watching the interaction, Cole got a big satisfied smirk on his face.
After eventually filling both glasses, Mario reluctantly headed back into the kitchen. Cole nodded at Jenna and she replaced her bra once again.
They sipped the phenomenal wine as Mario returned with lobster bisque soup. And while Jenna disliked the ogling chef, she couldn't criticize his talents in the kitchen. The soup was as good as any she'd ever tasted. Cole toasted Mario's culinary expertise and they both emptied their wine glasses. The Opus was the best wine she'd ever tasted.
The two of them were now pretty fucked up.
Cole removed his shirt and instructed her to take off the bra. She did it reluctantly. The linebacker then told her to rub some of the hot soup on her nipples. Jenna shot him another disbelieving look before gasping from the hot temperature as she dipped her fingers in the soup and rubbed it around her areolas and protruding nipples. Cole moved his chair closer before leaning down and taking her soup covered nubs between his lips. The horny black man swirled his tongue around and slurped the tasty soup from her gorgeous breasts. Jenna let out a slight moaning sound.
Cole was still sucking on the blonde wife's tits as Mario and Juanita emerged from the kitchen with plates of rack of lamb, fingerling potatoes, and sautéed asparagus. Cole finished his business on Jenna's chest and moved his chair back around to his spot.
Mario and Juanita both admired Jenna's exposed breasts as they placed the dishes on the table in front of them. Mario had a special sense of pride as he could see some of his delicious soup still splattered on her succulent breasts.
The food was exquisite and paired with the outstanding wine it was a dinner to remember. Cole was accustomed to eating Mario's amazing cuisine, but Jenna couldn't ever remember a better meal. Cole emptied the last of the Opus into their glasses as they worked on the last of the delicious lamb. Cole said, "As good as this lamb is, I'd still have to say it's the second best rack at this table tonight."
Jenna, still uncomfortable with her nakedness, smiled an embarrassingly shy grin; she was flattered at the complement but the circumstances made it hard to acknowledge. For the next several minutes, they complemented the mouth-watering food and wine through slurred speech. As Jenna talked, Cole stealthily slid his shorts down his muscular legs; he had other things on his mind besides food and wine. He was now totally naked.
Juanita appeared a short time later with a tray of desserts including strawberries and whip cream as well as chocolate brownies. The maid placed the tray on the table and Jenna immediately remembered back to the night in college when she had her first lesbian experience. Her roommate Andrea and Andrea's girlfriend Kristen had cuffed and blindfolded her and dined on strawberries and whip cream while feasting on her delectable body.
Now in the current moment the strawberries and whip cream brought wetness to her pussy. She had no idea that the chocolate brownies contained a potent surprise.
Cole motioned for Jenna to come around to his side of the table. He pulled his chair away and she immediately noticed he was no longer wearing shorts. The muscle-covered black man pulled her down into his lap. Jenna could feel his big limp cock as it rested against her ass crack.
They took turns feeding each other whip cream dipped strawberries. Cole brought one to Jenna's tits and rubbed it on her hardening nipples. He ate the strawberry and licked the sugary remnants from her welcoming breasts. The married blonde returned the favor a few moments later.
Cole handed her one of the brownies. As Jenna brought it to her mouth, she got an unmistakable whiff of marijuana. She didn't like that he was forcing drugs on her, but had to admit that she had really enjoyed the feeling she got from the pot the previous night. She also correctly suspected he wasn't going to give her a choice. Jenna took a bite and didn't mind the taste at all; they both finished the chocolate treats about the same time. This was the last pot Cole would do for awhile as he would be tested at the start of training camp in July.
It wouldn't be the last for his married visitor.
Mario exited the kitchen and found the beautiful blonde sitting in his boss's lap. The two of them were kissing passionately and didn't even notice his presence. The chef knew they didn't need his services any longer...his boss had things very much under control. Mario took one last glance at Jenna's spectacular heaving tits before he returned to the kitchen and helped Juanita clean up, "Damn I hope he keeps her around here for awhile!"
The NFL player stood up and carried the blonde wife up to his bedroom.
*****
Cole threw her on the huge round bed; Jenna squealed drunkenly with anticipation. The huge black man climbed between her sexy legs and expertly dined on her succulent pussy.
As Jenna writhed in ecstasy, she glanced over and saw two narrow tables sitting next to his bed. The first had multiple sets of Velcro handcuffs and restraints, an eye mask, multiple types of lubricants, and a set of silver colored clamps attached by a chain. She and Ryan had experimented with sex toys and low level bondage stuff like cuffs and small leather straps, but he could never convince her to try anything kinkier.
Cole Steele wouldn't be giving her a choice.
Jenna was immediately nervous but her level of inebriation and the joy she was feeling between her legs quickly eased her tension.
The second table housed an egg shaped vibrator, a device shaped like a butterfly with straps, and a dozen lifelike dildos lined up in a row. The first faux-cock was Caucasian colored, 6 1/2 inches long, and average girth. Each got progressively longer, thicker, and darker than the previous. On the far end was a black monster...eleven inches long, very veiny, and thicker than her arm.
Jenna knew this one was intended to simulate Cole's massive cock; she fearfully thought to herself that it looked amazingly accurate.
Two of Cole Steele's long fingers were now rubbing with the rutted surface of Jenna's aching G-spot as his wonderful tongue danced around her rock-hard clit. His big left paw plied one of her firm tits.
Jenna loved the way he performed cunnilingus on her sensitive pussy, "Oh Bull, it feels so good...I love the way you do that!" He kissed along Jenna's firm inner thighs as he released her tit and slipped her clit between his experienced fingers. He spit on the swollen nub and rubbed around it erotically.
Jenna moaned and lifted her hips to meet his probing fingers.
Cole dropped his head and sucked her clit stud between his big lips. The hungry black man spent the next several minutes pleasuring her slippery little bump. Jenna moaned nonstop as he brought her to a wild grunting climax.
"God he eats my pussy so good..."
As she basked in the afterglow, she noticed a large wedge shaped satin covered memory pillow on the other side of the bed. Jenna had never seen one before, but she quickly imagined what it was for.
"Get on your hands and knees baby!" He ordered. "Crawl backwards over to me!"
The married blonde did as her black lover instructed. Her little red sheer skirt barely covered her glistening pussy lips; wetness was running down her thighs. He again admired her tremendous ass, "Wiggle it for me!"
She did so erotically. Cole thought to himself that she had a great knack for hip rhythm for a white woman.
Cole inched up her skirt and slapped his cock around her ass and pouty pussy lips.
"Oh Bull...that feels good!" She said excitedly. "Slap it with your big dick!"
Cole smiled and laughed to himself. It had been only a little over 24 hours since her husband had left her with him to begin her "punishment". Jenna had already transitioned from reluctant resistor to very willing participant.
"Let's see how she responds to being bound and fucked in the ass by my black stick!"
"Crawl over and grab that wedge pillow and bring it back over here."
He watched as she quickly retrieved it, "Now set it behind you, lean back against it and bring your pussy to me."
Jenna was aroused at the way he ordered her around, "Tell me what to do Bull!"
"Beg for it bitch..."
Jenna couldn't help herself, she was really fucked up and horny as hell, "Bull, you know how bad I want it. Please fuck me like you did last night!"
The married blonde leaned against the pillow with her sleek torso raised at a 30 degree angle and her mound at the edge of the bed. Cole grabbed her ankles just above the straps of her high heels. She straightened her legs as he spread her like a wishbone. He flopped his heavy cock up onto her pussy mound, "Rub it around your slit." Jenna excitedly reached down and grabbed the heavy semi-hard shaft and pleasured her sensitive pussy with it; she urgently slapped the heavy cock against her clit and moaned for him.
Jenna wanted it right now!
She brought the head to her slit and begged, "Stick it inside me Bull, please." She positioned it against her wet opening, Cole pushed forward and the huge head popped inside. Jenna gasped loudly.
Jenna erotically rubbed her tits as he worked the first couple inches into her; she loved being able to watch as he impaled her. Cole held Jenna's ankles as he spread her legs as far as his arms would go. The flexible wife was capable of doing full sideways splits, so she was more than limber enough to accommodate the position he was holding her in. Of course she wasn't accustomed to having a thick 11 inch black tube steak jammed inside her while in this position. Her pussy lips were being stretched like a rubber band.
"God, it's so fucking big...ugh," Jenna whimpered.
Cole slowly worked the rest of his cock in and out of her slick stretched opening. Her pussy lips seemed to turn inside out as he pulled out and pushed it back in. His dark dick shined from her wet juices each time it exited; he picked up the pace and was soon pistoning in and out of her tight heavenly hole. The married blonde moaned each time he shoved it deep into her loins.



Jenna pathetically begged him to let her play with her clit. Cole teased her before finally granting her wish. She immediately frigged her slippery hard bud and moaned loudly. The lust-filled football player loved how she looked with her legs spread as she played with herself while squeezing one of her sexy tits. Her moans got more urgent as he brought her closer to climax.
"Bull, I love the way you fffffuck me!"
"Are you going to cum all over my black dick again?" He grunted, already knowing the answer.
"Yes Bull...it feels so good... you know you are going to make me cum again...Oh God yes! Cum inside me too!" She cried without hesitation.
Jenna's voluptuous body shook violently as she orgasmed on his cock; he groaned and blasted his hot load into her unprotected womb. Their combined juice spilled from Jenna's climaxing pussy onto his rutting ball sack.
Cole's plan was to give her a couple of strong orgasms before embarking on his ass-fucking odyssey. He had certainly achieved step one as Jenna was still shaking as his cock remained buried in her cum-filled sex. Cole knew that between the weed and a couple of toe-curling climaxes she would be fully relaxed and ready for the next step.
As he kept his dick planted deep in her pussy, he couldn't help but wonder again if his potent sperm were impregnating her defenseless eggs at this very moment. Once she finally calmed down, he pulled out of her slick hole and watched as his cum oozed lazily out and down across her asshole.
Cole reached for the egg. He grabbed the lubricant, but realized quickly there was no need for the jelly as his cum leaked profusely from her reddened pussy. Jenna held her boobs as she watched him work. She had a very similar egg-shaped vibrator and loved the sensations it provided when she and Ryan used it. Cole rubbed it up and down her gooey slit before pushing it inside. As he shoved it in, Jenna moaned as a wave of his thick cum was displaced by the egg and squished out of her married hole.
"Oh my God, there was so much in there Bull!" Jenna gasped in amazement.
Cole wiped his slippery fingers on her stockings, "I wonder what her husband would think if he witnessed that much of my potent black baby cream squish out of his wife's unprotected pussy...especially after she begged me to shoot it in there!"
In addition to being really turned on, Jenna was also very fucked up. The pot combined with the wine and champagne had her head spinning as she tried to determine exactly what Cole's plan was. The confident black man pulled off her heels but left the sexy stockings on her gorgeous legs. He reached for the Velcro handcuff set and strapped the cuffs around her wrists. Extending from the 5 inch band that held the cuffs together was a 2 foot adjustable strap with an eye hook on the end.
Cole moved her back onto her hands and knees as he repositioned the wedge pillow beneath her. Her head was now facing the headboard. He pushed her torso down so her head was pressed against the comforter, her big tits were pressed against the satin pillow and her hips were being pushed up and supported by the high point of the wedge.
Cole crawled up and connected the eye hook from her wrist cuffs to a metal connector on his headboard. He slid off the bed and walked around admiring her voluptuous body. The football player grabbed one of the ankle cuffs and wrapped it around her left one; he attached the strap to a metal connector on the footboard. He grabbed the other cuff and did the same to the opposite one.
His blonde married fuck toy was now in position for her long night of anal exploitation.
Cole stood back to admire his bound prize. Jenna looked positively fuckable in this position. Her spectacular ass was pushed up invitingly with the skimpy red sheer skirt flipped lightly over his target. His thick cum still leaked from her gaped swollen lips. He eyed her hungrily as he reached for the remote, dimmed the room lights and engaged blue and pink canopy lights over the huge bed. He clicked it again and erotic music oozed like butter from his expensive surround sound system.
Cole reached for the eye mask and walked around to the opposite side of the bed. She watched him nervously. He moved slowly forward and stretched the elastic over her thick blonde hair and positioned it over her eyes. Her vision went black.
In the next couple of hours so would another part of her amazing body.
Cole hopped off the bed, went over to the mini bar and poured himself a Johnny Walker Black over ice. He took a good long sip as he eyed Jenna's phenomenal body. He was already drunk, but most of his job for the next couple of hours was to be the conductor on a dildo train in his fuck toy's splendid caboose. It would be quite some time before his big black locomotive would steam down the tracks and deliver its load into her dark tunnel.
"All-aboard! You're a lucky man Conductor Steele."
Jenna quietly whimpered as she tried to imagine what she was in for. It was hard to comprehend how much sex they had engaged in over the past 24 hours. She was in great shape and loved sex, but this black man was insatiable. His magnificent dick had ravaged her beautiful body in ways she couldn't have previously imagined...but she also knew he wasn't done.
Now he had her bound and ready.
In spite of her apprehension, at least her body was comfortable in this compromised position. In addition to Pilates, she did a lot of yoga so she was accustomed to being stretched and contorted. The support provided by the wedge helped relax her hips and actually the slippery texture of the satin material felt great against her sensitive nipples. Suddenly she felt a familiar buzzing in her pussy.
The egg had come to life, "Umph..." she groaned quietly as the little toy lightly buzzed against her G-spot.
She felt Cole climb onto the huge bed behind her. "Please be gentle Bull...I'm scared."
He didn't respond.
Cole moved in behind her and admired her perfect ass again. The deep cleft between her swollen ass cheeks framed her thick pussy lips and beckoning rosebud. The cruel black man let a large saliva ball slip between his lips and splatter on her puckered sphincter. She screamed and flinched.
"Whoa bitch...you need to relax and trust me, you are going to love this!" Cole reminded her as he brought his fingers to her purple starfish and softly rubbed his slippery spit around, spreading his saliva on the entrance to her taboo hole.
Jenna moaned.
Cole lowered his mouth and licked up and down the crack of her ass before teasing her asshole with his long tongue. He pushed the tip into her butt and fluttered it around. She moaned again and subtly wiggled her ass to encourage him more. Cole used both hands to squeeze and massage her incredible bubble-shaped ass. Back in college, he thought Jenna had one of the best asses he'd ever seen, and 10 years later his opinion hadn't changed. Now he was squeezing and licking the naked version and envisioning the Mamba plunging into the deep crease that separated the two puffy halves.
Cole was getting very aroused. Jenna's other two openings and the valley between her tits had proved to be places of great enjoyment, it was time to explore her final frontier. He'd seen how she responded to his fingers and tongue in and around her asshole, but the time had come to raise the bar.
He reached forward and grabbed a handful of her long blonde wavy locks and roughly pulled her head back. She gasped with trepidation and excitement.
"You've always loved anal sex haven't you Jenna?"
"Bull, I'm scared..." She whimpered.
"Tell me you want that first little white dildo in your ass. It'll feel just like your husband's dick!"
"Can't you just fuck my pussy with your big dick again Bull? You know how much I love that!" Jenna pleaded.
"This same woman who only last night was pleading for me not to fuck her "faithful pussy" is now bargaining with it to avoid having my cock in her ass...Lol."
"Oh you're going to love my big cock in your ass as well, you just have to relax and enjoy the ride...but if you'd prefer, I can just shove it in right now! This horny fucker can't wait to make his way in that dark place!"
"No Bull, please use the small one..." Jenna pleaded.
"Oh you mean the one your husband's size?" Cole smiled as he wanted to hear her say it.
Jenna hesitated before she replied sheepishly. "...yes that one."
Cole reached for the 6 ½" Caucasian colored dildo and smeared it with lubricant. He turned it on low and rubbed it around her sensitive asshole. Jenna cooed nervously. He then reached for the remote control and clicked the egg up one level. Jenna moaned more loudly. While she was nervous being bound and without sight, Cole was expertly stimulating some of her most sensual places.
Cole slowly worked the fake dick into Jenna's puckered sphincter. The vibration in her pussy and the tender penetration that Cole applied with the dildo provided Jenna with a surprisingly familiar feeling of pleasure. She and Ryan often used the egg vibrator when they engaged in anal sex; she loved the sensation of being sated in both holes at the same time.
Based on the way that Cole had roughly shoved his huge cock into her pussy the previous night, she was pleasantly surprised at his gentle approach to penetrating her ass.
The hulking black stud carefully worked the vibrating toy into her sensitive asshole, eventually bottoming out all the way to the base. Jenna slowly moved her hips forward and back against the pillow. The mild vibrations in both holes were turning her on and Cole could hear her breathing getting heavier.
Cole released a large saliva stream onto her asshole and slowly worked the wetness into her sweet married butt with the fake cock. He could see some of her tenseness begin to subside as she enjoyed the familiar feeling of a 6 ½" white dick sliding in and out of her backside. Cole pushed the dildo to the base and squeezed her luscious ass cheeks with both hands.
"God she has a nice ass!" He rubbed her more liberally before moving his hands up and robustly massaging her naked back. His strong fingers felt amazing rubbing up and down her spine. Cole spilled some of the massage oil on her slender torso and erotically worked it around.
Jenna whimpered, "That feels really good Bull..."
Suddenly he slapped her playfully on the ass.
Jenna screamed in surprise.
Cole reached down and pumped the dildo more aggressively in and out for several strokes. He used his other hand to coat the next rubber cock with lubricant. He clicked it on and as he pulled the 6 ½" phallic from her butt, he pushed the next larger one in. Jenna barely noticed the difference as the egg continued to buzz against her pleasure-filled G-spot. Cole could see beads of moisture forming on her puffy lips.
Cole Steele was having fun now. He playfully worked the little useless (in his mind) 7-inch rubber dick in and out of her still tight rear-end. He could tell Jenna loved every second of it. Cole got a little shit-eating grin on his face and wondered if she would still enjoy the little toy after tonight was through.
Over the next half hour he worked three larger vibrating dildos into her sexy ass. When he pushed the 8 ½ inch rubber cock deep into her butt she moaned loudly before madly humping the pillow.
Jenna had already lost count of how many orgasms the egg/dildo combo inflicted on her sated loins. Cum was running in streams down her legs.
Cole reached for the butterfly shaped pleasure device. He slipped the straps around her legs and clicked the connectors around both of her slick well-toned thighs. He pulled her hips back from the wedge pillow and carefully positioned the butterfly against her pussy mound before tightening the straps. Jenna could feel him placing something around her legs and up against her squirming pussy, "Bull, everything feels so good, but please don't put anything else on me though. I'm nervous..."
He didn't respond.
The antennae from the butterfly were two "pleasure strips" that were now positioned strategically against her engorged clit.
Cole clicked the remote and the antennae came to life. Jenna shrieked as the pleasure strips blurred against her sensitive nub. Her mouth was open wide as breathless gasps and moans escaped incessantly. Jenna barely felt the change as Cole inserted the next larger dildo into her gyrating ass. A big white-tooth smile came across his face as he worked the rubbery phallic in and out.
After several minutes, he pulled the dildo from her butt and watched as her asshole remained gaped open. He licked around the edges before he spit inside and reached for the next rubber cock. He popped the head inside and slowly worked all 9 ½ inches into her sensational ass. He clicked the butterfly remote and the pace of the tortuous antennae increased; Jenna grunted loudly and juice gushed from her pussy as she climaxed yet again.
She was pretty much having one orgasm after another.
Over the next several minutes Cole increased the pace of the egg and the butterfly as he expertly worked the next two vibrating dildos into her luscious ass. It was getting hard to differentiate her pleasure and pain screams as he worked the 10 ½" fake cock deeply into and out of her splendid backside. Finally, he pushed it in as far as it would go and left it lodged in her tight little ass. Cole reached for an elastic Velcro band, wrapped it around her hips and positioned it to hold the vibrating dildo in her ass.
Cole came around to her side and climbed up and released the spring clip that was connecting her bound wrists to the headboard. He easily lifted her torso and scooted in front of her with his back against the headboard. Cole squeezed her soft tits and tweaked her nipples before he positioned her blindfolded head back down into his lap. It had been over 90 minutes since he'd blown his nut and he was now in the mood to get his dick sucked.
Jenna shook from the ministrations of the three vibrating devices still stimulating her lower body. He tangled his long fingers through her blonde hair as he directed her watering mouth to his massive cock. She could smell her pussy on his dick as she extended her tongue and blindly licked around the huge head.
"Stick your tongue in the hole and see if you can get a taste of my pre-cum!" He said as he watched her flutter her tongue across the tip of the big head. "Wow, I bet you could eat some mean pussy with that hot little fluttering tongue, girl! Too bad you're married." He teased.
"If he only knew..." she thought to herself.
He pushed the button on the butterfly remote and it blurred faster across her clit. "Uhn...Fuh..." Jenna moaned.
"Okay, let's have a little contest to see who can make who cum first. You better give me the best blowjob of your life slut!"
Jenna immediately brought her bound wrists up and wrapped both hands around his cock as she took the first several inches in her mouth. She licked and slobbered all over it and stroked him frantically with her cuffed hands. She pulled it from her mouth and slutishly spit on it before engulfing it again. She tried to do it a second time, but her spit missed blindly and it landed on his stomach. Cole teased her for being such a bad aim to miss the biggest cock she would ever have in front of her face.
Cole clicked the egg and the butterfly again and she practically screamed as the two devices jointly pleasured her overworked pussy.
Jenna's dick sucking enthusiasm waned as the pleasure in her loins sapped her concentration. She pulled Cole's big cock close and hugged it against her face as she whimpered and readied for the building climax between her legs.
She was about to lose the bet.
Suddenly, both devices stopped vibrating and Jenna yelled, "No, please don't let them stop Bull!" She could still feel the buzzing in her ass, but she was dying for more pussy stimulation.
He raised her torso and reached for the nipple clamps. "It's time for a little pain before more pleasure!" He said sadistically.
"What?...please no Bull. Did I do something wrong? I'm sorry I stopped sucking your dick, let me suck you off. I will swallow or you can shoot it all over my face..." Jenna whined.
"Hey don't forget who makes the rules around here! If I want to cum in your mouth or all over your face I will do it! I don't need your fucking permission. You are here instead of jail right now for one reason, to provide me with everything I want." He reminded her.
"You just make me feel so good Bull, sometimes I forget." Jenna said apologetically.
Cole was just messing with her head as he excitedly prepared her for her ass fucking. He lifted her up to where she was now kneeling in front of the pillow and told her to raise her hands above her head. The dildo still buzzed in her ass as she extended her arms into the air.
He reached out and played with her full tits as they lifted invitingly due to her raised arms. Jenna's rock hard nipples pointed up toward the canopy. Cole pinched and sucked on them while he roughly squeezed the immaculate globes. Just as she started to push her boobs forward to his hungry mouth, he reached up and clamped one of the clamps onto her left nipple.
Jenna shrieked in pain and surprise, "Oh God Bull, that hurts, what is it?"
Cole took the other and clamped it onto the right one. She screamed again.
"Bull those really hurt, please take them off!" Jenna pleaded.
Cole slid off the bed and reached back and reconnected her bound wrists to the headboard. Jenna's nipples ached painfully as the clamps squeezed them tightly. She begged Cole to take them off one more time.
"Stop you're whining or I will stuff a ball-gag in your mouth, do you understand me?" Cole demanded.
"...yes Bull," she replied quietly between tears.
"That's more like it. Now tell me how much you like the nipple clamps!"
Jenna hesitated for several seconds, "...they feel nice on my nipples," she finally lied between clenched teeth.
"Okay, that's what I wanted to hear. Your positive feedback earns you a pleasure treat...do you want the egg or the butterfly?" Cole asked her mockingly.
Jenna disliked being controlled by his sexual favors but realized quickly that Cole held the power to manipulate her into just about anything he desired. She responded quietly, "I'll have the butterfly please Bull."
"Oh my girl likes the clit stimulation over the G-spot, that shouldn't have surprised me!" He said loudly as he laughed.
The butterfly blurred back to life. Jenna grunted.
Cole spanked her ass again. He ripped the elastic band from the dildo and gripped it with his large hand. He pushed it in and out several times. Jenna gasped. The 10 ½" faux cock was tight in her ass, but Cole had already decided he would skip the final dildo.
The next thing to enter her ass would be his big black cock. "Beg for the egg bitch!" Cole taunted.
Jenna was incapable of saying "no". "Please give me the egg Bull, I want to cum on it again!" Jenna said breathlessly between moans.
Cole laughed and spanked her ass again. "I knew you couldn't help yourself!" Cole reached for the remote and fired the egg up to high. Jenna again moaned her approval. Cole spit on her ass and worked it into her hole with the penultimate dildo. He reached over with his other hand and removed the lid from the sex jelly. The aroused black man coated his cock liberally with the slippery goo and stroked his rock hard dick.
Jenna's hips humped the pillow as the vibrators conspired to pleasure her continuously. She no longer had any control over her lower body muscles. Her juices flowed down her thighs in a continual stream. The pain in her nipples had subsided as the toys conspired to pleasure her like never before.



"Oh God Bull, that feels sooo good!" She was as ready as she was going to get...it was time.
"Tell me you want my big cock in your ass Mrs. Nielsen!"
"I do Bull, but I'm still scared..."
"Tell me bitch...now!"
"Bull you know I want it...fuck my ass with your big fucking cock!"
Cole Steele slowly pulled the big dildo from her butt and tossed it aside. Her taboo hole stayed invitingly splayed for him. He got a big smile on his face as he brought his rubbery cockhead to her welcoming hole, "Ah, I'm about to ass-fuck Jenna Nielsen, how many times have I imagined doing that over the years?" Cole pressed it against her ass opening and it popped inside with a dull thud. A sound he'd never heard before escaped Jenna's lips.
He let her acclimate to the sensation as he pressed forward very slowly. "Bull it's SO BIG...please be gentle." She pleaded breathlessly as the multiple stimulations continued to drive her wild.
He laughed out loud. "Do you think I can be gentle with this big stick?" He taunted as he worked it further into her luscious ass.
"Umph..." Jenna moaned as she lifted her head from the sheets and blindly looked back over her shoulder. Cole spanked her ass and pushed his cock deeper.
Jenna grunted and whimpered... "Oh Bull, I can't believe you're in my butt with that fucking huge thing..."
"That's only half of it, open up and take the rest you little horndog. You want all of it don't you Jenna?"
She dropped her head and prepared for what he was about to give her. Her pussy dripped and the pain in her nipples became an afterthought. "Bull take me...oh fuck, I'm cumming again."
Cole shoved his cock deeper. With the egg buzzing, the butterfly blurring, the nipple clamps pinching and Cole deeply penetrating her ass, Jenna's stunning body became a jumble of uncontrolled sexual energy. Her passionate cries and whimpers conspired to raise Cole's sexual stimulation. His big cock was now fully buried in her scrumptious ass. He was in heaven.
"That a girl, I knew you could take the whole big stick Jenna!"
Jenna couldn't respond, her mouth remained open as grunts came from her throat as he fucked her ass with his veiny log. He picked up the pace and his heavy balls began rhythmically swinging forward and back. Cole reached down and yanked the butterfly straps off her legs; the device slid uselessly down the pillow. Cole had new stimulation planned for her clit.
Cole's big balls hung down too far to pound against her button when he fucked her pussy from behind, but now that he was in her higher backside hole, they slapped wonderfully against her engorged bump on each powerful thrust. Cole had perfected this move with countless other partners; he spread her legs to the ideal width and concentrated his effort on ensuring maximum clit-slappage on each forward thrust.
Jenna moaned, "Bull I can feel your heavy balls slapping against my clit, oh my God it feels good!"
Cole could feel her wetness soaking his nuts as they connected. She climaxed yet again.
"Bull, you were right; your cock feels amazing in my butt! I want to feel one of your hot loads shooting into me. Fill me up with it!" Jenna whimpered breathlessly.
The tightness of her asshole and her slut-talk put him over the edge. The large NFL player spanked her again as his rock hard ass flexed and he shoved into her one final time, "Here it comes baby, the conductor is gonna fill that sweet caboose of yours!"
His entire muscle-covered body tensed; Cole Steele's potent cum exploded in her dark tunnel in steaming hot spurt after spurt.
Both of their bodies were now completely covered in sweat. Jenna's sex fatigued body laid limply across the wedge pillow. Cole rubbed her soaked back before reaching around and squeezing her sated tits. He pinched the first nipple clamp and released it before he did the same with the other. Jenna gasped lightly and breathed a sigh of relief. Cole slipped the eye mask from her head. She turned her head and looked at him over her shoulder, "That was incredible Bull!"
They kissed wetly before he released her restraints and they both melted into the sheets. Eventually they rose and he led her to the big master Jacuzzi tub. They kissed softly as they basked exhaustedly in the hot swirling water of the post fuck hot tub.
"I knew you could do it Jenna, what did I tell you?" Cole said confidently.
Jenna purred, "Yes Bull, you were right, I never would have believed it, I've never felt anything like it in my life!"
Cole kissed her deeply before they eventually returned to the bedroom and collapsed onto the bed. Cole held her in a spooning position before he quickly passed out.
Jenna drifted in and out of sleep for the next several minutes. Her thoughts turned to Ryan once again, however unlike the previous night, her feelings of guilt were muted. With Cole's strong muscular arms wrapped around her and his magnificent limp cock pressing against her ass, she seemed to feel more justified in her infidelity, "I'm only doing what he signed me up for!"
Jenna couldn't admit to herself that she didn't want to give up Cole's amazing cock...
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The following day Cole and Jenna awoke at 8:30 a.m. After a phenomenal blowjob, Cole fucked her again like a rock-star; the blonde wife experienced her second set of multiple orgasms in the past 36 hours as she rode his thick black pole and screamed his name time and time again. Jenna Nielsen, who Cole had joyfully learned was a 'squirting cummer', sprayed her married juice on his magnificent cock until she collapsed completely fulfilled on top of him.
After a poolside brunch and playful swim together, the two of them laid out by the pool talking about a variety of topics, none of which were sex related. Jenna appreciated the respite, as sex had dominated their conversation (and activities) for the past two days. As Cole lay listening to her views on the importance of an active lifestyle, he confirmed what he'd been sensing for the past 48 hours, the large black man was developing feelings for her.
"Hey Jenna, my personal trainer and his assistant are going to be here in 30 minutes, I thought we'd start our day with a good hard workout!"
"Yes, that sounds great Bull!"
Jenna then thought to herself, "But it sure seemed to me like our day started with a good hard fuck!"
Cole led her back up to his bedroom. "We have to find you some workout clothes; your husband never showed up yesterday with any of your things." Cole lied.
"Why would he not come by with my clothes and stuff?" Jenna questioned internally.
Her husband, Ryan Nielsen had told Jenna the night of the agreement (for her to become Cole Steele's live-in personal servant for the next three weeks), that he would come back the following day with toiletries, makeup, undergarments and gym clothes for her. Jenna's husband had in fact returned with the stuff but Cole Steele never informed her. Instead, Ryan Nielsen watched unknowingly as his gorgeous wife pleasured the All-pro NFL linebacker while Cole's security manager Carl Swenson tossed her bag of clothes and other personal items including a hand-written note from him, in the trash.
Cole now led the blonde wife to the big closet in his room and picked out workout wear for her, "These ought to do," Cole said as he handed them to her.
Cole had recently purchased the workout wearables on the recommendation of a buddy, Paul Washington, who told him, "You won't believe how good this shit works!" The new age stretchy material was different than anything Cole had ever seen before; the fabric looked like Caucasian skin-colored spandex. Unbeknownst to Jenna, the fabric's uniqueness came from its distinctive properties that when it got exposed to human perspiration, it turned completely transparent.
Jenna slipped on the tight sports bra, workout shorts and a pair of Nike Air's like the one's she wore at home. Jenna liked the way the new age material felt against her skin but she wasn't a big fan of the color. Cole nodded approvingly as he had her model it for him. He said, "You fill-out workout gear real nice girl, this is the kind of stimulation I like when I work out."
They headed to Cole's personal gym on the ground floor of the compound. Cole wore only black stretch shorts that did nothing to conceal the huge bulge between his legs. Every muscle in his huge black-skinned body bulged as they descended the large circular stair cases. The gym setting was spectacular as the two exterior walls contained floor to ceiling retractable folding glass doors that opened away from the corner facing Cole's tropical grounds and the Pacific Ocean. With both doors fully open the gym was exposed completely to the outdoor elements. A nice Pacific breeze was blowing in from the west.
Cole's personal workout trainer Jack Tyler and his assistant Alyssa Carlson met them as they walked in the door. While both were seasoned professionals, neither failed to notice how hot Cole's female partner looked in her workout clothes. Alyssa also admired Cole's massive bulge. Cole and Jack made introductions and everyone exchanged handshakes.
Alyssa took Jenna out to the lawn area outside the gym. "Cole told Jack that you do Pilates instruction. Obviously it's working for you, do you do Yoga too?" Alyssa asked as she admired Jenna's sinewy body.
"Yes, I enjoy Yoga a lot, but most of the time we do Pilates, I just like the stretch better." Jenna said excitedly. "I haven't worked out in a couple of days, and I can't wait to go hard today!" Jenna then thought to herself how ridiculous that statement was, "Of course I've worked out for the past 2 days...I've been having non-stop sex with a fucking bull for 36 hours straight!"
Alyssa noticed Jenna's wedding rings and figured she was some bored, rich Malibu housewife getting some big black cock on the side. She couldn't blame Jenna for her choice in side action, Cole was built like a God and the bulge in his shorts was impressive. For Cole's part, Alyssa thought to herself that the NFL linebacker could do much worse, "This chick is really hot for pushing 30!"
Alyssa smiled and said, "You came to right place, Cole's instructions were to push you to the limit!" She gleamed as she stealthily checked-out Jenna's body. Although she preferred sex with men, Alyssa had engaged in a few same-sex trysts and was extremely excited to see Jenna's hot body stretched and contorted.
Alyssa led Jenna through a grueling Pilates workout, but came away amazed at the older chick's core-strength and body control. The young instructor had worked out with many of the leading 21-22-year-old Pilates trainers in Southern California, but realized quickly none of them had a leg up on this sexy blonde. The hot personal trainer was amazed at the limber flexibility that Jenna's rock-hard body was capable of and she hadn't seen many girls with such big tits being so flexible. Alyssa's pussy moistened imagining what sex with this WILF would be like.
When they were finally done they went back into the gym to get in some cardio. In spite of the intense Pilates stretch-work, Jenna hadn't perspired much out in the shaded, breezy area.
Inside, Cole was doing 750 lb. leg presses. The huge football player was covered in sweat and grunting loudly on each rep. Both women stopped to watch the impressive display. When he finished, he climbed off the bench and approached Jenna and Alyssa. The large black man disappointedly observed that Jenna's workout wear hadn't changed in appearance. Her nipples were poking out, but nothing was visible though the fabric. He cussed Paul Washington under his breath.
"How'd she do Alyssa?" Cole asked.
"She's a rock! I haven't seen too many women pushing 30 who can do what she can do!" Alyssa praised Jenna enthusiastically. "And she barely worked up a sweat in the process!"
"I can see that," Cole responded with a perturbed look on his face, before he smiled and continued, "But yes I've seen first-hand her impressive stretching and contorting skills, I'm not sure there's a position she can't get in!" Cole responded with a laugh as he made eye contact with Jenna.
The married blonde returned his gaze with an uncomfortable, embarrassed look.
Alyssa wasn't sure how to respond so she changed the subject and said, "We are going to finish up with some cardio work on the elliptical."
"Put her through a good workout Alyssa. Make her sweat!" Cole ordered as he ogled Jenna's leotard covered body.
Alyssa took Jenna over to the cardio machines and asked what level she typically does on the elliptical. After hearing her response, Alyssa set the controls on "high hills" and started it up.
At about the 10 minute mark, Jenna began to perspire. Alyssa began to notice that Jenna's workout gear began to lighten in color, "That's weird; most workout gear gets darker when it gets wet."
By the twenty minute mark, Jenna's hard nipples were beginning to show through the thin material.
After thirty minutes, Jenna's tits, ass, and pussy lips were completely visible.
As she neared the completion of her workout, Jenna's workout clothes were virtually invisible.
The young trainer watched in awe as her stunning client powered through 45 minutes of grueling hill training. But more astoundingly, aside from the support her workout clothes provided, it was like the hot married blonde wasn't wearing anything at all. Her hard pink nipples, heart shaped blonde pubic patch and unblemished ass cheeks pressed sexily against the transparent wet material. Both trainers stared in awe at Jenna's body. Jack's sweat pants tented outward...he actually had a hard-on. Alyssa could feel the wetness between her own legs.
Cole came over smiling from ear to ear as Jenna dismounted the machine as both trainers looked on in disbelief. Jenna noticed the tent in Jack's sweats and thought, "That's odd."
She walked gingerly over on fatigued legs to get a drink. As she passed a bank of full length mirrors, she gasped out loud. She now knew why Jack was sporting a boner; her 29-year-old hot body was basically nude except for her tennis shoes...
Thankfully for Jenna, Cole had alternative plans for the afternoon; they said awkward goodbyes before Cole led her upstairs.
"Oh my God Bull, that was embarrassing..."
"Deal with it Jenna, trust me you'll be in more uncomfortable situations than that over the next three weeks!" Cole already had thoughts of what he had planned for her later that night as an example.
Working out always raised his testosterone levels and seeing Jenna in her "outfit" had aroused him to no end. Exercise had the same effect on her...and in spite of her embarrassment with the workout clothes, she was horny and worked-up. Cole aggressively stripped off her workout gear and led her to the outdoor shower. Jenna lustily reached for his cock, but he maintained his willpower and reluctantly pushed her hand away. It was all he could do to not fuck her silly, but he had big plans for the rest of the day...
He dressed her in a sexy bikini before he donned a pair of board shorts and a tank top. Cole led her down to his waiting limousine.
*****
Later that afternoon, Ryan Nielsen paddled his board out to the new surf spot that his buddy Tommy had texted him about. Waves could be pretty mediocre this time of year so his surf buddies had gone in search of a new spot. A couple of them had found this place off the Malibu coast and sent out a group text letting the rest of the guys know about it.
Ryan was still very busy at work with Jenna's absence, but he needed a little head-clearing time and nothing soothed his nerves better than a couple of hours out on his longboard. Managing both he and Jenna's business had kept him very busy over the past couple of days, but he was starting to see some light at the end of the tunnel as he delegated more work to some of the junior agents in his office.
He and Jenna usually surfed together at least once a week, but she was obviously busy at the present time and he was actually looking forward to a little time with the guys out on the waves.
"No way! Dudes look at who decided to grace us with his presence!" Ryan's buddy Don "Slider" Williams yelled out as Ryan paddled up.
"What's up bro...we thought you forgot about us!" Teddy "Pipes" Grassi joked.
"I've been kinda tied up lately; work seems to be getting in the way of catching waves these days." Ryan replied to the group with a friendly smile.
"You've missed some tasty ones at this new spot bro!" Nick "the Man" Manning chimed in.
"Hey where's your better half Nielsen? You know we look forward to seeing her more than you anyway!" Tommy Sanders half-kidded.
"Jenna had to go help a sick friend on the East Coast." Ryan lied.
"That's too bad Nielsen, but it's probably good she wasn't here about 15 minutes ago as it would have been a little embarrassing for her," said Teddy laughingly.
"Not too much embarrasses her, what was it, another one of Nick's fuck conquest stories?" Ryan asked with a smile.
"No this one was actually true!" Tommy said while looking over at Nick.
Nick flipped him the bird.
"No dude, this awesome yacht came by and a huge black dude was pounding this naked blonde doggy up on the bow. He had her by the hair and was laying the wood to her. It was fucking awesome; it looked like a scene from a porn flick!" Teddy said excitedly.
"Her big fucking tits were swaying as he nailed her with his monster cock. We could see his fucking black log from here and the boat was over 100 yards away." Tommy chimed in. "Teddy and I disagreed, but I think he was fucking her in the ass!"
"No shit? Damn I'm pissed I missed that!" Ryan complained good-naturedly.
"I'd still loved to have known who they were," said Don, "probably some rich athlete and a Hollywood want-to-be. We tried to see the name on the boat but it was too far away and at the wrong angle to make it out."
"I'm pretty sure I saw the word "Eleven" in the name, but I couldn't make out the rest," stated Nick.
"Dude, there's no fucking way you could have seen that from here, you're only using a word from the phrase you used to describe your latest hook-up. 'Eleven on a ten scale' is how you described that chick from Newport last week." Tommy said. "If that chick was an Eleven then the chick we just saw getting boned was a Twenty-five!"
"Fuck you Sanders!" Nick replied and they all busted out laughing.
Ryan quickly remembered why he liked hanging out with these guys. They were a mixed bag of personalities and backgrounds, but they all meshed together to form a fun band of So Cal wave chasers.
None of them objected when Ryan would bring Jenna out surfing with him. Aside from the fact that she was so easy on the eyes, she had long ago become part of the group and no topic of discussion was off limits in her presence. Nick's latest stories of sexual conquest or Tommy's impersonations of his bitchy ex-wife were always favorite conversations of the group. Everyone joked at each other's expense.
Jenna wasn't immune from the bantering. When she would have a bad ride, the guys would tease her about being too top heavy. She would fire back with jokes about them having lousy centers of gravity due to the lack of weight in their swim trunks.
And while Ryan missed Jenna badly, being out with his surfing buddies was the perfect distraction from the stress of his life at the moment. "Damn its nice being out here and not thinking about what Jenna is doing every second of the day..."
*****
Cole Steele worked hard to catch his breath as he rolled onto his back. His skin was covered in sweat and his cock was glistening with wetness. Jenna was still shaking and lying next to him in a fetal position; she was more out of breath than him. Her tattered bikini bottoms were strewn nearby and thick seed was oozing from her asshole down one of her spectacular butt cheeks.
Cole reached over and rubbed her other reddened half-moon and said, "Go over and grab us a couple of new beach towels, these ones are all wet." Jenna's thighs and the towels below them were soaked from the juice that had gushed from her pussy during Cole's pounding of her sweet cunt and beautiful ass.
This was now the second time he'd taken her in the rear, but Jenna was already hooked. The formerly faithful wife was still amazed that her asshole had stretched to accommodate his massive cock. But the bliss she felt as his heavy balls slapped against her clit while he took her roughly from behind was out of this world.
The glorious sexual stimulation combined with the spectacular setting had combined to send her climaxing a handful of times already this afternoon.
As she got up to grab the new towels, Jenna looked over towards the Malibu coast in awe. It was a beautiful day for boating in Southern California. Cole's 90 foot yacht named Eleven from Heaven was gliding smoothly through the Pacific waves about two miles from shore.
The boat's captain, Mark Nichols eyed Jenna's body hungrily from behind the dark tinted bridge windshield. It wasn't uncommon for him to witness Cole's sexual exploits on the boat. Just a few weeks earlier he watched as Erin Andrews, the NFL sideline reporter, impaled herself on the linebacker's massive tool. She was a screamer so Cole eventually took her down in the cabin. Her muted cries still made it up to the bridge for the next two hours straight.
On today's voyage however, Captain Mark had been particularly aroused by the hot blonde that his boss led onto the boat. He watched in amazement as Cole disrobed her before literally tearing the sexy bikini from her spectacular body. She hungrily sucked his cock before he took her from behind like a grizzly bear in heat. On top of seeing her limber body contort in ecstasy on his animal cock, seeing her squirting climaxes had nearly made the captain pop in his shorts.
Mark had noticed a wedding ring on her finger as he had with other women that his boss brought on the yacht previously. He wondered to himself, "Who are these married women and where are their husbands while this black stud has his way with them?"
Ironically this woman's husband was floating on a surfboard about a mile away.
Jenna walked back over and spread the towels. Cole sat in a low-rise lounge chair eyeing her beautiful tits. She leaned over, rubbed his neck and said, "That was incredible Bull," before she sat down in the chair next to him.
Cole Steele held up his heavy limp dick and said, "I told you you'd love this big stick in your sweet little butt didn't I?"
She smiled a guilty smile confirming the answer to his question.
Cole handed her a Pacifico. The two of them talked for the next 20 minutes. "Not a bad way to spend a Thursday afternoon, huh?" Cole asked.
"It's so beautiful out here; I think I could get used to this." Jenna replied guiltily.
Cole liked hearing her acknowledgement and decided the moment was right for him to bring up a subject that he suspected would be "touchy" for her.
"Jenna, are you guys going to start a family soon?" He immediately observed a pained look on her face.
"I really want kids and I think he does too. As I guess he told you, we've been trying for awhile, but it hasn't happened yet." She responded somewhat dejectedly.
"I hope you don't mind me prying, but how long have you been off birth control Jenna?"
"Almost 4 years."
"Holy shit!" he thought to himself. "Have you guys tried any fertility treatments?" Cole asked, already knowing the answer.



"Yes, we've tried just about everything and nothing has worked so far."
"I'm sorry to hear that, but they say those things take time. You need to keep a positive attitude Jenna." Cole replied before he took a chance in an effort to validate his earlier suspicions, "Those low sperm count issues can be a challenge to overcome can't they?"
"Oh, did Ryan tell you what our problem is? Most of the time we don't tell people; no sense putting any more pressure on him than he already feels. But yes, we've both learned more about sperm counts than some fertility doctors. I think I could write a book about those tadpoles."
"Bingo...the fishing expedition (no pun intended) paid off. It is Ryan with the problem and it's a sperm thing." Cole confirmed. He tried to sound compassionate when he lied and said, "I know lots of guys with that problem Jenna, most have been able to overcome it with treatment and a positive attitude. But you said you thought he wants kids as much as you? You aren't sure?"
"Oh he says he does, but I've questioned it at times. I'm not sure if it's a defense mechanism because of his problem, but there have been a few times when I've gotten the sense he wants to throw in the towel and accept it." Jenna said sadly.
"Wow, I feel bad for you guys. I wish there was something I could do; I actually have the opposite problem. My doctor tells me I have enough sperm in one blast to impregnate a whole wing of women at a fertility clinic...uh I'm sorry, that probably was an insensitive thing to say." He lied.
"I can't speak to the potency, but I certainly can to the volume!" Jenna said with a small grin and they both laughed lightly.
Realizing Jenna wasn't hurt too deeply by his previous comment he joked with a smile, "Trust me, I'm like a walking sperm bank." He wanted her to know that in addition to his horse cock he was blessed with another attribute that her husband did not possess.
Cole made his point and now saw an opportunity to make some actual positive points with her. "Hey Jenna, I almost forgot, I got you something." He reached behind his chair and pulled out a small gift bag and handed it to her.
"Why did you do that, you certainly didn't need to buy me anything Bull."
"Open it."
Jenna reached into the bag and pulled out a sunglass case. She popped it open and said immediately, "Bull, I can't accept these...they are way too expensive!" She was holding a pair of Linda Farrow Aviator sunglasses. "These cost over $1,000, I really can't accept them Bull." Jenna pleaded.
"I already lost the receipt so you don't have a choice, try them on!"
She rolled her beautiful blue eyes and looked at him cutely before slowly sliding them on. "Wow, these lenses are incredible!" Jenna gushed with a big smile.
"They look great on you!"
"Thank you, but you really didn't have to do that!"
"Stand up and model them for me."
She lowered the Aviators on her nose and looked at him with a suspicious but flirty look. The busty blonde stood and did her best model impression; Jenna was completely nude except for the sunglasses.
"Now turn around and show me the backside."
She laughed and did as he asked, "Wow those are really hot!" Cole said jokingly.
"Oh you can see the glasses really well from behind, can you?" Jenna replied sarcastically with a flirty giggle over her shoulder.
"No I was talking about your ass cheeks!" They both laughed as she playfully twerked her gorgeous butt at him before lightly slapping his shoulder as she sat back down and took another drink from her beer.
Jenna sat quietly thinking about the conversation they'd just had about Cole's potency as she admired the spectacular view of the coast through her new shades, "Do you get out on your boat...or should I say ship much Bull?"
He laughed and said, "Technically, it's a yacht, but yes it is one of the things I'm going to miss the most about moving to Texas. Jerry Jones is actually buying it; he made me an offer I couldn't refuse as part of my contract negotiations. The old man is going to moor it in Ventura near where the Cowboys have their training camp in Oxnard. But he said he is going to have to change the name."
"I guess Jerry's not as well endowed as you are Bull!" Jenna joked.
"Only in his checkbook I assume. You're pretty perceptive Jenna; very few guests I bring on the boat decipher the meaning of the name. Most think it's a reference to a clock and proximity to heaven."
"Since I nearly made the journey only minutes ago, I guess I could see how some might think that!"
Cole laughed, "Yeah I could tell you weren't far away from the pearly gates."
She chimed back in, "But it's a clever reference and it couldn't be more accurate!"
"Ah, I'm glad you feel that way!" Cole responded proudly, he certainly didn't mind when Jenna complemented his huge cock, which seemed to be more often the longer they spent together.
While Jenna had brought it up, this discussion was embarrassing her, so she changed the topic, "Aren't you going to miss living here? I haven't spent a lot of time in Dallas, but it certainly isn't Malibu!"
"I'll probably buy a small beach house here so I'll have a place to stay when I'm not in Texas. I plan on playing 6 or 7 more years for the Cowboys and then I want to retire in Southern California, probably San Diego. I'd like to settle down at some point and raise a family. I love kids and want to have a bunch." Cole replied wanting to see what kind of reaction he'd get from Jenna.
"I hope you don't mind me saying this, but you don't strike me as the settling down type." She replied, hopeful he wouldn't get angry.
"Oh, I use that term loosely," he said with a smile. "I really do want to have a family, but whatever woman I marry is going to have to have an open mind about relationships. As you've learned, I have quite an appetite for sex and I'm not sure one woman can satisfy my needs!"
"You mean you want to be able to cheat whenever you want?" Jenna asked incredulously.
"It won't be cheating...she'll know about any extra-marital activity I have, in fact I'll expect that she be a part of it whenever possible." He responded matter-of-factly.
"You mean like threesomes?" Jenna asked, her voice cracking slightly.
"Or foursomes or moresomes, I really like sex with more than one woman at a time so she'll certainly need to be bisexual and enthusiastic about eating pussy. Sometimes I enjoy watching almost as much as participating!" He said. Cole was aware that Jenna had engaged in lesbian sex in the past and he hoped this conversation would stimulate her to think more deeply about how exciting living with him could be.
Cole didn't know it, but it was having the desired effect.
"You think you can find a woman who'd make a good mother who would also want a lifestyle like that?" Jenna asked uneasily.
He looked at her intently and said, "I bet I wouldn't have to look very far." He held her gaze until she turned her head away.
Jenna felt her pussy moistening.
"What about when the kids come along, you aren't worried about them finding out?" She finally asked in an attempt to overcome the awkward silence.
"That's what they make large mansions for. The kids will have their own wing, complete with a nanny. Mama and I will have our own with locks and backdoor entrances and exits. I'm building the Dallas house with that in mind." Cole said smiling. "We'll be able to bring friends in and out without a problem. And if the kids and I are out swimming in the pool and mom gets a hankering to go into the house and have an afternoon quickie with a friend or the nanny, I'll happily stay outside with the little ones!"
"It sounds like you've given this a lot of thought Bull." Jenna concluded with a small nervous smile.
"Lots of other guys who've been around the league for a while have given me advice. I'm not the only brother who likes sex with lots of white women, but also desires to be a husband and a father."
He went on, "But I don't want to come off as insincere or uncommitted; I will worship my wife and children and make sure they have the best of everything. I look forward to family vacations, romantic anniversaries, coaching little league and attending dance recitals."
Jenna thought to herself that she was actually a little jealous of the woman that Cole would marry one day. She was beginning to question if he wasn't the callous person she thought he was previously. Hearing him talk about family vacations and dance recitals was helping change her opinion of him..."His future wife is certainly going to have an interesting and exciting life. He's rich, good looking and GREAT in bed...he may not actually be a bad father either."
"So we've talked enough about me, what about you Jenna. I know you guys live a very active lifestyle, and based on your amazing tan, I suspect you spend a lot of time outdoors? Do you hang out at the beach much?"
"We go to the beach quite a bit and surf whenever we can."
"I forgot you were a surfer Jenna, speaking of surfers, that group we cruised past a little while ago got quite a show!"
The comment caught her off guard. She replied, "I didn't see any surfers; I guess my face was pressed into the towel at that point or maybe I was staring up at the sky while you were pulling on my hair."
He laughed. "There was a group of 5 or 6 of them who watched intently as we cruised by. Hopefully none of those guys recognized you," Cole feigned his concern.
"Our group doesn't surf around here; I can't imagine anyone I know being out here this afternoon." She said confidently.
Jenna had no idea that her surf buddies had all watched Cole fucking the shit out of her.
"You guys ever see any good sex shows on passing boats?" Cole asked jokingly.
"We've seen our fair share of topless girls, and a few blowjobs, but never full-blown sex." Jenna responded. "We only get out once or twice a week but it's a great way to relieve stress."
"It sounds like fun, but how does the stress relief compare to what we just did?" Cole asked as he popped the cap on a couple more beers and handed her one.
Jenna hesitated for a few seconds before she responded with the same guilty smile as before, "You don't really need me to answer that do you?" She took a big gulp from her beer.
Cole laughed and said, "Maybe you can teach me to surf sometime Jenna."
She took another sip from her beer. Her pussy was still wet from the group sex discussion. The formerly faithful wife couldn't believe she was about to do what she was about to do, but couldn't help herself...she was heavily buzzed and fucking horny.
The gorgeous blonde set her beer down, stood up in front of him completely naked except for her new glasses and sexily purred, "Forget the surf lessons..." she moved forward and slowly straddled his legs and lowered herself into his lap, "...the only LONGBOARD I want to ride right now is the one hanging between your legs!"
Jenna slid her wet pussy against his cock and continued, "I really like my new glasses and since you're in the giving mood, why don't you remind me how your yacht got its name...and give me ALL ELEVEN FROM HEAVEN again!" She said sexily before sticking her tongue in his mouth.
Cole Steele couldn't be more turned-on.
After several minutes of kissing him hungrily and grinding her horny pussy against his fat dick, she kissed her way to his ear and whispered, "Please don't make me beg for it again you black fucker..." she planted more kisses around his face and neck before she whispered again, "...but I will if I have to!"
The tiger was back!
*****
Later that night Jenna and Ryan's surfing buddy, Nick Manning, went to the U.S. Maritime Vessel Registry website and entered the keyword "Eleven" into the search box for yachts between 70' and 100'. Four vessels popped up in the results screen. Two boats were registered on the East Coast and one in Louisiana.
The fourth was registered in Santa Monica, California.
Nick clicked on the last listing. The boat was registered to none other than Cole Steele, the pro football player and was titled Eleven From Heaven. Nick smiled and said to himself, "I knew I saw 'Eleven' in the name...WTF does that name mean though?"
Ryan Nielsen's surfing buddy thought some more about it and was quickly convinced that the big black dude pounding the hot blonde on the yacht must have been the superstar football player. Nick suddenly got a vision of the sexy chick Cole Steele was pounding on his boat...long blonde wavy hair, tan, thin, big tits, bubble ass...great legs. He reached down and stroked his cock as he replayed the scene in his mind. Something about her looked very familiar...
"Cole Steele dates lots of famous women, I wonder if I know her?"
*****
When they got back to Cole's place he told her to shower and make herself look as sexy as possible. Jenna took a long hot shower and realized it was the first time since she'd been here, that she'd showered alone. Jenna was actually disappointed in herself for hoping that he would join her.
The gorgeous wife spent the next 90 minutes getting ready. Jenna was naturally beautiful and rarely spent too long on her hair or makeup, but when she wanted to, she could make herself look positively stunning. She looked in the mirror and thought..."I look pretty damn hot right now!"
She wouldn't look quite so good in about 45 minute's time.
Jenna emerged from the bathroom; Cole smiled a very approving smile. The large black man led her to the lingerie closet and picked out a sexy light blue babydoll with thin shoulder straps. He removed her towel and admired her beautiful tits. "It's a shame covering these up with anything, but this babydoll should show em off pretty nicely." He said as he reached out and squeezed them deeply.
Jenna nodded embarrassingly before slipping on the lingerie; Cole again smiled his approval. He told her to find some high heels as he walked out to change into his suit.
She had to admit that he looked very handsome when joined her again. His classic black tapered suit and smart colorful tie made him look like a GQ model. They enjoyed a light dinner downstairs before heading out to the waiting car.
Jenna wondered nervously where he was taking her dressed only in lingerie.
As they pulled out of Cole's circular drive in the limousine, Cole unbuttoned his pants and looked over at Jenna and then back at his lap. She readily understood his expectations.
"Okay, we only have about 45 minutes, so you're gonna have to get those wet lips and tongue to work!" She crawled down between his legs and unzipped his zipper with her teeth. He lifted his big muscular ass as she pulled his suit pants down to his ankles. "I don't trust that you can swallow it all, so you better take my pants off so you don't spill all over them..." He chided.
The young wife quickly slid off his loafers and removed his pants entirely. He instructed her to hang them neatly on the nearby hanger.
Jenna crawled back between his legs and ran her hand along the huge lump inside his boxers. "Bull it's so big even when it's not hard." She reached down with her other hand and cupped his massive balls through the fabric as he spread his legs to encourage her. The formerly faithful wife was disappointed in herself for feeling this way, but even following an afternoon of wild sex on his yacht, Jenna was horny again and couldn't wait to suck Cole's magnificent cock.
Cole lifted his ass again and this time she pulled his boxers down to his ankles. She quickly grabbed his long limp shaft and stroked it with her small hand. Jenna lowered her mouth kissed the rubbery head several times before she sluttishly swirled her tongue around it. "It taste's so good Bull, my mouth is so full!" She complemented before she stroked, licked and sucked him with enthusiasm for the next several minutes; he was soon as hard as rock.
Cole loved the way she looked with her full lips around his dick. Saliva flowed from her lips, down her chin and dripped between her tits. The lingerie he chose for her accentuated her fantastic breasts, he reached down to touch them. Cole was aroused as he thought about what they'd done earlier on the boat and what this exciting night would bring.
His head fell backwards as his eyes rolled back in his head. His coaching was paying dividends; Jenna Nielsen could now suck a really mean cock. The married blonde flicked her tongue on the sensitive area underneath his head and licked along the underside. She continued to excitedly stroke his wet shaft as she lowered her mouth and sucked and nibbled his balls. Cole knew she had a thing for large testicles; she was already obsessed with his.
"You love sucking my nuts, don't you Jenna?"
"Yes Bull, mmm...they're so big and hot!" She replied between licks.
"How about my cock, what do you think about the Mamba?"
Jenna stroked him faster as she looked up at him, "It's amazing Bull, you know I love the big snake!"
"Yeah Jenna, you suck a pretty nice cock, but how do you feel about eating pussy?"
The question caught her by surprise, she stopped what she was doing and replied, "That's gross Bull, I'm not gay!"
"Don't stop till I tell you to stop!" He ordered. She went back to stroking his shaft and licking his hot balls.
"So you are telling me you've never had lesbian sex Jenna?"
She now had his head in her mouth. Jenna pulled it out and claimed, "No I could never do that!" She licked around the head again.
He didn't think she sounded very convincing, "Are you sure you aren't lying to me? I don't like to be lied to!"
Jenna didn't know how, but she sensed he knew something about her past. She was afraid he would eventually get her to admit it anyway so she finally admitted, "I'm sorry I didn't say it before, but there was this one time in college...but I'm very ashamed of it."
"Tell me more!" He demanded. "And don't stop stroking my shaft and playing with my balls while you do it!"
As she stroked it with her wet fingers, Jenna spoke softly, "I had a roommate one summer near the beach in..."
"SANTA MONICA"...he blurted out before she could finish.
Jenna let his sloppy cock plop from her mouth as she looked up at him incredulously, "How do you know about that Bull?" The blonde wife asked panic stricken.
"Pull those little straps off your shoulders and let me see those nice titties!"
Jenna slid the straps off her shoulders and let the top of her lingerie fall, exposing her perfect tits. He reached out and rubbed them and told her to go back to sucking his cock in earnest as he told her how he knew. They had 35 minutes before they would arrive and he wanted to time things perfectly.
As Jenna's lips engulfed the fat head and her cheeks vacuumed expertly, he said, "Back in our senior year a bunch of us football players went out drinking one night and everyone except me got pretty fucked up...lick around the head like I showed you...yeah just like that...someone asked the group, what's the wildest sex you've ever had in your life?"
Jenna didn't like where this was going, but she knew he would be angry if she didn't continue pleasing him. She took his cock as deep as she could while she played with his big balls. He said, "Oh yeah...that feels good, keep doing that! A bunch of the guys told great fuck stories. When it came to my turn everyone laughed as they knew I was more into football than girls and didn't have any good stories to tell. The last person to tell was...Ryan."
Jenna gasped.
"Don't stop sucking that dick girl...take it nice and deep, uh huh!"
"Ryan was really fucked up that night and I don't think he remembered telling us the next day, but I doubt any of the guys that were there ever forgot." Cole said as he pulled her hair aside so he could watch his cock disappear between her saliva and pre-cum soaked lips.



"Every guy on that team wanted to fuck you Jenna, yeah spit on it, so when it was Ryan's turn to talk, we all listened to what got you off! Yeah stroke it some more, Ryan told us about a hot French exchange student who you and he lived with in Santa Monica. He said that she and another chick, a former UCLA cheerleader as I recall, seduced you when he was at football camp. That's all true isn't it Jenna?"
The stunned blonde pulled his cock out of her mouth with tears in her eyes and nodded. She couldn't believe that Ryan had told his friends about their affair with Andrea and Kristen.
Cole's dick got a little harder as he pictured Jenna having sex with the two hot chicks, "...lick my balls...oh yeah...stroke it! Ryan said that after he got back from camp, the four of you fucked like rabbits every day until the end of summer. He said that one of the girls convinced you to try anal sex and you loved it. Ryan also admitted that you became quite the rug muncher Jenna! Your future husband joked that you loved it so much that he hoped that you would never leave him for a chick."
"Swirl your tongue around the head...yeah right there underneath...flick that tongue! After fucking you for the past couple of days, you clearly love a real man's cock too much to be a full-blown lesbian Jenna; I suspect his fears must have come from his inability to satisfy you. Should he have been worried Jenna, did you love the taste of pussy enough to leave him?"
Jenna's heart beat quickly as she pulled his cock from her mouth and shook her head, "No, that was a long time ago Bull!" She sucked his dick with more enthusiasm as she tried to get him to change the subject.
"Do you and your Pilates students head back home for a little rug-munching after your workouts these days Jenna?"
She pulled his cock out again and lied, "I've never had sex with a woman since college Bull."
"So you never ever think about pussy Jenna...when you see a hot chick with nice tits in her workout outfit at the gym, you never get aroused at all?"
The married blonde kept sucking his dick and didn't answer. Cole noticed she was picking up the pace. He reached out and rubbed her huge tits and fondled her nipples; she moaned with his cock in her mouth, "You didn't answer me...don't ignore me and...don't lie to me. Jenna you do still get turned-on when you see a really hot woman don't you?"
The embarrassed wife finally pulled her mouth off his dick. A long sticky saliva stream infused with pre-cum stretched from her lips to his cockhead, "...yes...sometimes Bull," she admitted quietly as if maybe he wouldn't hear her. She nervously went back to licking around the big head.
"Sometimes"? You mean like whenever you see a chick you'd like to fuck?"
"Not every time..." She responded shyly between licks.
"So you loved it in college and you still get aroused nearly every time you see a hot chick...you still crave pussy don't you Jenna!"
Jenna let the engorged ebony log slip from her lips, "Bull I don't crave it because I'm happily married, but yes I still think about it...sometimes." She admitted sheepishly.
"Would you agree you loved it in college and were very good at eating pussy back then?"
Jenna licked along the underside before responding, "...Yeah I did...and I guess I'd say I was pretty good at it. They both liked it."
"Okay, I'm glad you didn't lie to me...we'll discuss this more later, but now you need to finish what you started; I'm close and I want to blow my nut before we get there!" Cole envisioned Jenna with her face buried between the legs of the sexy women she would meet tonight, "This is going to be some kind of evening!"
Jenna took him deep into her mouth and cupped his big balls; he grabbed her head and pumped his fat cock between her wet sexy lips. After deep-throating him for some time she pulled it out and sluttishly licked around the head as she frantically stroked him with both small hands.
"Cum for me Bull, I want to taste it! Shoot your huge load in my mouth!" The horny wife begged. Jenna was still stunned from Cole's revelation that Ryan had told some of his teammates about their affair with Andrea and Kristen. And worse yet, Cole had gotten her to admit that she loved eating pussy. She noticed that his huge cock had become much harder and thicker since her admission. Nevertheless, Jenna could feel her own orgasm building, she wanted him to erupt, "Give it to me Bull!"
The NFL linebacker was now about to explode, "Pretend the tip of my cock is the French girl's clit and show me how you lick it!" He ordered.
Jenna immediately flattened her tongue against his cock and fluttered it in a blur across and around the rubbery tip. He stroked his cock and watched as her tongue danced and darted across the head. Her tongue action looked like that of a seasoned lesbian.
"Here it comes..."
Cole groaned loudly, the first blast splattered against her fluttering tongue. The next several did the same and coated her cheeks, lips, and chin with thick salty goo. The black man pulled away and aimed his spewing truncheon at her neck and chest. The black bull blasted several heavy streams onto her chest before finishing wildly on her tits.
Jenna orgasmed and soaked the crotch of her g-string.
The limo pulled to a stop in front of the entry at the large mansion. Cole fed his cock back into Jenna's mouth; she did her best to lick it clean. The satisfied football player reached for his boxers and slipped them on while Jenna looked around for a towel.
"Where can I get something to clean up Bull?"
"Hand me my pants and don't get any cum on them." He demanded.
Jenna carefully handed him his pants, he slid them on before slipping on his loafers. Just then the back door opened and Cole's driver peered in and announced that they had arrived. The wide-eyed driver ogled Jenna; she quickly reached up and covered her cum-covered tits with her hands.
Cole got out of the car; he and his driver Dave exchanged knowing smiles. This was certainly not the first time that Dave's boss had sprayed his ample man juice in the back of this car. A few weeks earlier Dave had to clean up a big mess from a trip Cole took to central California wine country with a couple of blonde actresses.
"Pull your straps on; you can clean up in the house...let's go we are late!"
Jenna was horrified. "You don't expect me to go in there like this do you?" She pleaded.
"I expect you to get your ass out of the car now...don't embarrass me by making us any later than we already are!"
"Embarrass you?"
Jenna pulled the babydoll back up over her cum covered tits. She slid the straps up over her shoulders and stepped out of the car. She landed unsteadily on her high heels; Cole's driver helped her catch her balance. Jenna pulled away from him perturbed.
Cole looked at her with a strong sense of satisfaction. Dave stared in disbelief; the sexy blonde's lips, chin, neck and chest were covered with Cole's ample spooge. Jenna's hard nipples were poking out and wet spots were developing on the breast material of her lingerie. All of this Cole had expected, what he didn't, was her soaked g-string and wetness running down her thighs.
"That horny bitch came in her panties again!"
He reached for her hand and led her up the covered porch, "I doubt anyone besides the butler will be at the door when we arrive..." He lied.
Jenna was furious and still didn't even know who they were going to see.
Cole rang the doorbell. He looked at Jenna sternly and warned, "You need to do exactly what you are told by me and the other hosts or there will be consequences! Oh by the way, you are going to get your wish...!"
"Oh what's that Bull? The cum-covered wife asked angrily.
Cole Steele got a sly smile on his face, "You'll be eating lots of pussy tonight!"
Just then the door opened and the butler invited them inside.
*****
Keep your eyes out for Chapter 9; Jenna's going to meet some new friends. Please don't forget to vote on this chapter. Five stars are appreciated!
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As Cole and Jenna entered the large foyer, Jenna was horrified to see the butler wasn't the only one there to greet them. Two other couples were waiting as well. Each pair was comprised of a black man dressed in a suit with a young white woman wearing lingerie and high heels. Jenna wanted to die on the spot, she was the only one covered in cum and more embarrassingly, she knew both of the men.
"Sorry we are late everyone, but my date couldn't wait for the festivities...as you can see she accomplished her objective," Cole Steele bragged. Everyone was already staring at Jenna as she stood there covered in the football player's thick semen with her own cum running down her thighs.
One of the other men interjected, "Introductions are in order."
Cole went first, "Hank, you know Jenna."
"Hello Jenna, I almost didn't recognize you with all that seed on your face, but it's nice to see you again. Cole and Jenna, please meet Monica."
They said awkward hellos.
Cole then looked to the other black man and said, "Paul, I think you know Jenna."
Paul Washington responded, "Jenna so good to see you again, it's been awhile. I can see you are finally surrounding yourself with a better class of people! Cole and Jenna, welcome to my home, this is Gina."
Jenna had never been more embarrassed in her entire life. She had known both Hank and Paul for over 10 years and tonight they were acting as if she was some cheap faceless hooker.
Hank Johnson, Sr. had been the quarterbacks coach at UCLA when Jenna's husband Ryan played there. He had been like a big brother to Ryan and had never been anything but a perfect gentleman to Jenna. Hank was pushing 40 now, but still kept himself in terrific shape. He had moved on to the pros several years back in a similar role to the one he had in Westwood during Ryan's tenure. Until the last five minutes, Jenna had always considered him a great guy.
Paul Washington was quite the opposite. He was the starting QB at UCLA when Ryan was there and the two men always had bad blood between them going back to their days as rival high school quarterbacks in the LA area. They tolerated one another as teammates at UCLA. Paul was drafted into the pros following his career with the Bruins and earned a very comfortable living as a journeyman QB. The lucky bastard married an heiress to a sugar cane fortune and divorced 3 years later. And while there had been pre-nups in place, he still walked away with enough to live very well for the rest of his life after football. Jenna always thought Paul Washington was an arrogant asshole.
On cue, the asshole declared, "Cole, based on the looks of things, it appears you are just as virile as ever." Everyone stared in awe at the volume of spunk that covered Jenna's chin, neck, and chest.
"I still do okay for an old man," Cole replied proudly. All the men laughed loudly.
Jenna wanted to die on the spot. The two women who were beautiful themselves and close in age to Jenna, both felt terrible for the pretty blonde. They each had been through similar humiliations in the past few months.
Monica was a dark haired girl with a gorgeous tanned complexion, high cheek bones and puffy lips. She wore her hair up and donned the vogue glasses that made her look like a sexy librarian. Her face reminded Jenna of the young country singer Kacey Musgraves. She wore a sheer pink pin-up babydoll and crotchless g-string with 5" white Stiletto's. Monica's natural full C-cup tits were completely visible through the material and her large nipples pointed distinctly upward. Her legs were very well toned and athletic looking. The beautiful brunette was an inch shorter than Jenna but had a similar sexy body.
Gina wore a black and red bustier with matching vibrating g-string and garter straps with thigh high stockings. The look of sex oozed from her. Gina's big tits were mostly visible through the lace cups and her long legs were accentuated by the sheer stockings and high heels. To Jenna, she looked almost identical to the actress Diane Kruger with larger breasts. She was 5'-6" and looked like she spent lots of time in the gym. The busty blonde was married, but had still been a sexually naïve religious girl before meeting Paul Washington. The former QB bragged to the other guys that in the past two months he'd turned her into a wanton black cock slut.
Jenna noticed Cole staring at her hungrily. She was very well aware of his affinity for voluptuous blondes with large breasts. Jenna suspected Cole would be looking for a piece of Gina tonight.
As a matter of fact he was having similar thoughts as he remembered back a few years when he'd met the real Diane Kruger at a Hollywood party and taken her back to his place. At some point early the following morning, he had called 911 as the gorgeous actress actually lost consciousness following a breathtaking string of multiple orgasms.
Paul's wait staff brought a round of Martinis for the guys and two Russian Apple shots for each of the women. The former QB told the ladies they had 60 seconds to slam both drinks or they would all have to do another one. Jenna and Monica both finished theirs pretty easily, but Gina who had never drank prior to meeting Paul, struggled to get the second one down. She eventually made it just under the wire.
"Jenna you look pretty comfortable covered in Cole's paste, but if the three of you would like to go powder your noses or whatever you do in there together, Gina knows where the bathroom is down the hall. Be back here in 10 minutes."
The men watched as the three hot married women walked down the hall in their high heels and sexy lingerie.
Paul said to Cole, "Aside from your artwork on her face, Jenna looks as good as ever...you say those hot tits are natural huh? You know we've always debated."
"Yeah and they are fucking spectacular," answered the large linebacker.
"I'm jealous you were the one to get that hot piece of ass into your bed! All these years, all the brothers have wanted to get a dip in that fine white thing and now that horse cock of yours is going to ruin her for everyone else...especially her husband!" They all laughed.
"Oh I think you two will still feel the sides, I've only been fucking her for two days." Cole joked.
"Yeah but how many hours in two days has that log spent reaming her married pussy?" Paul asked half-jokingly.
"I lost count the first night, but her quim got some relief last night." Cole said matter-of-factly.
"Why is that?" Hank took the bait.
"Cuz it was in her ass!" Cole bragged. They all busted out laughing again.
Cole then changed the subject and said, "That reminds me, you both have had vasectomy's right? She thinks these pills I'm giving her are birth control, but truthfully she is as fertile as San Joaquin Valley. I don't want either of you planting any potent seeds in her...you can shoot all the blanks you want. I'm gonna make sure when she leaves my place in three weeks that she takes my black present with her!" Cole bragged.
They both laughed and confirmed that they had.
"What's she going to tell Ryan when she returns with a black bun in the oven?" Hank asked, feeling slightly guilty based on his relationship with her husband.
"That bitch stole from me and her husband agreed to have her live with me as punishment. I've been 'punishing' that squirting little pussy since he walked out the door. I can't take the blame for what happens naturally when a sexy fertile white woman lives with a virile black man for three weeks, now can I? Besides it's not like I raped her or anything, I got lots of video of her begging me for the nigger nectar! I've just been giving her what she's wanted."
"Amen to that brother." Paul said as he slapped palms with Cole in a cool brotherly handshake.
"Shit today on my boat I fucked her silly for a good long hour. After we took a little beer break that horny bitch climbed back on and rode the big stick till the sun was almost down."
"Sounds like Mrs. Nielsen is already addicted to the Mamba!" Paul said referring to the nickname his black teammates had given Cole's dick back in their UCLA days.
"You could say that. The big snake has found a couple of nice wet places where he's been hangin' out and enjoying himself! She loves his visits and she keeps showering him with gifts." Cole said with a laugh before changing the subject. "How about your son Hank, has Jr. made up his mind about USC?"
"He's in LaLa land. That kid is so addicted to that teacher's pussy right now, he can't think about anything else. Now they've also brought in some blonde senior cheerleader from his school and he is banging the shit out of both of them at the same time. I'll be amazed if he goes anywhere else. Those greedy USC bastards pulled off a coup on this one!"
"After seeing her tonight, I'd pick USC too!" Cole joked. "I don't remember high-school teachers looking like that!"
They all laughed again.
*****
Once inside the bathroom, Jenna burst into tears. Gina and Monica did their best to console her. Monica brought her a towel and helped clean up Cole's semen.
"Did he really produce all this?" Gina asked in amazement.
"Yes," Jenna replied quietly.
"How many times did he cum?" Monica inquired.
"Just once," Jenna responded.
"Oh my Gosh...I grew up in Iowa and there were some horses that didn't ejaculate like that!" Gina joked to lighten the mood. "I hope you don't mind me making a joke about it."
"No, I feel better now that I'm cleaned up and in here with you guys," Jenna thankfully replied.
Monica looked down at Jenna's wedding rings and said, "Jenna I hope you don't find this too personal a question, but are you here with him by choice or because you have to be?"
Jenna got tears in her eyes, "I didn't choose this, but I have to make the best of it."
"I'm not here by choice either, said Monica. My husband is away at a tennis tournament and thinks I'm tutoring tonight. The only reason I'm here and not at a hotel in Long Beach is that Hank's son is away at a football camp."
"Hank Johnson Jr?" Jenna asked.
"Yes, do you know him?" Monica asked surprised.
"We've known him since he was about 6, his dad, the Hank we just saw, was quarterbacks coach at UCLA when my husband played there. Hank Jr. was a ball boy back then. He was such a cute little guy."
"Trust me...he has grown up, he isn't little anymore!" Monica got a vision of the high school senior's big black cock in her mind. She snapped out of her momentary trance and continued, "Hank Jr. is one of my students at Long Beach Poly High School now, I teach 11th and 12th grade math. But that's enough about me, how did you come to be here tonight Gina?" Monica asked trying to deflect the conversation away from her.
"My husband is at home, but he knows I'm here with Paul, but not by choice either. Well kind of...it's complicated."
"Hopefully we can talk each talk about our situations later tonight, but our 10 minutes are almost up, we better get back out there." Monica reminded.
All three were already feeling the effects of the vodka shots.
They exited the bathroom and Gina immediately felt her panties start to vibrate. The busty blonde hadn't had sex in 12 days and the slightest stimulation dampened her pussy immediately.
When they got back out to the foyer, Paul said teasingly, "Hey you cleaned up, Jenna. I'm not sure why, I suspect you'll have another black bath at some point tonight!"
Jenna shot him a dirty look. Cole glared at Jenna. She looked over at him and quickly remembered the warning Cole had given her before they arrived about responding positively to the other hosts regardless of what they told her to do.
Paul Washington ignored Jenna's glare before he looked over at the other two scantily clad wives and asked if either of them had licked Jenna clean. Their eyes both got wide before shaking their heads. Paul responded with a shit-eating response, "That's okay you'll be licking her soon enough." Jenna snuck another glance at Cole, this time he smirked and winked back at her. She quickly remembered what he'd told her before they entered the mansion.
The atmosphere in the room was quickly changing. Paul studied the look on Gina's face and could tell she was getting aroused by her vibrating panties. He thumbed the remote control in his pocket as he enjoyed the sexual "torture" he was putting her through. The former NFL QB then led them all to his great room; the huge room housed multiple couches, a wet bar, and a floor to ceiling stone fireplace. The big picture windows looked out on the lights from the LA basin below.
"Okay ladies, time for a couple more shots!" Paul announced. "This time you have two minutes to finish them both. Anyone who doesn't finish will have to do whatever their date orders them to do!" Paul reached into his pocket and turned up the pace on Gina's vibrating panties.
The hot married blonde gasped out loud.
After looking in her direction, Jenna and Monica both finished their shots, but not without some serious last-second anguish.
Gina was barely into her second one when time expired. "Gina I am very disappointed in you, you seem pre-occupied and aren't focusing! Finish the rest of that right now!" Paul commanded.
She took a deep breath as the panties blurred against her clit. Gina forced herself to empty the glass. Her pussy was throbbing as the vibrating panties were stimulating her incredibly, but not quite enough to bring her to orgasm. The poor horny wife hadn't climaxed in nearly two weeks; she was now beside herself.
Paul said to her, "Gina, since you didn't finish the drink on time and I'm your date, you need to do as I say!"
She thought to herself, "Yeah, as if you needed an excuse to make me do something sexual for you!"
Paul surprised her with his command, "Gina, remove Cole's pants and give him an erotic lap dance for the next 15 minutes!"
Gina glared at Paul with a look of disbelief. But in spite of her shock, she was well aware the consequences would be undesirable if she didn't do as she was told. The married blonde slowly walked over to the muscle-covered linebacker who was standing near the bar; she took his hand and led him to one of the couches. Before he sat down, Gina knelt down in front of him, unbuckled his belt, slacks and unzipped his fly. She hurriedly pulled his pants off before doing the same with his boxer shorts.
Cole's huge cock flopped out and nearly hit her in the face. The blonde wife gasped loudly before remaining motionless as she stared at it. She had been fucking another black man for the past few months and at a thick 9 ½ inches, Paul's dick dwarfed her husband's, but this was something altogether different. Jenna was standing next to Monica; she heard her gasp too, "Oh my God, it's huge!"
"Tell me about it..." was all Jenna could say.
Suddenly the lights dimmed and a spotlight shown on Gina. Erotic music began to play; she slowly stood up and began to sway to it. Cole sat down on the couch as she turned and showed him her tight ass. Cole thought to himself that Paul was right; Gina did have a great fucking ass.
The beautiful blonde backed in closer and wiggled it to the sounds of the music. Cole reached out and spanked her. Paul's date shrieked in surprise but quickly came back for more. Jenna watched breathlessly as Cole smacked Gina again; she moaned more loudly this time. Paul had told Cole that she was wearing vibrating panties and that she hadn't been fucked in nearly two weeks. Cole reached out and yanked her panties down; he could feel them vibrating as he pushed them down to her ankles. He looked over at Paul; they both grinned from ear to ear. Gina was like a volcano ready to erupt; Cole's massive cock was hardening as he could clearly see wetness on her inner thighs as she danced to the erotic music.
Finally she backed her way all the way in and rubbed her ass against him. Cole looked over at Jenna and could tell she looked anxious; she was either really horny or jealous.
Gina was beside herself from lack of sex, the vibration of her panties, and Cole's big cock pressing against her loins. The busty blonde was so horny and wanted to cum so bad; she finally just pushed all the way back in his lap and started sluttishly sliding her pussy up and down on his now hard vein covered pole. Cole grabbed her hips and pulled her to him and assisted in sliding her pussy quickly along it. Given her current state, it didn't take long before she moaned loudly and screamed as she climaxed against him. Everyone in the room except Paul was amazed at how quickly she went from wiggling her ass in front of him, to cumming against his big black dick.
Jenna's g-string was soaked from the show and Monica watched breathlessly herself. It had been a very erotic scene, but neither of them could believe that the same girl they had just met in the bathroom could turn into a wanton black cock slut so quickly.
Paul had videotaped the entire thing on his phone. "Wow that is one horny white married pussy!" He exclaimed. "She can't help herself when she gets around the black stuff...even if it's not mine!"
"Let's see if we can't get all the ladies in the same state of mind." Paul continued. He snapped his fingers and a beautiful young Mexican girl in a skimpy maid's uniform brought out another round of drinks and a mirror with lines of cocaine. Gina knew the girl, her name was Carmelita. After the Latina girl placed the tray on the table she looked up and made eye contact with Gina. Carmelita smiled demurely. Paul grinned.
Everyone else noticed the exchange.
"Okay ladies, it's time to turn things up a notch!"
Gina and Jenna had never done drugs prior to the past two months, and Monica had only smoked a little pot in college, but recently, all had been forced to 'indulge' with their black 'boyfriends'. Still, none had ever done cocaine. Jenna looked over at Cole with a concerned look on her face; he got a big grin on his.
"It's time for Hank to have a little fun. Each of you will take a turn sitting on Hank's lap while you drink your shots. You can take as long as you want to finish them. I'm sure Hank won't mind if you take your time. Once you've finished, you will bend over in front of him with your sweet little ass in his face and do your lines of coke. Is that clear?"
"Monica you are first!"
While Monica was technically Hank's date, she had never had sexual interaction with him previously. That pleasure had been enjoyed by Hank's son until now; but tonight the "old man" was going to get a taste of what his son had been enjoying for the past couple of months. Paul handed her the first drink; she moved over Hank's lap and sat down. He immediately reached around and rubbed her nice tits through the baby doll. Gina brought the first drink to her lips and drank it quickly.
"Before I give you the other one, why don't you enjoy yourself on Hank's lap for a few minutes girl!" Paul exclaimed. Hank continued to rub her tits and said quietly in her ear..."My son tells me you are quite the tiger for his big black cock...tonight you get to try out the old man. I'm sure you won't be disappointed."
Paul handed her the 2nd drink, but she was now pretty fucked up and wasn't quite ready to drink it yet. She held it in her hand as Hank slipped his hands inside her lingerie and played with her hard nipples.



"Looks like Monica is in no hurry to get off of Hank's lap. She better be careful, she wouldn't want to make the kid think she is leaving him for his old man!" Paul teased.
Monica noticed that Hank touched her tits more tenderly than his son (the obvious difference between a 40-year-old experienced lover and an 18-year-old testosterone driven kid) and while she didn't like being in this position, she found herself getting aroused.
Finally she finished the 2nd shot.
Monica slowly stood and asked Paul what to do with the coke. He told her to cover one of her nostrils and snort through the straw with the other one. The high school teacher bent at the waist and positioned her sweet ass in front of Hank's face as she nervously reached for the straw. The older black man reached out and massaged her hot naked ass.
As she snorted the first line, Hank lowered his hand and rubbed her pussy lips through the crotchless seam. Monica flinched but remained bent at the waist as she finished the remnants of the first line. The feeling of the coke entering her nose startled her at first, but she soon realized that it wasn't hard to do and it gave her a quick rush.
As Monica built up courage to do the other one, Hank played with her pussy and tongued her asshole. The young teacher was aroused after watching Gina's lap dance and now from Hank's ministrations. The others looked on as the young teacher subtly moved her ass around on his face.
Finally she snorted the other line. Paul told her to use her finger to wipe up the residue and rub it along her gums. Monica immediately felt a strange likeable numbness in her mouth. Hank rubbed her pussy one last time before she stood up and went over and sat on one of the adjacent couches.
"Gina it's your turn!" Paul pulled out his phone and video-taped Gina's lap visit.
The blonde wife had tears in her eyes as she went over and sat in Hank's lap. She had never drank or done drugs prior to meeting Paul, but in the last two months he had gotten her drunk and stoned on several occasions. One night he forced her to take an ecstasy tab, and their sex had been unlike anything she had ever experienced.
But Gina was still not accustomed to doing shots. It took her twice as long to finish her drinks so Hank got a nice long time to grope and play with her big tits. The older black man also took the opportunity to line her neck and shoulders with recognizable hickeys. As Gina stood and pressed her ass near his face, he reached up and pulled her g-string down to her knees. The horny black man ran his fingers along her pussy lips.
Gina unsteadily snorted the first line. As she prepared herself for the 2nd, Hank slid his middle finger between her pussy lips and wiggled it around. She moaned before proceeding to snort the other line. She too rubbed the residue on her gums before standing up. Hank spun her around and ran his long tongue across her clit before he reached down, pulled up her g-string and nodded for her to go sit next to Monica.
"Jenna, you are last, but certainly not least!" Paul exclaimed.
Jenna stood terrified as she contemplated being touched sexually by a man that until now, she had considered a family friend. And while she lived her life adventurously, the idea of snorting cocaine went against everything Jenna believed in. As she approached, Hank got a huge smile on his face and patted his lap.
She slowly sat down and he immediately reached around and grabbed her magnificent boobs. Paul waited to hand her a drink until Hank had a chance to feel her up. Her husband's former coach said quietly in her ear, "I've been staring at these tits since you were 18; I'm going to take my time and enjoy them tonight!" He rubbed and squeezed them for several minutes. Jenna's tits felt a little larger than Monica's and a little firmer than Gina's in his big hands. As he squeezed them he kissed along her neck and the back of her ear.
Paul handed her the first drink and she gulped it down quickly. As he'd done with the other girls, Hank reached inside Jenna's lingerie and rubbed her hard nipples, "Wow, your fucking nipples are rock hard, you like this don't you Jenna! You know what they say, once you go BLACK you never go back!"
Paul handed her the other drink and she drank about half, but couldn't finish the rest.
Hank said, "That's right, you like this too much to finish that don't you?" He joyfully pulled and tweaked her nipples as he licked along her neck and bit her ear. Finally she finished the rest. As Jenna started to stand, he pulled her back down and took one last long grope of her tits. He quietly whispered in her ear between clenched teeth, "Cole tells me you are not a bad fuck; I can't wait to get a taste tonight!"
The other girls watched in nervous anticipation...the drugs and booze were kicking in.
Cole and Paul watched with enthusiastic thoughts of what the night would bring. They both noticed Monica and Gina licking their lips as they watched Jenna on Hank's lap. While both girls were probably 9.9's on a 10 scale, there was something about Jenna that set her apart. Everyone in the room couldn't take their eyes off the captivating blonde as Hank's hands roamed inside her lingerie.
Jenna stood and raised her ass to his face. She was apprehensive to try the coke, so her butt remained there for several long minutes. Hank pulled her g-string aside and ran his tongue up her deep creased crack. Her husband's former coach licked her asshole, causing her to gasp out loud.
Jenna finally grabbed the straw and snorted the first line. She didn't know what to expect, but she quickly realized it wasn't as bad as she feared. Hank rubbed his fingers across her pussy lips and couldn't believe how wet she was. He inserted a finger in her slit; it was literally dripping.
Jenna finished the other line; she too wiped the mirror with her finger and rubbed it along her gums. She started to move away before Hank pulled her back to him. He turned her around and inserted the finger that he had wiggled in her pussy between her lips and into her mouth, "Lick it off, you horny slut!"
Jenna cringed before he pressed his fingers into her mouth.
Jenna couldn't believe the way Hank was treating her. She and Ryan had just had dinner with Hank and his wife Lisa at their place a month previously. Hank had been a perfect gentleman as he had for the 10 years that she had known him. Tonight he was treating her like a whore.
"Okay ladies, it's time for you to adjourn to my playroom and wait for us to finish up some business. Gina, please lead the ladies there, we will be in shortly." Paul exclaimed. "If you decide to start the party without us, go right ahead!"
Gina led the way through the large house to Paul's playroom. As they entered, there was a porn movie playing on all 12 big screens that circled the walls of the huge room. The scene was of two twenty something blondes and a black dude with a big cock fucking them in his high-rise apartment overlooking a large downtown.
Paul's playroom contained several couches, a wet bar, fireplace, and pool table. There was memorabilia and awards from Paul's career adorning the walls between the numerous big screen HDTV's. On the coffee table was another mirror with lines of coke and three glasses of champagne.
"Oh my gosh, I am so buzzed right now," Gina exclaimed. "My heart is beating a million miles an hour in my chest!"
The other two acknowledged they were feeling the same way.
"What do you think they are going to make us do tonight," Gina asked already having her suspicions.
"Obviously, they are going to make us have sex with them! I suspect we are each going to get our share of big black cock tonight!" Monica replied acceptingly.
Jenna knew full well they were also going to be having sex with each other. "I guess based on that comment that Paul made, they might expect us to have sex with each other too." Jenna said flatly.
The girls all looked at each other with blank stares. None of them knew that the others had engaged in lesbian sex previously.
Jenna couldn't believe the way she was feeling. She was drunk, but the buzz from the coke made her feel really good and while she suddenly hated Hank for treating her like a wanton slut, she had gotten aroused sitting on his lap. She was now sitting here across from two really sexy women in skimpy lingerie and she couldn't stop thinking about what Cole had told her earlier. She was obviously nervous about what the night would bring, but she also found herself excited at the thought of sex with women again...especially these two.
Cole was right when he accused her of still craving pussy.
In fact, she had lied to him when she said she hadn't had sex with a woman since college. On her 3rd wedding anniversary, she and Ryan went to Vegas and he surprised her with a high-priced female escort. The escort was a sexy Asian girl named Jane who spent the weekend with them. Neither she nor Jenna left the hotel room much that weekend.
As the light-skinned, reddish-blonde, Japanese hottie finally departed on Sunday afternoon with Jenna passed out on the bed, Jane made Ryan promise that he would call her the next time they came to Vegas. "I feel a little bad taking your money, your wife is the best girl fuck I've had in years...and you're not so bad yourself! I haven't cum so much in a weekend in a long time. Where did she learn to eat pussy like that?"
"An affair in college...but it's been several years!"
"OMG, she hasn't forgotten a thing." She looked over at Jenna as she lay asleep; naked on her side with her big beautiful tits, flawless ass and legs in view, "You are a lucky man Ryan, I'd love to come home to that every day. I hope you call again...Happy Anniversary!" She kissed him on the lips and walked out the door.
In the car back to LA, Jenna told Ryan that she hoped he didn't hate her for suggesting that they do this every year for their anniversary, "Ryan you know how much I love you, but you also know how much I like to be with girls. If we made this a tradition on our anniversary it would add spice to our sex life and satisfy my fantasies at the same time. I know you like to watch and participate when I'm with girls. I hope you want it too!"
Ryan told her it was a great idea. The Nielsen's had upheld their agreement and had gone to Vegas for their anniversary every year since.
Suddenly one of the blonde's on the porn flick in Paul's playroom moaned loudly; Jenna snapped out of her daydream. All three ladies turned to watch the black stud yank his big dick from the blonde's wet pussy and tell the brunette to open her mouth. The bull proceeded to paint her gorgeous face. He then shoved it in her mouth and told her to clean it off.
"I would never have imagined someone doing that two months ago," Gina said, "but I've now done it myself lots of times."
"Yes me too," replied Monica.
"You guys know I have too, sometimes he actually makes it in my mouth." Jenna admitted and they all actually laughed. The joke was obviously funnier based on the mess she'd been in on her arrival.
"It sounds like none of us are in this situation by choice, while we wait for the guys, why don't we each explain how we came to be here, maybe it will help us each cope a little better. Gina I hope you don't mind sharing first?" The gorgeous brunette teacher asked. "I think it will be helpful for each of us to give as much detail as possible. Maybe something you've experienced will help shed some light on our situations and vice-versa."
"Sure, I don't mind, but I have to warn you guys some things that have happened over the past couple of months are pretty...well...hard to talk about," Gina responded. "I hope you guys won't be judgmental, our situation has taken some crazy twists and turns."
"Gina please don't be embarrassed, if anyone can understand it is probably the two of us," Jenna interjected.
"I hope so." She went about telling her story...My husband and I were high school sweethearts in Iowa. We both came from very religious backgrounds and we never drank, smoked, cursed or did drugs. We got married right after he finished college and we moved to Southern California. My husband got a job with one of the big six accounting firms. He is the smartest man I know.
After a couple of years he opened his own practice and before long he got hooked-up with this guy that knew several pro athletes. My husband eventually was introduced to Paul Washington and within a few months Paul asked my husband to be his personal accountant. Paul soon realized Rick, that's my husband, was very good at what he did and he made him his full-fledged business manager.
In the first three years of their relationship, Rick saved Paul nearly $1M in IRS payments and other negotiations. Before long Paul connected Rick with several other pro athletes, mostly guys from the Dodgers, Chargers, and Clippers. Within 2 years, his sports clientele represented about 90% of my husband's earnings.
Unfortunately, this past year, Rick made a major mistake with Paul's IRS return and as luck would have it, he got audited and was forced to pay $135,000 in penalties. Rick knew Paul was upset, but he thought that since he had saved him all that money in the previous years, he would accept it and move on.
However, the following Friday night he called Rick and I over to discuss the situation. There were a couple of other big black guys there when we arrived. Paul was pissed and was screaming obscenities at Rick. He told him that he owed him $135k and he wanted to be paid immediately. Rick said he didn't have that kind of money; we had leveraged everything to start the business. The bank was not going to lend us anymore and neither of our families was in a position to help us.
Paul told Rick he was going to call all of his other pro buddies and tell them drop Rick as their client's. Meanwhile he called the big goons into the room and told them to take Rick out back and see if he could remember where he might find some money. Rick begged and pleaded and asked if there was some other way he could work it off.
Paul surprised us both with his answer, "There isn't anything you can do, but your gorgeous wife may have the assets to do it!"
Both Jenna and Monica gasped and covered their mouths.
My husband immediately objected. The big black guys grabbed him and started to take him outside. I stood up and said I would do whatever they wanted as long as they didn't hurt my husband. I really had no idea what Paul's expectations would be.
Rick shouted, "No Gina" before one of the big guys hit him in the face and he fell to the floor.
Paul looked at Rick lying on the ground and said, "This is the way it's going to work. My driver will pick up your pretty wife every other Friday night at your house at 5:00 p.m. and will return her on Sunday night at 9:00 p.m. She will be mine to do whatever I please for those 2+ days. If she pleases me, I will remove $10,000 from your debt each weekend. If she doesn't do as I say or isn't enthusiastic I will apply significantly less or nothing at all. Rick, if you try to go to the authorities, I will have her implicated in a crime that will force her to go to prison for a long time. I'm sure those lesbo butch's in the big house would love to get a taste of her."
I stood with my mouth agape. In spite of my naivety, I knew Paul was referring to sex. My husband felt so humiliated, but he knew we didn't have any other choice. "Do we have a deal?" Paul screamed.
Rick looked at me apologetically before he answered defeatedly, "...yes Paul."
Paul's attitude changed quickly, "Okay, it's now 7:00 p.m., so you have already eaten 2 hours into my fun time with your sexy wife, so get the fuck out of here! Miss Gina here will be dropped off Sunday night at your place dipshit! You should probably go home and review the tax code rules or something to keep yourself busy; don't worry about your wife, she won't be short of things to do!"
Both Jenna and Monica had tears in their eyes. Hearing this story only confirmed Jenna's opinion that Paul Washington was a total asshole.
Gina went on. As I told you guys, Rick and I came from very conservative, religious backgrounds and we were both very inexperienced sexually when we got married. I was actually a virgin. We never went past first base until our wedding night and as a result, we were very conservative in the bedroom. Our intercourse was always missionary and ended after one of us climaxed, usually him. Since we married six years ago, we typically only made love 1 or 2 times a week. Rick did not believe in oral sex as he thought it was dirty and he certainly never would have considered anal sex.
The first weekend with Paul, I was introduced to those things and much more. Every other weekend for the past two months, I have had more sex with Paul than I ever did in my whole marriage with my husband. Paul's penis is much bigger than Rick's and while I didn't want to like it at first, it wasn't long before I couldn't get enough of it.
Both Jenna and Monica nodded understandingly at that admission.
Gina went on...To make matters worse, Paul sends me home on Sunday's wearing a chastity device. Rick and I haven't been able to make love in 2 months. Paul also makes me take a daily pill that makes me extra horny.
When I get to his place on Friday's, he has his nurse sample my blood to make sure I've been taking my pills. As soon as I've had my blood tested he takes me up to his room, strips off my clothes and the chastity device and we climb into the shower. I'm like a dog in heat when I get there. He then proceeds to fuck the shit out of me for the next 2 days. Sorry for using those vulgar words, but they've become part of my vocabulary since I met Paul.
By the way, tonight when I acted like such a slut on Cole's big penis, it was because I haven't had sex in 2 weeks and I've been taking those pills. Paul also tortured me by making me wear vibrating panties; I was going to die if I didn't have an orgasm!
After I returned to our house on that first Sunday, Rick made me tell him what happened. He asked if I had intercourse with Paul. I told him yes, but told him it was nothing like when we make love (which sadly was actually true)!
Although Rick knew it was inevitable, he was devastated to learn that I had been unfaithful to him; but his vision of what transpired did not prepare him for the video files that showed up in his inbox about that same time. I wasn't aware that Paul had hidden cameras all around his house and that he had recorded our countless sexual escapades.
I was obviously very nervous when Rick clicked on the first video file. It was a long clip of Paul making me strip for him. I had never been naked in front of another man besides Rick; I was so scared as Paul instructed how he wanted me to take off my clothes. Tears streamed down my face as he made me drop my pants to my ankles and slowly rub my vagina through my panties. I had never masturbated before I met him, I felt so guilty and sluttish.
"...that son of a bitch!" I heard my husband mutter quietly.
I had never heard him say that word.
Next Paul had me remove my top and fondle my breasts through my bra. He whistled and told me to approach him. Paul reached out and roughly grabbed my boobs and squeezed them. My husband never has paid a lot of attention to my breasts, but Paul loves to rub, lick, bite and suck them.
That night he slowly unclasped my bra and told me to use my hands and push my breasts together and bring them to his mouth. I did as he instructed, he kissed and licked my nipples until they were very hard. I was terrified, but I had to admit it felt really good!
My husband watched the video in disbelief.



Paul sucked and rubbed my breasts for a long time before he made me turn around. I screamed as he reached up and yanked my panties down to my ankles. Paul told me to bend over and within seconds I felt his tongue parting my vagina lips and licking around my anus. I nearly jumped when his long tongue touched my private places!
My husband dropped his head into his hands and I heard him mutter, "I've made a terrible mistake agreeing to this..."
The scene cut away and was followed immediately by a scene of me lying on his bed with his head between my rigidly straight legs. As the video progressed my knees began to relax and bend. It wasn't long before my legs were spread wide as Paul enthusiastically licked my vagina. Tears streamed from my eyes as I felt so unfaithful to my husband, but I had never experienced oral sex and I couldn't believe how good it felt. I didn't want to like it, but Paul was so good with his tongue that he brought me to the edge of orgasm several times until I finally begged for him to allow me to cum. "Paul your tongue feels so good, I love the way you lick me there...I've never been licked like that, please don't stop!"
I was so caught up in ecstasy that I didn't notice as Paul turned and looked over his shoulder with my juices all over his smiling face and spoke, "Rick, evidently I must be much better at eating pussy than you. I think I've made her wait long enough, don't you? Your horny wife is begging me to make her cum!" He turned and buried his face back between my legs and within a minute I was gyrating my hips on his face and climaxing loudly.
That was the first time I saw my husband cry.
I know he didn't want to watch anymore, but I guess he wanted to see how far Paul would go...
The next video was of Paul teaching me to suck his big penis. I said to Rick, "I'm so sorry I was unfaithful to you, but he told me I needed to please him or something bad would happen to you! I'm sorry you have to watch this, I didn't even know he was recording any of it!"
My husband responded with false hope in his voice, "There isn't much more to see is there?"
I didn't answer.
Paul instructed me to unbuckle his pants from my knees. I was shaking as I did so nervously. His pants dropped to the ground and his massive semi-hard dick popped out and hit me in the face. It startled me and I screamed. I had never been with another man before and I had heard that they weren't all the same, but I had no idea that some could be that big.
I stared at it for nearly 30 seconds as it hung in front of my face.
Rick gasped and I heard him say quietly, "Oh my God...this can't be happening."
On the video I said, "Paul it is so much bigger than my husband's, I'm so scared."
I saw my husband cringe when he heard me say that.
Paul laughed and said, "Yes I'm sure you've never seen something this big, but I will be gentle and I promise you will love it Gina!" He then proceeded to teach me how to suck his thick black dick.
As he watched the video, I think Rick was very jealous of the size of Paul's penis. Rick said, "Gina that is repulsive...how could you do those things with that big black piece of meat?" I reminded him I didn't have a choice, but I think he thought less of me after that.
On the video Paul was teaching me how he liked to have his penis sucked. He showed me all the sensitive spots and reminded me to make sure to give plenty of attention to his huge testicles. He scolded me for using my teeth and told me I'd be punished for it.
Paul eventually taught me a good technique and we developed a nice rhythm. I was alternating between taking his big penis partially down my throat and sucking on the head as my little hand jerked off his thick wet slippery shaft.
And while I felt very guilty, I found myself enjoying pleasing him. My confidence was building as I could see the pleasure I was giving him. My husband watched as Paul was soon standing on his bed as I kneeled in front of him enthusiastically sucking his cock for at least a half-hour before he grunted and looked at the wall above the headboard (unbeknownst to me he was looking at a hidden camera) and groaned, "Rick, she needs a lot more practice, which she will get, but she's a natural cock-sucker!" He grunted again and exploded in my mouth and all over my lips and tongue. I was caught totally by surprise at the force and amount that shot out, but strangely I was aroused by his ejaculation. I had never tasted semen before. As you might imagine however my husband could not have been more repulsed or infuriated to watch it.
"Oh my Gosh Gina that is disgusting!" Rick complained as he watched. My husband had a very queasy look on his face as Paul made me lick and clean up his messy cock. It got worse, Rick hadn't noticed before, but as he scrolled down in his email, there were 3 more attachments, "Gina, there's more?"
I just stared at him with a blank look.
The next scene showed me on all fours on Paul's bed as he rubbed his big black dick up and down the crack of my butt. He brought the head to the entrance of my vagina and rubbed it across my clitoris over and over. I was terrified about him impaling me with it, but he was making me so aroused that before long I was actually pushing back into it. Eventually, he popped the big head inside and I nearly screamed and moaned loudly.
The video cut away and didn't show the next 10 minutes as he slowly worked his cock into my soaked pussy. Paul pulled it all the way out and then shoved back in. It hurt so much, but it also felt so amazingly good that before long I sounded like a cat getting fucked in an alley somewhere. The video then cut to about 10 minutes ahead where Paul was fucking me doggy style and spanking my ass while I moaned incessantly.
He kept telling me, and my husband, how tight my pussy was.
Paul fucked me with slow strokes for a long time while holding onto my hips and sticking his finger in my butt. I had never had anything in my anus before; I was amazingly surprised at how good it felt. The camera showed my pussy lips stretched like a rubber band on Paul's veiny cock and my lips seemed to turn inside out each time he thrust forward and back. It all felt so wonderfully good as he knew exactly how to pleasure me! He eventually picked up the pace and was soon fucking me hard and fast as I screamed out his name and climaxed on his huge cock.
My husband looked at me like I had just killed someone.
The subsequent scene showed me on top riding Paul as my boobs bounced as he sucked and licked my sensitive nipples. I really liked this position as I could control how deep his cock would go as well as how much stimulation I wanted on my clit. I also loved the way he massaged and sucked my boobs as I thrust them in his face! As I got accustomed to his size, I impaled myself deeply and applied as much stimulation to my sensitive tingly spot as I could handle. I made this last as long as I could until he grabbed my hips and pulled me quickly forward and back. His big cock and the stimulation on my clitoris were unbelievable and I came again in a screaming orgasm!
My husband's head sagged into his trembling hands.
The final scene showed Paul telling me to go in his bathroom and retrieve the KY Jelly. I brought it back and he had me coat his long dick. He instructed me to get back down on my hands and knees and reach back and coat my sphincter with lots of jell. Paul then proceeded to rub his goo-covered black penis around my butt before he pushed hard and it popped inside. I screamed loudly and begged him not to put it in any further.
Rick actually jumped up when he heard my piercing scream. My husband then stared in silent disbelief.
Paul had no intentions of stopping as it took nearly 20 minutes for him to work it all the way in as I whimpered and cried. When he finally accomplished his goal, he couldn't hold out any longer and exploded inside me. Paul pulled it out slowly and Rick watched as copious amounts of Paul's cum leaked out of my stretched-out butt.
Rick finally turned it off and announced that he would never watch the videos again and would delete any future emails that Paul sent him. Finally he looked at me with tears in his eyes, "You said it was nothing like when we make love...but you appeared to enjoy it very much. God forgive you for performing those repulsive acts!"
I had to respond quickly so I lied again, God rest my soul. I told him I faked the orgasms to ensure I earned the maximum pay for the weekend. My husband seemed to take small solace in that admission before we hugged and fell asleep.
For the next 11 days, Paul sent "read receipt" emails that Rick deleted without opening.
When I arrived back at his house the following Friday, Paul asked me if Rick had watched all the video's. God rest my soul, but I lied once again and said that he had. Paul then showed me all the unread emails and called me a liar. I began to cry and guiltily admitted to him that Rick had deleted the emails without opening them.
Paul was furious; he dragged me up to his room, tore off my clothes, removed the chastity device and pulled me into the shower. The sex that weekend was very rough and he fucked me in the ass...a lot!
Paul sent me home that Sunday and instructed me to tell Rick that from that point forward each video would contain a couple of hidden words photo-shopped by his AV expert. Rick would be expected to watch the videos intently and find the hidden words from each. He would then have to use the words to put together a specific "phrase" that represented my visit from the previous weekend.
Paul then instructed Rick to send a return email that contained the "correct phrase" before his driver picked me up the following Friday. If the phrase was incorrect or arrived later than 5:00 p.m., no credit would be applied to the debt. Paul then announced that no credit was being applied for the first weekend because Rick hadn't watched all of the previous videos.
Rick knew he had no choice but to watch each painful video carefully. To make matters worse, some of the clips did not contain any "phrase words" so Rick had to watch them several times to make sure he hadn't missed any.
For the next 12 days he watched Paul fuck me in every position under the sun. He couldn't believe how many orgasms I experienced and how many times Paul's cum leaked from my mouth, pussy, and asshole. And while my husband was short on sexual experience, he wasn't so naïve as to believe that I faked all those orgasms as I had told him that first night. It was obvious to him that Paul was a skilled lover who could pleasure me in ways that he never could.
My husband also had to watch as Paul fulfilled some of his own fetish fantasies. In one session, Paul dressed me in sexy lingerie before tearing my clothes off and throwing me on the bed and fucking me silly. In another, my straight-laced conservative husband watched disgustingly as Paul primed me with vodka and marijuana and fucked me as I laughed and bounced on his big cock in a drunken sexual haze. In yet another Paul handcuffed me to the four corners of his bed and sexually tortured me until I begged him to fuck me.
On Thursday of the second week, as he watched me climax again on Paul's big cock on a chaise lounge next to the pool, he asked rhetorically, "I've been watching these videos for 12 days...how much sex could the two of you have had in one weekend?"
I didn't answer him, but Paul's recovery speed is unbelievable and if I had, I would have said, "Every waking moment."
The next day at 4:50 p.m. as his limo arrived to pick me up, my husband sent an email message to Paul with the phrase, "My wife Gina loves to suck your big black cock and get fucked in her ass and horny wet pussy by you, her black stallion Paul Washington!"
Paul sent him a reply email that read, "The actual phrase should have read...horny wet pussy and ass by you..., but I don't want to nitpick. I suspect you said "ass" first because you saw me in it so much. That was an honest mistake, but you got the rest correct. Good job Rick, you always were a smart guy...except when you fucked up on my finances. Anyway, I appreciate that you acknowledge me as your wife's Black Stallion and agree she can't get enough of it! You should be proud of her; she enthusiastically earned the $10k that weekend. In fact she will be here in a few minutes and I will personally see to it that she gets completely fulfilled once again this weekend. You don't need to worry about her, she will be in very capable hands (and other body parts) every minute of each day!"
"In fact that brings me to this weekend's sexual agenda. I'm going to introduce your wife to the joys of three-way sex with my live-in housekeeper Carmelita. That hot Mexican girl doesn't speak much English, but she makes up for it with enthusiasm. She also eats some mean pussy! Your wife is quite the tiger when I mow her box, I'm sure she won't be able to contain herself when Carmelita gets between her legs. I'll make sure to share Gina's first bi-sexual orgasmic experiences with you in next week's videos! Have a great weekend...I know I am going to!"
My husband was furious.
On my way to Paul's house in the back of the limo, I was feeling very guilty about how I was feeling. I had made wedding vows to my husband, but now as I was on my way to my black blackmailer's house for the third weekend of debt payback, I found myself incredibly excited and I couldn't wait to get my chastity device removed and have wild sex with him. When I arrived, Paul's nurse was waiting to check my blood. When finished, she told me Paul was out by the pool and to meet him out there. As I walked out the French doors onto the pool deck, I could see Paul underneath a covered bungalow lying on a double-wide massage table having sex with a young woman.
Paul saw me and yelled, "Hey Gina you are right on time! Come over here, I have someone I want you to meet!"
I couldn't believe he actually wanted me to meet the girl he was having sex with. As I neared the two of them, they didn't slow down or hesitate. The girl was a stunningly beautiful Latina in her mid-twenties with jet black hair that went all the way down to her little round ass. She was sliding her tight little butt forward and back and moaning as she rode Paul's big cock with a purpose.
Gina stopped telling the story momentarily, she looked at Jenna and Monica, "You guys will remember her; she is the one who delivered the drinks and the coke back in Paul's great room a few minutes ago..."
They both nodded...Carmelita was hard to miss.
Gina went back to telling the story...Paul said between breaths, "Gina this lovely creature is Carmelita, she is one of my live-in housekeepers. As you can tell, she has other talents as well; have a seat on that pool chair and enjoy the show. I know you're probably pretty horny already, so at anytime if you want to take off your chastity device and relieve some sexual tension, the keys are there on the table. Meanwhile, eat a couple of those dark chocolate squares; your buzz needs to catch up to Carmelita's and mine!"
As I ate the marijuana-laced chocolate and sat there watching the two of them fuck, I was experiencing a jumble of emotions. I couldn't believe I was actually feeling jealous that the man who was blackmailing me into sex was fucking another woman instead of me. Without any sexual outlet, I was obviously very horny after thinking about Paul's big cock and taking those pills for the past two weeks. Lastly, I found myself getting strangely aroused watching the beautiful Mexican girl experience sexual bliss. I couldn't take my eyes off of her as she moved erotically on Paul's incredible cock.
I had never watched two people have sex before. Carmelita's beautiful light brown skin and fabulous lean figure were a perfect contrast to Paul's dark skin and muscular physique. Both of their bodies were covered in sweat as they fucked underneath the warm cabana. Paul reached out and playfully rubbed her beautiful breasts as they jiggled from her movements. Carmelita was making catlike sounds and grunts as she picked up her pace and further impaled herself on Paul's cock.
After several minutes, I started rubbing my boobs through my shirt. Paul noticed and reminded me the chastity keys were on the table. I was lost in my own thoughts and didn't respond but eventually picked up the keys and entered the nearby pool house. I removed the chastity device and entered the shower; I cleaned myself thoroughly and shaved my pussy clean. I was dripping with excitement. As I was drying myself, I could hear Carmelita's cries of passion as she climaxed on Paul's big cock.
When I exited the pool house wrapped in a towel, the two of them were cuddling naked in a post-fuck cool down. They were both facing me as Carmelita was lying against Paul's chest. They were feeding each other cherries and grapes. The pretty housekeeper's legs were slightly spread and I could see Paul's thick seed oozing from her pussy. I also noticed the glare from a diamond studded ring in her clit.
Paul said, "Gina, lose the towel!"
I slowly dropped it and felt incredibly exposed as the two of them watched me. "Gina, I have a very important job for you, come over here and lick my seed out of this hot little pussy!" Paul said as he lowered his hand and slid two fingers on both sides of Carmelita's slit and pressed a little more of his spooge out of her swollen lips.
I couldn't believe what he was asking me to do. In the past month, Paul had converted me from a straight-laced Christian conservative wife, to a black cock-loving sex fiend. But now he was asking me to cross a line I never thought possible. He wanted me to engage in lesbian sex!
I knew Paul's cameras were rolling and that my husband would undoubtedly be forced to watch me have sex with this girl, but I didn't have a choice.
I was shaking as I neared the table. Carmelita spread her knees wider to expose her pussy to me. Most of Paul's thick cum pooled in her hole, but a little was starting to trickle onto her asshole. I was still very horny from the sexual tension I'd built up over the past 12 days and from watching the two of them fuck, but the idea of putting my tongue in another woman's sex was not something I'd ever considered.
Paul climbed out from under Carmelita and came around behind me and guided me between her legs. He ran his hands through my hair and gently pushed the back of my head towards her cum-filled hole. Paul told me to extend my tongue and slide it from the bottom of her slit to the top and scoop his cum onto my tongue, but to not swallow. I had obviously tasted a lot of his semen in the past month, but this was very different.
Carmelita's pussy lips were red and swollen from the fucking Paul had just given her. I could smell her scent as my face approached. I couldn't believe I was actually about to lick another woman's vagina, but I found myself strangely excited. Paul pushed my head forward as I extended my nervous tongue. He pressed again and my tongue landed in a silky pool of his hot cum within Carmelita's dripping hole. I instinctually fluttered my tongue around in the thick cream before gliding it up her wet slit and slurping Paul's spooge into my mouth.
Paul then directed me to climb up on top of young Mexican girl and bring my mouth over the top of her face. Carmelita knew what Paul had in mind and opened her mouth in anticipation of what was to come. Paul then told me to release my cum-filled spit into her mouth.
"What? Is he serious?"
I hesitated momentarily before he pushed forward and positioned me about 18" above her mouth. Carmelita was lying beneath me with her gorgeous mouth wide open. She had an urgent look on her face as she waited for me to release the gooey mixture. Finally with more encouragement, I let it flow between my lips and into her waiting mouth. My aim was mediocre; most of it made it in but some spilled on her lips and chin.



Paul then pushed my head down to meet hers. As our soft wet lips came together, Carmelita's young tongue pushed into my ready mouth and she shared Paul's potent cum-cocktail with me again. That young horny thing reached up and gripped my shoulders and pulled me tight as her tongue danced around in my mouth. Perhaps it was the eroticism of the moment or my sexual build-up, but I found myself kissing her back with enthusiasm. Her tongue ring flittered around in my mouth and added to my arousal. I pulled away and cleaned up Paul's spilled jism from her chin and lips before thrusting my tongue back into her mouth and sharing again.
We kissed for several minutes as Paul reached around and started playing with my pussy. I was so horny; I thought I was going to orgasm just from his fingers touching my wet lips.
He instructed me to climb back down between Carmelita's legs and lick her pussy again. This time I did it without hesitancy. Paul said, "Eating pussy is a natural thing for women and Gina I'm sure you instinctually know what she wants, but I'll give you some tips about what Carmelita especially likes!"
He told me to kiss around her inner thighs and lick my way around her pussy without diving in. He showed me how she liked long slow gentle licks of her meaty labia. He showed me how to spread her lips with my fingers and bury my tongue deep in her wet hole. The scent of her horny pussy combined with the taste of his black seed was like an aphrodisiac; I found myself quickly fluttering my tongue around wildly in the heavenly place. "Wow, slow down cowgirl!" Paul instructed. "Remember this pussy has just been fucked senseless by a big black cock. You need to give her a minute to enjoy the process before you dive in. I can tell you are hungry for some young hot Latina pussy, but you need to control yourself Gina!"
He brought me up to her clit and instructed me to spread her hood with my fingers and softly lick and nibble around her clit ring.
This brought a loud moan from Carmelita.
Paul then told me that she was a tiger when her clit ring, which was a gift from him on her 24th birthday, was flicked and sucked. He showed me what to do and Carmelita moaned again in delight. I tried it myself and she was soon rotating her hips around on my face and running her fingers through my hair. She was breathing heavily and saying words in Spanish that I didn't understand. In spite of the communication barrier, I learned quickly what she liked and focused my efforts on those ministrations for the next several minutes.
Paul moved around behind me and slid his rock hard cock up and down my dripping pussy slit. I lifted my head and begged him to put it in before I dove back into Carmelita's hot pussy. I could tell she was nearing her orgasm and I found myself really wanting to make her cum.
Paul shoved his huge dick in me and I screamed out loud. I did my best to concentrate on Carmelita, but Paul's dick felt so good. He pulled it out and shoved it back in again. Carmelita was grinding her hips up and down on my face and moaning; she pulled on my hair and gasped loudly as her hips shook and she climaxed on my face. My tongue was still vibrating on her clit as Paul shoved into me again and my pussy juice exploded all over his fat black cock as he shot his hot load into me.
We collapsed together on the lounge chair. Paul and I kissed as he couldn't wipe the prideful look off his face.
After a few minutes, the three of us took a dip in the pool to cool off; Carmelita couldn't keep her hands off me. She rubbed my tits and stuck her tongue in my ear. She wrapped her soft hands around me and grabbed my ass and pulled me to her as our tongues danced in each other's mouths. Paul suggested we take this up to his room.
When we got upstairs, Carmelita ripped off my towel and backed me onto the bed. I lay down and scooted up the bed as she climbed between my legs. That girl was on fire as she buried her face in my sex. To that point, I thought Paul had the perfect tongue, but quickly learned that Carmelita was like a pussy eating savant. That gorgeous nympho created a vacuum seal over my clitoral hood with her soft lips and used her tongue to create a vibrator action on my clit. She buried a finger in my pussy and expertly played with my G-spot while she squeezed my boobs with her other hand. My nipples were so hard I thought they were going to explode.
Paul watched as Carmelita brought me to three mind-bending screaming orgasms in 10 minutes before he fed me his big cock. I did my best to suck him off but was having trouble concentrating as Carmelita's magical tongue and lips brought me to yet another moaning climax.
She and I collapsed on top of each other; we kissed softly as I told her how good my first lesbian experience had been. I'm not sure she understood anything I was saying, but she seemed to know. Paul translated a few of my comments which brought a big smile to Carmelita's beautiful face. She kissed me again as the three of us snuggled in Paul's big bed.
After a nap we all showered together and got ready for the night.
Paul had us both dress in provocative outfits as we clubbed our way around Hollywood's most hopping nightclubs. My boobs were literally falling out of my top and my skirt was so short that everyone could practically see my lower lips dangling between my pantiless ass. Carmelita looked every bit as hot. We danced seductively and made-out at every place we went; the two of us got lots of lustful looks from men and women both. Paul took us to one place that catered primarily to the lesbian crowd, horny women watched in awe as Carmelita and I put on quite a show on the dance floor. I could see several lesbian couples fondling and making out as they watched us dirty dance. Paul captured lots of hot video of us on his iPhone.
When we weren't dancing, Carmelita had her fingers buried in my pussy as we sat and drank our drinks at any dark table we could find.
At about 11:00 p.m. Paul pulled out 3 ecstasy tabs and told Carmelita and I to place ours on our tongues and ingest them. He did the same with his. Within 20 minutes I started to feel a strong sense of heightened feelings for the two of them. In the limo back to Paul's place he popped a Viagra and said he was going to enjoy Sextasy for the night.
My arousal was intensifying and everything felt more sensitive as Carmelita and I kissed and played with each other's tits and rubbed between each other's legs.
I was in an amazingly sensual place as we hurried up to Paul's bedroom. With the windows open and the ocean breezes blowing in, we stripped and intertwined on his massive bed. Paul was an absolute stud as he fucked us each to multiple orgasms that night. My favorite recollection was being on top of Carmelita in a sixty-nine as Paul fucked me so hard from behind. With Carmelita's amazing tongue on my clit and Paul's huge cock pounding into me, I lost count of how many times I came. When it was my turn to be on the bottom as he fucked Carmelita, as he approached ejaculation, he pulled his big dick out of her ass and shot his massive load all over my face. I orgasmed just from the eroticism of it all.
The drugs finally wore off about 5:00 a.m. and we all passed out in each other's arms.
For the next 2 weeks my husband was forced to watch countless scenes of lesbian and three-way sex. The phrase he reluctantly sent Paul as his limo driver picked me up on Friday was, "My wife Gina loves eating horny young Mexican pussy as her Black Stallion Paul Washington fucks her relentlessly from behind!"
Rick's level of depression had gotten unbearable to that point and Paul just kept piling on. He also hadn't been living up to the parameters of the original deal he made with Rick, but my husband couldn't do anything about it. For example, about a month ago he took me to Tahoe and called Rick on Sunday night from our boat out on the lake. Paul and I were sloppy drunk when he called my husband and said, "Your wife is riding my big cock here under the stars at this moment and neither she or I wants to stop anytime soon, so I'll bring her back when I'm good and ready. Do you have a problem with that?"
I could hear my husband plead, "Obviously you are drunk Paul, that wasn't our deal and you shouldn't make her do things she doesn't want to do against her will!"
Paul responded back, "Rick I make the rules and besides you should be proud of her that she commits herself so enthusiastically to paying 'extra credit' off your fuck-up. I'll have her back sometime next week."
Paul said goodbye and acted like he hung up the phone, but unbeknownst to me, he didn't hit the "off" button.
As he set the phone down on the table next to us, I had no way of knowing my husband was still listening as Paul shouted, "Now stick those big tits in my face and beg me to suck em." I squealed drunkenly and begged, "Paul, lick my hard nipples and fuck me with your big cock here under the stars. It feels so good...FFFFFFFFuck Me Deep! I'm so glad you are keeping me for a couple more days. I'm not ready to give up your fucking awesome cock!"
Paul knew my husband, in spite of his misery, couldn't possibly resist the temptation to listen to our unfettered sex. He started talking dirty to me as he wanted to show Rick that his previously faithful wife had become his horny black cock slut.
"Gina you love getting fucked by my big black cock, don't you?"
"Yes Paul, I've never been fucked like this in my life! You are such a great fuck. I could never get enough of your big cock! Uhn...Uhn...Uhn...oh yeah you're so DEEP!"
"You like being my black cock slut don't you Gina? You love that I make you wear that chastity device at home so you don't have to endure pathetic sex with your weakling husband don't you? You can't wait to get to my house and suck a real man's cock can you?"
"Oh Paul I love when you talk dirty to me. Yes, I love being your slut! You know you can make me do anything with your amazing dick! I like that you make me wear the chastity device. You know I'm only your slut..."
Paul's phone finally died but my husband had heard enough to know that his formerly naïve, faithful wife had become something else.
Jenna and Monica sat mesmerized by Gina's story. Finally Monica spoke up, "Gosh Gina, I'm so sorry you and your husband have had to endure all this. Regardless how Paul makes you feel, I can't believe he's put the two of you through this. It sounds like your husband is being tortured."
Gina looked back at both of them sheepishly, "That's the strangest part. To that point, I thought my husband might have a nervous breakdown, but weirdly, something dramatically changed that weekend..."
Gina went back to telling the story...Paul and I had sex on the private flight back to Southern California from Tahoe. I was bouncing up and down in his lap as we came in for landing at the private air strip near my house. Just as we touched down, Paul pumped his umpteenth load of the weekend into me. His thick cum frothed around my pussy as he put the chastity belt back on me and pulled my panties over it. We quickly departed the plane as Paul's driver picked us up right on the tarmac. Within 15 minutes we were pulling into my driveway. Paul kissed me deeply before slapping me on the ass as I exited the limousine. I could feel his thick jism oozing from my well-fucked pussy as I stopped to remove my heels. It was midnight when we arrived; I expected my husband to already be fast asleep. I entered as quietly as possible, hoping not to wake him. As I crested the stairs and tiptoed towards our bedroom, I suddenly heard moaning sounds echoing down the hall.
My first thought was that my husband had a woman in the room, but I quickly realized the sounds were very familiar. As I got closer I realized I was hearing my own moans and grunts mixed with Paul's uncontrollable growls. I immediately wondered, "Why was my husband watching one of our sex video clips at this hour?"
I cautiously neared the door and peaked around the corner. Across the room, I could see my husband sitting in his office alcove furiously stroking himself as he watched a video clip of me and Paul having sex on the boat in Tahoe. Paul must have sent Rick the video from the plane.
To that point, I'd never seen my husband masturbate, but I watched in disbelief as he stroked his small penis at a furious pace as he stared at his computer screen. But to my utter amazement, his masturbation was nothing compared to what happened next...my formerly conservative husband gritted his teeth and urged, "Give it to her deep...shove that big black meat into her you black stud!"
Monica and Jenna looked at each other in shock.
Gina went on...I had to cover my mouth to keep from gasping out loud. I'm not sure what surprised me the most: seeing my husband masturbating, the fact that he was doing it to a video of me and Paul having sex, or that he was using such vulgar language! I watched in disbelief as he stroked himself hurriedly. He then yelled out, "Fuck her Paul, make my slut-wife cum on your big black cock again!"
It hurt to hear him talk about me like that. I didn't even know Rick knew the crude words that were escaping his lips, but then I reckoned he'd heard them time and time again while watching hours of sex videos of me and Paul. Suddenly he startled me when he grunted loudly, "That's it you black stud, fill her with your seed!" Apparently watching Paul filling me up must have been too much for my husband as I saw several meager spurts drip from his penis onto a towel on the floor beneath him.
I couldn't believe what I'd just watched. Only 2 days earlier, I'd heard my husband beg Paul not to keep me against my will on the boat at Tahoe. Now he was masturbating to a video of our wild sex and encouraging Paul to ejaculate into me!
Jenna and Monica sat there stunned. Neither knew what to say to Gina.
Gina continued...I slowly backed away from our room and tiptoed down the stairs. I waited a few minutes before I opened the front door and closed it loudly to alert Rick I was home. Within seconds I heard him descending the stairs quickly. My husband came around the corner with a huge smile on his face, picked me up and swirled me around like a dancer. He brought his lips to mine and kissed me harder than I could ever remember, "Honey I'm so glad you're home, I missed you so much!"
I was witnessing a completely different person from the one I'd left on Friday night. For that matter, he seemed like a different man than the one I'd married six years previously.
"Gina, you look absolutely radiant! I've been sitting here thinking only about you since Sunday night. How was your weekend?"
I looked at him with a distrusting look, "Why was he asking me about my long weekend with Paul?" I finally answered, "Honey, I hope you are proud of me, I paid off more of the debt we owe to him!"
He kissed me deeply again and held me tight for several minutes. I knew I reeked of booze and sex, there was no way he couldn't smell it. Then he surprised me again, "Yes honey I am very proud of you, and by the way you smell wonderful, I love the scent of suntan oil mixed with perspiration on your skin!"
"You do? Since when?" I thought. "Yeah, I didn't get a chance to clean up after the boat, I'm glad you don't think I stink too much. But regardless, I really need to take a hot shower!"
As we separated, I noticed his sweat pants tenting slightly outward, "That's weird, he has a hard-on just from us hugging?"
"Honey, let me help you out of your clothes, you must be exhausted from that long weekend out on the boat! How was it anyway?"
I again couldn't believe he was inquiring about my weekend in Tahoe and I felt especially weird about him wanting to help me out of my clothes. For the past several weeks he'd barely looked at me naked due to his depression, now he was leading me upstairs like an excited teenager. As we entered our master bath, I suddenly remembered all the hickeys Paul had put on my neck and tits over the weekend. Typically Paul was good about not marking my body, but the last couple of days we'd been drunk for nearly 48 hours and all bets were off. I tried to tell Rick to go wait for me in bed but he insisted on helping me out of my clothes.
As he peeled off my tee-shirt, I saw his eyes get larger as he saw the red marks along my neck. His eyes nearly bulged out of his head when he unclasped my front bra clasp and my hickey covered tits popped out. "Wow Gina, you guys must have had some pretty rough sex up there this weekend!"
I didn't know how to respond, but then I saw the tent reform in his shorts. To my relief, before I spoke he leaned forward and sucked one of my tender nipples between his lips. He grabbed both of my breasts and squeezed as he took turns kissing and sucking them. I was shocked, this was the same man who rarely paid attention to my breasts for the past six years, now he was licking and drooling on them like his favorite ice-cream cone. It kind of freaked me out that Paul's big lips had sucked them hungrily less than an hour earlier, I wondered if my husband could taste his saliva.
"God damn Gina, your tits taste good baby!"
I held his head in my hands as I pondered when the alien ship landed and replaced my husband with this crude, horny imposter. Rick sucked and licked my hard nipples for several minutes before he reached down and slipped his fingers into the band of my panties. I could quickly sense his frustration as he realized I still donned my chastity belt. Nonetheless, he pulled and peeled my panties down my legs until they fell to the floor around my ankles. My husband and I looked down and noticed it simultaneously, a huge glob of Paul's thick gooey cum was pooled inside.
We both hesitated before Rick looked back into my eyes and said, "I see you brought some of Paul home with you!"
I stuttered as I tried to come up with something to say. "I'm...I'm sorry honey but..." My voice went mute as I felt my husband's fingers flutter around the nether edges of my chastity device. I looked down to see him rub some of Paul's leaking cum between his fingers. But it was the next thing out of his mouth that truly stunned me, "Gina I wish you weren't wearing this device, because I'd carry you back into our room, throw you down on the bed and eat your sweet wet pussy right now!"
Jenna and Monica stared at her in shocked disbelief.
Gina looked back at them both, "I know it's hard to believe the sudden change in my husband, but something was dramatically different when I got back from Lake Tahoe. It's now been going on for nearly a month and I still can't believe it!"
She went on with the story...the next day I called Paul and told him what happened with my husband. I heard him laugh loudly on the other end of the phone, "Gina did you say he slipped my seed around between his fingers?"
"Yes, he was clearly letting it slide around between them."
"And he had a little bulge in his shorts?"
"Actually he had me pull them off before we showered together. I've never felt his penis harder!"
Paul laughed again, "I think we got ourselves a full-fledged Cucky here Miss Gina!"
"A what?" I asked.
"A cuckold baby...your husband's a cuckold!"
"What's a cock hole?" I asked.
"No baby, not a cock hole...a cuckold! It means he's someone who gets off on his wife having sex with other men. For some reason, it's especially exciting for little white guys like Rick to get cucked by big black dudes like me. Usually it takes most cucks a while to come to grips with it, maybe after watching all those videos of you and I, his true cuck feelings finally came to the surface. Did he seem more attracted to you when you came home?"



"He couldn't keep his hands off me!"
"Ah-hah, sounds like cuckold behavior to me," he said as he laughed loudly once again.
"But I still don't understand, why would these um...cucks like it when their wives have sex with other men?"
"Who knows Gina, but it's a real thing. Lots of my brotha' buddies have helped out cucky couples!"
I listened to him intently, but was still having trouble processing what I was hearing, "Was my husband really one of these cuckold things? How could he be excited about Paul and I having sex?"
Since that night Paul has taught me a lot about cuckold lifestyles. And amazingly, two weeks ago my husband nervously admitted he gets incredibly aroused at the thought of Paul and I having sex. He really didn't have any choice but confessing to it when I accidently walked in on him masturbating to another video from our Tahoe trip.
Rick told me that in spite of his outward depression, he'd begun to feel a strange sense of arousal when he watched the countless sex videos that Paul sent him. He tried to ignore it, knowing how wrong it was, "No good Christian could possibly condone and accept such behavior," is what he told me he said to himself. But something snapped when he heard the live unfettered sex that Paul and I were engaged in on the boat in Tahoe. He could no longer control his feelings, he told me he'd been masturbating for two days straight until I got home on Tuesday.
I asked him if he'd ever heard of the term cuckold? His eyes flashed and he got a big grin on his face, "How do you know what a cuckold is Gina?"
"Paul told me about them...he said...um...he thinks you're one honey."
The big grin returned to his face, "I've been doing lots of research myself and yes I think Paul's right!"
I looked at him in disbelief.
When I left for Paul's place that weekend, my formerly ultra-depressed husband was practically giddy as he walked me out to the limousine. He gave me the longest wettest kiss I could remember as he encouraged me to have a wonderful time.
Paul and I fucked all weekend long, the knowledge he was cucking his business manager seemed to drive his arousal. Despite my uncertainty about this new revelation, I enjoyed some of the best sex I'd ever had. Knowing that my husband condoned my behavior released some of my former anxiety and I practically fucked Paul's dick off.
When I got home on Sunday night, Rick was so excited to greet me that he nearly tore my clothes off; he wanted to know all about our weekend. Although it still felt awkward, I was finally coming to grips with my husband's new fetish; he had me stroke his cock as I told him about our sex. Rick begged me to tell him all the details; I had to stop stroking him multiple times as he could barely stop himself from cumming. Finally as I described Paul fucking me doggy style while I ate Carmelita's pussy, my husband couldn't hold out anymore and he spewed all over my fingers. I've never seen him more excited in all the years we've been married. He then admitted he couldn't wait for the videos to start arriving in his inbox.
Monica and Jenna listened in stunned silence. Jenna couldn't imagine Ryan ever condoning her having sex with another man, although she did recall a few occasions when they'd watched porn flicks together if she was ever aroused by guys with big cocks.
Monica listened nervously as she was reminded of something she'd seen on her husband's cell phone recently.
Gina continued...Unfortunately for my husband, Paul being ever the asshole, wanted to make him suffer more. Now knowing that Rick looked forward to receiving the videos, he purposefully stopped sending them to him. Instead, unbeknownst to me, he contacted Rick and made him an offer that he knew he wouldn't be able to refuse. Paul told Rick he was no longer going to send him any videos and that he would instruct me not tell him any details from our weekends together. Instead, he offered my husband the option of watching in person one night per weekend, but if he chose that option, Paul would only count half of the payoff amount towards his debt.
Paul told me my husband couldn't have accepted the offer more quickly! As you can imagine I was upset, I learned my husband was negotiating with my body for his own fantasies. I later found out that Rick countered with the suggestion having me spend every weekend with Paul if he could come watch one of the nights. He claimed he wanted to help pay off the debt on the original schedule but Paul declined as he knew Rick's real motive was to watch more of our frequent sex.
Anyway, tomorrow night is the first time Rick will be in the room when Paul and I fuck. My husband was practically hyperventilating when Paul's driver picked me up earlier tonight, he wanted to accompany me in the limo but Paul refused, I suspect because of this get-together. Regardless, I've been on pins and needles all week, I can't believe it's actually going to happen tomorrow night.
Jenna and Monica had no idea what to say.
They both got a reprieve from the awkward silence as everyone's attention was suddenly drawn to the two hot blondes on the video playing in Paul's playroom. Simultaneously both girls screamed out loud and climaxed as they faced each other and kissed while riding the black stud's tongue and cock.
Jenna, Monica, and Gina watched breathlessly as a river of frothy cum spilled from the dripping pussy of the girl riding the stallion's huge cock. It poured down his ebony nut sack.
Before anyone else said a thing, Monica blurted, "I can't believe I am saying this, but I like the buzz I got from that white powder."
"Yes, me too," Jenna said enthusiastically.
"They said we could start the party without them," Gina reminded.
Monica reached for the straw and took another line up each nostril. She was followed by the two beautiful blonde wives. They each enjoyed another gulp of champagne and quietly contemplated what they'd just heard from Gina and what the rest of the night would bring.
The three black men sipped 30-year-old single malt scotch and watched confidently as things progressed swimmingly in Paul's playroom.
Cole eyed Jenna hungrily and wondered how she would describe the circumstances that brought her here tonight. Unbeknownst to him or anyone else, Jenna would never get a chance to convey her odyssey. Monica would be the next to reveal and her sexy narrative would set the stage for the inevitable erotic orgy that awaits...
*****
This represents the halfway point in the UCLA to Big D saga; I hope you've enjoyed it so far, I can't wait to share the next 9 chapters with you! I realize this is the longest between chapter releases, I hope to get them out sooner moving forward. Your comments are always appreciated, I read them all. Please don't forget to vote...if you liked it, 5 stars are always appreciated!
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The three married white women stared at each other in a drug and alcohol induced aroused silence. Gina had just conveyed the details of how she'd come to be here at Paul Washington's LA mansion this night. Jenna and Monica, both here under similar circumstances, had listened in shock and amazement as the busty blonde wife shared the details of her situation.
Finally, she broke the awkward silence as slurred words emanated from her mouth again, "I hope you guys didn't mind hearing the graphic the details of my situation, but I thought it would be helpful to share as much as possible as I know you both are experiencing similar circumstances. With that, I hope you don't judge me or my husband; I'm trying to come to grips with this whole sordid situation myself. Anyway, enough about me, I'd really like to hear about each of your circumstances too."
Monica volunteered to go next. The gorgeous brunette tried very hard to speak clearly, but the alcohol and drugs were having a strong effect on her as well, "Sure, I don't mind going next, you two have been through plenty already since we arrived tonight."
Monica started...I grew up in the Bay Area, my husband and I met at Cal Berkeley. I earned a tennis scholarship and played for the women's team; he was an assistant coach. We dated for a couple of years and then got married after I graduated.
Jenna could tell Monica was some sort of athlete, at 28 she still had the body to prove it. Jenna again was reminded of her earlier thoughts about sex with these two beautiful women. Monica bore a strong resemblance to country music singer Kacey Musgraves. Jenna and her husband Ryan had recently seen the sexy Musgraves perform at Hollywood Bowl.
Monica continued...My husband Brad was from Southern California originally and he wanted to get back down here. And while his allegiance was to his alma mater USC, he took a job as the head women's tennis coach at Cal State Long Beach. I bounced around doing substitute teaching jobs before landing my current position teaching 11th and 12th grade math at Long Beach Poly High School. I started there this past January for the spring semester.
A few months back, one of my girlfriends got married, so we threw her a bachelorette party in Las Vegas. During the week leading up to the party, one of my students asked if I had any plans for the weekend. I mistakenly told the class I was going to Las Vegas for a bachelorette party and we would be staying at the Cosmopolitan.
That Friday afternoon, I kissed my husband goodbye before my friends and I flew to Vegas. We partied hard on Friday night and danced until about 3:00 a.m. We met a group of younger guys from Southern California, but most of us were married so we said our goodbyes and went back to the hotel.
The following day at the pool we saw the same guys and a few of their black friends. We partied with them again and eventually went out to one of the local clubs.
Somehow I got separated from my friends and started to walk back to the hotel by myself. I ran into one of the black guys that we had partied with at the pool earlier. He reminded me his name was Nate and suggested we have a night cap and then he would walk me back to the hotel. I was pretty wasted but still was completely in control. He asked if I'd ever been to a strip club before. I laughed and said, "Sorry I'm not gay, why would I go to a strip club?"
He said, "Are you kidding me, women go to strip clubs all the time these days, most of the chicks I know like to see what guys are into and...to compare assets."
"I'm not into comparing assets and I think I know what most guys like. I certainly know what my husband likes!" I stated matter-of-factly with a smile.
"Please don't hate me for saying this, but from what I can tell of your body in that outfit and what I saw at the pool today, I can't imagine too many women would want to compare assets with you girl. Your husband is a lucky man! But I still think you'll enjoy the show and I know a couple of the bartenders, we can get some free drinks."
I was feeling great about his complements and I wasn't ready to call it a night, besides I couldn't reach my friends and had to admit I was a little curious, "Okay, let's do it...I've never been to one of those places and I guess I am curious what kind of 'assets' are on display!" I said to him with a giggle.
Nate was younger than me, but he was very funny and he seemed pretty trustworthy. He hailed a cab and we drove several blocks off the strip to a seedier part of town. I nervously asked where the place was and he assured me it was only a few more blocks. He told me to not be nervous and convinced me the place was great.
We got dropped off in front, he paid the cab and $5 cover. When we went inside it was very dark, colored lights were illuminating sections of the bar. Several girls with large breasts were walking around talking to guys. One of the girls, a really perky young redhead with short hair came up and said, "Nate who is your friend, she looks good enough to eat!"
He responded back, "Dana, her name is Monica, she is just here to get some drinks and check things out."
The pretty redhead took my hand in hers, "Too bad Nate, if you want to buy her a lap dance, call me first...in fact I might do one for free!" Dana smiled and winked at me before walking away. Nick gave me a sheepish smile and shrugged his shoulders.
I looked over and saw a blonde girl with large breasts dancing naked on the stage. I asked Nate where the bathroom was, he pointed it out and said he would order us some drinks. I went to the bathroom and got propositioned by both men and women a few times along the way. When I got back, Nate was sitting near the stage watching the girl with big boobs dance in front of a group of very loud guys.
Before long, I actually found myself comparing assets with her.
The stripper's breasts were larger than mine, but not as well shaped. Her ass was bigger but it had a nice shape to it and the loud guys in the front seemed to like it when she wiggled it in front of them. The blonde had a pretty face, but looked like she was living a much harder existence than my semi-pampered life in Long Beach.
Nate had bought us each a shot and another drink. He said bottom's up and we drank the shots. We watched a couple more girls dance and drank most of the second drink...
...next thing I remember I awoke back in my hotel room late the following morning naked in my bed. I couldn't remember anything from the previous night beyond sitting near the stage at the strip club.
Jenna and Gina covered their mouths, suspecting something nefarious probably happened to her. They were right...
Monica went on...I reached for my phone and saw that I had nearly 20 messages from my friends asking where I was. I looked at the clock and couldn't believe it said 11:45 a.m. My plane was due to leave at 12:30 p.m. I had a strange taste in my mouth that I couldn't place.
I called my girlfriend Lisa and told her I was fine but had overslept and was going to have to catch a later flight. She asked where I had disappeared to the night before. I told her I went to another club with one of the guys we'd met the day before. She said, "I hope you didn't do anything you are going to regret and aren't too hung-over, good luck catching another flight! I'll see you back in Long Beach."
I thought to myself that I hoped I hadn't done anything regrettable either as I couldn't even remember how I'd gotten home. I didn't think twice about being naked, I sleep in the nude most of the time.
As I climbed out of bed, I realized that many of my muscles were feeling fatigued and my pussy was sore. Just then I realized what the taste was in my mouth...
I jumped out of bed and soon realized that my butt was hurting too. I ran into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. The first thing I noticed was the dried white residue around my mouth and on my chin. My hair was stuck together in clumps. As I looked more closely it confirmed the taste in my mouth...no it couldn't be! I brought my hand up to touch the crusty semen on my face, my fingers smelled like pussy.
"What the fuck happened to me last night?"
I looked down and my pubic hair was shaved completely bald. I reached down to touch my mound and my pussy felt very tender and...stretched. I reached around and my butthole was very sore as well, "Did somebody fuck me in the ass? This can't be happening!"
I went back out to the room and looked more closely at the bed. I pulled the sheets back and couldn't believe what I saw...cum and blood stains were everywhere! Just then my cell phone rang. I didn't recognize the number, but it was a Los Angeles number so I answered. "Is this Ms. O'Neil?" A man's deep voice asked.
"Yes, this is Mrs. O'Neil who is this?" I corrected.
"A friend," boomed the voice on the other end.
"What do you want?"
"Are you wondering what happened to you last night?" The man asked.
"Who the fuck is this and how did you get my number?" I snapped.
"I think you better start being a little friendlier to me Monica."
"Why the fuck would I want to do that, and how do you know my name?"
"Because I have these...take a look at the pictures I am texting you now."
This whole situation was very surreal and I was getting quite scared. My phone beeped when the text arrived; I got a terrible pit in my stomach. I opened the first text and it was a picture of my wedding rings. I looked down at my left hand and my rings were gone, I couldn't believe I hadn't noticed earlier.
As I opened the next text I almost fell down...the picture was of me with a big black cock in my mouth.
"Monica...Monica are you there? Did you look at the pictures?" The man asked.
"...yes I looked at them...I don't understand, why are you doing this?"
"Get cleaned up and come up to room 3112. Be here in 45 minutes sharp and don't call anyone. You will be safe, but we need to talk to you!"
I got off the phone and burst into tears, "What happened to me last night?" I took a quick shower and washed all the dried semen from my hair and face. I put my hair up and put on some basic makeup. I threw on a short top, shorts and sandals.
I was trembling as I knocked on the door of room 3112. The door opened and the beautiful redhead girl that I'd seen at the strip club answered the door. She invited me in and I immediately saw Nate, the guy that I'd gone to the strip club with sitting on the couch. I gave him a dirty look; he smiled and then blew me off.
An older Caucasian gentleman approached and said, "Ms. O'Neil, hi my name is Roger Cargile. I was the one you spoke to on the phone. Thanks for coming up to see us. We have your wedding rings in a safe place and will give them to you just soon as you agree to do something for us."
"My name is Mrs. O'Neil and why would I do something for you, you stole my wedding rings."
"Actually we didn't steal them, you gave them to us!"
"What are you talking about?" I asked confused.
Roger clicked a remote control and a video played on the big screen TV. The scene was from my hotel room. I was down on my knees and elbows on the bed with my ass in the air. Nate was fucking me hard in the ass with his big black dick. My face was buried between the redhead's legs.
Roger clicked the pause button and said, "I doubt formal introductions were made last night, but the two people you had sex with are Nate Leopold and Dana McCoy. They are both contractors for my firm."
He continued, "I'm sure it is a great surprise to you Ms. O'Neil, while you were experiencing the best sex of your life last night, you were actually getting fucked by a couple of 18-year-old high school kids. And it just so happens we have it on video! It's probably not a desirable career move for you to be having sex with high school kids while you are in fact a high school teacher. That said, you put on a very convincing performance. One, that even the best CSI would not be able to determine was drug induced!"
Jenna and Gina gasped.
Monica continued, quoting what Roger said next, "Sometimes these date-rape drug induced sex scenes don't look as convincing when the victim is an unwilling participant or not sexually talented. But Monica, according to Nate and Dana you were a very willing participant and you couldn't get enough hot young pussy and big black cock! I think when you see the video you'll be impressed with your performance. I know me and the rest of my team certainly were!"
He continued, "You should be quite proud of yourself Ms. O'Neil, you are 10 years older than the two of them and they are trained sex escorts and you kept up all night long. We had all the video we needed by 3:00 a.m., but Nate and Dana had so much fun fucking you that they did the last 2 hours off the clock!"
Roger made me sit on the couch between Nate and Dana as he started the video from the beginning. He said to me, "You didn't know it, but we had a guy at the strip club with a video camera filming your experience there."
He told me he would explain why we did this after I watched the video. Roger said, "I'll tell you what we expect from you when it's over Ms. O'Neil."
Monica went on telling the story to Jenna and Gina as she learned herself what happened the night before...Not long after I lost recollection sitting at the stage of the strip club. Dana came over and performed several lap dances on me to the cheers of the loud group of guys near the stage. After watching me get worked up as the hot redhead wiggled her ass in my lap, the loud guys cheered and chanted for me to "take it off...take it off!"
In between acts with the spotlight shining on me and their continued encouragement, I did a sexy striptease. I removed my shirt and fondled my tits through my bra. They kept chanting, "take it off...take it off!" Motivated by the moment and obviously very out of my head, I unclasped my bra and held only the cups over my boobs. The cheers got louder and I eventually let it fall to the ground. That was followed by louder cheers from all the guys in the club.
The DJ announced that the club had an amateur stripper on hand and encouraged me to go up on the stage and dance for the whole crowd. I looked over at Nate, he said, "Go on Monica, you'll have fun!"
Within minutes I was dancing totally naked on stage to the cheers of the entire crowd. I looked to be having a good time as I watched the video without any recollection of it. As I came off the stage, Dana handed me my clothes to the dismay of a whole bunch of guys waiting for lap dances. She said, "Go put your clothes back on in the staging room, Nate and I have somewhere we want to take you!"
Monica looked at Jenna and Gina again, "Dana relayed the next portion of the story to me as we left the club."
As we walked out of the club to Dana's car in the parking lot, she handed Nate the keys and said, "You drive, I have something I want to get off my chest with Monica. She opened the back door and I climbed in and she jumped in behind me and within seconds was sticking her tongue in my mouth and rubbing my breasts.
We made out for several minutes as she lifted off my top and played with my tits. She pulled away and said, here is what I wanted to get off my chest...she pulled her top off and removed her bra and told me to suck her gorgeous breasts.
She said I sucked on her boobs and lowered my hand and rubbed her pussy through her skirt. She suggested, "Let's take this somewhere more comfortable, do you have a hotel room?"
Apparently I was so horny that I told them that I had a room at the Cosmopolitan.
As it turns out they actually already knew that. Nate had taken my room key while I was on the stage and the AV guy had left the strip club early and had already set up his equipment stealthily in my room. He recorded everything that transpired after we arrived.
Most of the rest of the night I witnessed on the video...when we got into my room Dana pulled me onto the bed and started taking off my clothes. Within minutes we were both totally naked. She lauded my body and said to me, "We have to get you nice and wet so you'll be able to handle Nate's big cock. But before we do that, Nate doesn't like any hair on the pussies he fucks, so we need to shave your hairy bush." She took me in the bathroom and soaped and shaved my pussy bald and smooth. She brought me back into the room. Nate told me he would be happy to fuck me now!
Dana threw me down on the bed and climbed on top of me in a sixty-nine; she soon had me moaning and telling her how much I loved her tongue. Nate then took off his clothes and approached the edge of the bed. The young black guy pulled down his boxers and the video captured my look of amazement at the size of his wonderful cock.
As I now watched it the following day without any recollection of the night before, I couldn't believe that I had been able to take the huge thing in my pussy and more surprisingly, in my ass.
He held it out and Dana and I took turns sucking and licking it. The audio mic picked up my comment, "Oh my God, it is SO BIG! It's twice the size of my husband's!"
On the video Nate responded, "It's not even hard yet, it'll get bigger when you lick my balls." I sluttishly sucked his balls into my mouth one at a time and let them pop in and out to his delight.
The video was edited to show only a small percentage of the action and still lasted well over an hour. It showed me getting fucked by Nate's big black dick in countless positions. I squealed and screamed as he also fucked me in the ass two times. Dana and I ate each other's pussies and sucked each other's tits while Nate fucked us. I couldn't believe they were both only 18-years-old as they performed like porn stars who, based on the video, fucked me like no other night of my life! The video showed them bringing me to climax well over a dozen times.
Nate then chimed-in with his deep voice from the couch, "You sure enjoyed sucking my cock and licking my big balls; I blew my wad in your mouth three times. I'm sure when you woke up today you had my baby juice on your face. When I blew my last load in your mouth at 5:00 a.m., you had just climaxed again from Dana's tongue on your clit."
The asshole continued, "As Dana and I walked out of your room, you were passed out on the bed with my seed dribbling out the side of your mouth and your own juice leaking from your pussy onto the sheets! I said to Dana, "Now there's a woman who's been properly fucked!" She agreed and we both laughed."
Nate went on, "I'm guessing your pussy and asshole are both really tender today. I'm not sure I've ever fucked tighter holes, especially from someone your age. Your husband must have a small dick! I know your asshole was virgin territory, but if you weren't married I'd thought your pussy was too. You actually bled some from both holes! However after last night, you should now be adequately stretched out for your next assignment!" Nate and Dana laughed again.
"Assignment? What assignment?"
As I watched the video I was ashamed at how many times I told Nate how much I loved his huge black dick and how much better it felt than my husband's. At one point, Nate said, "Prove to me how much more you love my cock than your husband's little dick by taking off your wedding rings and giving them to Dana. You aren't going to get anymore of my cock until you do!"



The video showed me hurriedly removing them from my left hand and giving them to her as I begged the black stud to fuck me again. Nate then proceeded to give me the best fuck of the night. He took me from behind and brought me to the edge of climax several times before I begged and pleaded with him to make me cum. He finally granted my wish and I exploded in a wild moaning orgasm.
Jenna and Gina gasped and looked over to see whether Monica was currently wearing her rings. She was.
The three of them also noticed that the porn movie on Paul's playroom screens had switched to a scene of three girlfriends entering a snowy mountain cabin for a weekend of relaxation away from their husbands.
Monica went back to telling the story...At that point Roger finally stopped the video and said, "You had quite a night Monica! While you were in the throes of one of your countless orgasms, we took your phone from your purse and downloaded all your contacts. I have to commend you for doing such a good job of identifying how you know everyone in your contact list. I guess it's your nature as a school teacher to be organized, but it sure made our job much easier."
I looked at him confusingly.
"As we created the email with the video that you just watched attached, it made it so much easier to know who to send it to. Your husband, in-laws, parents, brothers and sisters, nieces and nephews, your husband's co-workers, your pastor, the principal and faculty at your school, and many of your friends are going to get quite a shock when it lands in their inbox this morning!" Roger stated-matter-of-factly.
"You sent that out to all of those people...my husband...oh my God!" I screamed.
"We haven't sent it yet, but it is queued up and ready to go at my command!"
"Oh thank God...please don't send it out, I beg you. I'll do anything. Why are you doing this to me?" I pleaded.
He told me that his firm represented some very influential and powerful alumni and they were hired to ensure that a certain individual commit to go to USC and play football!
I asked what that had to do with me and being drugged into a night of sex and blackmail.
"Because you are this student's math teacher and it is imperative that he gets an 'A' in your class!" He responded.
"You did all this to ensure that I give one kid an 'A' in my class? Who is it...?" But before I could finish the sentence I knew..."Its Hank Johnson Jr. isn't it?"
Jenna gasped loudly. Monica had told them earlier that she was Hank Jr's. math teacher at LB Poly. Jenna was well aware of Hank Jr's football prowess; she'd met him back 10 years previously when he was a ball boy at UCLA practices. Her husband Ryan followed Hank's high school career very closely due to his relationship with his dad. Hank Johnson Sr. had been Ryan's quarterback coach at UCLA.
Roger continued, "On top of being a hot piece of ass Ms. O'Neil, you are a perceptive woman. You see, he is the number one quarterback recruit in the country and the people I work for want to make sure he chooses USC! He has been told by our people that if he commits to SC, he will be guaranteed the grades he needs for admission and 'other perks'! Your fellow teachers have been 'encouraged financially' to go along with the plan and have all accepted our 'proposal'."
"So you want me to guarantee him an 'A' in my class or you will send that email to my family, friends, and employer?" I asked incredulously.
"Actually Ms. O'Neil, there is a bit more to it than that, we have pulled strings to guarantee that you will be his math teacher for summer school and the fall semester as well. You will be expected to provide him with 'A' grades in all of those classes."
"Is that what you meant before when you said 'other perks'? Why didn't you just offer me the financial package?" I asked.
"In doing our research on you Ms. O'Neil, we learned that you contain a certain moral makeup that your fellow teachers do not. We were concerned that you might not accept the 'financial package', but more importantly Monica you possess a certain 'skill set' that the other teachers do not that will help us accomplish the 'other perks' component of our agreement with Mr. Johnson's representatives."
Roger went on, "You see it is not by accident that you landed the job teaching 11th and 12th grade math at Long Beach Poly. We did an exhaustive search looking for the right candidate to take on the job. When we heard about you, we felt like our prayers had been answered."
"Huh?"
"You see Ms. O'Neil you were young, gorgeous, possessed a smoking body, credentialed, and actually looking for a job! Monica, the 'other perks' you will be expected to provide will be sexual in nature. You will become Mr. Johnson's personal 'tutor'. However Ms. O'Neil, since his grades will already be guaranteed, your tutoring sessions will actually be sex sessions. You will be his personal fuck toy until the end of the fall semester in December when athletes declare where they will go to school the following year!"
Jenna and Gina both stared at Monica in amazement at the lengths to which these people would go to accomplish their objective. Monica took a drink from her champagne while the other two girls looked up at the porn film playing in Paul's playroom. The three girlfriends had changed into bikinis and were going for a dip in the hot tub on the snow covered deck of their cabin.
Monica went back to telling her story...You can imagine I was devastated and humiliated. I was being blackmailed to whore myself to one of my students...
Roger then told me that I had been the perfect candidate for the job, but there was one more box that needed to be checked before validating my qualifications...was I a good fuck?
My performance the previous night answered that question with flying colors! So much so, that they had sent the video to the Johnson representatives and they shared it with Hank Jr. that morning. It was his 18th birthday...what a gift it was for him to see his teacher having wild three-way sex.
"You sent him that video, oh my God!" I cried to Roger.
"Upon seeing you getting thoroughly fucked by a black dude and learning that you would be his sex toy for the next 8 months he said enthusiastically, "I don't know how any school is going to top USC's offer. When do I get to fuck her the first time?"
"...Oh to be an 18-year-old stud athlete Ms. O'Neil. Hank Jr. stayed back a year in school and it is paying huge dividends as everyone is vying for his commitment. The world is his oyster and you will be his pearl Monica!" Roger laughed. "It seems kind of unfair that we cater to someone his age. I can't imagine there is much more a confident kid his age would want than to have complete sexual control over one of his gorgeous teachers!"
I sat with my mouth agape as he went on, "That brings us to what will be required of you Ms. O'Neil. Every Thursday from 4:30 p.m. until 8:30 p.m. and every Sunday from noon until 5:00 p.m. you will report to a local hotel for 'tutoring'."
"We aligned these rendezvous with your calendar; as you might have already noticed those are both days and times when your husband's team has its matches. You will tell him you decided to take the tutoring job to earn some extra cash while he was working anyway. When your husband's team is away on road matches, Hank will be notified and if he desires to enjoy your sweet 'offerings' longer, he will be awarded that choice without question. If your husband's team is on an overnight trip, Mr. Johnson will have you for his pleasure all night long. The room will be pre-paid and you will be provided with a master key that will give you access anytime. Mr. Johnson will be given $100 to pay you for your 'services' each session."
Roger said, "You will be prompt and enthusiastic at every single rendezvous. You will never tell him 'no' regardless of what he makes you do! He will make all the rules and you will be there solely for his pleasure. Whatever other demands he makes including, lingerie, sex toys, sex aids, bondage, lubricants, etc. will all be provided and you will be expected to embrace them enthusiastically. Last night Nate slipped you a birth control pill, but if you aren't already on the pill, I would suggest getting a prescription right away. Mr. Johnson told us through his people that "he ain't wearing no condoms and plans to plant his seed in all of Ms. O'Neil's holes!"
I looked at him incredulously.
"He has been carefully instructed to not leave any marks or bites on your body as to not alert your husband to your activities. It would be a shame if your husband were to find out about what you have been up to by witnessing a black baby exit your body in 9 months, so get your birth control situation in order!" Roger warned. "We also understand Mr. Johnson was quite aroused at your enthusiasm in fucking Ms. McCoy here. He has requested that we provide additional female participation in some of your upcoming sex sessions. He has identified a particular blonde cheerleader from your school who we understand is, along with Mr. Johnson, a student of yours in your 5th period class. Her name is Jenny Welch. My people tell me she is quite popular and very attractive."
My mouth dropped as Roger spoke.
"We have 'encouraged' her to participate whenever Mr. Johnson requests her presence."
When I got over my shock I asked how they were going to accomplish that.
"It seems we located a video of her and one of her teammates 'experimenting' at cheerleading camp last summer. The video shows her in the throes of climax with her cheer uniform still on and her girlfriend's head under her skirt. When threatened with exposure of the video to her strict parents, boyfriend, and cheer coach, which she knew would have resulted in dismissal from the team and non-participation in graduation ceremonies, Miss Welch agreed to do anything to keep it from being made public."
I stared at him in disbelief.
"She doesn't know it yet, but her 'anything' will be to be an active participant in some of your sexual rendezvous with Mr. Johnson Jr. And while pretty Jenny is graduating in a couple of months, she is attending college locally so she will remain available to Mr. Johnson until her 'agreement' is fulfilled next December. We'll capture some video of her engaging in kinky sex with you and Mr. Johnson soon and ensure her enthusiastic participation until the end of the calendar year."
I thought to myself that these people were bastards. Jenny is a bubbly, beautiful girl who is wildly popular and captain of the cheer team. She and her sweet boyfriend, Luke Snyder, had just been recently crowned king and queen of their class at the Senior Prom. The two of them turned 18 in the spring and have been dating since their sophomore year. They are both attending UCLA together in the fall. I had even heard talk about a possible engagement at graduation.
"Just think Ms. O'Neil, as the adult in the room, you'll be getting a chance to 'teach' two of your students some valuable life lessons for the next several months!" Roger said jokingly. "That said, I've been told that young Mr. Johnson Jr. is quite well endowed, so I suspect he'll be 'teaching' you and Miss Welch a thing or two just as young Nate did last night!" Roger finished with a laugh.
I looked over at Nate and he smiled and grabbed his crotch.
"Do we have a deal Ms. O'Neil?" Roger asked.
I was crying as I said to him, "I don't see that I have much of a choice..."
"Great, I will let the Johnson group know. You will receive rendezvous instructions before the end of the school day on Thursday. Dana, can you please retrieve Ms. O'Neil's rings."
He then looked me in the eye very seriously and said, "Monica, you better fulfill this assignment with absolute perfection or your life will be a living hell, do you understand me?"
I told him I understood completely.
They flew me back to LAX on their private jet. I got back home about 5:30 p.m. on Sunday and told my husband that our flight had been delayed. He was so happy to see me and said he wanted to hear all about the trip. I told him it was fun and that we mostly drank and danced.
He was really horny and suggested we go to bed early and have some fun. I told him "yes" but that I hadn't slept much and was pretty tired. I then lied and told him that all the girls had made a pact to shave their pussies in honor of the bride's husband's request that she be shorn for their wedding night. We had sex that night and he loved eating my shaved pussy. I did my best to fake my way through it, but my pussy was very sore and stretched from my long night with Nate.
The following day between 2nd and 3rd periods, Hank Johnson Jr. came into my class while no one else was around. He locked the door behind him as he entered the room. He looked me up and down and smiled. He said, "It sounds like we are going to get to know each other much better Ms. O'Neil. I'm going to call you slut from now on!"
It was humiliating to have one of my students talk to me like that.
"Based on what I saw on that video, you are quite the slut for black cock; I can assure you Monica, you won't be disappointed this Thursday! He quickly unbuttoned his pants and reached inside his boxers and pulled out his huge limp cock. My jaw dropped when I saw it hanging in its flaccid state. He laughed and said, "I'm sure you'd like to suck it right now, but you are going to have to wait till Thursday to enjoy it in its rigid glory slut!"
I stared at it.
"I'm going to arrive at 4:30 p.m. sharp. When I walk into the room, I want you naked except for red high heels, thigh-high white stockings, those sexy red librarian glasses you wear and bright red lipstick. Have your hair pulled up. Be down on all fours on the bed with your hungry ass raised up and facing the door. You will address me as Black Master and you'll be wiggling that tight little butt as you look over your shoulder at me! Is that clear slut?" He said authoritatively.
I nodded as I stared at his big cock and spoke absently, "...yes Black Master."
He got a big smile on his face and held his dick in his hand before shoving it back in his pants. He walked up close to me and said confidently, "I'd tell you that you now know what to look forward to on Thursday, but you haven't seen it hard yet. You have that to fantasize about until then!" He turned and walked out the door.
I was shaking as he departed my classroom.
When I got home that night I told my husband about my decision to take on the tutoring job for Hank Johnson Jr. He was very happy to learn that I would be bringing home an extra $800 per month.
My husband who is an avid booster and active alumni at USC said, "I just saw an article on that kid in the LA Times yesterday that compared him to Cam Newton. They say he runs like a deer and has a gun for an arm. His dad coaches quarterbacks in the pros and word is the kid's got it all. The article showed a picture of him without his shirt; he is built like a stud for 18. He's a good looking kid also. He sure would look good in a Trojan uniform. Some guys just have all the luck...he's probably hung like a horse too!" He said with a laugh.
I thought to myself, "You have no idea honey...he's going to be fucking your wife with that Trojan Horse cock come Thursday..." But the topic was obviously making me very uncomfortable, so I said, "Can we stop talking about him like this, he is after all one of my students."
My husband wouldn't let it go, "They say every big school in the country is trying to recruit him. I hope my fellow wealthy alumni are doing everything they can to get that kid to commit to becoming a Trojan! They should give him anything he wants!"
"Oh don't worry they are." I thought sadly to myself.
The rest of the week in class, when he wasn't sleeping, Hank was undressing me with his eyes and making obscene gestures when the other students weren't looking. Several times I had to stop and regain my composure as he wiggled his long tongue in a blur like he was performing oral sex. Surprisingly however, I found my panties getting wet each time he did it.
He came up to me after class on Wednesday and said, "Did you notice how good Jenny Welch's big tits looked in that sweater today Ms. O'Neil? I can't wait to watch you suck those things! Hey by the way, I changed my mind, make the stockings red, not white, tomorrow night. And also make sure you wear a low cut top to class tomorrow with a push-up bra and a short skirt, okay slut? I want all the other guys in class to be dreaming about what my cock is actually going to be enjoying!"
"But Hank I have a reputation and respect to uphold from my fellow teachers and the students?" I pleaded.
"Dress like a slut or I'll call Roger! And call me by my proper name bitch!"
After taking a deep breath I replied defeatedly, "Yes Black Master."
As my husband left for work on Thursday morning, I reminded him that I would be tutoring that night and would probably be pretty tired when I got home. He said he and the athletic director were taking his team to the Dodger game and wouldn't be home until after 11:00 p.m. He told me not to wait up, which I figured was a good idea considering the way I was likely to be feeling.
"Teach that kid something honey...be as nice as you can and tell him your husband and his fellow alumni are rooting for him to dominate as a Trojan on Saturdays!"
"I'm not sure about Saturdays, but I have a feeling that Trojan is going to teach your honey something on Sundays (and Thursdays)."
After he left I dressed in the clothes that Hank requested. While I was very nervous for what the day would bring, I was disappointed in myself for also being slightly aroused. As I squeezed my tits into the push up bra, I found my nipples were already hard in anticipation of what was to come.
At school, I was a nervous wreck for the first couple of periods. The boys in class were all staring at my tits and ass as I attempted to conduct the lessons. Mr. Abbott our principal stopped by between periods and stared at my cleavage as I sat at my desk talking to him about an upcoming assembly.
Finally, when 5th period rolled around, Hank Johnson, Jr. strolled into my class and smiled at me before grabbing his crotch and mouthing the words "THREE HOURS TILL BLACK NIRVANA!" When class ended, he made eye contact with me and licked his lips before walking out the door.
Ten minutes later an envelope arrived that contained only a hotel room key and a post-it note with Renaissance Hotel Room 2201 written on it.
On the Uber ride to the hotel my cell phone rang. It was Roger, the man I'd met in Vegas the previous weekend. "Monica, this is Roger. I'm sure you are on your way to the hotel. You remember the warning I gave you as we concluded our conversation last Sunday, don't you?"
"Yes Roger I remember, you told me that I had to do this assignment very well or my life would be a living hell."
"Glad you recall what I told you. But do not forget for one second that your sole purpose is to please Mr. Johnson in ways that he could never imagine. You suck his cock, you lick his balls, you swallow his cum, you lick his asshole, you let him fuck you in the ass and you beg for more. If he tells you to drink, or smoke, or spit or swallow...you do as he says. If he sends you to the market down the street naked...you go without question! Do you understand what I am telling you?"
"Yes I understand Roger; I will do everything that is expected of me enthusiastically." I responded.
"You better, that email is queued up in my Outlook and will go out in moment if I hear anything different," was the last thing I heard before the phone went silent.



Jenna and Gina were listening intently and guiltily fantasizing about what would transpire at the hotel. Jenna took another drink from her champagne and casually looked in Gina's direction. She subtly glanced at the beautiful blonde's big tits and gorgeous face. Gina's nipples were hard from the excitement of Monica's story. Gina noticed her stare and returned a gaze at Jenna's beautiful body in her sexy lingerie. She noticed a damp spot on Jenna's panties.
The three girls on the porn video had now removed their bikinis and were making out as they took turns sucking and kissing each other's breasts in the hot tub. One of them had beautiful D-cup tits and the other two were paying most of the attention to her.
Monica took a drink from her champagne and went on with the story...I arrived at the hotel at 4:00 p.m. Room 2201 was the Penthouse Suite. Rose petals were scattered on the floor and bedspread. The butterflies in my stomach felt like Pterodactyls as I set my bag down and walked around checking out the spacious room. I could see the Pacific Ocean and the Queen Mary in the harbor from the big picture windows that provided a 180 degree view to the West. I walked out on to the balcony and felt the cool ocean breeze and warm glow from the sun on my skin.
I walked back into the room and noticed a couple of trays on the large coffee table in front of the 82" big screen television. One tray contained two shots of tequila and two squares of dark chocolate and a note that read, "Consume these before your Black Master arrives!"
I was actually happy to do the shots as I was nervous as hell and they helped calm me down. I lifted one of the dark chocolate squares to my nose and could smell the unmistakable scent of marijuana. I had not smoked pot in years and had never had edibles. I had heard from friends that the edibles could get you really fucked up if you weren't careful about the dosages. I didn't see that I had a choice and I wasn't about to fail my first test so I proceeded to eat them both.
The other tray contained lubricants, massage oils, edible motion lotions, etc. I was happy to see those there as my pussy and butt had only stopped hurting on Wednesday from Nate and after seeing Hank's big dick, I knew I was going to need plenty of lubrication.
The wet bar was stocked with more booze than two people could drink in a month and two bottles of champagne were chilling on ice. There was a post-it note on the big screen that said to turn on the TV to channel 199 and have it playing when your Black Master arrives.
I checked my watch and it showed 4:10 p.m. The tequila was already kicking in and I was feeling much more relaxed. I grabbed my bag and went into the bathroom. The large bathroom contained a vanity with two sinks, a walk-in shower, and a large Jacuzzi tub.
I put my hair up and applied my make-up and the red lipstick that Hank had requested. I took off all my clothes and put them in my bag. I'm not sure why, but I sprayed perfume on my tits and pussy mound. I pulled the red tights and high heels from my bag and slipped them on. Lastly, I reached into my purse and put on my librarian glasses. I looked in the full length mirror and had to admit, I looked pretty fucking hot. All I could think of was that I looked like bait for a hungry shark.
The pot and tequila were kicking in and I was beginning to loosen up a little.
I turned on the TV to channel 199 and to no surprise a porn movie came on. A young blonde housewife was sucking on the huge cock of her black swimming pool cleaner. I climbed up onto the bed and got into the position that Hank had requested with my ass in the air and facing the door. I looked over and the clock read 4:25 p.m.
I watched the pool cleaner shove his cock further into the blonde housewife's throat. I couldn't believe she could take his big dick so deep. I reached between my legs and ran my middle finger through my pussy slit. I was soaking wet! The pool cleaner grunted and pulled his cock from her mouth and blasted his load all over the young wife's pretty face.
Suddenly the door opened and Hank Johnson Jr. entered the spacious room with a huge smile on his face. "What do we have here?" He bellowed. "It's not every day you walk into your hotel room and a whore is waiting naked for you on your bed watching a black bro paint a blonde's face with his jis!"
He later told me that the scene in the room was exactly as he had pictured, but his married math teacher (me) was even hotter than he had imagined. My tight little ass and protruding pussy lips looked like a target as I wiggled my butt in his direction.
He circled the bed, checking out my body from every angle. "Kneel up on your knees and rub those big titties and play with your nipples for me slut." He commanded.
I did as I was told and he whistled out loud and said, "Monica I suspected you had some nice tits covered up under all those conservative shirts you wear, but I had no idea they were so nice and round with big nipples. I can't wait to lick and taste those baby's! You'd like that wouldn't you?"
"Yes Black Master."
"Yes what slut?"
"I'd like for you to lick and suck my breasts Black Master." I responded quietly.
I couldn't believe I was having this conversation with one of my students. For the past several months in class, I had been the one commanding respect and setting expectations. The situation was now completely reversed and now this 18-year-old man-child was in charge and I was expected to do exactly what I was told!
"Oh those nice tits will get plenty of licking and sucking, but first I want to check out that tight little ass of yours! Get back down on all fours and crawl over here to me!"
I crawled up to him at the edge of the bed.
"Move around and bring that sweet little ass here in front of me...Oooh, now that's the ass I've been thinking about since last Sunday! Put your head down and keep that tight butt raised! Fuckin A...you got yourself some big pouty pussy lips! And look...I can see beads of wetness on em...you are fucking horny for some big black cock right now aren't you Ms. O'Neil?"
"Yes Black Master, I am turned-on right now!"
"Horny right now for what?"
"Your big cock Black Master!"
"I bet you are. Trust me, you'll get more of it than you can imagine, but right now, put your fingers back between your legs and play with your married pussy!" He commanded.
I brought my right hand back and slid my middle finger down my wet pussy slit. He got down on his knees so he could watch me up close. I was very wet and he could see my juices flow across my now soaked fingers. He moved right in between my legs and took a big sniff, "Wow, that wet married pussy sure smells good!"
He hadn't even touched me yet and I couldn't believe how wet I was. The chocolate pot treats were kicking in and I was feeling more relaxed, but still nervous.
I kept playing with my pussy as he stood up and leaned over my ass. Suddenly, I felt a large saliva ball splatter on my butthole. I flinched and an audible gasp came out of my mouth. He watched as his spit trickled down my ass and across my puffy pussy lips. He did it two more times. As I rubbed my clit and felt the wetness from his spit on my asshole, I was starting to get very aroused. That all changed quickly...
Suddenly there was a very hard slap on my ass...WHACK! "Monica, you have several months of payback punishment coming your way!" He shouted.
"What do you mean Hank?"
"What did you just call me whore?" He screamed again.
"I mean Black Master...I'm sorr...WHACK! He spanked me hard again.
"Don't ever address me without my Master title, do you understand?"
"Yes, it was an acciden..." WHACK! I screamed in pain.
"How many times did you send me to detention this semester?"
I didn't know, but I knew it was more than once...
"Three times you fucking bitch!" He screamed.
WHACK...WHACK...WHACK...He spanked me three more times very hard for having done so. I was now crying out loud but recalling my conversation with Roger, I told Hank I had made a big mistake in sending him to detention and I deserved whatever he wanted to do to me.
"Do you remember making fun of me in front of the class when I didn't know what 'PI' was? Well I remember, and now I'm going to take it out on your 'Pie' bitch..." WHACK!
"I'm sorry for all those mistakes I made Black Master...please let me make it up to you!" I cried.
"Oh, now you want to make it up to me...you weren't so relenting when I was sitting in detention!" Hank scolded me. "How are you going to make it up to me?"
"How about if I suck your cock?" I pleaded.
"Oh now the truth comes out...you can't wait to get yourself another taste of nigger dick, so you conveniently use that as an excuse to get out of your punishment...but you're lucky slut, I am in a forgiving mood, so I'll give you your wish!" He got up and walked over to one of the couches in front of the big screen and sat down.
"Crawl on your hands and knees over here and come get your prize!" He had a big smile on his face as he watched me crawl across the carpet on all fours.
"Since you look like a dog Ms. O'Neil, go ahead and bark like one too!" He laughed.
I swallowed my pride and barked several times for his pleasure. He laughed and told me to put my head in his lap and "lick around till you find your bone doggy". It didn't take long as I quickly located something that felt like a salami in his shorts. He stood up and removed his shirt. At 6'-4 and 215 lbs, his thin muscular upper body was definitely that of an athlete. His washboard abs were very impressive. I sat on my knees admiring his body as he looked down at me with a hungry look on his handsome face.
He told me to lick my lips and get ready for my special treat. I did so instinctively as my pulse increased in anticipation.
He reached down, unbuttoned his pants, and let them fall to the floor. My eyes got big as I saw the hard outline of his cock in his mid-length stretch briefs. Aside from the previous weekend, which I had no recollection of, I'd never had sex with a man with a truly large cock and I found myself shaking with nervousness. He pulled my head forward and I licked along the huge shaft through his underwear.
He laughed, "I know you can't help yourself Ms. O'Neil, but I assure you it tastes much better without the briefs...pull them down and taste for yourself!"
I moved like I was in a trance as I slowly reached up and grasped the elastic band with both hands and slowly pulled them down to his knees. As I did so, his big black cock sprang forward and hit me in the face. Having seen it limp earlier in the week, I assumed I knew what to expect, but I was completely unprepared now that it was rock hard and aimed between my eyes. I stared down the length of it like a loaded weapon; it had to be 10 inches long and as thick as a big cucumber. Hank's cock was as black as ebony and had huge veins running the length. The head looked like an evil black door knob. I was reminded of the joke my husband made earlier in the week about Hank likely being hung like a horse...the only thought that resonated in my mind at that moment was CLYDESDALE.
"Oh my God," escaped my lips as it hung in the air in front of my face..."Oh my God..."
Hank got a big smile on his face as he stood over me and voiced, "Yes I will be your Sex God teach and this stick is gonna be your sexual savior!" He lifted it up and said, "...And these big balls right here are gonna fill you up with more Holy black baby cream than that little married pussy has ever dreamed of!"
As I remained frozen he brought his dick forward and rubbed it around my face. The scent was intoxicatingly masculine; I knew from that moment that I was his to do anything he pleased. My black student rubbed the big head on my lips first, then proceeded to smear my red lipstick on my cheeks, nose, and forehead. He pushed it under my glasses, dislodged them and then proceeded to rub it around my eye sockets. The head felt like a huge soft rubber mushroom as he pressed it around my face.
"Stick out your tongue!" He commanded. I stuck it out and he slapped it playfully with his dick, "Lick right under the head."
As I extended my tongue and licked the underside of his mushroom head, he began to tease me by moving it around and laughing as my tongue chased the big black moving target.
"It looks like that black snake moves a little fast for you Monica, here try these, they don't move too fast, except I suspect when they're bouncing off your ass. He lifted his cock and brought his balls to my mouth. "Lick and suck on them for a little while." With my tongue already extended he placed his scrotum on it. I licked one of his huge balls and swirled my tongue around on it, "Lick the other one now!"
He slowly stroked his dick as I pleasured his testicles.
His ball sack was hairless and his balls were too big for me to take completely in my mouth. I sucked on them individually and let them pop in and out. My husband loved it when I sucked on his much smaller nuts, but I always found the hair to be a turnoff. Surprisingly, I found myself wanting to take Hank's smooth balls in my mouth and suck on them. "Yeah, Ms. O'Neil now you're getting the hang of it. You like the way those hot black nuts taste don't you slut?"
"Yes Black Master, I like how big and smooth they are." I admitted honestly between licks.
"I haven't blown a nut since I found out on Sunday that you'd be sucking my cock tonight. If you think the outside of my balls taste good, just wait till you taste what's inside of them. I made sure to save my first big load for your hungry mouth! What do you think about that, teach?"
That admission made me very nervous, but I remembered what Roger told me, so I responded, "I can't wait for you to shoot it into my mouth Black Master!" I said as I slobbered on the ebony twins.
"Wow Monica I never thought you would be such a horny black seed lover. I'll tell you what, I'll give you what you want, but I'm kind of thirsty at the moment. Go over and get me a beer out of the fridge and then come back here and I'll teach you how I want my dick sucked!"
"Yes Black Master." I said before slowly getting up and walking sexily to the wet bar and grabbing a beer and opening it for him. As I turned to walk back to where he was, he had already sat down on the couch and was stroking his cock as he watched me approach with another big smile on his face.
"Bring me that beer and then step out in front of me and let me check out that fucking hot body of yours!" He demanded.
I did as he said and was now standing about 5 feet in front of him as he took the first drink from his beer.
"Monica, me and all the other guys in class have wanted to fuck you since the first time you walked into our room. We made bets if you were a horny bitch or a prude. I have to admit that I bet you were a cock tease, but I can see now that I was wrong and you are indeed hungry for some black dick. You won't have to wait long to get what you want, but you need to show me how bad you want it first!"
"Dance for me and play with yourself...start off by rubbing those nice titties and nipples."
The porn movie soundtrack made for good stripper music, but I danced awkwardly in the 5 inch heels. I had always been an athlete and not so much a dancer and I definitely wasn't used to the heels...especially after the 2 shots and the pot.
"I sure like the way you look in those red tights and heels. And those sweet tits and sexy ass are getting it done for your Black Master. But white girl, I sure hope you fuck with more rhythm than you dance."
I played with my boobs and tweaked my nipples for him. I danced more closely and held my tits together near his smiling face. "Wow those are some nice titties; I can't wait to spray some black baby juice all over them! Now turn around and wiggle that hot little ass in my face!"
I slowly turned and wiggled my butt in front of him. He reached out and softly rubbed my ass cheeks with his big hands. Hank pulled me closer and massaged them with both hands before he pulled me against his face and stuck his tongue in my butt. A slight moan escaped from my mouth as he licked my sensitive asshole with his long tongue. I hated that it felt so good.
"You have a hot little ass Monica, you sure liked it when my black brother filled it with his seed in Vegas, after I break in your tight married pussy, I'll make my own deposit! But first things first, turn around and get down on your knees."
I turned and knelt down in front of him as he sat with his legs spread on the couch. His semi-hard dick lay on his muscular stomach. The huge mushroom head rested about 2 inches above his bellybutton and his smooth balls rested on the leather couch cushions. I was nervous as I stared at it. Suddenly, it twitched and rose up and I gasped and nearly jumped. He laughed out loud and told me not to be scared as although it got angry sometimes, it wouldn't bite.
Hank was leaning back looking at me as he said, "It's time for you to learn the art of sucking my cock! I couldn't believe how confident and commanding he was. "Without using your hands, start at my balls and slowly lick all the way up my shaft to the underside of the head."
I lowered my head and did exactly as I was told. His dick was so hot; I thought it was going to burn my tongue. "Do it again over and over until I tell you to stop...slobber all over it!"
He sat there drinking his beer as he watched me lick his huge dick like a fudgesicle for the next several minutes. He poured some beer on it and told me to lick it off.
After 15 minutes, he urged, "Go get me another beer and come back here and get back on your knees. Do it fast so I can give you your next set of dick sucking instructions!"
I got up quickly and made my way to the refrigerator as fast as the heels would allow. He watched me like a hungry animal as I came back quickly, handed him his beer and got back down on my knees.
"Spit on it!" He commanded. I filled my mouth with saliva and spit on the shaft. "I see that you got your wedding rings back from the redheaded rug-muncher, use that hand to stroke my shaft as you lick and suck the head!"
My hand felt small as I stroked the thick shaft. I couldn't even get my fingers all the way around it. His hot dick pulsated as I slowly jacked him off and a large drop of pre-cum formed at the tip.
"Lick the tip with your tongue teach and tell me how much you like the taste of my seed," he said as he ran his long fingers through my hair.
I extended my tongue and fluttered it across the tip of his cock. I licked around the entire head and smeared his silky cream with my tongue.
"Black Master, your hot cum tastes good!" I complemented between wet licks.
"I knew you would like it...but that's just an appetizer; wait till you get the real thing. My balls are stirring up a nice batch for you right now...you're going to get to suck it all out!"
I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took his head inside. I liked giving head to my husband, but his cock was not nearly this big and I found it hard to breathe as Hank's dick filled my mouth completely.
He told me to breathe through my nose, "That's it, suck that big head and imagine what it's going to feel like penetrating your married pussy," he bragged cockily. "Tell me how much better it tastes than your husband's little dick!"
I hesitated before I responded.
He pulled it out of my mouth and slapped it against my face and said, "Answer the question and say it with emotion and detail just like you tell us to do in class, bitch!"
He was using my own instruction techniques on me.



"Black Master, I love the way your big cock tastes in my mouth. It is so much hotter and better than my husband's!"
"Hotter, better, and what?" He questioned.
"And bigger Black Master..." I said as I sucked it back into my mouth. "...so much bigger!"
He got a big smile on his face as he continued to rub his hands through my hair as I took him as deeply as I could. He reached down and squeezed one of my tits and said, "Yeah baby just like that Monica, you're a pretty good cocksucker slut!"
I reached down and took his big balls in my hand and massaged them, "Yeah take care of those balls girl; they're filled with that juice you want!"
He reached for a nearby container of oil. He flipped the cap and generously poured it down my chest and onto my tits, "Rub that oil around on your nice titties Monica!"
I brought my hands to my tits and seductively smeared the oil around and over them. I played with my rock hard nipples to his delight. I was getting caught up in the moment and suddenly realized I was also very stoned.
"Wrap those nice tits around my cock and slide em up and down!"
I suspected it would be this way; he was treating me like porn actress. I wrapped my boobs around his dick and slid up and down. He told me to lick the head of his cock each time it plunged near my mouth. I could tell he really liked fucking my tits.
"Faster slut...slide em on that big cock faster...yeah just like that!"
Suddenly he cried, "Open your mouth and stick out your tongue."
Just as I did so, cum exploded from his dick and splattered across my face. Another large spurt erupted and did the same. That one was followed by several more that splashed on my tongue, lips and chin. Semen kept pumping from his cock as he brought it up and pushed it into my unprepared mouth.
"Swallow it bitch!" He demanded.
Luckily he hadn't sprayed it all in my mouth and I was able to swallow most of the remaining 4 or 5 spurts of hot sticky cream as they spewed from his dick. Strangely, I rarely let my husband ever cum in my mouth, but like I'd seen on the video from the previous weekend with Nate, I found myself excited to swallow this black teenager's cream.
As I raised my head to look at him, he got a big smile on his face as he saw the fruits of his labor. My face was covered with his seed.
"How'd you like that Ms. O'Neil? You liked being sprayed by a real man didn't you?"
I didn't know exactly how I felt at the moment. I should have been appalled at the way he used me as a sex object, but instead I was disappointed in myself once again as I was aroused and now curious what it would actually be like to have sex with my 18-year-old bull of a student.
"Black Master I can't believe how virile you are!"
"What the fuck does that mean?" Hank questioned.
"It means you are very impressive sexually!" I replied with cum covering much of my face.
"You ain't seen nothing yet Monica. Go clean up your face and get me another beer. When you get back, I'm going to eat that horny married pussy of yours!"
I made my way to the bathroom and once inside approached the large mirror. My vision was obscured as one of my eye lids had been sprayed by Hanks cream and was stuck shut. When I was able to focus through my other eye I nearly died when I saw my reflection in the mirror. Hank's thick spooge was splattered over at least half my face. My bright red lipstick trailed along my exposed skin where he had painted it around with his cockhead.
I cleaned my face with a towel before touching up my makeup and reapplying my lipstick, "How the fuck did I get myself in this situation? And more importantly, why am I looking forward to going back out in that room right now?" Inexplicitly, I reached for my perfume and sprayed it on my breasts and pussy mound again.
"But if he's going to perform oral sex on me now, this will be my chance to gain some level of control. I'm sure his inexperienced tongue will be no match for my husband's and I will have the power position as I direct him on what to do. Once he gets a taste, I'll get the upper hand and become the teacher again."
That thought was fleetingly brief as I exited the bathroom and he immediately handcuffed me to the bed's headboard.
Hank pushed my knees apart and brought his face between them. He started off slowly and kissed around my mound and along the inside of my thighs. He softly licked the outer regions of my tender lips before lightly suckling my labia. I was trembling...
I thought to myself, "This isn't what I was expecting at all. I thought he would be a bull in a china shop and instead he was like Mozart."
He told me I smelled and tasted wonderful and then surprisingly asked how I wanted to be pleasured.
I moaned and said, "Keep doing what you are doing Black Master, it feels really good."
He brought a finger to the entrance of my hole and skillfully teased me as he continued to lick and kiss around my now dripping pussy. He was purposefully avoiding my clit as he expertly worked me into a frenzy. I started lifting my hips in a subtle attempt to get him to coddle my aching kitty. Instead he sunk his long finger into me while he continued to kiss and lick my sopping lips. I nearly came on the spot. He worked another finger in as I gasped and finally begged him to lick my clit. "Black Master, please don't tease me anymore, I need your tongue on my clitoris!"
He laughed and said, "I knew you'd be begging for it slut!"
He brought his tongue to my button and softly flicked it several times. "Oh Black Master, that feels so good, you got it, please don't stop!" He tenderly fluttered on and around it until I could no longer control myself. I whimpered and begged, "Eat Me You Black Stud!"
He had me right where he wanted me.
His tongue became a whirling dervish of sexual energy. He kissed and licked all my most sensitive places and within minutes I was begging him not to stop, "Oh Black Master, you are so good at that...lick it!"
He spit on my pussy and playfully slapped my clit with two of his fingers.
With my legs unbound, I spread them as wide as I could to give him unlimited access. He stuffed a couple of pillows under my butt and went to town. I'd never been eaten so good. Within minutes I was climaxing uncontrollably. "Oh fuck Black Master, your tongue...fuh..I'm cumming again," I whimpered as he expertly sucked and licked my sensitive pussy.
I quickly realized my husband's cunnilingus skills were amateurish compared to my 18-year-old Black Master.
Hank pushed my hips back until my knees were up near my boobs. He licked around my asshole and the sensitive strip between my butt and pussy. He went back to my asshole and flicked it continuously with his long talented tongue.
"Black Master lick my butt, it feels so good!"
He brought two fingers up and buried them in my pussy as he continued to lick around my ass. Three minutes later he brought me to another toe-curling cum.
As my body continued to shake, he slid up and kissed me on the lips. He shoved his tongue in my mouth and we kissed like newlyweds, "How do you like the taste of your ass on my tongue Monica?"
"It's good Black Master," I said without hesitation.
"Just wait till you get to clean it off my cock Ms. O'Neil! You'll really like that."
"Where did you learn to please a woman with your tongue like that, you're only 18?" I asked breathlessly.
"I've been having sex for a long time. Awhile back, my parents hired a hot blonde to be our nanny. She was a freshman at UC Irvine. My parents gave her 10 months of room and board and I gave her 10 inches of something else." Hank said proudly.
"I was already 6'-1" at the time and she happened to walk in on me changing one day. Immediately, I could see the look on her face as she saw my package for the first time. For the next few weeks I caught her staring at my bulge on several occasions."
"One weekend my parents went to Palm Springs with friends. I woke up in the middle of the night to get a drink of water. As I passed my parents room I could hear a buzzing sound coming from behind the door. I opened it to see where the noise was coming from and I found my nanny Kristi, spread naked on my parent's bed with a vibrator in her pussy. My mom's panty drawer was open and I suspected the toy belonged to her."
"She scrambled to come up with an excuse, but what was she really going to say? I walked up and told her how things were going to be from that point forward unless she wanted me to tell my parents about it."
"She knew she didn't have a choice. I led her back to my room and by the following morning I was the only guy at my school with a hot blonde nanny plaything whenever I wanted it."
"She taught me a lot, but it wasn't long before we both knew who made the rules in our relationship."
"My parents were gone from 8:00 a.m. till 6:00 p.m. every day. As soon as I got home from school, Kristi would put my young twin sisters down for their nap and come straight to my bedroom. She earned every penny my parents paid her!"
"Her boyfriend was a 21-year-old star on the Irvine water polo team. I don't know if he had a small dick or what, but she would return from dates with him and sneak into my room just about every time she went out. Kristi and her friends have been getting more than their fair share of the dark stuff since. She and her two best friends love to get together for threesomes or foursomes. I've had some good pussy eating lessons and basically an education in satisfying women in general. Since then, a lot of girls at LB Poly have been enjoying the benefits!"
Jenna was amazed as she listened to Monica's story. She remembered meeting Kristi on several occasions at the Johnson house. She and Ryan had actually talked about how hot she'd looked at a pool party they'd attended the previous summer. She remembered telling Ryan, "If she was our nanny, we'd have to get a bed made for 3!" Now hearing she was bisexual was making Jenna even hornier.
Monica continued...Hank said, "Kristi just moved to Spain to study for the next year, so you came along at just right time Monica. Maybe I'll have a couple of her friends over to join us sometime. I'm sure they'd love to have you lick their pussies while I fuck them. Based on what I saw on the video last week Ms. O'Neil, you'd look forward to eating some more young pussy wouldn't you?"
I didn't know what to think, but I knew how I was expected to respond. "It sounds like fun Black Master!"
"Speaking of eating pussy, I'm going to have Jenny Welch join us next week. I can't wait to sink my cock in that prissy bitch. She's never given me the time of day in spite of me leading our team to the state finals last year. She and her cheerleader girlfriends all got to go up to the Bay Area for the game, but none of them ever thanked me for getting us there! What do you think about her Monica?"
"She's a nice girl Black Master, I'm sure she didn't purposefully ignore you."
Hank responded, "No, I don't give a fuck what you think about her personally, I want to know what you think about her as our future sex toy? Stroke my cock and tell me what you want to do to her when she joins us."
I couldn't believe he was asking me to describe how I would want to have sex with one of my female students.
"What do you want us to do Black Master?" I said hoping he would lead the conversation.
"I will tell you what I want when her wet pussy is here for us to enjoy next week, but right now I want you to tell me what you want to do with her!"
I reached out and stroked his thick soft cock. Even in its flaccid state, it was much bigger than my husband's full erection.
"Yeah...stroke that dick...that's real nice."
I couldn't really fathom having sex with Jenny Welch, but I told him what I thought he would want to hear.
"She'll be wearing her cheerleader uniform when she comes in the door. I'll be wearing one too. You know, one of those white sweaters the USC cheerleaders wear that show off their large breasts, I'll have one of those on and it'll be hugging these," I said as I grabbed my boobs and held them up for him. "My nipples will be poking through the fabric! After we get Jenny liquored up, I'm going to come up from behind her and slip the uniform off of her narrow shoulders. I'll turn her so she's facing you as I softly massage her big young tits through her bra as I kiss down her neck."
"I'll then unclasp her bra and hold it loosely over her D-cups and tease you before I slowly remove it. Her full breasts will then be on display for you Black Master. Again I'll softly squeeze her boobs and play with her big nipples. I'll slowly bring them to your mouth and let you suck them as I keep massaging them for you. Black Master you'll love her amazing breasts!"
"How do you know she has such nice tits Ms. O'Neil?"
"I've seen her in the shower in the girl's locker room. They are bigger than mine and really pretty! I have to admit that I stared at them when I saw her under the water."
"I like this already slut, what's next?" Hank said excitedly. "Keep stroking my cock Ms. O'Neil and tell me more about that blonde slut."
"I will get down on my knees and lift her skirt and run my tongue along her ass through her panties. I'll reach around and seductively slide my hand into her panties from the side and softly touch her sweet pussy. I'll tangle my fingers in her little hairy patch. She has a cute little dirty-blonde muff. Again, I've seen it in the shower. You'll be able to see my fingers wiggling around inside her panties."
"She'll be moaning and telling me how good it feels."
"I'll then slowly pull her panties down, making sure to tease you as I do so. Once they are down around her ankles I'll push her torso forward so her head falls into your lap. I'll tell her to open her mouth and get ready to suck the nicest cock she'll ever have in her life! I'll tell her how much better it's going to make her feel than her boyfriend's dick."
"Meanwhile I'll bury my tongue in her sweet little pussy from behind."
"Yeah Monica that's the slut I'm looking for! Stroke it baby. Tell me how you'll eat that cheerleader pussy Ms. O'Neil."
"You can show her how to suck your big dick while my tongue dances on her hard clit. I can't wait to taste her! After she cum's on my face, I'll slide up and I'll show her how you like your dick sucked. We'll talk dirty to you and beg for your cream!"
"You'll spurt your big load on our wiggling tongues and Jenny and I will kiss and share your juice."
"Uh huh...I like that slut!" He said as he grabbed my hair and pulled my face to his dick. "Suck that stick!"
He popped the big head in my mouth and I swirled my tongue around on it.
"Fuck yeah Ms. O'Neil, slobber all over that thing...now keep stroking it while you get to the fucking!"
"I'll have her take off my clothes while she tells you how excited she is to fuck us both. After Jenny and I suck you hard again, I'll push her down on her back and pull her legs apart and give you access to her tight pussy. I'll guide your big cockhead to her slick pussy and slide it up and down until it's all gooey with her cream. I'll then lick and bite her nipples while you impale her and fuck her wet pussy with your big cock Black Master! And when you're done shooting your hot load into her wet hole, I will bury my face between her legs and lick it out!"
"Now you're talking my language Ms. O'Neil, what else are you going to do with that horny little bitch?"
"I'm going to spread my legs and pull her head between them and make her lick my clit while you pound her with your huge cock from behind.
"Uh huh...then what?" He asked, clearly more engaged as his cock was now fully rock hard in my hand.
"I'll grab her hair and pull her against my pussy and cum on her face. Meanwhile she'll be orgasming all over your wonderful cock! After that we'll take turns getting fucked by you Black Master." I reached down and grabbed his huge balls and squeezed them as I said, "These big balls will be spraying hot juice all over us!"
"Yeah baby, let's get a warm up for that! Turn around and bring me that sexy ass. It's time for you to get taught how to be pleased by a real man!"
My 18-year-old student was now treating me like a real master...
Jenna and Gina were now fully aroused. Monica hadn't noticed but the two of them had shifted closer together as she told her story. When she shared her fantasy about the beautiful cheerleader, Jenna had slowly reached over and touched Gina's leg. She was now rubbing her fingers on Gina's well-toned thigh.
The black men were watching and listening on TV's in the great room. The audio and video feeds were coming from the hidden cameras and mics that Paul had positioned around his playroom. Paul, Cole and Hank smoked Cuban cigars and drank Cognac as they listened to the girls telling their stories. Hank couldn't believe his son's expertise in seducing his high school teacher. He'd known the kid inherited the family dick, but was also completely unaware that he'd been banging the nanny.
Hank was feeling a sense of family pride, much the way Paul's chest had puffed way out as Gina had lauded his sexual prowess.
Suddenly Paul said loudly, "Bingo, there's the hand on the thigh. Who'd a thought Jenna would be the first to make a move? She's full of surprises isn't she?"
"That a girl!" Cole said proudly as they all watched Jenna slowly move her hand to Gina's thigh. They watched as she began to rub it more intently. Gina reached down and placed her hand on Jenna's and encouraged her to keep going.
"Who's going to be the first to lick some pussy? Bets gentleman?" Paul called out.
"I got $100 on the teacher. It sounded like she loved the redhead's slit and she was too comfortable in suggesting what she's gonna do to that cheerleader," Hank said excitedly.
Paul figured this was easy money. He had told Gina earlier in the day that if she wanted to be fully paid for the weekend, she would need to enthusiastically eat as much pussy tonight as possible, "I got $100 on Gina. She's had a lot of it lately and the girl's got the bug!"
"Boys, you are throwing away your money, Jenna's had a taste for it since college. She can't help herself; my girl won't let me down. I got $100 on my date!" Cole remembered how Ryan had claimed that she loved it in college and she'd all but admitted to him earlier in the night that she still craved it. He'd seen here waggle her tongue on the tip of his dick like a pro. He knew she wouldn't be able to help herself when the opportunity presented itself.
It would present itself soon.
"This should help move things along." Paul shouted as he advanced the porn video in the playroom to the next scene where the girls had moved from the hot tub to a big white rug in front of the fireplace in the cabin. They were positioned in a sex triangle, with each of them having their head between someone else's legs. They were moaning loudly and hungrily eating each other's pussies.
Monica continued with her story...I was shaking as I spun on all fours and backed my butt into Hank's crotch. He grabbed my hips and pulled me close to him; I could feel his big dick rubbing against my no sopping pussy. He slapped my lips and asshole with it before he grabbed my hair, pulled my head back and told me to beg for it.
My 11th grade student had worked me into a sexual frenzy and I was truly ready.
"Black Master, please fuck me with your huge dick! I want it so bad..." I whimpered pathetically.
He laughed out loud and said, "Of course you do, Ms. O'Neil! What grade do I get so far?"
"An A+ Black Master," I moaned as he teased me some more.



He laughed and finally brought his big black head to the entrance of my pussy and shoved it inside.
I screamed loudly before my head dropped down against the sheets. He spanked me and pushed his fat cock further into my waiting hole. "Oh my God Black Master...oh fuck...so big" was all I could say before my body began to shake uncontrollably and I came all over his huge cock in a moaning, whimpering orgasm.
"Wow Ms. O'Neil, I thought you'd have a little more cum control than that. I've fucked lots of Poly girls who didn't spew that quickly! I only had it in halfway."
My face was pressed against the sheets with my head turned to the side as I tried to catch my breath.
Suddenly all my breath was forced out as he shoved it in all the way to his balls.
I screamed again in surprise and ecstasy.
Over the next 2 hours he fucked me in every position he could think of. I wanted so badly not to like it, but I must have climaxed a dozen times on his fantastic dick. Thank God I had filled my birth control prescription earlier in the week as his big balls pumped more hot thick semen into my pussy than my husband had in a year.
Obviously he was blessed with a huge cock, but the thought that kept going through my mind was how in the world is this 18-year-old so good in bed? Obviously he had a magnificent cock, but he fucked me like Don Juan. He knew exactly what do with his hands, tongue and cock to make me beg for it over and over. I also couldn't believe his staying power. His incredible dick stayed mostly hard for 2 hours straight; whenever it did start to soften he had me suck him off and lick his big nuts until he was rock hard again.
As soon as I would get him back hard, he would fuck me to another unbelievable orgasm.
Jenna and Gina moved closer still. Jenna's hand was now only inches from Gina's crotch as she rubbed along her thigh. Monica could clearly see what was going on with them, but she continued with her story as she liked that it was arousing the other women. She was getting horny herself and none of them were kidding themselves any longer. They'd be eating each other's pussies soon.
She continued...Hank laughed as I tried to catch my breath. "Let's give your hole a break. I can't imagine there's much more juice in that married pussy of yours? I'm not sure anyone's ever cum on my dick so much. Go down and lick it clean."
I licked around his softening cock. "How does your cum taste on my cock Monica?"
"Black Master it's all over it. It taste's really good mixed with yours."
"Speaking of taste I'm getting hungry. Let's take a little break. Make us some drinks while I order room service."
As I got up and walked on wobbly legs to the bathroom, I could feel Hanks' thick cum oozing down my legs. After relieving myself and cleaning up, I poured us a couple of vodka cocktails. I figured contributing to the delinquency of a minor was the least of my concerns at the moment.
I brought the drinks back over to the bed and sat down on the edge. Hank eyed me hungrily as I did so. He took a big drink from his and said, "Ms. O'Neil, you better get lots of sleep the next couple of nights, cuz I'm going to fuck you so much Sunday afternoon you might need to call in sick on Monday!"
I answered as I was expected to, "Black Master you can do whatever you want to me, I'm here for your pleasure."
"Damn straight, come suck this thing till our food gets here!"
Twenty minutes later just as he finished exploding in and around my mouth, there was a knock on the door. He was still panting as he said, "Go get that Monica, that's our food."
I swallowed the last of the thick juice and looked at him incredulously. I was fully naked and his jism was still strewn on my lips and chin.
"Don't clean off my precious paste and go open the door. I'm sure these room service people see naked room guests all the time. Hurry up, I'm hungry!"
I could hear Roger's warnings about "doing whatever he says" in my head as I walked over to the door. It didn't matter who was on the other side, I was going to be exceptionally embarrassed when I opened the door.
It turned out worse than I could have imagined as I now stood there face to face with the hotel manager and his assistant. They both stared at me in disbelief. I was naked and Hank's thick cum was still splattered around my mouth.
"I felt like you must have felt when you arrived here tonight Jenna..."
Jenna nodded before Monica continued..."Excuse me, Mrs. Jones? I am Hotel Manager Mark Yelton and this is my assistant Paulina Petrova, we wanted to deliver your room service personally, introduce ourselves, and to thank you and your husband for choosing the Renaissance for your bi-weekly stays in our Honeymoon Suite for the next 8 months."
"Obviously, you appear to be busy, we'll just wheel this inside and let you get back to your um...evening."
"Honey, who is it?" Hank called out from around the corner of the room.
It took me a second to register who he was talking to. When I realized it was me, I said, "It's the Hotel Manager and his assistant Black Mast...um...honey."
"Don't be rude Monica, invite them in!"
I stuttered momentarily before asking them to come inside. Mr. Yelton pushed the cart into the main room and was quickly followed by Miss Petrova.
When they turned the corner they saw Hank sitting on the bed with his back up against the headboard like he was a king overseeing his court. He had a big smile on his face and his huge limp cock was lying on his thigh while his heavy black nuts were resting on the mattress between his spread legs.
I immediately noticed the contrasting looks on their faces. Mr. Yelton had a look of disgust and disapproval for Hank's lack of respect for his position as hotel manager. Miss Petrova stared in awe at Hank's impressive package.
"Excuse me Mr. Jones, but would you and your wife mind covering up while we prepare your dinner? It's a bit distracting."
"Fuck no captain! What my wife and I choose to wear in our own room is our business. My wife likes to be naked, as do I! Look at her man; it would be a shame to cover up that body wouldn't it?"
Mr. Yelton stole a peek at me. Meanwhile, Miss Petrova's eyes never left Hank. He noticed her staring; he reached down and stroked his cock and smiled back.
"Paulina, can you please help me with this." Mr. Yelton asked.
The question startled her but she finally realized her boss was talking to her. She hesitated momentarily before responding to him in a Russian accent, "Yes, sure Mr. Yelton." She tore her eyes from Hank and proceeded to help her boss lay out the spread.
When they were done, Mr. Yelton asked if there was anything else we needed at this time. Hank seized the opportunity, "Paulina, can you please go get me a beer from the refrigerator."
Miss Petrova looked over at her boss and he nodded his approval. Mark Yelton was quite confident that Hank was not 21, but figured this was not the time or place to make a scene. Roger's company had compensated the hotel very handsomely for these bi-weekly rendezvous, and Mark didn't want to put that revenue in jeopardy.
Hank watched as Paulina walked over to the kitchen in her tight hotel skirt and blazer. He then gestured for me to join him on the bed. I could feel his semen beginning to ooze down my chin onto my neck. As I climbed onto the bed, Hank took my hand and brought it to his cock and mouthed the words, "Stroke it."
I could tell that Mark Yelton was assessing what was taking place in front of him. I was clearly several years older than Hank and my wedding ring was on display as I stroked Hank's big black dick. While he had a very strong suspicion we were not husband and wife, Mr. Yelton obviously had no idea that I was Hank's high school math teacher.
Hank was in his element. As an 18-year-old spoiled kid, he was outwardly thumbing his nose at the balding 50-something-year-old hotel manager who was gravelling for his business. Hank reveled in having his big black cock stroked by a naked white woman in the posh Honeymoon Suite while the hotel manager looked on jealously. The fact that I was 10 years older than him only contributed to Hank's sanctimonious smirk.
As Paulina returned with the beer she again did a poor job of disguising her mesmerized gaze at Hank's goods. She watched with her mouth slightly ajar as I slowly stroked his hardening cock.
Finally, she extended her arm and said in an unsteady voice, "Here is your big...I mean beer Mr. Jones. Is there anything else I can do for you or Mrs. Jones?"
Hank eyed up and down the Russian born 5'-10" 24-year-old young woman before saying, "Oh, I'm sure we could think of something, but no not at this time Paulina."
As they turned to leave, Manager Yelton said, "Once again, we want to thank you for your business. Miss Petrova will be your personal point of contact. She will leave one of her card's on the table, please let her know if there is anything you need during your future visits with us. We will see ourselves out."
After they left, Hank laughed and said, "I bet he wasn't expecting that encounter when he decided to personally make the delivery with his assistant. I'm starving, let's eat!" He slapped me on the ass as we climbed off the bed.
Hank popped a bottle of champagne and poured us each a glass. He had me sit on his lap as we took turns feeding each other grapes, berries, nuts, cheese and crackers.
Three and half hours had passed, but I was still feeling the effects from the pot. I had the munchies as I consumed more than my fair share of the plate.
"Wow Monica, all that fucking made you hungry didn't it?"
"Yes Black Master."
"Let's work you up a little appetite for dessert. He leaned forward and sucked my tits as he grabbed my hips and slid me along his veiny cock. Before long I was bouncing up and down on it.
I couldn't believe we were having sex yet again, but my body didn't want to stop, "Oh Black Master!"
"That's it slut, cum again on that big stick again!" He kissed me deeply as we increased our pace. He held my ass cheeks and slid me up and down on his cock. I pushed my boobs in his face and he ravenously sucked on my sensitive nipples.
"Fuck me Hank...it feels so good!"
He got another big grin on his face; he didn't mind that I didn't call him by his nickname as he knew I wasn't thinking straight. We climaxed together in a sweaty tangle of arms, legs, hands and feet before I collapsed on top of him.
Jenna's hand slipped between Gina's legs and she softly stroked her pussy lips.
"There's my girl!" Cole boasted.
"Wow, I never envisioned Jenna as the slit-licking type!" Hank Sr. said with an amazed look on his face. "I've fantasized about her riding my dick, but I never envisioned her eating pussy!"
"They are all lesbians deep down inside," Paul said as if he were an expert in the area.
Monica moved closer to Jenna and Gina. She continued...It was already 9:00 p.m. I was only expected to be there until 8:30 p.m., but my husband wouldn't be home for a few more hours and I knew I had a little grace time tonight. I didn't want Hank to know that however, so I told him I needed to be going so my husband wouldn't be suspicious.
He watched as I gathered my clothes from around the room and my bag from the bathroom. I dressed back in the clothes I had arrived in. As I exited the bathroom Hank told me to rejoin him on the bed. I approached and sat down on the edge, "Take off your panties; I want to check something out."
I thought to myself..."What does he want with my panties?"
I reached down and slid them off. He took them and admired his jism that had leaked from my vagina, "Lift up your skirt and spread your legs Monica."
"Black Master, you know I have to be going, my husband..."
He cut me off, "Do it now!"
I spread my legs for him. He held out the panties and told me to wipe my fingers through his cum and put it back where it belonged.
I swabbed the thick cream from my panties with my forefingers and pressed it between my pussy lips.
As I removed my fingers I knew what he expected next. I brought them to my mouth and sucked them clean.
He nodded approvingly with a smile on his face, "That a girl, you are getting the hang of this Ms. O'Neil!" He pulled out his phone and snapped a picture of me with my cum-covered fingers in my mouth.
"Now give me your cell number Monica,"
He pulled out his phone and entered my info. He texted me the picture to confirm we were connected. I embarrassingly reached into my purse, pulled out my phone, and clicked on the message. Hank got a big smile on his face when I handed it to him. His thick cum was pooled at the sides of my lips with my fingers pressed between them.
"Make sure your phone is fully charged by 5th period tomorrow. Also, I want you to wear the same type of revealing clothes you wore today. I want to see lots of cleavage, a short skirt and heels. Panties are optional until 5th period, but when I arrive, you better not be wearing any. Bring your earbuds. While the class is taking the test, put one of the buds in your ear and follow my instructions on your phone. Do you understand?"
"Yes Black Master." I said with little conviction.
"Do you want me to call Roger bitch? You better do it with enthusiasm. Do you understand me?" Hank raised his voice and repeated angrily.
"I'm sorry Black Master; yes I will do exactly what you want. Please don't be mad. I will dress provocatively for you and follow your instructions on my phone." I said with much more enthusiasm.
"Good slut, I will see you tomorrow afternoon in class." He then told me to hold out my hand. He took great satisfaction in paying me my "tutoring" fees in $10 bills, one at a time until he reached $90. He then said, "I'm going to hold back the last $10 until after class tomorrow. I want to see the slutty outfit, pantiless quim and your adherence to our agreement regarding your phone."
He went on, "You weren't too bad tonight slut, but I want more energy and enthusiasm when you fuck and blow me moving forward. Do you understand?"
"Yes Black Master."
He grabbed his dick, "We both know this is the biggest and best cock you've had in your life. The great part about this arrangement for you Ms. O'Neil is you get to enjoy this stick while you give me what I want. Give it one more kiss on the tip before you go spend the rest of your evening with the little hubby!" He said with a wide grin.
He held it out and I kissed it.
Gina's hand slipped between Jenna's lingerie and touched her wet pussy. Monica wanted to join in, but knew that would happen eventually. Clearly the story was turning Jenna and Gina on so she continued...I took a long shower and climbed into bed. As I replayed the events of the night, I couldn't help but think about how disappointed I was in myself for succumbing to his every command so obediently. Worse than that, I had enjoyed it much more than I should have.
I was nervous about what the next day and the following 8 months would bring, but nevertheless, I drifted off to sleep quickly. I never heard my husband when he got home as I slept the sleep of someone physically exhausted and completely sexually fulfilled.
The next morning I awoke to an empty bed. My husband's side was mussed, but he usually left before me on Friday's so I figured he was already up getting ready. Suddenly a thought occurred to me, "What did I do with my clothes last night, specifically my panties?" I had absolutely no reason to believe Brad would suspect anything out of the ordinary in terms of my tutoring responsibilities, but nonetheless, I told myself not to be so cavalier with regards to my clothes when I returned from the sessions with Hank.
I slipped out of bed and wandered into the hall. My dress and bra were both sitting on top of the dirty clothes pile, but as I pulled them from the hamper, I got a big pit in my stomach, "Where are my panties?" I madly filtered through the top 12" of dirty clothes, but they were nowhere to be found. I slowly closed the hamper in nervous bewilderment and walked back into our master bedroom.
I entered the bath and sat to relieve myself as countless thoughts were going through my mind. Then out of the corner of my eye, I noticed my black thong sitting in an obscure corner of our large bathroom. My first thought was of total relief, but then I questioned how it made it to that spot. I had still been pretty fucked-up when the Uber driver dropped me off, but I was nearly certain I'd put them in the hamper with my dress and bra, "I must have dropped them on my way out of the bathroom last night...but how did they get in that spot?" I walked over and picked them up. Sure enough, a thick sticky clump of Hank's semen remained along the crotch seam. I chastised myself for being so careless the previous night, "Jesus, what if Brad saw these?" I reminded myself to be much more careful in the future.
I could smell coffee brewing, but I showered quickly before heading out for my morning java. As the hot water cascaded over my fatigued body, I thought back to all that transpired the previous night. My pussy still felt stretched and I was tender down there. Hank had fucked me for at least three times longer than longest sex session I could ever remember with my husband. After drying myself and getting ready as fast as I could, I walked nervously into the kitchen. My husband Brad approached with a huge smile on his face and handed me a hot black coffee. He looked me up and down, "Wow, casual Friday at the high school is taking on a whole new meaning. You look fucking hot, but I'm not sure any of the boys are going to be able to concentrate!"
"Oh shut up Brad, you've seen me dress up like this before." I said defensively, but fully aware he was right.
"Yeah I have, but only when we go out clubbing!" He replied laughingly.
"Some of the other teachers and I all decided that we've been dressing more like librarians lately. Principal Abbott doesn't seem to mind."
"I bet he doesn't!" He then changed the subject, "So how was the first tutoring session with Boy Wonder?"
"Oh it went fine, we went all the way back to the beginning, I thought it was important to make sure he had the all the basics covered before we got into the more difficult stuff?"
"And how'd he do?" My husband asked with a smug smile on his face. He held my gaze until I subtly turned my head away.
"Oh...uh...he did okay. He's smarter than most people think, but he has concentration issues."
"Well it must have been a tiring process; you were out cold when I got home. I don't think I've ever seen you sleep so soundly, you didn't even move when I climbed into bed."
"Yeah...uh I was exhausted after a full day at school and then the long tutoring session."
"I bet" he said in a strange voice with a smirk on his face. Something seemed different about him this morning, but I figured I was just being paranoid. A few moments later he came up and squeezed my tits from behind before he kissed me; the kiss was wetter than our normal morning goodbye, "I hope you still have this outfit on when I get home from work. We should have some drinks and see what pops up!"
I gave him a quizzical look before nodding.
As I walked through the halls on campus I could see the hungry stares from the boys. I felt very uncomfortable standing in front of the class dressed so inappropriately, but Friday was test day so I spent most of the first three periods sitting behind my desk. During the lunch hour a couple of the young male teachers came by my room and made small talk. I could tell they were there to check me out.
Mr. Abbott came by and said he wanted to observe 4th period. I told him my students were only going to be taking a test. My response caught him off guard before he stuttered and said he didn't mind and wanted to observe my methods for policing cheating and electronic device management.



I knew what his true intentions were. I could feel his eyes on me throughout the period.
After class he came up and complemented my methods as he stared at my boobs, "Ms. O'Neil, I couldn't be more excited to have you on my staff (he hesitated to gauge my reaction and see if I picked-up his play on words), I'd like to get closer with you next semester. I hope you will consider joining my advisory panel; it would give us a lot more time to work 1 on 1."
I told him I was flattered at the invitation and would give it strong consideration. I was lying through my teeth as the dirty old man gave me the creeps.
I told him I needed to use the ladies room before my next class. He held the door and undressed me with his eyes as I thanked him and headed to the restroom. Inside the bathroom stall I slipped off my panties and stretched my short skirt down as far I could. It wasn't covering much and my heart beat a million miles an hour as I walked back to my room thinking everyone could see my goods.
Just as the 5th period bell rang, Hank strolled into the room with a couple of his buddies. They were laughing and joking as they entered, I couldn't help but wonder what they were talking about. They all stopped to check me out before Hank nodded his approval. Hank's seat was on the far left side of the room near the door. I passed out the test sheets as quickly as I could and made my way back behind my desk.
Hank's first text message popped up almost immediately on my phone.
Text message: "Nice outfit slut, I'm getting a little chub over here checking out your tits. Look over between my legs now!"
I nonchalantly looked over at him. His huge cock was hanging out the pant-leg of his gym shorts. I could feel my eyes getting wider as I stared at it.
Text message: "Remember how good this thick stick made you feel last night? Hold up 1 finger if it was the best sex of your life or 2 fingers if not..."
I subtly itched near the side of my mouth with 1 finger.
Text message: "Good answer slut, but don't worry, we'll top that Sunday. Nod to me if you agree."
I slowly turned to him and nodded.
Text message: "Are you wearing panties? Nod or shake your head."
I again looked his way and shook my head.
Text message: "Good, I want to see that horny pussy. Back away from your desk and turn your chair my way. Spread your legs and let me see it."
I couldn't believe he was asking me to do this. I looked around the room to make sure the other kids were concentrating on the test. Luckily he was sitting in the chair in the front row and furthest to my left. My desk blocked the other kids from seeing me below the waist. I looked around again before slowly pushing back from my desk about 2 feet and turning my chair in his direction.
Text message: "Okay I can see you now. Spread your legs and raise the skirt. Show me what I'm going to get on Sunday!"
I looked around the room again before I did as he requested and showed him my naked pussy. A big grin formed on his lips.
Text message: "Good girl, you followed instructions. By the way...nice snatch, is it wet right now? Put up one finger for 'yes' or two for 'no'."
I wasn't sure how to respond so I answered with the truth and used 2 fingers to act like I was wiping something from by eyebrow.
Text message: "Okay let's see if we can do something about that slut. Move back behind your desk and install the earbud in your ear."
I again looked around the room before attaching the earpiece to my phone and slipping one side in my left ear.
The next text arrived immediately. It had video file attached.
Text video #1: Hank's cum blasted from his cock and splattered on my face. He shoved it in my mouth and I tried to swallow as fast as I could.
The video caught me so much by surprise that I accidently gasped loud enough that all the kids looked up at me.
I apologized to the class and said "Excuse me".
That one was followed by a series of texts with additional clips from our previous night of sex; he must have had video cameras in the hotel room that he could transfer to his phone.
Video #2: I moaned and orgasmed loudly on Hank's cock as he fucked me hard doggy style.
Video #3: I cried out "Eat me you black stud" as he licked and sucked on clit while I was handcuffed to the headboard.
Video #4: I danced slutily and played with myself in front of him while he jacked-off.
I was panting heavily as he broke up the sequence and sent me only a message.
Text message: "Ms. O'Neil, I can see your nipples are getting hard through your tight shirt. Reach up and touch one of them."
I moved my hand up and acted as if I was brushing something from my shirt. I touched my nipple and couldn't believe how much it was poking out.
Text message: "Look at Jenny in the front row. Don't her tits look good?" Wiggle your tongue at her like you are going to do when you are eating her pussy next week!"
I looked over at him incredulously. He mouthed the words, "DO IT NOW!"
I looked around the room before sticking out my tongue and fluttering it at Jenny. Just as I finished, I noticed that the book-worm girl Ellen Kearns sitting next to her was staring at me.
Chat message: "Nice job slut, remember what you told me last night?"
Just then the following video popped up.
Video #5: I was stroking Hank's big black dick and telling him what I was going to do with Jenny Walsh, "I'll push her down on her back and pull her legs apart and give you access to her tight pussy. I'll lick and bite her big young nipples while you impale her and fuck her wet pussy with your huge cock Black Master! And when you're done shooting your hot load into her wet hole, I will bury my face between her legs and lick it out!"
Text message: "She does look good enough to eat doesn't she? Monica, your face is getting flushed; I can tell the videos are making you horny! Look over at me again."
I turned slowly to look at him. His cock had inched further down his leg as he stroked it with his thick fingers. One of the other kids sneezed and I was so startled that I nearly jumped out of my chair.
Text message: "Wow slut, you are wound up tight. Relax a little, lower your right hand and rub your pussy."
I looked over at him and subtly shook my head.
Text message: "Do it now or I'll send a text to Roger immediately!"
I looked around the room to see if anyone was watching me besides Hank. I slowly lowered my hand between my legs and touched my pussy mound. I was so aroused that I closed my eyes and breathed heavily. I lowered my fingers and slid them along my soaking wet lips.
Text message: "I can see by the look on your face, you like the way that feels. When you're done playing with yourself slut, bring your hand above your desk and slide your slippery fingers together to show me the wetness."
I slid my fingers up my wet slit one last time and nonchalantly brought my hand up. I again looked around the room to see if I was being noticed by any of the other students. I slowly looked at him and slid my slippery fingers together. Hank grinned as he continued to rub his exposed dick.
Text message: "Wow that pussy must be wet; I can see your fingers glistening from here. Bring them up and wipe some of the wetness under your nose and along your nostrils."
I couldn't believe he was asking me to do this, but I also knew I didn't have a choice so I brought my hand to my nose and rubbed it around my nostrils like I was itching a runny nose. The scent of my pussy quickly filled my nasal passage.
Text message: "That a girl, look over and nod if it smells good!"
I looked up at the clock to see that we thankfully had only had 10 minutes remaining in the period. I then glanced over at him and nodded slowly.
Text message: "Enjoy the scent for the rest of class; I can't wait to bury my nose in that sweet slit. Get lots of sleep tonight and tomorrow...you are going to need the energy Sunday Ms. O'Neil!"
The final few minutes passed quickly. Each student passed their test sheet forward. My student assistant thankfully collected them from the kids sitting in the front of each row. She stacked them and put them on my desk. I didn't see Hank again as he slipped out while I was talking to my student assistant.
After all the kids departed I let out a big sigh, thankfully relieved that I made it through the day; I could still smell my pussy as I reached for the stack of test sheets. I looked through them quickly to find Hank's. I pulled it from the stack and noticed immediately that it was completely blank with the exception of several juvenile doodles of male and female anatomy. A note was written across that said, "You get an 'A' for today's test Ms. O'Neil."
There was a $10 bill attached with a paper clip...
Gina lowered her head and kissed Jenna on the lips.
"Now we're talking!" Paul said excitedly. "Kiss that voluptuous creature Gina, tell her you want to eat her wet pussy!"
"Damn, my son's cock has them all worked up, but my girl isn't getting anything herself!" Hank said with a frustrated laugh.
"Don't worry Hank, one of them will be between her legs soon!" Cole said confidently. "And I'm sure it's going to be my date!"
Monica continued...Sunday morning before I left for an educator's brunch, my husband and I sat out on our back deck having morning coffee. I don't know what had gotten into him but he'd been unusually horny the past couple of days; we made love back-to-back nights which was a rarity for us.
Suddenly our neighbor popped his head over the fence and called Brad over. As I sat waiting for him, I thought about some new outdoor solar lamps that I'd ordered from Amazon and wanted to check on their ETA. My phone was charging in the house so I grabbed his and luckily it hadn't returned to the login screen. We didn't share our login's with one another. I tapped on his browser, the web page that popped up was titled, "The Complete Guide to Cuckold Lifestyle". My husband walked back around the corner and I slyly pushed his phone back across the table before he noticed. I'd never heard the term 'cuckold' and didn't think much about it until a few minutes ago when Gina told us her story. Now I'm sitting here with a million thoughts going through my mind.
Gina's eyes got wide as she stared back at Monica with her fingers still inside Jenna's lingerie. She thought to herself, "Maybe I'm not the only one whose husband is one of these cuck things?"
Monica gave her a confirming glance before finishing her story...Later that morning I attended a brunch meeting hosted by the district superintendent. I felt much better about my outfit as I wore a new business suit which I had just purchased two weeks previously. Mr. Abbott and a few of my fellow teachers were there. I could tell he seemed disappointed that I was dressed much more conservatively than the past few days.
The meeting was scheduled to last until 11:00am, which would give me time to get to the hotel early and change into lingerie before Hank arrived at noon. The brunch was a snoozer and my mind kept drifting to what Hank would have in store for me today. I was nervous, but to my dismay, I was aroused as well. Our sex on Thursday had been the best of my life and while my husband and I had engaged in sex since, I'd caught myself fantasizing about Hank's big cock several times over the past 54 hours.
The meeting ended on time and I left quickly before Mr. Abbott or any of the other teachers had a chance to corner me.
I arrived at the hotel at 11:30 a.m. and took the elevator to the top floor. I walked down the hallway to the Penthouse Suite but as I reached for my key, I heard the unmistakable sound of moaning. I slid my key into the lock and opened the door; the sounds of sex were definitely coming from inside, "Was there a porn movie playing loudly already?"
I turned the corner and immediately saw Paulina Petrova's head hanging over the bed looking in my general direction as grunts and moans escaped her lips. Her long legs were sticking straight out and Hank was on top fucking the shit out of her!
"Fuck me with your huge dick black boy!" Paulina cried in her Russian accent. "I'm going to cum on it again...it's so good!"
Hank noticed me and shouted, "Monica get over here now!"
I froze momentarily before he yelled at me again.
I moved to the bed as fast as my heels and tight skirt would allow. As I neared the bed I could see Paulina's large breasts jiggling as she climaxed on Hank's thrusting cock.
"Climb up here Monica!" Hank barked urgently.
I didn't know what he had in mind as he grabbed my hair and pulled my head down near Paulina's stomach. He excitedly pulled his black hose from her pussy and wildly began shooting thick streams of semen. The first splattered on the lapel of my new suit, the next did the same on my blouse near my tits. He gained more control and aimed his cock at my face and blasted several more shots around my open mouth and on my tongue and chin.
"That's my boy!" Hank Sr. bragged to Paul and Cole as he heard Monica relay the story.
Jenna and Gina started kissing passionately.
Monica continued...Paulina looked at me and said to Hank, "Every time I see your wife she has joojoo on her face."
"Why don't you help her out and clean it off." Hank responded.
"I was hoping you would say that stud!"
Paulina cradled my head in her hands and brought her face close to mine. She ran her long fingers through my hair and stared into my eyes. Aside from the previous weekend with Dana, I had never been so close to another woman intimately. She slowly brought her lips to mine and softly kissed my cum covered lips. Paulina extended her tongue, parted my lips and pressed some of Hank's jism into my mouth. She swirled her tongue around and we started kissing more erotically.
Paulina reached up and pushed my cum stained new coat from my shoulders and reached for my breasts. She grabbed them roughly and said in her Russian accent, "I wanted to suck these tits on Thursday. She grabbed my blouse and tore it open sending the buttons flying. Within a minute she had me stripped naked...just like this.
Jenna and Gina broke from their kiss to see Monica pulling off her pink babydoll. Her full C-cup perky tits heaved as she looked at the two of them hungrily. Her clean shaven pussy glistened with wetness through the crotchless gap in her g-string. She spread her legs.
"I bet she did this to you next huh Monica?" Jenna said as she slid over, pushed Monica backwards, lowered her head, yanked the g-string aside and licked along Monica's sweet pussy lips in a long slow pass.
"Break out the Benjamin's boys!" Cole bragged loudly as he held out his hands...palms up.
"Son of a bitch, Jenna went straight for the pussy, didn't she?" Paul conceded as he watched the hot married blonde lick Monica's wet cunt. He reached into his wallet and pulled out a $100 bill and slapped it into Cole's hand.
"Look at Jenna lick and suck that shit; damn she's got talent!" Hank said in amazement as he pulled out his money clip and paid Cole absently. He never stopped watching Jenna.
"Nice doing business with you boys!" Cole bragged as he took a victory puff from his dwindling Cuban.
The three of them watched Jenna's talented tongue dance on and around Monica's welcoming pussy.
Gina quickly ditched the bustier and unsnapped the garter straps from her sexy stockings. Her large soft breasts hung beautifully as she hovered over Monica and fed them to her.
Monica pulled her knees up near her tits to give Jenna complete access, "Oh my God Jenna, you're tongue feels so good. Yeah suck it just like that...uhn. Oh yeah, lick it, fuck...don't stop!"
Cole looked on eagerly. He had hoped Jenna would be the enthusiastic cunnilingus-giver that he suspected she might be. He was not disappointed. Not only was she enthusiastic, but she was good at it. He thought to himself, "There are going to be many fun days and nights ahead..."
"Uhn, Jenna that feels so good...oh yeah...you got it...oh, oh, oh! Fuck, you're going to make me cum!"
The three black men watched in awe as Gina sucked Monica's nipples as her hips shook wildly and she orgasmed breathlessly on Jenna's face.
As Monica lay trembling, Jenna and Gina quickly repositioned themselves. Gina lay further forward on the huge backless couch in the same orientation as Monica who remained in the same position. Jenna crawled forward until her face was between Gina's legs and her pussy was dangling over Monica's mouth. Jenna immediately felt Monica's soft tongue as it parted her wet puffy lips. She buried her nose in Gina's sweet smelling slit.
"Jenna please do to me what you just did to Monica," Gina whimpered.
Within a minute 30 inches of Viagra aided big black cock made its way into the playroom followed by Cole, Hank, and Paul. The scene looked like an animal hunt as the large black carnivores descended upon their fair-skinned, helpless prey. The few remaining lingerie items were summarily torn from the bodies of the three fucked-up women.
Hank Sr. went straight between Monica's spread legs. He dropped to his knees and buried his 10 inch cock in the teachers' married pussy that his son had spent so much time enjoying for the past two months.
Paul went to the front and lay down on his side. He brought his thick 9 ½ inch log to Gina's beautiful mouth and she immediately slobbered around the ebony head. She brought her hand over and stroked him frantically as he rhythmically thrust his muscled black ass and fed her his dark meat.
Cole straddled Monica's shoulders and got down on his knees. He brought his cock up and rubbed it up and down Jenna's ass crack. He slapped her thick pouty lips and the wetness splattered down on Monica's face. Cole lowered his cock and pressed it against Monica's chin. The horny school teacher took a break from eating Jenna's pussy to slobber on the head. She couldn't believe the size, it even made Hank Jr's massive dick pale in comparison. The thick rubbery head filled her mouth completely.
The first orgasm came when Gina screamed, "Jenna your tongue feels so good...yeah just like that...keep going...oh I'm cumming!" Not long after, Jenna moaned loudly and sprayed pussy juice on Cole's cock and Monica's face. Monica and Hank soon climaxed together as the 40-year-old black man fucked her as hard and fast as he could.
The sex that ensued for the next hour could have been made into a best-selling "how to" pornographic orgy video titled, "Black Bulls and White Married Wives...Cries, Climaxes and Creampies."
Paul eventually rose from the tangled bodies and led Jenna by the hand upstairs. Hank was in tow.
Two hours later Hank and Paul returned to the playroom covered in sweat with big smiles and limp cocks. They saw Cole lying on his back sandwiched between Gina and Monica, each of them with a hand on his massive chest and a leg strewn over his spread muscled legs. Gina was passed out and Monica and Cole were kissing softly. Cole's thick semen leaked from Monica's well fucked pussy.
"You boys were gone quite a while!" Cole said with a smile.
Hank was practically giddy, "Wow that was worth the 10 year wait!"
"She's something else Cole, I envy the next 3 weeks of your life!" Paul gushed.
"Is she coming down?" Cole asked.
"She's been cumming up and down for the past 2 hour's bro, but right now...she's a little tired you might say." Paul bragged with a shit-eating grin.
"She's in a similar condition to little Miss Gina there," Hank said proudly looking over at the passed out woman.



"You'll probably need to carry her out to the car Cole. But you might be a little careful cuz she's leaking like the teacher here." Paul said as he pointed to Monica's creampie. He and Hank laughed and slapped some skin.
Hank chimed in, "Only difference is Jenna's got it coming out of three different holes! At least you guys won't have to stop at the 24 hour drive-thru on your way home Cole; she shouldn't be hungry for a while. She's got herself a stomach full of protein!"
"Amen to that brother!" Paul agreed as he high-fived Hank one last time.
"I could tell ol' Hank here isn't getting much outside of the marriage these days; he couldn't get enough of that sweet white shit. The feeling must have been mutual, cuz that squirtin little pussy kept doing its thing on his black meat!"
"I'll grab something clean for you to wrap her up in; those sheets are messier than she is." Paul bragged proudly.
Cole lay between the two naked married women looking up at his black friends. Suddenly an emotion he could never remember feeling began to permeate his body...he was feeling the first pangs of regret. He suddenly began to question his choice to bring Jenna here tonight. He didn't want to admit it to himself earlier, but the entire time he was fucking the other two women, he couldn't stop thinking about Jenna upstairs with Hank and Paul. He resolved himself to the fact that he would not share her with any other men while she was with him for the next three weeks. Women yes...but not men.
Cole Steele didn't know how quickly he would have to go back on that resolution...
*****
Your comments are always appreciated, I read them all. Please don't forget to vote...if you liked it, 5 stars are always appreciated!
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In this chapter, the story takes an unexpected turn as Cole is forced to concede to the demands of a nefarious character to execute his new plan of keeping Jenna beyond the original three-week agreement that he made with her husband...
As has been the case in previous chapters this one will make more sense if you read the story from the beginning, but also like previous chapters, it is not a necessity to read those first, you'll enjoy it as a standalone too.
Any references to celebrities or real-life people or places are purely fictional. Any and all sexual situations regarding these individuals are consensual.
This chapter starts off the morning following the orgy at Paul Washington's mansion...
*****
Jenna awoke late in the morning in Cole's bed. She was naked and her head was pounding. There was a bottle of Tylenol, birth control placebos, and a note on the night stand. She picked it up, blinked several times, and read:
Jenna,
I went on a quick offshore fishing trip with some buddies. Feel free to enjoy the house anyway you choose. You're welcome to use the pool or the gym or anything else you want to do. You know where the closet is if you're looking for swim or workout wear. My only requirement is that you remain naked or wear the lingerie I've laid out for you when you are in and around the house.
I will not have cell phone coverage, so Carl is in charge. Please don't do anything to make him question your commitment to our agreement.
When you get hungry, use the phone on my nightstand. Dial "0" and either Maria or Juanita will pick up. You can order food and they'll have it waiting when you get downstairs. Mario will prepare dinner.
I left some Tylenol and birth control pills for you. I hope your head isn't pounding too bad, I know I was a little foggy this morning.
Get some rest, I can't wait to get back and spend more time with you!
Cole
Jenna rolled her eyes. "I'm guessing 'spend more time with you' is code for 'fuck your brains out again'." Nonetheless, Jenna was excited to know that she had some time to herself. She was still very tired and thought that a nice afternoon nap would be a great remedy for the way she was feeling at the moment.
As she lay in bed she thought back to the previous night. She quickly remembered her embarrassment from when they arrived at Paul Washington's mansion, "OMG...Paul and Hank saw me covered in Cole's cum. Will they tell Ryan what they saw?" Her heart was beating very quickly as she pondered the horrible thought, "Shit, even if Ryan knows I'm fucking Cole, I wouldn't want him to hear any of the details, especially from his friend Hank Johnson Sr. or that asshole Paul Washington."
Jenna remembered meeting Gina and Monica and doing shots and snorting cocaine with them. She vaguely recalled Hank or Paul feeling her up as she sat on someone's lap. The details got very foggy from there.
She hazily remembered going to the playroom with the other two girls and bits and pieces of the stories they told. However her recollection of the rest of the night was gone. She blacked out at some point...
Ironically, blacked out was a good way to characterize the last several hours of her night. More accurately blacked in and out was even more appropriate, but she had no recollection of the orgy or the three-way with Paul and Hank.
Cole Steele owed both Paul Washington and Hank Johnson, Sr. a great debt for favors they'd done for him over the years, so giving them a night with Jenna Nielsen was his means for payback. A week earlier when he'd put his plan to seduce Jenna in motion, Cole reached out to set it up with each of them. As anticipated, Paul jumped at the chance. Hank was more reluctant based on his relationship with Ryan, Jenna's husband, but ultimately his loyalty to the brothers and his desire to fuck Jenna was too great for him to turn down the opportunity.
What Cole hadn't anticipated was his evolving feelings for Jenna. He was beginning to develop strong feelings for her and he was worried that if she remembered getting fucked by Paul and Hank she might hold it against him and foil his plan to win her over. It was too late to call off the orgy, so he resorted to drugging her instead. He was confident the booze and coke would blur her memory, but he slipped her a little something extra earlier in the evening to ensure it.
It worked like a charm.
For his part, Cole didn't exactly get the short end of the stick. Hank and Paul brought very worthy trading partners to the proceedings. On top of winning $200 for Jenna's pussy eating urgency, Cole enjoyed fucking the shit out of the other two gorgeous married women. However, when it was all said and done, Cole's feelings of jealousy and regret outweighed the pleasure provided by the other two hot wives. He resolved to not share Jenna with another man while she was in his control.
Unfortunately for him, his new sordid plan wouldn't succeed unless he did...
*****
As it turned out, Cole hadn't really gone on a fishing trip at all...
Instead he and Carl Swenson were meeting with Chief Steve Jones of the Pacific Palisades Police Department at a rarely used former jail on the north end of Los Angeles. Only the chiefs from northern Los Angeles area departments had access to the facility. It didn't get much usage these days, but because it was off the media radar, certain departments used it for interrogation and an occasional "attitude adjustment". Chief Steve Jones used it more than anyone else.
One might wonder why the chief of an affluent beachside community would have the need for a clandestine jail facility. The fact was Chief Steve Jones was a dirty cop and he used the facility whenever it benefited him personally. Captain Randy Sayers was in charge of the facility and the small staff of officers who worked there. Sayers was a big burly cop who had come from Compton and was just as filthy as Chief Jones. Captain Sayers had looked the other way or taken numerous payoffs as Jones conducted countless nefarious business activities at the facility.
Steve Jones' dad had been a decorated cop in Los Angeles. The younger Jones had made his name on the tough gang streets of East LA. Unlike his father, he watched and learned how many other unscrupulous officers used the badge to further their self-interests. He never had the same moral compass that made his dad so successful, but he knew how to get what he wanted and he moved up the ranks quickly.
Jones learned that it wasn't always what you knew, but better, who you knew, and what you were willing to do to accomplish your objective. He had snitches and informants that he either paid or threatened, who constantly fed him information that helped him make numerous busts and garner regular department recognition. He made lieutenant by the time he was 25.
Jones brought down several mid-level drug dealers and gang leaders in his first 5 years on the job. He soon became someone who the bad guys realized would be better working for them than against them. One of the up and coming Columbian dealers in the area invited him to a secret meeting to discuss "business" in East LA. The man's name was Carlos Juarez. Jones was nervous to meet him privately, but agreed to do so nonetheless as he figured it was better to know your enemy than not.
They met at one of Juarez's private hideaways. Being the maverick that he was, Lieutenant Jones hadn't told any of his colleagues where he was going or who he was meeting with. Both men were surprised at the age of the other. It turns out they were born three months apart and were both only 26. In spite of the tender nature of their discussion, they found that they liked each other and spent almost 3 hours talking about the drug and gang landscape in East LA.
Juarez and Jones both had an affinity for Cuban cigars and brandy. Juarez quickly figured out that Jones was not the "Lone Ranger" hero that some had made him out to be. He was rough around the edges and Juarez suspected he had vices. Carlos excused himself and called one of his guys to send some girls to join them, "I have a strong feeling that Lieutenant Jones will be one to take the bait!" Juarez said to his man on the other end of the line.
Juarez returned to the room and poured another round of brandy. Jones said he should be going soon, but Juarez could read right through him and quickly determined Jones was more blow-hard than bulldog, "What's your hurry lieutenant, the night is young and I have a feeling it's about to get a lot more exciting."
Moments later the door opened and three beautiful young Mexican girls entered. The mood in the room changed quickly as upbeat Spanish music began to play and the girls began to flirt, laugh and dance with both of them. Juarez pulled out a bottle of tequila and poured a round of shots for everyone. He said to Jones, "They are all legal age for what matters most, but you aren't going to bust me for contributing to the delinquency of minors are you?"
Jones obviously got the veiled reference; Juarez was telling him they were all 18 but not 21.
"I don't even think that's a law in all 50 states!" Jones said with a laugh.
"Ah, good point lieutenant!" The 5 of them downed the shots and Juarez poured another round. The more booze that flowed, the less clothing the girls kept on. After 45 minutes, Juarez excused himself to head to the john. He went upstairs instead and entered the room where his right hand man, Jaime Gonzalez, was already watching the proceedings on a big screen from cameras around the room where Jones and the girls were fooling around.
All three girls were now down to bras and panties. Juarez complemented Gonzalez for his lineup, "Shit they practically look like triplets!" Juarez said to him. "When did they come on board?"
"They were all illegal's from that last group...Mexico City I believe. I've had them all myself, the lieutenant is going to leave a happy man tonight!"
"I actually pay you to do this job Jaime...I think I'm on the wrong end of this deal!" Juarez said and they both laughed.
Gonzalez agreed he had a pretty sweet gig, but it paled in comparison to the world his boss was living in. While these girls were smoking hot, they wouldn't have even made the consideration list for Juarez.
Carlos Juarez's female tastes were very refined. Only girls from certain regions of specific countries were allowed to join the "garden" as he referred to it. Only those between 18 and 22 with specific height, weight, and measurement criteria were even considered. Those that had not been deflowered were obviously held in special regard and would "move to the front of the list". Carlos Juarez had an insatiable thirst for young pussy and most nights his love sanctuary would host 4 or more girls from his "garden".
Juarez and Gonzalez watched as Jones alternated between the three beautiful Mexican girls. He kissed each of them and squeezed their young boobs through their skimpy negligee. He stuck out his chest and displayed his bravado before he suddenly grabbed the bra from the prettiest young girl and ripped it off.
"Oh, our police lieutenant wants to get a little rough I see." Juarez noted. They watched as Jones groped her tits and pushed her down to her knees. He told the other girls to unbutton his pants and feed his cock to the kneeling one.
The girls understood very little English, but knew what he wanted. He took off his shirt and watched as they quickly removed his pants and pulled down his boxers.
Steve Jones was 6'-4" and had been a pretty decent basketball player in college at University of the Pacific in Stockton. He still kept himself in good shape. He also had a big 8 1/2" cock!
All three girls reached for it and took turns stroking it. The girl on her knees licked and sucked his large balls. Jones told the other two girls to take off their tops. They removed each other's; the lieutenant got a big smile on his face. All three had full perky tits.
"Okay there's plenty of dick to go around, but you'll have to take turns. You climb under her and eat her pussy. You climb around behind me and lick my asshole! You keep licking my balls and sucking this cock!" He figured out quickly that they understood very little English, but they seemed to understand what he wanted and did as they were told.
Upstairs Juarez and Gonzalez agreed that the lieutenant was well on his way to joining the Juarez team. "Dude's got a big cock; he'll probably want to get that thing sucked and fucked just about every night. Let's make sure he knows he's welcome to come by whenever he wants for some hot young pussy. If he's into coke, have him take an ounce with him."
"Jaime, over the next few months, take him through the usual process; get him hooked on the pussy and the blow before we start expecting favors. From what I've heard, he is an up and comer on the force; he'll be a great asset to have on our team. His dad was a decorated cop in LA for many years. Hopefully he will be someday too; it'll be good for us!"
"10-4 boss!"
Juarez looked at the screen one last time as Jones now had positioned two of the girls in a 69 while he roughly fucked the one on top from behind and spanked her ass. The third girl was licking his ass and balls from behind. "Nice position lieutenant...one of my favorites as a matter of fact. Spank that 18-year-old tight little ass...enjoy that pussy and of course...welcome to the Juarez Cartel Lieutenant Jones!"
Carlos Juarez walked out the door and down the hall to his bedroom. Five girls from the "garden" were waiting for him on the big bed as he disrobed. Four of them surrounded a new 19-year-old. This one had been moved to the front of the list... Juarez licked his lips as he knew exactly what that meant.
"Ah, I see we have a young seedling in the garden...I do love the scent of a new flower!"
Over the next 3 months Jones enjoyed more young pussy than he could imagine. Sometimes he would visit one of the Juarez properties, other times he would find an envelope on his windshield or under his door with a time, place and hotel key card. And on numerous occasions he would simply get a knock on the door at night by a small group of young "visitors".
Regardless of the venue, the girls would always bring coke to the party. They would bring enough to leave Lieutenant Jones with a nice supply when their "work" was done.
Jones knew the special treatment wasn't going to last forever without expectations so he wasn't surprised when he got a call from Juarez a few months later about getting together to talk.
They met 3 days after that.
"Ah lieutenant, I trust you've been enjoying yourself for the past 3 months?" Juarez said as they shook hands.
"It hasn't been the worst three months of my life Mr. Juarez!" Jones said with a guilty smile.
"Call me Carlos lieutenant."
"Call me Steve, Carlos."
"Tell me Steve; isn't it amazing how good life is when beautiful young pussy is bountiful and energetic?"
"Yes Carlos, I have enjoyed myself very much thanks to your generosity, not just for the girls but for the other gifts as well!"
"I'm very glad to hear that Steve, which brings us to the reason why we are here tonight. All that young pussy and other perks can continue for as long as you desire, but I'm going to need something in return. Are you interested in learning more lieutenant?"
Steve Jones knew this conversation would happen at some point. He was fearful that the expectations would be unreasonable and he'd be faced with a very difficult decision. Still he couldn't deny that his life over the past several months was better than it had ever been and he owed it to himself to find out what it would take to continue enjoying the fruits of his relationship with Carlos Juarez. He responded, "Of course Carlos, nothing is free in this world."
"Good answer Steve, I think you will like my proposal. Basically what I am asking of you is pretty simple: You look the other way anytime anything involves the Juarez Cartel. My dealers and distributors will enjoy 100% free reign to operate without your interference."
"Carlos, you know I can't do..." Jones replied before Juarez cut him off.
"Here me out Steve,"
Juarez continued, "Meanwhile with my help, you systematically take down my competitors one after another. The Juarez Cartel will feed you all the intelligence about my competition's personnel, logistics, facilities, schedules, shipments and products that we have available."
"You will have the chance to be the most successful drug cop in LA and my business will flourish at the same time. As payback for your efforts, not only will you continue to reap the benefits you have for the past 3 months, but I can assure you there will be other rewards that you can't imagine. Do you get my point lieutenant?"
Jones processed the proposal in his head, "I can continue to enjoy all the 'rewards' I've been getting for the last 3 months and all I have to do is focus my efforts on all the other dirt bags out there...why wouldn't I want to do it?"
"Carlos, when you say rewards that I can't imagine...what specifically do you mean, I have a pretty wild imagination?"
"I'll tell you what lieutenant, why don't you spend the night here and you can give me your answer in the morning. Does that sound fair enough?" Juarez responded.
"I suppose," Jones said as he tried to imagine what Juarez had in store for him.
Juarez led Jones down a long corridor and down several sets of stairs to a large wooden doorway. "This will be your personal sanctuary of pleasure tonight Lieutenant Jones. This will represent only a taste of what you will enjoy if you accept my proposal!"
Carlos Juarez opened the door and Steve Jones entered. The cavernous room was dimly lit by burning torches and the musty smell and humidity reminded him of the feeling on the Pirates of the Caribbean ride at Disneyland. Waterfalls splashed onto rocky outcroppings and fed into large pools.
Scattered throughout the underground Nirvana were 12 of the most beautiful girls Jones had ever seen. All of them wearing only loincloths and meager rags to cover their ample assets. Jones walked slowly into the paradise-like setting and gazed around with wide eyes; he barely noticed when Juarez departed and closed the door behind him. Jones wasn't aware, but he was one of the only people aside from Carlos Juarez to ever take a walk into Juarez' "grotto".
Before the night was over, Lieutenant Jones would sew more seeds in Juarez' "garden" than he could possibly imagine.
Over the following 6 months Lieutenant Steve Jones made more drug busts than any cop in Los Angeles history. He was promoted to captain soon thereafter. He spent the next several years moving up the ranks as his uncanny ability to "sniff" out the bad guys led to more successes for the LAPD. Recognition, promotion, drugs, money and pussy all came with his success.
Carlos Juarez's organization grew exponentially and it wasn't long before his cartel was supplying more cocaine into the LA basin than anyone. And while Jones' superiors expressed frustration at their inability to infiltrate the Juarez Cartel, the countless busts on other suppliers by the LAPD's war on drugs campaign was being lauded by every major city in America. Steve Jones was at the center of it all.
Juarez and Jones' relationship continued to grow as they both experienced unrivaled success. Juarez would throw Jones an occasional bone aimed at purging non-producing or unprofitable dealers from within his organization. Jones would make the busts and everyone at LAPD would claim that they were finally making inroads into the powerful Juarez Cartel. The minor busts ensured that no one would suspect that Juarez and Jones were working together.



Or so they both thought...
As time went on, Juarez and Jones partnered together in extortion, prostitution, money laundering, and gun trafficking campaigns. By the time they were 30 years old, both men were nearing the top of their professions.
Their partnership continued successfully over the next 2 years. Juarez maintained posh residences throughout the America's, but he still spent most of his time in Southern California. He moved his headquarters and primary residence to a luxurious mansion in the coastal resort area of Los Angeles called Pacific Palisades.
The following year, the affluent residents of Pacific Palisades voted to secede from Los Angeles and formally incorporate. Carlos Juarez was one of the primary contributors to the campaign for Jack Gilliam, the cities' first mayor. When it came time for Gilliam to name a chief of police, Juarez was influential in getting Steve Jones named for the position. Jones had risen to the rank of assistant chief in Los Angeles and though he was only 33, his record of success in law enforcement easily qualified him for the chief job in the "Palisades" as they like to call it.
*****
Two years previously Jones met a pretty 23-year-old brunette from Sacramento named Sandra Thompson. She was a sweetheart of a person who immediately fell in love with "her hero" as she liked to refer to him. Jones learned quickly that Sandra was the type of woman who would make a great wife and mother and would be loyal to him regardless of the situation. Although he really didn't want kids as he knew they would cramp his lifestyle, he thought it would look good politically if he had a family. As a result, he asked Sandra to marry him and she readily accepted.
However, while she was a beautiful woman, Jones had no intention of giving up his indulgent lifestyle. He was addicted to the many perks that his relationship with Carlos Juarez provided, especially the unending flow of young pussy.
On his honeymoon, Jones lavished his young wife with a handful of private experiences including a full-day spa package, a whale-watching excursion, a hot air balloon and helicopter tour, and a cooking and wine pairing class. He came up with a reasonable excuse as to why he couldn't join her each day. She would tell him, "You are so thoughtful and committed to your job, I'm sorry you can't come with me, I promise I will make it up to you tonight in our room!"
Meanwhile as Sandra would head off on each fun endeavor alone, Jones would hurry upstairs to the Penthouse suite and enter with his master key. Each time he did so, he would receive a new wedding gift from Carlos Juarez. For several days on his honeymoon, Jones deflowered a seedling from Juarez's "garden".
On the days that Steve did not have Sandra off on an adventure, they would hang out by the pool or beach at their hotel. On several occasions, Juarez's girls would lay near Steve and Sandra in skimpy bikinis. Eventually one of them would get up and walk across the beach or pool deck. Steve would tell Sandra that he needed to use the restroom or make a call from the room. Thirty minutes later he would return and say, "I feel much better now or that call was worth the time away from you honey!" Sandra didn't know it, but each time her husband would return, the previous contents of his heavy scrotum would be sitting in the stomach of a different 18-year-old beautiful Latina girl.
In spite of all the sperm that Jones deposited into the "garden" that week, his pretty wife's womb received its fair share and she left Hawaii with a wonderful surprise in her belly. Nine months later, beautiful Casey was born. Fourteen months after that sweet Emma joined the Jones family just about the time her dad became chief of police in Pacific Palisades. And one short year later, Stevie Jr. rounded out the Jones team.
Jones had accumulated a nice nest egg from the nefarious activities that he had orchestrated in his partnership with Carlos Juarez. The Jones's were able to purchase a beautiful four bedroom home in Pasadena upon their return from Hawaii.
In addition to the other "gifts" that Juarez bestowed upon Jones on his honeymoon, his silent wedding gift was a full membership to El Caballero Country Club for the newlyweds. Steve handled all the family finances and Sandra was naïve when it came to money matters. She never knew what it would have cost to join the exclusive club; so she never questioned Steve about how they were able to afford it. Sandra should have been more suspicious when she and Steve got seated next to other El Caballero members Ray Romano and Kevin James at dinner their first night, but she still never gave it too much thought.
A few days later at the orientation presentation at the new club they met another young couple who had just recently joined themselves.
Their names were Ryan and Jenna Nielsen. Ryan's dad had been a member at El Caballero for years and the young couple was able to join the club on an extended family plan for half the price of other members.
Jenna and Sandra hit it off right from the outset. They were both 24 at the time. Jenna loved to talk to Sandra about her motherhood experiences and the two of them quickly became best friends; Sandra turned out to be a great sounding board for Jenna's pregnancy tribulations down the line.
Steve and Ryan's friendship grew as well, but it was never like the relationship their wives enjoyed. Although Steve was 7 years older than Ryan, both had been college athletes and were still very competitive. They played a lot of golf, racquetball, and tennis together, but Ryan quickly learned that Steve would do just about anything to try and beat him at whatever it was they were competing in. But in spite of their competitiveness, their relationship grew and the 4 of them spent a lot of time together. Baby Casey was born soon thereafter.
However, as much as Jenna loved spending time with Sandra and the baby, she was never comfortable around Steve. She always got the feeling he was flirting or undressing her with his eyes. Jenna never shared her concerns with Ryan or Sandra as Steve had never made a formal pass at her, and she didn't want to falsely accuse him and risk breaking up their friendship. She did however do everything possible to avoid being alone with him. There was just something about him she didn't trust.
Her suspicions were well founded. In spite of his wife's friendship with Jenna and his burgeoning relationship with her husband, Jones determined that first night at the club orientation that he would figure out a way to get into Jenna's pants one day.
*****
Nearly two years later as Pacific Palisades was in the latter stages of its succession from Los Angeles, rumors began to circulate about who the police chief would be if Jack Gilliam became the first mayor. Carl Swenson, Cole Steele's security chief heard through his intelligence connections that an LA assistant chief named Steve Jones was on Gilliam's short list.
Swenson had also learned that Jones was potentially connected to one of Pacific Palisades' wealthiest and most notorious residents, Carlos Juarez. Though no formal evidence had surfaced connecting the two men, several people in Swenson's circles suspected they were quite tight.
Those in the know realized the implications of such a relationship.
Swenson's same intelligence colleagues were aware that Jones could be "influenced" for a price and based on Cole Steele's penchant for living on the "wild side", Swenson set up a meeting with Jones not long after he was named chief of police. He brought a large envelope filled with cash.
In the 3 years since his appointment to chief, Jones had been instrumental in ensuring that Cole Steele's name stayed off of the police blotters and out of the papers. Several large parties with rumored disreputable activities were never reported. Claims by jealous husbands of sexual improprieties involving their wives at the Steele estate never were substantiated. Reports of drug-filled sex parties on Cole Steele's yacht got mysteriously lost in police department bureaucratic red tape.
*****
Now sitting across the table from Chief Jones at the clandestine North County jail facility, Cole Steele and Carl Swenson shared the original money theft video on Swenson's tablet. Jones sat with a huge grin plastered on his face and a stiffy in his pants as he watched the voluptuous wife of his good friend Ryan Nielsen play with herself while fantasizing about Cole Steele's big black cock.
"That horny little bitch..." Jones said with a laugh. "I never would have imagined!"
"Okay, here comes the part where she takes the money." Swenson interjected.
Jones sat their dumbstruck.
"Wow, I can't believe what I just watched. I've known her for almost five years; I never would have believed she'd do something like this. I don't think she stole the money on purpose, but she definitely took it." Jones said incredulously.
"Here is the letter she sent Cole a few days later with the money included."
Jones read the letter and was still in disbelief.
"She didn't know that our security cameras in the bathroom captured her entire performance." Swenson commented.
"Holy shit!" Jones responded.
"I wanted to make sure she got what she craved, so we edited the tape and shared only the theft portion with her husband. We threatened to share it with the authorities unless he agreed to have her work off her punishment by living with me for three weeks!" Cole said as he finally spoke up.
"No shit! He agreed to that?" Jones asked surprised.
"Well not exactly." Swenson responded with a small laugh. "Her husband thinks she is housekeeping and cooking. Let's just say she has spent lots of time down on her hands and knees polishing Cole's possessions, but I wouldn't exactly call it menial labor. He has personally seen to it that her 'punishment' has been thorough and unrelenting, but to her credit she's handled it like a pro!"
"Fuckin-A, I can't believe this...so why are you sharing this with me now?" Jones asked, still in amazement.
"Cole has decided that he'd like for this 'arrangement' to continue beyond the three weeks of the original agreement. With your help we believe we have a plan that can make that happen. Here is what we want from you chief..."
Carl Swenson proceeded to lay out the plan that he and Cole had concocted.
After hearing all the details, Jones said, "Wow, that's a lot for me to be involved in. Don't forget that she and my wife are best friends and that Ryan and I play golf and racquetball together each week. You guys are asking a hell of a lot from me."
He continued, "But as you know, I'm always interested in helping out someone of your, uh, considerable means Mr. Steele. I would be happy to do it under a couple of non-negotiable conditions."
"And those are?" Cole asked, with the hair already standing up on the back of his neck.
"You double the amount of money you've offered..." Jones demanded.
"And if we agree to that?"
"I get her for 48 hours to do WHATEVER I want! As a matter of fact, if you want to start executing this scheme immediately as you've suggested, I want her tonight! I'll get her back here Sunday afternoon after I've fulfilled part two of the plan and taken her to Madam Balough's."
Cole looked at him with disdain. He had never liked Jones from their previous dealings, and right now he wanted to reach across the table and choke the son of a bitch. But deep down Cole knew he didn't have a choice; he needed Jones' help to execute his plan. The chief had been invaluable in contributing to Cole's "lifestyle" in Pacific Palisades and while Cole viewed him as a weasel, Jones had never failed to uphold his end of any of the "bargains" they'd made in the past.
"Okay, I will agree to your conditions, but no physical abuse chief!"
"Oh, I can assure she is going to endure physical abuse, but not the kind you are talking about Cole, it will all be sexual! I also want the cash payment in full right now." Jones demanded.
Cole and Carl excused themselves and went to talk in private. "We can't really execute any of this without his help, I'm afraid you have to agree to his demands if you want to follow through with this Cole." Swenson reminded him.
"That mother-fucker, I want to beat his ass right now!" Cole said angrily.
"I know how you feel boss, but he has all the leverage. We need him more than he needs us, and besides you can't go around beating the shit out police officers. In the end, if this all goes according to plan, your short term concessions to him will be a forgotten memory when you're enjoying that beautiful woman for however long you desire!"
"I know you're right Carl, but I still hate that mother-fucker. Anyway, go grab the money out of the car and let's make this deal and get away from this scumbag as soon as possible."
Cole waited for Carl to return with the money. He was carrying a large envelope as they re-entered the interrogation room and handed the cash over to Jones.
Jones thumbed through it knowing full well that he had all the leverage and that he was in for the time of his life over the next 48 hours. He said, "Okay I'll have my man ready to pick her up when you make the call. I'll see to it that she gets back here Sunday afternoon; the plan will be well into motion by then. And don't worry about her Cole; she'll be very well attended to until she's back in your possession. I suspect she'll be exhausted, but she'll probably be begging to get back into your arms, unless she's really into kinky sex!" Jones laughed as he grabbed the envelope and headed out the door.
"Hang on chief. She's not on the pill, how can we trust that she won't get pregnant?" Swenson asked.
"That's a great question Mr. Swenson. If it were possible to spray through tied tubes I'd be worried if I were you, but I had a vasectomy last year after my son was born. No more of those 'little brats' are in my future." He then dropped his pants and pulled one of his boxer legs up and let his big balls dangle out. He reached down and held up his sack and showed them his scar. "See boys these nuts will be shooting blanks...but they're damn sure to be shooting a whole lot of them in that sexy pie, I can assure you of that!"
He pulled up his pants and turned and started to walk out the door again.
Cole stopped him one last time and said, "No sharing her with anyone else, I don't want her getting knocked up."
"Now why would I do that? The Jones log is going to get as much of that sweet thing as possible. I may share her with some of her own gender, but mine will be the only cock that parties in her privates!" He turned and walked out the door.
Once outside of their view, Chief Jones let out a deep breath and excitedly contemplated what all this meant. He happily looked down at the envelope that contained a shitload of cash. But more importantly, he was soon going to be enjoying a sexual experience that to this point had been only a wild fantasy in his mind. He got a big grin on his face as he reached down and stroked his hardening cock through his uniform pants.
He was being watched by two men in an unmarked sedan as he pulled out of the parking lot.
Jones called his wife and said, "Honey, we've gotten a break on one of my cases; we are going to stake it out all weekend. I probably won't be home until Sunday afternoon. Give the kids my love! Oh by the way, I promised Ryan I would still meet him at the club tomorrow morning, so if you hear that I was there, please don't think I was doing it at the expense of time with you and the kids."
"Steve, I know how committed you are to your job, we'll be fine. Be safe, we love you!"
"Thanks for understanding honey... I love you guys too; I'll see you on Sunday. Hey, before I let you go, have you heard from Jenna this week?"
"No, I've left her a few messages but she hasn't responded. The people at the gym said she had something personal to attend to. Why do you ask?"
"Ryan said she is on the east coast caring for a sick friend. He said she left on short notice and forgot her cell phone." Steve lied.
"Oh that explains why I haven't heard from her, I hope everything is okay with her friend. It's weird that I don't remember her mentioning a friend on the East Coast before."
"It sounds like her friend is in pretty bad shape, according to Ryan the next 48 hours will be touch and go. Knowing Jenna, I expect she'll be down on her knees begging for whatever divine offerings she can get. You know I'm not a religious man, but for some reason I have a strong sense she'll be showered with more warm gifts than she can imagine."
"Steve, you are so sweet. I am proud that you spend time thinking about my friend while you have such an important 48 hours in front of you! I don't know what I did to deserve you. Good luck this weekend and don't work too hard."
"I'll try not to, but you know how these things go sometimes in confined tight places. In and out, up and down, anything to break up the pattern and pass the time as enjoyably as an assignment like this can allow. But I have to admit I really want this one, so I'll be doing it with enthusiasm. Hopefully I'll get a chance to put cuffs on my target before the weekend is over."
"I hope you do too! Don't forget to wear your protective gear if you get in any sticky situations."
Jones almost laughed. "10-4, I'll try. See you Sunday afternoon."
Jones hung up the phone and did laugh this time. "Oh there will be plenty of sticky situations, but I'm not going to be wearing any fucking protection. That dumb bitch has no idea how bad I've wanted to fuck her best friend since I first laid eyes on her. Nothing is going to stop me from spraying as much jism on that beautiful face as these big balls can muster." He reached down and grabbed his nuts.
Steve Jones still couldn't believe how gullible his pretty wife could be at times. The truth was he hadn't been on a real stake-out in probably five years, but he'd used the excuse time and time again to masquerade countless sex-filled weekends away from the family. His wife still bought it, never questioning why the Chief of Police still involved himself in such subordinate level activities.
He smiled again to himself before making three more important phone calls.
His part of the plan was now in place. All he had to do now was wait for the call from Carl Swenson and try not to get too aroused thinking about what the next 48 hours would bring.
*****
Carl and Cole made their way back to Santa Monica, "Drop me on the boat until after Jenna's gone and then send Dave with the car to pick me up." Cole said to him. "Hopefully this all goes according to plan, but these next 48 hours are going to be rough. I can't stand thinking about her being in his filthy possession all that time. Anyway, you're confident she'll try to call Ryan this afternoon?"
"I'm certain she will. Being in your room unsupervised with the cordless phone sitting at her disposal, she won't be able to help herself." Carl responded. "I have a backup plan in case she doesn't take the bait, but I'm pretty certain she will."
"So how did you set it up again?" Cole asked.
"The phone is on a dummy line. It will have a dial tone when she picks it up and dials his number, but the call will be routed back to a recorded system at your place. We recorded his voicemail greeting and it will come on after 4 rings. She'll think she's leaving him a voicemail message, but in fact he'll never actually receive her call. We'll be able to listen to the message and see what time she made the call." Carl explained to him.
"Brilliant Carl, those "skills" you acquired at the FBI sure come in handy."



"The call to her husband will be the trigger, the plan should execute smoothly from there, assuming our cowboy cop doesn't fuck it up." Carl assured Cole.
*****
The hot bubbling water felt very good on Jenna's fatigued body. As she relaxed in Cole's large master Jacuzzi tub, her thoughts turned to Ryan. "I wonder how he is doing? None of this is his fault, but he is the one being tortured. I can't imagine how hard this must be for him. He must be really torn between his suspicions that Cole is gay or whether Cole and I are having non-stop sex? Still I wonder why he didn't bring my things the other day? Maybe he couldn't bring himself to come here knowing that Cole and I might be fucking all day long. I hope he doesn't hate me when this is all over."
Jenna spent the next couple of hours at the gym and the pool. After a strenuous workout, she swam laps and then relaxed poolside. Carl Swenson monitored her activities and whereabouts.
She returned to Cole's bedroom and showered. She made herself up before perusing the lingerie closet. Jenna had to admit, the man had really good taste in naughty fashionables. The coral pink bustier hugged her fantastic body perfectly. She slipped on 4" heels to match (they were the shortest ones she could find).
Jenna still hadn't eaten anything and was starving. She had no recollection of how much semen she'd swallowed the night before, but the hunger pains were now returning.
She picked up the cordless phone near Cole's bed and suddenly a thought went through her mind as she held it, "I wonder if I can get an outside line?" She looked down at the console, it read: Dial "0" for "staff" Dial "9" for an "outside line".
Jenna's mind was racing as she dialed "0". Maria answered on the other end of the line, "Yes miss Jenna, what can I do for you?"
"Cole said to use this line to order some food; I'm really hungry, can you make something for me?"
"Yes absolutely Miss Jenna, here are all the things we have," she proceeded to list them all off.
Everything sounded great to Jenna. She ordered several items, Maria told her it would be ready in 15 minutes. Jenna hung up the phone and started to place it back down on the console. She hesitated before slowly getting up and walking towards the large clothing closet, "There's no way he has security cameras in this closet." She walked in and closed the door behind her.
Her hands were shaking as she dialed Ryan's cell number. She had butterflies in her stomach as she contemplated exactly what to say to him, "Pick up...pick up..." After 4 rings Ryan's voicemail came on. "Damn!"
She didn't know exactly what to say but as the beep sounded she spoke quietly: "Hi honey, it's me. I don't know if I'll have a chance to call you again...I was hoping you'd pick up. I miss you, I'm so sorry again that I took that money, I hope you forgive me. I'm...I'm doing what's...um...expected of me." Jenna's voice began to crack. "I can't wait to see you in a few weeks, I love you!"
Jenna hung up the phone.
She exited the closet and returned the phone to the console.
Carl Swenson immediately picked up his headset in the security room and made two phone calls. His message on both calls was "She took the bait."
Jenna went downstairs and enjoyed a fantastic lunch. As she was getting up to head back upstairs, Carl Swenson approached with a Pacific Palisades police officer in tow. Jenna's heart began to race.
"Ms Nielsen, I am sorry to say but you have broken the rules of your agreement with Mr. Steele. I have been made aware that you used the phone in his room to make an outside call and as a result, I have no other choice but to have you arrested." Carl said without emotion.
"Oh my God, no!" Jenna cried.
"Jenna, Cole was very specific about his expectations that you have no contact with persons outside this house without his permission and you clearly broke the rules. He is unavailable on the boat at the present time, so I have no choice but to follow through on his original instructions. I'm sorry."
"Please don't do this Mr. Swenson." Jenna begged.
"It's out of my hands Jenna..." Carl said unsympathetically.
"Miss Jenna Nielsen...you are under arrest for the theft of $10,000 from the residence of Mr. Cole Steele at 777 Overlook Hwy. on Saturday, June 10th..." The Pacific Palisades uniformed police officer said to her sternly. "Please place your arms behind your back."
Jenna was sobbing as she put both her wrists behind her back. The officer handcuffed her and read her Miranda rights. He also checked out her amazing ass.
As the young cop led Jenna out to the waiting police cruiser, he couldn't help but notice how fucking hot this chick was dressed in a coral pink bustier with multiple front shoulder straps that accentuated her tremendous tits. She looked phenomenal from the backside as well as the bustier showed off her hour-glass body and bubble shaped ass. Jenna's tight round butt cheeks were exposed as the g-string put it all on display. The garter straps, nude hose, and 4" heels were the final pieces to perfection..."It's a crime to have this chick arrested," he thought to himself.
The young cop was under strict orders to bypass the West County jail where 99% of the detainees from this area were taken, and instead to deliver her to the old North County jail. He was vaguely aware of its existence but had never actually been there.
Jenna whimpered and cried for the entire 30 minute drive.
As the car pulled up to the gate, the cop spoke into the drive up microphone and was quickly allowed to enter. As he pulled into the circular driveway he was met by Captain Randy Sayers. Sayers signed off on all the transfer paperwork and led Jenna into the facility.
She was surprised to see just how empty the place appeared to be as he led her to the processing room. He removed her handcuffs and offered her something to drink. Sayers took her through the typical booking process before standing her up for mug shots. He eyed her hungrily as he snapped photos of her. He told her to look up at the ceiling as he tilted the camera and snapped several shots of her tits in the sexy lingerie, "Fuck she's hot."
"You'll get your phone call in a while when my staff gets back, they had to deliver a defendant to the West County jail. Meanwhile you'll be in a holding cell."
She continued to cry quietly throughout the process. He led her down a long dimly lit row of empty jail cells until he got to the end. He opened the locked gate and told her to enter. She thought it was strange that he'd taken her so far into the facility when any of the empty closer cells would seemed to have made more sense.
The cell was a former drunk tank so it was much larger than the others. It was very dimly lit near the door and basically dark in the rear east corner. Jenna stood near the bars adjacent to the door as it clanged closed and watched as Captain Sayers walked back down the corridor to the office.
When he re-entered the office, Chief Steve Jones was there waiting for him, "Holy shit Steve, that chick is fucking hot as hell. It was all I could do to keep from getting a hard-on as I processed her."
"I told you. I trust Tiffany and her "girls" made it into position?" Jones asked.
"Yes, they were frothing at the mouth as I took them in, especially the two big ones. So what's the deal with them again?" Sayers asked.
"Tiffany's that prostitute that helped me infiltrate the Zapata group. The other two...well I think you know what their job is."
"That's right I remember Tiffany's story now." Sayers responded.
"She sucks me off once a week in exchange for coke. Anyway as part of our deal on the Zapata case, not only did she receive a bunch of cash and blow, but she's a sharp negotiator and demanded "toys" as she calls them. She has a fetish for the 'housewife type', so I thought I would blow her mind with this one...I owed her a big favor for Zapata. She knows she's got about 90 minutes to get her rocks off. Are the monitors set up?" The chief asked.
"Yes we can go watch the festivities in the conference room." Sayers answered.
The two men walked down the hall and turned on the big screen TV's in the large conference room. Sayers went to a nearby file cabinet and pulled out his best bottle of Scotch and two glasses. He reached into a lower drawer and pulled out a small humidor and a couple of Jones' favorite Cuban cigars.
"This should be quite a show Randy." Jones said with excitement in his voice.
The big screens came to life and portrayed video from low light cameras in the former drunk tank jail cell. The men watched as Jenna buried her head in her hands and cried more intensely.
"Nice fucking lingerie Steele, I gotta give it to that football player. He dressed her well for the occasion!" Jones said as he stared at Jenna's half-naked tits. "Those dykes are going to be on her like bears to honey!"
Meanwhile Jenna was thinking to herself, "How could I have let it get to this? I was only trying to reach out to Ryan to make things better and now I've made everything a hundred times worse. What if I actually go to prison? Oh My God..."
Jenna had never felt more alone...
Ironically she wasn't.
Two large figures emerged from the shadows. Jenna was startled when she realized someone else was in the cell. She kept facing outward as she was too nervous to turn around. She suddenly became very conscious of what she was wearing.
"Who do we have here?" One of the medium deep voices asked.
Jenna continued looking away as fear gripped her.
"The quiet type...I like that," said the other voice. "I bet she's not always this quiet!"
Jenna finally turned as the two large women came into the dimly lit area. Both were nearly 6' tall and must have weighed 250 pounds apiece. The "girls" were each wearing jeans and wife-beater tank tops that showed off their big tattoo covered arms and broad shoulders. Both had short spiked hair and numerous piercings in their ears and around their faces.
Jenna's heart raced as they approached.
"You picked an interesting outfit to wear to jail baby. You must be trying to get some attention. Well it worked, you certainly got ours sweetcakes." The first one said as she eyed Jenna from head to toe.
"I didn't choose this; I was just wearing it when I got...arrested." Jenna struggled to say the word.
"You must be a lady of the night to get arrested dressed like that...surprised we haven't seen you on the street," the second one said as she too eyed Jenna hungrily. "Must have been a raid, huh?"
"No, I broke the rules...I mean I did something I wasn't supposed to do." Jenna said with trepidation.
"Ah, I get it now. You're one of these kinky bitches who does as the master says or you get punished...is that right?"
"No, I'm married, I don't usually do..."
Butch 1 cut her off, "Oh here we go, little miss horny housewife decided to take a walk on the wild side and got herself into trouble. I bet the hubby doesn't even know does he?" She said accusingly.
Jenna didn't answer.
Jones and Sayers watched and listened intently as the atmosphere in the jail cell was heating up quickly. The chief was aroused watching his wife's gorgeous best friend dressed like the ultimate jailbait being intimidated by two large bull dykes in a confined jail cell.
"Okay little slut, come with us back out of the light. We have a couple of hours to kill in this cell and you're going to make it fun for us. Don't scream or yell or we'll make you wish you were never born. We also have someone we want you to meet..."
"Please no" Jenna pleaded as she started to cry.
"Don't worry, we'll be gentle, unless you resist, then we're happy to make it rough baby!" Rosie threatened.
They grabbed Jenna's hands and forcefully led her into the shadows.
Sayers reached for the remote and turned on the infra-red cameras in the rear of the darkened cell.
"Well hello little kitten, I know you can't really see me, but your eyes will adjust soon. I certainly can see you...and I really like what I see," said a woman's voice which was much more feminine than the henchwomen.
"I see you met my girls Wanda and Rosie, the two of them were practically hyperventilating when they brought you into the cell...I hope they were well behaved and gave you a proper welcome. The three of us feel so fortunate that those cops brought you to our cell tonight. We've been in here for a couple of days (a lie) and it's been kind of lonely and we always look forward to meeting new friends...especially ones who look like you! Did I hear you tell the girls you are married?"
"Yes" Jenna said quietly between sobs.
"Well I'm sure you're husband is worried sick about you. He needn't be, we are going to take really good care of you. What's your name baby?"
"Jenna"
"Oh, I always liked that name. It seems like all the Jenna's I know are really pretty. Let me get a little better look at you." Jenna's eyes were adjusting to the low light as the woman stood up and approached her.
When she finally came fully into view, Jenna's heart rose up into her throat. She was also very tall, but unlike the others she had a beautiful body. Her auburn hair flowed across her shoulders and bounced as she sauntered up. The first thought that came to Jenna's mind..."OMG she's totally naked." The second was..."She looks just like Ginger from Gilligan's Island!" The third thought..."I don't remember Ginger having boobs that big..."
The hooker's incredible DD's jiggled as she walked up to Jenna.
"Hello Jenna, I'm Tiffany. Please excuse my outfit, but it's just so hot in here that I couldn't keep my clothes on any longer. For some reason it got a lot hotter when you arrived. I can tell you look hot too, why don't you take off your little outfit so we can both be more comfortable..."
"Tiffany, please don't make me do that. I'm not even supposed to be her right now." Jenna pleaded and cried.
"You are so cute when you cry and beg Jenna. I almost feel sorry for you, but the fact is I'm much more interested in my feelings than yours and I want to see your hot little body naked now! TAKE OFF YOUR FUCKING CLOTHES!"
"HELP! HELP!" Jenna yelled as loudly as she could.
Jones and Sayers looked at each other and laughed, "I'm not sure who she thinks is going to help her, I'm just in here doing paperwork and my men are off for the night," Sayers said as he toasted his drink with Jones.
Jones took a big puff from his cigar and said, "Let's see what Miss Tiffany has in store for my little cock-rocket. I told her no rough stuff, but I can't imagine her and the Von Brauners not taking a few liberties!"
Sayers nearly fell out of his chair at the Von Brauners reference, "You're too young to remember those thugs chief!"
"My dad used to make me watch re-runs of 1970's Big Time Professional Wrestling. The Von Brauners portrayed themselves as evil German twins...much like our 'pretty' girls Wanda and Rosie here!"
"I remember those clowns!" Sayers laughed. "And yes I see the resemblance!"
Both men laughed hysterically.
Back inside the cell, Wanda and Rosie descended on Jenna. Although they knew no one was coming to rescue her, the intimidation got them off. Rosie grabbed her hair with one hand and covered her mouth with the other. Meanwhile Wanda tore the sexy bustier from Jenna's squirming body. Her gorgeous tits bounced heavily before Wanda reached out and squeezed them roughly. Rosie kept her hand over Jenna's mouth but dropped the other one and spanked her bubble ass several times.
Jenna was wailing and begging for them to stop.
She squirmed and tried to break from their grasp, but the bull dykes were simply too big and strong. Wanda reached down and picked up Jenna's shredded lingerie. She ripped the already tattered negligee into strips and tied a couple together. She brought the newly created restraint to Jenna's wrists and tied them tightly in front of her. Rosie carried Jenna over to one of the 8 foot benches that sat out in the middle of the darkened area. Tiffany assisted and the three of them worked together to lay her flat on her back. The dykes held her down as Tiffany picked up her own bra and used it to tie Jenna's bound hands above her head to the steel bench leg.
Jenna continued to squirm and fight, but while on her back with her hands bound above her head and the bull dykes holding her down, her resistance was futile, so she resorted to screaming again.
"HELP, HELP!" Jenna screamed between sobs.
Wanda had heard enough. She grabbed Jenna's panties and tore them from her hips. She brought them up and stuffed them in her mouth. "That's enough of that screaming bitch, take a little break and enjoy the taste of your pussy. Lord knows we're going to!"
Jenna continued to flail her legs and attempt to scream through her muted mouth. Wanda finished tying the remaining rags from Jenna's lingerie together. Rosie held her as Wanda prepared to tie her ankles.
"Before you do that, take off her heels and tights." Tiffany barked at them.
Wanda pulled them off quickly before removing her own large bra and using it to tie Jenna's now bound ankles to the other leg of the bench. Jenna was now laying naked on her back on the 8 foot bench stretched with her hands bound above her head and her ankles tied to the lower end of the bench. Rosie took one of Jenna's tights and slipped it under her neck and tied it tightly across her mouth to gag her panties inside. Jenna continued making muffled pleading sounds through the panty gag.
The three of them took a moment to admire Jenna's gorgeous naked body and beautiful frightened face as she shifted and pulled against her restraints. "Wow boss she's a feisty one, but fuck she's gorgeous, she looks like a young Kelly Preston, I want a turn before Wanda." Rosie pleaded.
"That's not fair Tiff, Rosie went first last time!" Wanda whined.
"Shut the fuck up, both of you! You'll get a taste when I'm done, but I can assure you, this one is going to be mommy's special treat." The two of them didn't know it, but Tiffany had no intention of giving up any of her limited time with this stunning WILF.
"But you're right Rosie; she does look like a young Kelly Preston. Remember that movie 52 Pick-Up when Preston is tied to a chair and that guy rips open her shirt and her great tits pop-out, that scene reminds me of our little Jenna's situation here. I'm not sure Preston's breasts are as nice as these though. I think our petite wifey here may even have a cup size on her!"
Tiffany reached down and softly squeezed Jenna's big tits. She messaged them more thoroughly as Jenna's muted cries became more urgent. "Wow, 100% natural too, today's our lucky day girls!"
"Look, her big nipples are getting hard boss!" Rosie pointed.
"Wanda, get me her rings," Tiffany directed.
Jenna fought her restraints and tried to move her hands so Wanda couldn't hold them steady. Jenna held her left hand clenched in a fist to keep the big dyke from removing her rings. Wanda roughly grabbed her hand and threatened, "Open your fist or I'll break each one of these dainty fingers one at a time bitch!"
Jenna saw the seriousness in her face and slowly opened her hand. Wanda slid her rings from her finger and brought them to Tiffany.
"Okay Jenna, that'll be enough of the squirming. I'm going to put these lovely rings on your nipples and any further squirming you do could cause them to fall onto the floor and they might just get stepped on by one of these "dainty" assistants of mine. Do you want that?"
Jenna shook her head with wide eyes.
"Okay, so we have an agreement?"



Jenna nodded.
"Besides, there is no reason for you to resist, I'm going to make you feel really good and then you're going to pleasure me! If you don't behave, I'll have to let Wanda and Rosie have more time with you. Is that what you want?"
Jenna shook her head.
"Little Bitch!" Rosie cussed in Jenna's direction.
"You're a good girl Jenna. Don't let her scare you, she's really a pussycat." Tiffany lied. "But you're really going to have to please me if you want to avoid too much time with my assistants. Do you think you can do that?"
Jenna hesitated before she nodded again as she nervously glanced over at the fuming dykes.
Tiffany took Jenna's engagement band and slipped it over one of her nipples. She did the same with her wedding ring on the other one. Both fit snuggly. She lightly slipped her fingers along Jenna's stomach and tickled her with a feather touch. She used the tip of her index finger to lightly play with Jenna's heart-shaped pubic hair. Jenna had stopped squirming when Tiffany placed the rings on her nipples, but Tiffany's ticklish touch made her flinch.
"Are you going to remain still as we agreed baby?" Tiffany whispered as she brought her mouth close to Jenna's face.
Jenna nodded nervously with wide eyes.
"Good girl, I need your sexy body to remain very still for the next few minutes."
"Wanda, where is that bindle?" Tiffany asked as she looked over at the big girl. Wanda reached into her pocket and handed it to her. Tiffany carefully unfolded it and poured some of the contents between Jenna's tits.
"Don't move baby, this is expensive stuff..." Tiffany said quietly to Jenna.
Tiffany then moved lower down Jenna's body. "Oh girls look at the cute little pussy heart. It even has a little bow in the center. It's like a perfectly wrapped little package just for us!" Tiffany sprinkled more of the white powder around Jenna's pubic mound.
Back in the conference room Steve and Randy watched in complete fascination.
Tiffany had Rosie retrieve her credit card and hand it to her. Tiffany used the card to carefully line the cocaine between Jenna's tits before she went down and expertly traced the outline of Jenna's heart shaped patch with a continuous white powder line. She even sprinkled a little bit on the bow-shaped cutout.
Tiffany took a moment to admire her work. Jenna lay flatly on the bench with her arms tied above her head, her wedding rings snugly hugging her big nipples, a line of coke between her full tits and outlined around her heart shaped patch. The final touch was a little powder covered bow in the center of her pubes. Jenna's long lithe legs were bound to the lower end of the bench.
Wanda handed Tiffany a rolled up bill. The hooker started at the top of the heart shaped line and snorted counterclockwise around to the bottom. She pulled away and took an extra sniff. She snorted the other half of the heart and while still down near Jenna's mound, she lowered her head and licked the powder from the bow-shaped cutout. She then gave a little lick to Jenna's clit stud with her tongue ring, "Oooh that's some good pussy-coke girls!"
Jenna watched with big frightened eyes.
Tiffany kissed and licked her way up Jenna's torso until she came to the line between her tits. She used the bill again to snort from the bottom to near the top. Tiffany licked up the last half-inch of coke and brought her lips to one of Jenna's tits and flicked it across her ring encircled nipple. She did the same with the other one, "Wow, our little Jenna has some spiky nips!"
"Lick her hard nipples Tiff..." Rosie and Wanda barked excitedly.
Tiffany removed Jenna's rings and held them in front of her face, "Baby, Wanda's going to hold these while you and I make love. She'll take really good care of them if you do this enthusiastically, but if you don't, I'm afraid there might be an accident. Do you want that?"
Jenna shook her head with a look of fear on her face.
Tiffany handed the rings to Wanda before squeezing and sucking Jenna's tits. She flicked her tongue ring across Jenna's hard nipples before sucking them into her wet mouth. "You like that don't you baby?" Tiffany whispered to Jenna.
Jenna nodded even though she was more scared than aroused.
Tiffany brought her lips to Jenna's face and wetly kissed around her cheeks, ears and neck, "You smell good and you are so pretty Jenna, you are making me really horny. I'm going to lick your pussy now..."
Tiffany was shaking with excitement from her bound prize and the coke cursing through her veins.
"Girls untie her ankles, and let's get those sexy legs spread apart so I can have a taste of what's between them!" Tiffany said excitedly.
"Can we get naked first Tiff?" Wanda asked.
"You can if you want, but hurry up. My treat is waiting for me!"
Both big girls hurriedly took off their clothes.
"Oh shit, I could have done without that visual!" Sayers said to Jones as they both got a queasy look on their face. They were now looking at 500 pounds of milky white-skinned, tattoo and body pierced butch lesbians. To make matters worse, both of the large women had the hairiest pussies either of them had ever seen.
Jones watched closely as Jenna's eyes got wide, he could see the disgust and fear on her face as she looked at the naked dykes.
"Untie her ankles and each of you grab one of her legs. My little housewife looks pretty flexible, spread her sexy legs apart and open her up for me. I'm can't wait for a taste."
Jenna resisted as the dykes pulled her legs apart.
"Yeah, go ahead and fight it you little cunt, but I assure you Rosie and I will break you in half if you don't spread them wide!" Wanda threatened as the dykes finally forced Jenna's legs apart.
Jenna knew she couldn't fight them for long and she was worried about her rings; she finally acquiesced and the dykes spread her like a wishbone.
Wanda and Rosie rolled her legs backwards far enough for Jenna's torso to lift from the bench. Tiffany sat with her legs straddling each side of the 14 inch wide bench; her face was no more than 12 inches from Jenna's sex. She leaned in closely and admired Jenna's beautiful pussy. "She's got big wet pussy lips girls and she smells so good...and oh look she's got a pretty clit ring too. As soon as I've had my fill, you two can enjoy her too!" Tiffany lied.
The prostitute knew her way around a woman's anatomy. She had lots of husband and wife client's that got off on woman to woman sex. But at this moment, even Tiffany had butterflies as she descended between the legs of one of the most beautiful women she'd ever seen.
Jenna was terrified as she knew the three women were going to rape her. She closed her eyes and hoped it would be over soon.
Then she felt Tiffany's soft lips kissing around her pussy...
The hooker softly licked and kissed around Jenna's inner thighs and puffy lips. She lowered her head and playfully flicked around Jenna's asshole. She slowly ran her tongue along the soft skin between Jenna's butthole and pussy opening.
Jenna wanted so badly to dislike it, but Tiffany's ministrations felt really good. Jenna hated that her body was betraying her, she realized quickly that as much as she might want to, she wouldn't be able to resist the pleasure that Tiffany's lips and tongue were providing between her legs.
The dykes looked on excitedly as they watched their boss's mouth pleasure the voluptuous blonde. They could both feel the tenseness in Jenna's legs begin to wane as Tiffany's tongue ring danced around her puffy pussy lips. She kept this up for at least 10 minutes. Jenna's resistance was fading fast as her pussy was now very wet and she was subtly beginning to move her hips around against Tiffany's face. The prostitute had yet to touch her clit.
Tiffany sucked on a couple of fingers and brought them to Jenna's opening. She tickled them around before sinking them inside. Jenna moaned for the first time.
"Oh she likes that boss!" Rosie blurted. The dykes were both dry humping Jenna's tanned legs as they each held one of her ankles.
Tiffany played with Jenna's G-spot and spit on her clit. She lowered her mouth and softly flicked it for the first time. She flattened her tongue and fluttered the ring around Jenna's hardening love button.
Jenna moaned through her panties.
"Jenna, your pussy tastes so good." Tiffany said between licks and kisses.
"Keep doing that Tiff, this horny bitch likes it!" Wanda said as she reached down and tweaked one of Jenna's hard nipples.
Tiffany was now enthusiastically eating Jenna's pussy as her fingers continued to rub on her G-spot. Jenna couldn't control her hips as they gyrated more urgently against Tiffany's face.
"I think your girl really likes that chief!" Sayers said excitedly to Jones as they watched on the big screen.
"Yes, she sure does, doesn't she...?" Jones said in amazement as he watched his wife's gorgeous best friend grind her sexy hips against the face of the prostitute. "I couldn't have imagined her getting off on this so much!"
"Fuck this is hot, keep doing that Tiff, you're going to make her cum soon!" Rosie blurted.
Jenna's eyes were closed and small moans and grunts were coming from her panty filled mouth. Just then her hips lifted off the bench and began to shake. Tiffany pulled her mouth away and used her thumb to frig Jenna's clit.
Pussy juice erupted from Jenna's cunt and splattered on Tiffany's neck and huge double D's.
Everyone watched in amazement as Jenna's cum sprayed wildly.
"Shit, I haven't seen one shoot out like that! Look she made me cum too!" Rosie exclaimed as she pointed to the wetness running down her legs.
"Fuckin-A, she's a squirter too! She's full of surprises." Jones said loudly to the grinning Sayers.
"Hurry up, take off her gag girls; she has some work to do with those beautiful lips!" Tiffany ordered.
"Okay Jenna, you obviously liked that a lot, but you made a big mess and now you need to clean it up. The girls are removing your gag; I don't want to hear a peep out of you. You made my tits all wet and messy. I'm going to bring them to your pretty mouth and you're going to clean them up real good...do you understand?"
Jenna stared at her with a blank expression.
"Okay bitch, you have two choices, you can both lick and suck my boobs or Rosie is going to straddle your face and you can clean up her cum covered thighs and pussy. What's it going to be?"
Jenna knew she didn't have a desirable choice, but she certainly didn't want to have to lick the bull dyke's pussy so she quietly responded, "I'll suck and lick your breasts."
"Bitch!" Rosie yelled at her.
"Don't listen to her, that's a good answer baby." Tiffany said as she climbed up and straddled Jenna's torso. She leaned forward and brought her wet tits near Jenna's face, "I want you to start by licking between them, do you understand?"
Jenna nodded.
Tiffany held her huge boobs in each hand and lowered them on both sides of Jenna's face. Jenna extended her tongue and softly licked in the valley between them. She could taste her own juices on Tiffany's skin. Suddenly, the hooker shook her tits back and forth and slapped them against Jenna's face. Jenna's cum splattered everywhere as Tiffany motor-boated the beautiful blonde.
Jenna could now strongly smell her own pussy juice as it now covered her face and dripped into her hair.
Tiffany brought one of her nipples to Jenna's mouth and told her to lick and suck it. Jenna extended her tongue and did as instructed. Tiffany spent the next several minutes feeding her nipples to Jenna, "You have a soft tongue baby and your lips feel really good on my nipples."
The men and the dykes watched, completely aroused.
Tiffany finally slid her torso lower and brought her face near Jenna's. "I have to apologize; we've both tasted each other but we haven't even kissed yet. Stick out your tongue baby." Jenna reluctantly did as she was told. Tiffany extended hers and licked along Jenna's. "Oooh baby, I can taste your cum on your tongue." Tiffany said sexily between licks. She then sucked Jenna's into her mouth and swirled her own tongue around it in her wet mouth. She flicked it with her tongue ring.
"Kiss me back bitch!" Tiffany ordered as she grabbed Jenna by the hair.
Jenna knew she didn't have a choice so she did her best to fake it as she really didn't want to make out with the whore.
"Since you don't seem too excited about kissing me with your tongue, we'll put it to a different use. I'm going to teach you how to eat my pussy and you better satisfy me more doing that than the way you kiss." Tiffany threatened.
She again straddled Jenna on the bench and this time brought her hips over Jenna's face, "Stick out your tongue. When I lower my pussy, I want you to softly lick along my pussy lips, here we go!" Tiffany ordered as she lowered herself to Jenna's mouth.
Jenna could smell Tiffany's scent as her pussy got closer to her face. Jenna licked Tiffany's puffy lips with the pointy tip of her tongue. "That feel's nice, but you need to flatten your tongue and wetly lick and suck it baby."
Jenna knew exactly what to do, but she was hopeful that if she didn't make it feel too good for Tiffany that perhaps the whore would get frustrated, give up, and let her go.
Tiffany tried frustratingly over the next ten minutes to coach Jenna how to get her off.
"Wanda, where are those rings of hers, this hoity-toity bitch likes having her pussy licked, but doesn't have the enthusiasm or the talent to return the favor, it's time one of those rings had an accident!"
Jenna had forgotten about her rings.
"Please don't do that Tiffany, give me another chance, I promise I'll make you feel really good!" Jenna pleaded.
"Why should I believe you, I've had better oral sex from the bull dykes!"
"Please give me another chance, I promise you won't be disappointed." Jenna begged. "I've eaten pussy before, I'm actually really good at it, let me show you!"
Steve Jones couldn't believe what he was hearing. The straight-laced beautiful wife of his club buddy was admitting to being a rug-muncher...
Tiffany loved making the gorgeous blonde beg to give her head, but she seriously doubted this housewife was capable of satisfying her, "Okay, I'll give you one more chance, but if it's not phenomenal, the rings are done and you can spend the rest of the night eating Wanda and Rosie!" Tiffany cautioned as she lowered her pussy back over Jenna's face.
Jenna's skillful tongue went to work. "Oh...uh huh..." Tiffany gasped. Within 30 seconds Tiffany was moaning and running her fingers through Jenna's hair as she shifted her hips forward and back along her face, "Oh fuck baby, you do know what you're doing. Lick it...yeah just like that...oh fuck that feels good!"
Sayers poured more scotch as the guys moved forward in their seats.
"Oh Jenna...baby...yes keep doing it like that...yeah you got it...suck it...umph!" Tiffany moaned as she reached up and squeezed her own huge tits. "Oooh you do eat some really good pussy baby, I'm going to spank you when this is done for not making me feel this good before!"
"Eat her out bitch!" Wanda yelled as she and Rosie watched in amazement as their tough, experienced boss turned to Jello from Jenna's oral onslaught. Rosie lowered her head and spit on Jenna's tits before grabbing and squeezing them hard.
"Oh fuck Jenna, just like that...eat my pussy! Yes, your tongue feels so good!" Tiffany moaned.
"Make her cum cunt!" Rosie shrieked as she pulled on Jenna's hard nipples.
"Oh God she's gonna do it, I'm going to cum...fuck it feels good, uhn...YES suck it!" Tiffany gasped before her hips shook violently on Jenna's face.
When Tiffany's orgasm finally subsided, she slid back down on top of Jenna and kissed her passionately. They shared Tiffany's cum as their tongues tangled inside each other's mouths.
Steve Jones watched in amazement.
Tiffany pulled away and kissed along Jenna's neck and up to her ear, "That was fantastic baby, I love the way you eat my pussy, I want some more." Tiffany turned around and repositioned herself above Jenna in a 69.
The two beautiful women buried their faces between each other's legs for the next ½ hour. They both got off as the two dykes and cops watched in fascination. Wanda and Rosie played with themselves as they impatiently awaited their turn with the beautiful blonde. Finally after Jenna brought Tiffany to one final toe-curling climax, Tiffany squealed that she couldn't take anymore. She stood up on wobbly legs and announced, "She's all yours girls!"
The big dykes were on Jenna in an instant.
"That's our queue Randy," Jones said loudly.
Rosie tore Jenna's restraint from the upper bench leg. Wanda scooped her up like a doll and spun her upside down into a standing 69 position. Jenna's face dangled down near Wanda's repulsive hairy snatch. The dyke buried her ring covered tongue in Jenna's still wet pussy as Rosie came up from behind and stuck her long tongue in Jenna's asshole.
Just then the two cops arrived outside the bars of the jail cell. "What's going on here?" Sayers screamed.
"Help!" Jenna yelled loudly.
"Open this door at once!" Jones wailed in Sayers direction as Jenna yelled for help again.
Sayers frantically got the bar covered door open and the cops quickly entered.
"Release her at once!" Jones yelled.
The dykes had no intention of giving up their beautiful toy. Wanda pushed her tongue deeper into Jenna's pussy.
Jones threatened the big girls one more time before he pulled out his night stick and smashed it across the back of Rosie's thighs. The dyke stumbled backwards and fell against the jail cell bars.
As she landed with a thud, she screamed, "No pigs...we waited our turn all night for that sexy pussy, you can't do this!" Jones turned and backhanded her across the face and told her to shut up before he got really serious.
Wanda was not going to give up so easily. She clung to Jenna's voluptuous body with no intention of letting go as her tongue desperately delved for every last bit of Jenna's sex it could get.
After three unsuccessful whacks from his nightstick, Sayers reached for his taser and jolted the big dyke into submission. Jenna actually felt a strong electric pulse shoot into her pussy from Wanda's tongue.
Jones leaned forward and caught Jenna in his arms as the dyke wailed and fell backwards to the ground. Jenna was trembling and crying as Jones held her tightly in his arms, "It's okay Jenna, it's over...you are safe now with me." He lied.
"Oh my God Steve, I didn't even realize that was you, I'm so happy you are here!" Jenna replied frantically, not really thinking about the fact that she was completely naked in his arms.
"Don't worry Jenna; I'm going to take really good care of you!" Jones said as he looked down at the perfect heaving tits that were only inches from his face.
He then looked over at Sayers and yelled, "I don't know what kind of program you are running at this place captain, but you can bet I'm going to have your ass on a plate! How could you have put her in here with these animals?"
Jones cradled Jenna in his arms and turned to head back to the office. He looked over his shoulder and made eye contact with Tiffany. She was leaning back against the wall on one of the benches playing lightly with her pussy and smiling. She mouthed the words "Thank You". He winked and smiled before he turned and walked back towards the office.
After they were out of earshot, Sayers retrieved Jenna's rings from the limp hand of the groggy dyke. Rosie cursed at him for taking the little prissy housewife before she and Wanda had a chance to fuck her brains out, "That wasn't our deal pig!"



The butch had no idea that she and Wanda were never going to have "their turn". Jones and Tiffany had choreographed this whole program and it couldn't have gone any more according to the script. Technically it went even better as neither imagined Jenna would be the rug muncher she turned out to be.
Sayers just smiled at the repulsive bull dyke before turning to Tiffany, "I'll come let you guys out in a few minutes after the chief gets her out of here. He tossed her a pack of smokes and a lighter, "Please make these two cows put some clothes on!"
"Fuck you pig!" Rosie yelled.
The captain laughed and walked back down the corridor towards his office.
*****
Your comments are always appreciated, I read them all. Please don't forget to vote...if you liked it, 5 stars are always appreciated!
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In this chapter, Chief Steve Jones continues with his 48-hour captivation of his wife's best friend. Jones himself is friends with Jenna's husband Ryan Nielsen, but those relationships only contribute to his satisfaction of taking her spectacular body and the humiliation he enjoys from putting her through the process.
As has been the case in previous chapters, this one will make more sense if you read the story from the beginning (or at least chapter 11), but also like previous chapters, it is not a necessity and you'll enjoy it as a standalone story too.
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This chapter starts off as Jones carries Jenna Nielsen back from the jail cell where the sexy hooker Tiffany had just enjoyed sex with the gorgeous blonde wife.
*****
Chief Jones carried Jenna Nielsen's naked body into the office and set her in a rolling desk chair, "Jenna, I have to put you in this room for a few minutes while I have a serious talk with the captain. I'll get something to cut loose your bound hands and bring you something to wear. Do you want something to drink?" He asked as he hungrily eyed her magnificent body.
Jenna squeezed her legs together trying to obscure her pussy from the chief's view, her fantastic tits were on full display, "Some water would be great Steve, thank you so much."
She watched through the soundproof glass as Pacific Palisades Police Chief Steve Jones rummaged through one of the desks pretending to look for scissors. Eventually he gave up and retrieved a cup of water from the cooler. He brought it back and ogled her amazing tits again. His cock was semi-hard as he played back Jenna's hot sixty-nine sex with the hooker Tiffany in his mind, "This gorgeous married bitch loves to eat pussy...who'd a thunk it?"
"Jenna, I'm sorry but I can't find anything in this place. Captain Sayers should be back in a few minutes, I promise to get something to free your hands and for you to wear when he does. I'm so sorry this happened; I can assure you I will initiate an investigation; I'm not sure why they brought you to this shithole in the first place." As he held the water cup to her lips he admired Jenna's naked body more thoroughly, "God, the things I'm going to do her over the next couple of days..."
Sayers walked back into the office.
"Excuse me Jenna, the captain and I are going to have a heart to heart!" He stormed out and yanked the soundproof door closed behind him.
Jenna watched as her friend Chief Jones berated the captain. His arms were flailing and the veins in his neck were bulging as he laid into the defenseless cop. Jenna was glad to see he was scolding the subordinate officer for the blatant mistreatment she'd endured.
As their conversation reached an obvious fevered pitch, Jenna was amazed to see the captain apparently fighting back; he was screaming back at Jones. Jenna thought to herself "What could he possibly be saying to defend himself?"
Unbeknownst to the gorgeous naked blonde, if she heard what was being argued on the other side of the glass, it would have sounded like this: "Can you believe the way that horny bitch ate that hookers' pussy captain?" Jones yelled as he pointed accusingly at Sayers.
"No she clearly loves mowing box. I think we should put her back in there so we can watch some more!" Sayers fired back as he spread his arms as if he was innocent.
"As tempting as that is, I'm going to get her out of here so I can get started with my plans for her!" Jones responded his arms flailing in the air.
"You're a lucky man chief; deposit a load for me would you!" Sayers screamed as he pounded the desk.
"You bet I will captain, lord knows I'm going to shoot plenty for myself!" Jones yelled back at him.
Both men were doing everything they could to keep a straight face.
Jones pointed at her and shouted, "Look at those big tits Randy have you ever seen better?"
"Fuck no...she's incredible. I'm so jealous you're going to be sucking those things all weekend long!" The captain responded as he angrily pointed at her. "Wasn't that great when that whore snorted that line from between them?"
"Yes, that move gave me a great idea for later tonight. Okay enough of this shit, I'm horny as hell. Give me some fucking scissors and go get that outfit we have for her!" Jones yelled as he pointed to the other room.
Sayers returned a few minutes later holding a short-length leopard-skin coat and matching knee high boots with 5" heels and a pair of scissors.
Jones immediately threw up his hands and made some type of incredulous gesture at the coat and boots, "Holy shit Randy, this coat is perfect. I really like the furry bands around the wrists. Did you remove the buttons as I instructed?" He yelled.
"Yes, when I got your call earlier I had one of the lieutenants do it. Her tits will be hanging out as you requested chief!" Sayers fired back defensively as he shrugged his shoulders.
Jones took the stuff from Sayers and faked his dissatisfaction. He slowly walked back into the soundproof room and said apologetically to Jenna, "You aren't going to believe this, but these are the only clothing items they have in this entire building. Just yesterday they donated everything else they had to the homeless shelter. This worthless fucker doesn't even have a blanket to wrap you up in. I'd give you the shirt off my back Jenna, but I could get severely reprimanded for being out of uniform and I didn't wear my coat today due to the weather. I'm going to get you out of this shithole, but you'll have to make do with this stuff during the transport."
"Thanks Steve, it's better than nothing I guess." Jenna replied acceptingly.
Jones reached down and cut her bound wrists. Jenna breathed a sigh of relief as she flexed her hands and rubbed her stiff wrists before attempting to cover her breasts with her hands.
"Unfortunately Jenna, I'm going to have to re-cuff you for the ride as you are still in custody. I will use some of the temporary Velcro cuffs we use for large demonstration arrests, they are much more comfortable. Take the next few minutes to let the blood flow back into your wrists and hands before I have to re-cuff you."
He handed her the coat.
Jenna looked at with disdain. Its previous owner was almost assuredly a street-walker.
Steve turned around and said, "I'll give you a little privacy while you put it on."
Jenna stood and slipped the cheap knockoff long-sleeved coat on and tried to pull it closed in the front. The slutty jacket was clearly not made for cover up. With her arms holding it closed, it covered about half her full tits and stomach. It was too short to provide any coverage for her pussy mound or ass.
With his back still turned, he encouraged her to put the boots on as he lied and told her the asphalt walkway to the car was very rough and covered in rocks and broken glass. Cole had told him she wore a 7 ½" shoe and luckily Sayers had that size in his "inventory". The slutty sexy boots fit her to perfection.
Jones turned around and almost shit himself. His wife's gorgeous best friend stood in front of him in a slutty leopard skinned coat with one of her arms pathetically trying to hold it closed over her big half-exposed tits with her other hand covering her heart shaped pussy mound. Her long tanned legs couldn't have looked sexier in the over-the-knee leopard patterned high-heeled boots.
He stole a last glance before he looked away and lied again, "Jenna, we'll get you some real clothes when we get there; it's not too long a ride."
Jones led her out of the glass room and said to Sayers, "Captain this is a disgrace that she has to travel dressed like this, it'll be one more thing I put in my report. Get me a pair of the demonstrator cuffs."
"Chief, protocol says you can't transport a single detainee in those cuffs."
"After what she's been through here captain, how dare you patronize me about protocol, get me the fucking cuffs now!"
Sayers reached into his desk and pulled out the Velcro cuffs and handed them to Jones. "Jenna, sorry again for making you wear these, but I am bound by my obligation to do so. Please put your wrists behind your back. Jenna hesitated before removing her hands from her tits and pussy. Both men got the hint and looked away as she put them behind her. Jones walked around in back of her and checked out her scrumptious ass as he put on the cuffs.
"Jenna I'm taking you to an offsite location to get you dressed and arraigned before we go to the county jail. It's much less crazy there than county and we'll have a chance to talk in private about your situation and options before I have to take you to lock-up. It's possible we can work something out that won't require you to go to county at all."
"Oh my God Steve, that would be fantastic!"
"The only caveat is that this place is a private meeting place for LA County police executives, so I'm going to have to blindfold you as to keep its whereabouts a secret. Of course I trust you would keep it to yourself, but I took an oath when I became chief to keep its location private." Jones was making this up as he went along.
"I understand Steve; I appreciate everything you are doing for me. I'll happily wear the blindfold for you."
He thought to himself, "You bet you will bitch!"
The chief pulled the black band from his pocket and went behind her again. He slipped it around her head and over her eyes before tying it tightly in the back. Jenna's vision went completely black. She wasn't sure why, but she immediately thought back to a couple of nights earlier when Cole blindfolded her before he took her in the ass.
"Jenna are you sure you can't see anything, I can get in big trouble if you learn the whereabouts of the executive location." Jones questioned.
"I'm blind as a bat Steve." Jenna assured.
Sayers approached and made a fake slapping gesture at her face. She didn't flinch. The men looked at each other and grinned. Jenna looked like a two-bit hooker as she stood there in the sluttish outfit blind and half-naked.
Sayers immediately pulled out his phone and started snapping pictures of her. Jenna's D-cups were completely exposed as the folds of the jacket had slipped off when Jones handcuffed her. The aroused cop leaned in close and got several good shots of her nipples and heart shaped pussy mound.
He stepped back away from her, "Chief, don't forget you have to sign the transfer paperwork," Sayers said as he reached over and shuffled some phony papers on his desk before taking several more photos.
"That's right captain, what did I do with my pen?" Jones replied before he put his face down in front of Jenna's tits as Sayers snapped a half dozen shots with his tongue extended and his lips puckered in front of Jenna's big nipples. He dropped to his knees and did the same in front of her sexy pussy. He stood, unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his big cock, "Oh here it is. I don't know how I always misplace this thing, it's oversized for God sakes! Where is that paperwork?" Jones held his cock aimed at her pussy mound with a big grin on his face as Sayers snapped a handful of additional shots.
Jones pulled up his pants and moved a few feet from her, "Captain this won't be the last you hear about this escapade, my report is going to be scathing, I can tell you that right now!" He said with a raised voice as he smiled at Sayers.
The cops looked at each other proudly.
"Jenna I will lead you to the car." Jones said as he reached out and held her upper arm with his left hand and reached back with his right behind her beautiful ass with his middle finger extended near her asshole. Randy knew what the chief had in mind and moved behind them; he snapped several more photos. Jones was looking back at him grinning from ear to ear.
Chief Jones led her out of the building into the parking garage. The car was right outside but he paraded her around to make her feel it was a longer walk than it really was. Jenna was unsteady in the high-heeled boots so he held her arm tightly and watched her gorgeous tits jiggle heavily, "God I can't wait to suck those fucking things..."
He finally brought her to the car and unlocked it with his electronic key. He opened the front passenger door and helped her inside, "Jenna you are going to need to lean forward or your wrists will begin to ache." She sat down and did as he instructed. Her full breasts hovered beautifully over her flat stomach as she leaned forward and arched her back. He quickly ran around and hopped in on the driver's side. He said, "I'm going to need to reach across and get your seatbelt, okay Jenna?"
"Yes Steve, go ahead."
He leaned across her body and brushed against her tits as he grabbed the buckle and pulled it back across her torso. He couldn't believe how firm they felt against his wrist. The strap parted her breasts flawlessly and accentuated their fullness. The chief stared in disbelief at their perfection. Before he turned on the ignition, Jones set the AC as cold as it could go and turned the fan on full blast on her side only. He wanted to see her nipples hard.
Jenna sat nervously in the passenger seat with her legs squeezed tightly together. She knew her pussy was exposed and hoped that she could cover most of it up by keeping her legs closed tightly. Her strategy only worked to hide her slit, Steve could still plainly see her heart shaped blonde pubic mound. He stared at it hungrily.
It was hot in the car but Jenna felt relieved as Jones turned it on and the air blew on her. Jones pulled out of the garage and onto the street. The air temperature cooled quickly and before long Jenna began to get uncomfortable from the cold air blowing on her, "Steve do you mind turning the air down, I'm kind of cold."
He looked over, her big nipples were rock hard and pointing up towards the windshield even as she was leaning slightly forward.
"Damn Jenna I'm sorry. The fan and temperature gage in this car are broken, I can't adjust the air conditioner at all...your tax dollars hard at work I'm afraid," he lied with a big grin on his face. He then unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his cock. He slowly stroked it as he ogled her phenomenal body, being made all the sexier by the slutty animal skinned coat and sexy hot boots.
Neither he nor Jenna had any idea they were being followed by an unmarked sedan.
The first few minutes of the ride, neither of them spoke as Jones studied every inch of the body he'd fantasized about so many times before.
Finally Jenna asked sheepishly, "Steve, obviously I'm kind of exposed, can people in passing cars see in?"
Jones smiled slyly, "No Jenna, don't be concerned about that, these windows are darkly tinted, no one can see in." He lied as he made eye-contact with a couple of college-aged wide-smiled kids in a convertible Mustang riding next to them. They had obviously spotted Jenna in her state of undress and were doing everything possible to stay next to Jones' car as he weaved through traffic.
Jones had borrowed this unmarked car for this very purpose. Unlike his dark-tinted Chrysler 300, this piece of shit had un-tinted windows all the way around. As they made their way along the crowded Southern California freeway, at least 5 sets of cars jockeyed for position next to them in an attempt to check out Jenna's amazing tits. Jones smiled proudly at all the gawking onlookers as he continued rubbing his own cock.
The two men in the dark colored sedan watched the scene unfold from several cars back.
Finally Jones said to her, "Jenna, I came as fast as I could when I heard you had been arrested. Cole Steele's security guy sent me an email with a video of you allegedly stealing $10,000 from Cole's house. The woman in the video looked a lot like you, are these allegations true?"
Jenna began to cry. "Yes Steve, I did accidently take the money, but it wasn't $10,000 it was $1,200 and I returned it all to him within a few days."
"Why would you do such a thing Jenna, are you and Ryan having money problems?"
"No Steve, I was really drunk and there was a combination of things happening...but basically I just made a horrible mistake!" She responded between tears, thankful that he apparently hadn't seen the original video.
She wasn't aware, but he had in fact seen both videos and knew that the "combination of things" as she referred to it, was actually her masturbating while fantasizing about Cole Steele's big black cock.
"What were you doing in Cole Steele's bathroom Jenna? Are you and that football player having an affair?"
"No Steve, you know how much I love Ryan! We were at a party at Cole's house and I went up to his bathroom because I broke a nail."
"And that caused you to steal $10,000 from him?"
"I told you it wasn't $10,000, it was $1,200. And there were some...'extenuating circumstances' that led to me taking the money. But I assure you it was an accident! You have to believe me Steve," Jenna pleaded.
"Masturbating about big black cock is 'extenuating circumstances' huh?"
"Jenna, this is a serious offense. I've yet to hear from Mr. Steele himself, but if he chooses to press charges, you could be looking at 3-5 years in the state penitentiary." Jones said sternly while continuing to ogle her tits and stroke his big cock. He admired her big rock-hard nipples and the hundreds of goosebumps on her perfectly sized aereolas.
Jenna sobbed loudly, "Steve I don't want to go to prison, there must be something I can do to get Cole to drop the charges or for the judge to give me leniency for a first time offense."
"Jenna, the judge's hands will be tied, the law says he is forced to apply a minimum of 3 to 5 for an offense like this. You're only hope is for Cole to drop the charges."
Jenna cried more hysterically. Jones got a big smile on his face, "Jenna please calm down, we need to talk through your options. Tell me, why did Cole just turn you in today, this happened a couple weeks ago, did it not?" Jones already knew the whole story, but wanted to hear how she would spin it.
Jenna did her best to regain her composure, "Ryan and I made a deal with Cole that if I worked as his personal servant for the next three weeks, he would agree to drop the charges. Part of the deal required that I wasn't to have any contact with the outside world including Ryan. Unfortunately today, I used a house phone to secretly call Ryan. That security guy Carl Swenson found out and called the cops. I don't even know if Cole knows I'm gone yet as he went on a fishing trip or something." She whimpered before sobbing again.
"Jenna, I might have some pull with Mr. Steele, but I need more details. You said you were working as a servant? What do you mean?"
She hesitated before lying, "You know like a maid...cooking, cleaning, and stuff like that."
"Cooking and cleaning was all he required of you to let you out of this?" Jones was having fun messing with her. He was very well aware that Cole had been ball-deep in her married pussy since Tuesday night.
"Yes, I've had to do a few other things, but that's basically it," she said without a lot of conviction.
He thought to himself "She's a lousy liar."
"Pardon my directness, but how could you fuck that up Jenna?"
Jenna cried more urgently, "I was just missing Ryan and thought a quick phone call would be okay. I took the phone in the closet and talked quietly, I'm not sure how they even knew I called him."
"Do you know if Cole has been satisfied with the work you have been doing for him? You haven't been lazy or defiant have you?" Jones asked.



"Oh, I would suspect he has been satisfied; he's gotten everything he's wanted and more. I haven't slept much and he's been 'working me to the bone' as he likes to say."
Jones nearly laughed out loud, "I bet he has!" He thought to himself before asking, "How about from your perspective Jenna, has paying back your debt been rewarding?"
"It's been unbeliev...uh, I mean somewhat satisfying...you know...paying back my debt and all."
"Unbelievable...that's a strong word to describe cleaning toilets and pushing a vacuum around."
"Yeah, I didn't really mean that...this whole situation just has me a little flustered." She backpedaled.
Jones knew what she really meant.
"So you really want to go back to Mr. Steele? I might be able to make that happen as I've helped him out of several jambs since I've been chief. He owes me a favor or two. I might even be able to get him to drop the charges in exchange for your recommitment to embrace his punishment."
"Are you serious Steve, you think you could do that? I would be indebted to you forever if you could arrange that. I would embrace his punishment with more enthusiasm than anything I've ever done. Thank you! I would give you a kiss right now if I didn't have this silly blindfold on."
"From what I've heard, you've been embracing the hell out of his punishment for the past several days bitch. And don't worry; you'll be giving me a lot more than kisses very soon."
"That's what friends are for Jenna." He said as he hungrily eyed her spectacular tits as he stroked his big cock.
The drive had lasted nearly an hour, but to Steve Jones it felt like no time at all...ogling Jenna's nearly naked body while playing with himself had made the time pass quickly for him. To Jenna it felt like it took forever as she dreaded what might be her destiny at the other end. She was freezing cold and felt extremely exposed in her current state of undress. However, the past few minutes had given her a new sense of hope as her friend Steve Jones seemed confident he could get her out of this mess.
They pulled up to the gate and Jones entered the key code. The large steel gate slowly opened to the right. He drove through and watched in his rearview mirror as it closed behind them.
The guys in the unmarked sedan watched from across the street as the gate closed.
Jones drove inside the compound for another 500 feet before they came to a large rollup door. Again Steve entered the code and the door clanked and rolled up more quickly than the gate. He drove inside and parked, "I'm going to come around to your side and help you out, okay Jenna. I have to keep the blindfold on for a few more minutes."
"Sure, thanks Steve." He excitedly helped her from the passenger seat and led her across the massive garage to a set of doors. They walked rather slowly as Jenna was still uncomfortable in the heeled boots. Jones was uncomfortable from the huge boner in his pants.
When they finally made their way across, there was a Latino man standing there to greet them. As they approached, Steve and Carlos Juarez exchanged huge smiles.
Carlos checked out Steve's detainee in great detail as she approached wearing an open leopard skinned jacket and matching over-the-knee go-go boots with 5" heels with her hands bound behind her back and a black blindfold over her eyes. Jenna's tits jiggled sexily as Jones made a Vanna White type gesture with his arm as if to say, "Here she is!" Juarez made an open mouthed circle with his lips, raised his hand with his fingers spread and shook it as if to say, "Too fucking hot!!"
Steve nodded with a shit eating grin on his face, he reached down and wiggled his extended middle finger in front of her pussy mound. Both men almost laughed out loud.
Jenna then heard a man with a Spanish accent say, "Mr. Jones, the room is ready for you...we've set it up how you requested. We hope your detainee does not give you too much defiance, you know how to reach us if you need any assistance." Juarez said with a huge grin.
"Oh I suspect she won't give me any problems, in fact I'm confident she will be extremely obedient. As for additional assistance, I think I have things completely under control on my own! Jones said as he fist-bumped Juarez and mouthed the words, "Thank you...its pussy time!"
The door opened automatically and Jones led her inside.
Jenna didn't know why but something about this place made her uncomfortable.
They walked a good distance before Jones stopped and said, "I'm going to remove your handcuffs now Jenna." His voice was echoey in the room.
"Great, thanks Steve."
The chief went around behind her and disconnected the band that bound her wrist cuffs together. As she started to breathe a sigh of relief she suddenly felt the coat being yanked from her shoulders and down her arms. Just as she felt the sleeves slide off her wrists Jones grabbed her left wrist and pulled it around in front of her. He quickly reached around and grabbed the other one. Before she knew what was happening, he reconnected the band and clicked it to a cable that was hanging down from above. Her hands were now locked together in front of her with the cable dangling down.
"Steve, what's happening? I'm scared!" Jenna whimpered.
Slowly she felt a steady upward pull on her wrists. "Steve, what are you doing? This doesn't feel right. Please tell me what's happening!"
The hydraulic cable pulled her bound wrists upward. She fought against the restraints, but to no avail. She began to cry as small screams came from her lips.
Her arms were now almost fully extended as she began to panic, concerned that she would be lifted off the ground by her aching wrists. Finally she heard a loud clank and the upward pull came to a stop.
"Steve, what is going on? Why are you doing this? Are you still here?" Jenna cried.
Jones wasn't far away. He was quickly removing his clothes as he ogled Jenna's spectacular naked body. He came forward, unzipped her boots to the ankle and removed them one at a time. She was now completely naked.
"Holy fuck she's hot!" He thought as he stared at her flawless body.
Suddenly Jenna was showered with ice cold water from a hose he held. The hose hung from the ceiling like the cable; it had a garden hose type sprayer on the end. Jones controlled the pressure and temperature with knobs on the handle.
Jenna screamed loudly as the nearly freezing water pelted her shoulders, tits, and stomach. Jenna's big nipples were hard as stone within seconds. Her areolas were covered in goose bumps. Jones continued to spray as he walked around behind her and soaked her back and luscious ass. Jenna was crying and begging him to stop.
Finally after about a minute he turned off the water.
"Why are you doing this Steve? Jenna sobbed.
Suddenly she felt the blindfold being yanked off her head.
It took her eyes a few seconds to focus in the dimly lit room. Finally her vision returned and she saw Steve Jones standing in front of her naked sporting a raging hard on. He was holding a hose nozzle and eyeing her hungrily.
Finally he spoke, "So you don't want to go to prison huh Jenna? What are you willing to do to avoid it?"
"What do you mean Steve?" Jenna cried frantically as she continued to shiver in the cool room.
"I mean what are you willing to do for me to get Cole to drop the charges?"
"Steve, for God sakes we are friends, why are you doing this?" Jenna practically yelled.
Jones walked up and grabbed her by the hair and threatened, "Don't you yell at me bitch! If you want me to help you out with your problem, I expect a lot in return. I think you have a pretty good idea what I'm talking about! Unlike that pansy-ass housekeeping deal Steele gave you to work off your debt to him, my deal comes with much greater expectations!"
"But Steve, your wife and I are best friends and you and Ryan play golf and tennis together!" Jenna pleaded as she thought to herself "At least he thinks I'm only doing housekeeping for Cole. I'm glad he doesn't know I've been fucking him."
"I don't give a shit about either of them and besides this will be our secret anyway. But it all starts with you drying up the tears and enthusiastically committing to becoming my toy. Once you've fulfilled your part by excitedly fucking my brains out, then and only then will I contact Cole about dropping the charges and taking you back! Otherwise I'll just have my way with you before dropping you off at the jail for arraignment." Jones said menacingly.
"Steve, it just doesn't make sense, what about your three beautiful kids?"
"Fuck those little brats, and this has nothing to do with them anyway. This is only about me and you! I've wanted to get in your pants since that first night I met you and Ryan at the club and now my big cock is your only ticket to freedom. You're going to suck and fuck this thing like no other dick you've ever had if you don't want to go to jail." He held it out for her to see. "And by the way I've seen your husband's dick in the shower at the club; it won't be long before you're begging me for more real man's cock anyway!"
Jenna began to sob more urgently, "There must be something else I can do..."
"There will be plenty of other things you'll do for me, but they will all include my cock and one of your sexy holes! You fucked up royally when you stole that money from Steele, now you're going to learn what the consequences are for breaking the law. You can either learn them from me for the next 2 days or you can learn them from the lesbo bitches in the big house over the next 2 years. Trust me, the "girls" on the inside will take turns with a sex kitten like you morning, noon, and night. That shit the bull dykes put you through earlier will be like Sunday school compared to your life in the joint! What's it going to be Jenna?"
She couldn't believe her best friend's husband was threatening her like this. And was it actually possible she was being blackmailed for the same crime twice? "How has my life come to this?"
And while she felt a strong sense of guilt for submitting to Cole Steele, the idea of giving herself to Steve Jones was almost incomprehensible. But as was the case with her first bout of infidelity, she realized she didn't have any choice. Prison was not an option, and two days of submission to a vile pig like him, while repulsive, was nowhere close to the pain and humiliation of 2-3 years in prison.
"Are you sure you can get Cole to drop the charges?" Jenna asked with trepidation.
"I don't really know bitch, but the price to find out is 48 hours of complete submission to everything I tell you to do. You better suck, lick, spit, swallow, squeeze, massage, rub, beg, whimper, and scream to please me. You're going to tell me how good it feels and how much you love being my whore as I fuck, lick, spank, and squirt on you. Look around this room right now, the two of us will wear out everything in here!"
Jenna had been only focused on him since he removed her blindfold. She was now fully aware that she was bound by a long cable that hung from the darkened ceiling and the two of them were standing in the middle of the room on a tiled floor with a large drain under her feet.
She now began to gaze around the cavernous room. The space was filled with odd looking contraptions hanging from the ceiling as well as couches, bean bag chairs, brass poles, and wedge shaped pillows in all shapes and sizes. Jenna could also see a huge bed with satin sheets and mirrors above on one side of the room and what looked like a waterbed with a disco-ball hanging above it on the other.
The walls were covered with whips, chains, dildos, vibrators, leather hoods, and countless restraint systems.
"What is this place Steve?" Jenna asked fearfully.
"It's where you're going to spend the next 2 days enjoying more ecstasy than anywhere you've ever been Jenna. And all the while, you'll be submitting and giving me more pleasure than I've ever felt. Are you ready to start paying your debt Jenna? Are you ready to show me what a fucking slut you are?"
Much like the situation with Cole, Jenna knew she didn't have a choice. The only chance she had at avoiding jail was giving herself to Steve Jones.
"I'm not a slut, but I guess I don't have a choice." Jenna replied quietly.
He got a big smile on his face as he came up close to her. "We'll see about that. Oh, and one last thing before we get started, you will call me 'chief' when you address me and you'll use my name each time you talk to me. You got it?"
"Yes chief..."
He pressed a button and a spotlight shown down on her.
"Are you sure about that?" He asked deviously before he turned the freezing cold water back on and sprayed her defenseless body.
"Chief please stop, it's so cold!"
"Do you want something warmer instead?" He yelled.
"Yes, anything chief!" She begged.
He pushed another button and warm massage oil began spewing from the nozzle. Jenna breathed a huge sigh of relief, "That's so much better chief. Thank you."
Jones doused her gorgeous body with the slippery oil before turning the nozzle on himself and coating his body before letting the hose fall to the floor. He circled her hungrily like an animal stocking its prey. Her stunning body shimmered with the shininess created by the warm oil and spotlight. He couldn't hold back any longer...suddenly he was on her, groping and fondling her well oiled attributes. His hands made their way to the spectacular breasts that he'd fantasized about since first seeing her at the club many months before. He couldn't believe the fullness and the weight of each globe as he roughly squeezed and played with her nipples.
His hips thrust against her ass as he mauled every inch of her slippery voluptuous body. His hands and arms moved quickly around from her tits to her stomach and all the way up through her hair. Suddenly his thrusting rock hard cock pressed against her asshole and popped inside.
Jenna screamed.
This hadn't been his original plan, but Jones certainly wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth. She was going to get his cock in her ass at some point tonight; "It might as well be right now" he reasoned. He shoved several more inches into her tight hole and she gasped out loud again.
He squeezed her incredible tits with one hand as he reached down and played with her pussy with the other. Jenna's asshole was tight, but Jones didn't think this was the first time she'd had a cock in it.
Jones continued to thrust his pelvis upward as inch after inch of his thick cock bayoneted its way inside. He reached down with both hands and grabbed her butt cheeks and spread them to help accommodate his thrusts.
"This definitely isn't her first time having anal" he confirmed. "I bet that big nigger spent time in this heavenly place."
He grabbed her by the hair, "You better start responding. Either way I'm going to keep fucking you in the ass, but if you don't show me you want more, I'll gladly take your ass to jail when I'm done with it!"
"But Steve, I'm scared. Please take it out." She whimpered.
"What did you call me slut?" He shouted.
"I mean chief...Chief Jones please!"
Jenna's emotions were all over the place. She hated him for this, but she knew she had to get over it and give him what he wanted. Still her mind was blocking her ability to do so.
Then her body took over.
Jenna tried her best not to respond to Jones' constant upward thrusting. She wasn't attracted to him, but as he groped her tits and played with her pussy, she began to feel that familiar feeling in her loins. She hated that her body would take control of her mind when it came to sex. And while Jones' big dick was nowhere near the length of Cole's monster cock, it could hold its own in the girth. The oversized head plunged the sides of her tight asshole. And as had always been her kryptonite, his large balls were swinging back and forth and slapping against her from behind.
Jones noticed as Jenna subtly spread her legs and bent forward as far as her arm restraints would let her. The new position allowed his balls to slap against her clit.
"That's right Jenna, spread those legs and give my balls a line to that clit." He laughed. "Okay now were getting somewhere," as he picked up the pace and fucked her harder. His hands were everywhere on her slippery body, groping her tits, shoulders, hips, arms, and pussy mound. He grabbed a handful of her thick hair and yanked her head back as he talked dirty to her. Jenna's breath was getting shorter as the feelings in her lower body were growing more intense. Jones could sense the change in her demeanor as the pleasure he was providing was making it impossible for her to resist.
He was in heaven, amazed that this was actually happening. Jones pounded away knowing he wasn't going to hold out much longer.
Suddenly Jenna's body tensed up and her hips started to shake.
"Holy shit she's actually going to cum!" He couldn't believe it.
That realization was all he needed to put him over the edge as he increased the pace ensuring his balls slapped harder on her clit. He thrust so hard that her feet lifted off the ground as Jenna grunted loudly and juice squirted from her pussy and down her legs. Jones erupted in her ass as he held and squeezed her tits.
He stayed buried in her sweet butt as he massaged her slippery breasts as they both struggled to regain their breath. Finally he pulled out and watched as his seed bubbled out of her asshole and leaked down toward her pussy.
He walked around in front of her and said, "You liked that didn't you?"
She dropped her eyes in shame that she'd actually cum while he raped her ass.
"Look at me!"
She slowly looked back up at him. "You better lose the doldrums Jenna; I swear I'll take your sweet ass to the pen if you don't start getting more enthusiastic about this. Obviously you loved it, as of this moment you better start showing it! Do you get that," he threatened.
Jenna realized quickly that she had too much at risk to not make him as happy as possible. "Chief it did feel good!" She said with a sheepish look on her face.
"That's more like it. Yes I will give you what you want again, but we have other things to do before I fuck your sweet butt again." He reached up and un-clicked her cuffs from the cable. She breathed a sigh of relief as she lowered her aching arms. He led her over to a wet bar along the far wall. Jenna looked around in amazement at all the sexual equipment and kinky accessories that filled every square foot of the walls of the large room. Jones saw her gazing around and said, "Yes we'll putt much of this stuff to use over the next couple of days. You'll think you've died and gone to heaven!"
When they reached the bar, Jones reached into the freezer and pulled out a chilled bottle of 1942 Don Julio Tequila. "Ryan's told me before this stuff makes you horny Jenna, it's time for you to get more aroused than my big cock has already gotten you!" He poured 2 shots and handed her one. He toasted their glasses together and said, "Here's to the greatest 48 hours of your life slut!"
After they downed the shots he reached for a high-ball glass. He filled it an inch deep with more tequila and told her to get down on her knees. "Grab my cock and stir the drink with it." He held the glass down as she grasped his semi-limp dick with her bound hands and guided it into the expensive liquor. "Stir it around!" He ordered.
She submerged about half of the big head in the alcohol before swirling it around. It filled up most of the glass; and as a result she couldn't move it around much. "Okay, pull it out and lick and suck on it. Get a good dose of the tequila and taste your ass on my cock!"



Jenna did as she was told. Jones watched intently with a grin on his face before he closed his eyes and rolled his head backwards as Jenna's full lips and tongue engulfed the head. "Fuck that feels good...how's your ass taste?"
"Um...um..." She responded with his dick head still in her mouth.
"Okay now do it again!"
She dunked his cock back into the glass and swirled it around. "Okay suck it off!"
He made her do this three more times before he said, "Good, now finish the drink." It was a huge shot, but after pulling his head from between her lips, Jenna was able to get it down in two large gulps. She could taste sex in the drink.
"Okay, now you're going to do something that will make your night unforgettable Jenna. Grab that little package on the counter." She reached over with both hands and picked up the single wrapped 100Mg dose of Viagra. "As you carefully tear it open, I want you to tell me why you want me to have it right now!"
She understood what he wanted her to say. She carefully tore it open with her bound hands and held it between her fingers. Ryan never had trouble getting a hard-on, so they had never used this stuff themselves.
"Chief, please take this Viagra so you can stay hard."
Jones got a huge smile on his face, "Why do you want me to stay hard slut?"
She looked away before she took a deep breath and stared back up at him. "I want it hard so we can have sex chief."
"Don't give me that shit Jenna, we can have sex right now without it. Why do you really want me to take it?"
She knew what he wanted her to say so she finally broke down and did so. "I want you to take it so we can fuck all night long chief."
"Ah now we are getting somewhere. Your starving little pussy clearly wants 9 inches of thick dick for hours on end. Tell me you want it again!"
She stared at him with a blank look before responding, "Yes, please take it; I want your big cock chief!"
Jones ran his hands through Jenna's hair and said, "I can see you really need it, okay I'll take the pill for you slut. Stick your tongue out and set it on it."
Jenna extended her long tongue and carefully placed the pill on the tip. Jones moved in close and sucked her entire tongue into his mouth. He licked and swirled it around before swallowing the pill. He kept kissing her aggressively. Somehow letting him fuck her in the ass didn't seem as bad as kissing him on the mouth. She hated him for raping her, but she knew she had no choice but to please him. Their tongues intertwined and they were soon fully kissing.
"You've wanted this for a long time haven't you Jenna?" He asked cockily as he pulled away.
She hesitated again and swallowed, "Yeah chief, I'm glad we are finally doing this." She lied.
Jones led her over to the bean bag area. He lay backward into one of the chairs and told her to get down on her hands and knees between his legs, "It's time for you to suck me off until the Viagra kicks in and I get rock hard. Then you're going to get to feel what it feels like to get fucked by a real cock! You want that don't you?"
Jenna's head sunk down before she looked back up at him, "Yes chief, let me suck it and get it hard. I've never had sex with someone as well-hung as you!" She lied.
He was well aware that she'd been getting lots of black dick for the last several days, but he had no idea if Cole Steele could compare to him. Either way he liked that she was playing along. He held it up and said, "Come get this thing Jenna!"
She moved in close and slowly kissed around the head. Jones was in heaven seeing his club buddy's naked wife kissing his dick with her wet lips. He'd dreamed about this countless times and now it was actually happening. Jenna extended her tongue and swirled it around the big head; she then opened her mouth wide and took it inside.
Jones groaned.
Her tongue continued to flutter on it in her mouth. She pulled it out and spit on it before using her bound hands to stroke the shaft as her tongue danced around the tip.
"That a girl, get it nice and wet!" Jones said as he ran his fingers through her thick blonde hair.
Jenna could feel him hardening.
She licked her way down the shaft to his balls; the cop spread his legs to give her better access. His huge nuts sat resting on the bean bag chair. Jenna thought to herself that while they didn't hang down as far, they were ¾ the size of Cole's...in other words, still pretty fucking big. She squeezed them softly and fondled them with her fingers.
"Play with those big nuts Jenna, that's real good!"
His wife's best friend lowered her head and sucked on one of them as she continued to stroke his cock. Jenna licked and kissed all around his ball sack before sucking the other one into her mouth. She went back and forth and within minutes his cock was hard as a rock.
Jones reached down and grabbed his dick and told her to stick out her tongue. He guided the big head along her tongue and lips and around her beautiful face, "Open your mouth." As she did so he pushed the head inside, "Suck on it, make me feel good!"
Jenna took him more deeply and soon had nearly 6 inches in her mouth. Jones closed his eyes as his head rolled back, "Fuck she gives good head!" He couldn't wait to blow a big load in her mouth, but he then remembered what he'd planned to do since he'd seen the hooker snort coke off Jenna's beautiful body earlier.
"Okay you can finish this blowjob in a bit, but first I have something else for you to do. Take that towel and wipe my cock clean and dry."
She had no idea why he wanted her to stop, but she wasn't about to argue with him. Jenna wiped her saliva and his pre-cum from his wet dick and balls with the towel.
Jones told her to get up and retrieve a brown vile from over on the wet bar. He eyed her gorgeous ass as she went to get it. The cop stood up, instructed her to get down on her knees and pour some of the contents onto his rigid dick. Jenna nervously uncapped the bottle as Jones held his cockhead to ensure that it remained level as she poured the white powder onto his big dick.
Jenna wasn't exactly sure what this was or what he expected her to do, but she suspected it was cocaine. "That's it dump more of it on there, yeah just like that." She emptied about 1/4 of the contents onto his stiff cock. He handed her a hotel room key and told her to line it up. With her hands shaking, it took her a few minutes to get the hang of it, but she soon had a reasonably straight thick line of coke running the length from the base to near the rim.
Jenna had always distrusted Steve Jones, but the thought of him having illegal drugs while being the chief of police cemented her feelings more deeply. She doubted very seriously if his wife Sandra had any idea. But then she considered the current circumstances and thought there were probably lots of things that Sandra Jones didn't know about her husband.
"Hold my dick steady and flutter your tongue on the tip, taste my pre-cum!" Jenna again did as he instructed. "Oooh, that feels good slut." He handed her a short straw and told her to snort the coke from his cock.
"Chief, you know that neither Ryan nor I do drugs." Jenna pleaded.
"You do now Jenna! I don't give a fuck about Ryan, but you and I are going to get fucked up and fuck like rabbits; you're going to be my little Energizer Bunny! This coke's going to get you charged-up for our fuckfest, snort that thing right now!"
"Two days ago I'd never snorted coke in my life, and now here I am snorting it off my best friend's husbands' dick." She got a very guilty feeling as she thought about Sandra and the kids.
Jenna took the straw from Jones and awkwardly snorted about half the line up the right side of her nose. There were a few starts and stops as she navigated over and around a couple of big purple-green veins that zig-zagged across the top. After a short break to process the first half, Jenna finished the rest using her other nostril.
Jones was thinking, "She says she's never done drugs, but she didn't do that like an amateur..." He wasn't aware that the football player had only recently introduced them to her.
Jenna was zooming quickly as this was some of Carlos Juarez' best stuff. It was much purer than even the expensive blow that Paul Washington had given her the previous night.
"How'd you like that Mrs. Nielsen? I can see it made your nipples hard! Now it's time for you to finish what you started before; take this thing deep in your throat and clean off the residue." Jenna reached up and slowly took his hard dick in her bound hands.
"Hurry up bitch before I go soft!" He demanded as he grabbed her hair and pulled her head forward.
Jenna got the hint and swirled her tongue around the head before swallowing it in her wet mouth. She quickly took most of his long dick down her throat.
Jones was impressed at her cock sucking talents. He had anticipated that her skills in bed couldn't possibly live up to her gorgeous looks. But now after fucking her in the ass and experiencing her first blowjob, he quickly realized that Jenna's talents in the sack were impressive.
"This is going to be a fucking amazing 48 hours."
Jenna felt a similar numbness in her mouth like she'd experienced the night before as she licked and sucked the coke from Jones' dick. She picked back up where she'd left off and he was soon thrusting his hips towards her face as he held her head in his hands. She was taking him nearly all the way to the base. He told her to open her eyes and look up at him with it stuffed between her lips.
Jones looked into her piercing blue eyes and said, "I bet you've never had a dick that big in your mouth, have you Jenna?"
She shook her head slightly while staring up at him.
"You like it big don't you Jenna?" He asked cockily.
She pulled it out and lied, "Yes, I can't believe how huge it is chief."
Actually she was surprised how big it was compared to Ryan's.
"You sure seem comfortable taking this big thing deep in your throat. Are you sure you haven't been cheating on your husband all these years? You certainly didn't learn that technique sucking on his prick!" Jones was enjoying teasing her about bigger cocks, knowing that she'd been getting fucked by the black linebacker for the past week.
"Bring those sweet tits up and rub them around my cock!" Jenna's wrists were still bound so she held one at a time and took turns rubbing her hard nipples up and down his wet slippery shaft. He reached down and roughly squeezed them and held them together around his dick.
"Slide them up and down on that hot meat slut." He tweaked her nipples and watched as his fat head played hide and seek between her soft mounds. "I'm going to fuck your gorgeous tits so much, rivers of my cum are going to be flowing off of them. You'll love that won't you Jenna?"
"...yes chief, I love having cum on my tits." Jenna responded dutifully.
Finally he released them and she leaned down and sucked the head back into her mouth. She swirled her tongue several times before pulling it from between her lips and stroking it as she lowered her mouth and sucked on his balls.
"That a girl, take good care of those nuts too! Uh huh, just like that." Jones said as he flipped Jenna's hair aside so he could watch her pleasure him. He couldn't have been more turned on. Seeing his friend's beautiful wife down on her knees with his balls popping in and out of her sweet lips was mesmerizing. She seemed to be getting into it as her saliva was practically dripping from his sack.
Jones had no previous knowledge of Jenna's affinity for testicles. But after feeling her mouth and tongue frolicking on his sack for the next 5 minutes, he quickly figured it out. "You like those big balls don't you Jenna...yeah that feels good when they pop from your mouth! Keep doing that and you'll get the special treat you were asking for before. I'm going to fill your mouth and you're going to swallow it all, ain't that right, Jenna?"
Jenna nodded as she sucked for several more minutes before licking her way back up his shaft and swallowing the head. She felt his cock hardening as she stroked it frantically with the head in her mouth.
"Oh my God Jenna...suck that thing! Get ready, here it comes slut!" He exclaimed before he grunted loudly as his hips lifted off the bean bag. Jenna's mouth was quickly filled with Jones' hot load. She swallowed as fast as she could as she stroked his cock quickly. His volume far exceeded her husband's but wasn't in Cole's league. It was a challenge but she eventually got it all down. She continued to lick and clean around his cock as he ran his hands through her hair. "Incredible" he thought to himself.
"Yeah...not bad Jenna. I might have to have you give Sandra a dick sucking lesson one of these days." He watched in complete satisfaction as she licked, nibbled and cleaned him off.
Jones lay there contented as he basked in his post-cum satisfaction. He couldn't believe he had just shot his load in Jenna Nielsen's gorgeous mouth. He thought about all the times he'd dreamed of doing exactly that, but had never really believed it would actually happen. Now he knew it would happen several more times over the next two days.
After a couple of minutes, he took her back over to the wet bar and they both did another tequila shot before he lined up two more big lines of coke. As she leaned over to do hers first, he came up from behind and guided his still hard dick between her upper thighs along her swollen pussy lips. He leaned over her back and reached around and groped her heavy tits.
"Snort that coke and get yourself worked up, we have a long night ahead of us slut!" He said menacingly. Jenna was still amped up from the big line she'd snorted from his dick. This one sent her pulse racing like nothing she'd felt before.
Jones spun her around and grabbed her amazing tits. She gasped as he handled them roughly.
He lowered his head and aggressively licked and sucked her nipples. He ran his teeth over them and bit just hard enough for Jenna to yelp in pain. "You like that don't you slut, you want me to bite them some more don't you!" He asked menacingly. "I'm going to spend so much time enjoying your tits! I can't wait to titty fuck you and spray my big load on your face. You'd love that wouldn't you slut?"
"Yes chief."
Jones did his line and then led her over to a rope and knot apparatus that hung from the ceiling. He disconnected her wrists before reattaching each of them to separate restraints that dangled from the rope assembly. He told her to spread her legs as he knelt down and connected separate stirrup-like straps to each of her ankles. He snapped several connectors from the primary harness around her waist, thighs, and shoulders. A contoured backboard fit tightly against her from just below her shoulders to the small of her back.
"Chief I'm scared, what is this?"
"Don't be scared, trust me you're going to love this. With all that crazy yoga shit you do, you'll be perfect in this thing!"
Carlos Juarez had purchased this "Air Fuck Chair" on one of his visits to Singapore the previous year. Jones had used it a few times since and was amazed at all the things it could do. He reached for the remote control and quickly dimmed the lights in the large room. Rave music blared from the surround sound system as he looked at the unclothed babe with a devious grin on his face.
Jones clicked the remote again and Jenna suddenly felt the restraints tighten as the harness gripped her gorgeous naked body. Jenna shrieked as she was quickly lifted off the ground. The hydraulic wenches, cables and ropes easily contorted her body into numerous positions as Jones got reacquainted with the controls. Finally he brought her into a jumping jack position about 3 feet off the ground. Her arms and legs were spread wide. He walked up and ran his fingers through her pubes as she looked down at him nervously. He then pulled roughly on her patch of girl fur; she yelped.
Jones was in absolute control and loved it. He took a few steps back and admired the heavenly creature that was on full nude display for him. He could only imagine how humiliating this must be for her and that only added to his enjoyment. He drank in every perfect curve of her incredible body. Jones stared at her full tits and admired their roundness as he looked up at them from below. The horny cop loved the way they hung so sexily above her flat stomach.
Jones walked behind her and again admired her long legs and firm round heart-shaped ass. He walked over and took a paddle off the wall. Jones re-approached and gripped one of her ass cheeks with his free hand. He ran his hand over the smooth surface and let his fingers slide forward and tickle her hanging pussy lips. Then he suddenly spanked Jenna's ass hard with the wooden object. She let out a loud shrill. He spanked her aggressively a half-dozen times. Tears were streaming down her face as her ass cheeks turned a bright shade of red.
"Please stop chief, it hurts so much!" Jenna pleaded.
The devilish grin never left his face.
"Okay, you did do a pretty good job of sucking my cock, so I'll stop for now, but any other disobedience or lack of enthusiasm will be result in many more spankings! You got it slut?"
"Yes chief, I understand. Thank you!"
Jones reached for the remote and pushed a sequence of buttons.
The cable restraints quickly leveled Jenna's naked body and raised her up about 6 feet off the ground. The harness easily supported her body in such a way as to put no undo pressure on her torso or back. In spite of her fear, Jenna was amazed as it felt like she was floating on air. The stinging sensation on her ass cheeks began to subside.
Jones readjusted the controls again and Jenna's body was soon bent at the waist with her toes pointing up towards the ceiling as her back remained parallel to the ground. Jones stood fully upright as he moved within inches of Jenna's swollen pussy lips. He took a deep whiff of her sex. He eyed her cunt hungrily as he checked out the folds and contours of her thick puffy lips, "She's got some junk down there...I like that."
Jones still couldn't believe this was happening. He'd fantasized so many times about simply fucking Jenna Nielsen, but now he had the incredible good fortune of having her as his slave in Carlos Juarez' sex palace. Her body was even more spectacular than he'd imagined and she clearly had sexual talents that far exceeded what he'd dreamed about even in his lustful fantasies.
Now her gorgeous pussy was staring him in the face.
Jones moved forward and sniffed and nuzzled around it. Jenna could feel his heavy breathe as he exhaled on her sensitive lips. Suddenly she felt his tongue softly sliding over its swollen contours. Her own breath quickened as he nuzzled her sex and the cocaine pulsed through her veins. She could only imagine how erotic this situation would be if it were Cole doing this to her right now. For some reason Ryan never crossed her mind...
She certainly was not attracted to Jones, but her body didn't seem to care as the soft caresses from his tongue made her tingle all over. She didn't want it to feel good coming from him, but her mind was quickly losing the battle to her loins once again.
Jones hit the remote again and sensual videos of wet genitalia engaging in deep penetration filled the dark ceiling above her. Jenna couldn't take her eyes off it as close-up black and white images of big veiny cocks knifing roughly into sopping wet pussies shown hugely against the darkened background.
Jones reached over and picked a sleek 7" vibrator off the wall and flipped it on. He brought it to Jenna's moistening pussy lips as his tongue sought out her clit stud. He flicked it repeatedly as he brought the toy to her inviting hole. He rubbed the pulsing joystick up and down her slit as he brought his lips over her love button and sucked it hard between them. Jenna moaned and closed her eyes.



When she re-opened them, video images of copious amounts of semen pouring out of gaped young pussies shown on short-clip black and white videos above her. She was mesmerized as she watched scene after scene and was immediately reminded of recent experiences where she'd watched Cole's hot cum pour similarly from her own gaped opening.
Jones pressed a button on the remote and Jenna's legs were suddenly pulled apart at the ankles. He held the button until her legs were spread at a 45 degree angle. This obviously gave him better access to her (not so) private parts, "Beg me for my tongue and the vibrator again slut!"
The drugs, booze, and erotic environment had conspired to rob her of her ability to resist, "Chief, I want to cum again, but please don't make me beg."
"She doesn't even realize she is already doing it..."
"Do it now. Beg!"
Jenna couldn't help herself, "Yes chief, I want it...please give it to me."
Jones laughed loudly as he flipped the vibrator on again and slid it along her now soaked lips. He did this several times before he sunk it deeply inside her.
"Oomph...oh." Jenna moaned. Jones pleasured her with his tongue and the toy and listened as she gasped and grunted her approval. He pushed another button on the remote and Jenna's tilt angle adjusted as her head sunk slightly and her hips raised a few inches. He pushed and held the previous button again and her legs were spread almost into a full side to side split position. Her asshole was now right in front of his face.
Jones left the pulsing vibrator buried in her pussy as he set the remote on the nearby ledge. He grabbed both of her firm butt cheeks and pulled them apart and licked around her purple starfish.
"Uhn...Oh God..." slipped from Jenna's mouth. He knew she was no longer simply saying what he wanted to hear. She couldn't contain her responses as her body writhed in pleasure. He buried his tongue deeper in and around her asshole as the vibrator buzzed away in her dripping slit.
Jones knew Jenna was only minutes from another climax. He kept up her asshole tonguefest as she whimpered and moaned. Jenna seemed to forget who was pleasuring her; she was quickly approaching a major orgasm and knew this one was going to be a wet one.
"Oh fuck I'm going to cum...uhn."
Suddenly Jones pulled away and reached for the remote. Jenna cried out, "Oh no, please don't stop." He quickly maneuvered her body down where her pussy was now at the perfect height to receive his rock hard cock. She was bent at a 45 degree angle with her head raised above her pelvis and her legs still spread wide. "Beg me for my cock slut!" He yelled as he yanked the vibrator from between her legs.
Jenna's hips continued to quiver like a dog in heat. "We...can't chief!" She whined pathetically.
"Tell me now slut!" Jones demanded, knowing she couldn't help herself.
Finally after several seconds, Jenna whimpered, "Yes chief please put it in..."
He brought the big head to her slit and rubbed it up and down as he watched her writhe urgently in frustration. "Don't tease me chief...please."
Jones grabbed her hips as she sat suspended in the air with her legs spread wide and shoved his huge cock deeply in her pussy. "Oh GAWD...!" She screamed as her pussy spasmed and her hips shook violently. Suddenly her juices erupted around his cock and splattered everywhere. He pulled his dick from between her legs and watched in amazement as 2 or 3 more gushes shot from her pussy.
"That a girl, way to cum all over that cop cock slut!" He reached forward and massaged some of her love juice that had splattered onto her stomach, further up onto her tits. Jenna lowered her head in embarrassment. Tears filled her eyes.
"Don't feel guilty Jenna, yours isn't the first pussy that's climaxed all over my big cock!"
On top of fucking this incredible woman, he was really enjoying humiliating her.
Jones adjusted the fuck chair and brought her face to his as he kept roughly squeezing her tits, "Kiss me Mrs. Nielsen...now!" He leaned in and buried his tongue between her lips. She did her best to fake it as his tongue aggressively swirled around in her mouth. Eventually he pulled away and said, "I'm sure glad you suck dick better than you kiss!"
He finally brought her down until her feet were touching the floor. He systematically detached the restraints until only her wrists were attached. He disconnected them from the web and quickly reconnected them back together. Jenna's legs were wobbly as she supported her weight for the first time in over an hour. He led her back over to the wet bar.
Jones pulled out a device that had a small funnel attached to a tube. To Jenna it looked like an undersized beer bong which she remembered from college parties. She suspected however that it was something sexual that he was going to use on her.
Her first inclination was actually correct.
Jones handed it to her and told her to hold it as he reached into a nearby refrigerator and pulled out a pitcher of dark pink liquid. He told her to get down on her knees as he took the device and covered the tube end with his thumb. He handed her the pitcher and told her to fill the funnel as he held that side in his other hand and leveled the tube end with the top of the funnel.
Jenna was shaking as she poured the pink liquid into the funnel. When it was finally full he told her to set the pitcher on the bar. She knew he intended for her to drink the pink mixture. "Chief, what is that stuff? I don't want to drink it...I'll do another shot if you want but I'm pretty messed up already."
"Shut the fuck up and take this tube in your mouth, you know I'm not going to give you anything that's going to hurt you!" Jenna took the tube in her bound hands and sucked it between her lips. "Get ready I'm sure you've done one of these things before Jenna." He quickly lifted the funnel end and the sweet pink liquid gushed into Jenna's throat. She did her best to swallow it all and actually got most of it down before some spilled down her chin and onto her tits.
The "everclear" punch quickly made its way into Jenna's stomach. Jones tossed the booze bong aside and poured a small glass of the punch for himself and drank it down. He grabbed the vile of coke off the counter and stood back in front of her and held his dick in front of her mouth, "Clean all your cum off my cock!"
Jenna proceeded to lick and suck his cock clean. He handed her the towel again and told her to dry it. After she had done so he handed her the vile and said, "You know the drill, line it up."
Jones again held his cock level as she poured the powdery contents onto it; when she was done he handed her the straw. In spite of her fucked up condition, the buzz was addictive and Jenna found herself looking forward to the coke. She snorted this one like a pro before licking the remnants from his cock. She was now really fucked up from the booze while incredibly amped from the drugs.
Jones led her over to the waterbed. He told her to remain standing next to it as he climbed on. He moved up near the headboard and propped a bunch of pillows behind him until he was sitting up. He grabbed the remote and darkened all the lights in the room before turning on the disco ball. Jenna immediately thought back to Tuesday night when Cole had done something similar on his balcony.
"Dance for me and play with your pussy!" Jones ordered.
Jenna had been down this path and again was really fucked up as she danced for him.
She sexily swayed to the music as she reached down and ran her fingers through her blonde patch. Jenna brought two fingers into her mouth before lowering her hands and sliding them down around her pussy. "That's it spread your cunt lips and show me your clit ring...oh look at that thing sparkle...slide your clit between your fingers...wow you're wet again slut. Stick a couple of fingers in your wet hole...yeah nice and deep; get that pussy ready for my big cock again!"
"Okay, go grab a toy from the wall and come show me how you like to masturbate Jenna. And don't try to tell me you don't know what to do. That lustful pussy of yours clearly likes to be played with."
Jenna was now really hammered and didn't argue. She walked over and quickly perused the large selection of dildos and vibrators. "Get one that has a clit teaser on it slut!" Jones barked.
Jenna knew exactly what he was talking about. She actually owned a vibrating dildo that was about the size of Ryan's dick that had a secondary clit massager. Ryan loved to watch her use the toy to pleasure herself. Jenna loved the clit massager and it never failed to make her orgasm when she used it.
Jenna found herself aroused as she looked at all the pleasure devices.
She reached for a very similar sized toy to the 6 inch one she had at home. But before she grabbed it, she hesitated and moved to her right and chose a device that was closer to 7 ½ inches in length and much thicker than her husband's cock.
"There you go Mrs. Nielsen, get one that is more size appropriate for my big cock than the one I'm sure you use at home! Come back over here and show me how you play with yourself."
Jones instructed her to stroke a handful of lube onto the dildo and wipe the rest along her swollen pussy lips. "Now use your tongue and flick it around the clit massager," he said, "Show me how you like your clit licked."
Jenna didn't want to show him her tongue prowess so she awkwardly licked the clit massager. Jones had watched her eat Tiffany's pussy earlier and knew she could do much better, but he didn't necessarily want her to know that he'd organized the lesbian rape encounter with the hooker, so he remained quiet.
"Put one of your feet up on the edge of the bed and spread your pussy Jenna! Okay, now take your fingers and spread the hood and show me your horny clit. That's nice, look at how engorged that thing is. Okay now turn that dildo on and rub it along your swollen lips. Good, now push that head in there and let me hear it slop around in your slutty pussy." Jones laughed as he could hear it make suction noises in her hole. "Shove it all the way in and bring that massager to your clit!"
Jones was in heaven watching Jenna impale herself on the fuck toy while the lights from the disco ball flashed across her stunning body. He stroked his cock and wished this night would never end.
The big pulsing dildo felt so good in her pussy as Jenna stood with one foot on the bed. She loved her similar toy, but the added length and thickness were touching nerve endings that hers (in spite of her best efforts) had never achieved. Now she brought the massaging tip to her clit and moaned as it made contact with her aching nub.
Jones watched in amazement as Jenna seemed oblivious to her surroundings as her eyes closed and her head fell backwards. He could tell she was concentrating the massaging tip on her obviously sensitive love button. Little moans and gasps were coming from her mouth as she increased the pace and slid the dildo in and out of its new found home.
"How's that feel?"
"Ugh...good chief...really good, uhn."
Jones could tell that Jenna was really fucked up and completely lost in the throes of ecstasy. He could never have imagined this scene in his wildest dreams.
"Okay slut, before you cum on that thing, pull it out and climb up on this bed, I got something bigger and stiffer for you to get off on."
Jenna's shoulders slumped as she obviously didn't want to stop. She reluctantly pulled the dildo from her pussy and again it made a suction noise as the head popped from between her lips.
"Get up here and mount this rock hard pole Mrs. Nielsen, I want you to squirt some more of that hot cum on it!"
Jenna reluctantly dropped the amazing toy and leaned forward onto the waterbed. Unfortunately she miscalculated the depth of the liquid and her weight shift combined with her fucked-up condition and bound wrists caused her to lose her balance and faceplant on the smooth surface.
Jones laughed out loud as his wife's best friend laid sprawled awkwardly below him on the waterbed. "Style points don't mean shit as long as you climb up and show me something on this big cock Mrs. Nielsen!" Jones teased laughingly.
Jenna drunkenly crawled up the shifting surface to between his legs.
"Spit on it before you ride it Jenna!" Jones commanded.
She stroked his rock hard cock and let a saliva stream spill onto the big head. She smeared her spit around the dome and up and down the long shaft.
"Hurry up and climb up on it! I want to be inside that wet hole now!" He barked.
Jenna positioned herself above it and brought the head to her swollen lips. She started to press down before he grabbed her hips and roughly shoved upward deeply into her wet pussy.
Jenna gasped loudly as the purple head plowed inside.
"Yeah bitch, that's what a real man's dick feels like." Jones reached up and disconnected her wrists. "Play with your tits as you ride it and tell me how much better it feels than your husband's cock!"
Jenna was glad to have the restraints removed and figured he'd be less likely to put them back on if she performed for him. She set about rubbing, squeezing, and tweaking her nipples for his enjoyment. She didn't mind the sensation either. Meanwhile, Jones held her hips and fucked her hard from below. "Yeah show me how you like those big tits played with and tell me how good my big cock feels!"
"Oh chief, your cock is so deep, his dick could never reach those places!" Jenna cried in an attempt to stroke his already bursting ego.
Jenna was trying her best not to contribute to the action as his loins slapped against her, but she was quickly losing her ability to resist as his cock plunged deeply and rubbed roughly on her G-spot. "Oh fuck...I hate this asshole but his cock does feel good..." It wasn't long before her hips were thrusting forward and back in an attempt to maximize her own pleasure. She was tweaking her nipples and her breath was getting short.
Jones could tell she could no longer control herself. He knew his friends' stunning wife would be climaxing on his cock again soon.
"Play with your clit, cum all over my rigid cock again slut!"
Jenna instinctively reached down and hurriedly frigged her engorged nub. Jones clicked the voice recorder on his nearby phone.
"Uhn...uhn...uhn...oh God," escaped from Jenna's lips as she threw her head back and closed her eyes. "Oh fuck chief!" Jenna moaned heavily between breaths. Jones reached up and grabbed her heaving tits as Jenna impaled herself on his pistoning dick. Within minutes she climaxed loudly and he felt her juices spill onto his balls.
It was now 1:00 a.m.
Jones had Jenna tear open another package, feed him another Viagra, and beg him to fuck her again. Jones took advantage of what the kinky room had to offer as he teased, taunted, and tortured her.
Over the next five hours they fucked every way imaginable. He kept her amped up on coke as he led her through a decathlon of sex. He made her dance on a brass pole and talk dirty to him as he stroked his cock on the leather couch. Nipple clamps, anal beads, leather whips, feathers, hot oils, wedge pillows, vibrators, and wooden paddles were all part of his onslaught on Jenna's spectacular body as the night went on.
Jones had developed strong staying power from all the sex he'd had with Juarez' girls, but it took everything in his power to not blow his nut every time Jenna climaxed. He couldn't believe how many times he brought her to orgasm in spite of the fact he was "taking her against her will".
Jones quickly realized that her sexy body was conflicted with her mind. Perhaps it was the drugs and alcohol, but regardless of her mental resistance, her pussy and asshole couldn't defend against his thick cock. As she failed to control herself, he considered the unimaginable thought..."Could a woman this hot actually be a nymphomaniac?"
He paraded her around the kink room and fucked her relentlessly. He laid her over one of those huge rubber blow-up workout balls and took her in the ass and watched as her juiced flowed down the sides.
Jones put his uniform back on and had her dress up in sexy jailbird lingerie and beg for freedom. He told her if she gave him the best blowjob of his life he might consider it. He then made her strip off his clothes and massage his entire body and beg to suck his dick. Jones finally told her to get down on her knees and pleasure him; she proceeded to give him a world-class blowjob. He was amazed that she was able to take his long dick so far down her throat. "That nigger must have taught her how to do that!"
When it came time for him to blow his nut, he ripped off her sexy outfit and spooged all over her face and tits.
Jones then denied her freedom request.
The unforgiving cop threw her over his knees and spanked her sweet ass repeatedly for even requesting her release, "Why would you want me to let you go? Your horny pussy certainly wouldn't agree based on the number of times it's squirted on my dick!"
Jones led her back to the shower in the center of the room and washed his spunk and their combined juices from her body. He massaged and groped her tits and ass as he washed her.
After drying her off, he dressed her in a sexy leather harness and lifted her up against a Velcro wall. He ravaged her amazing tits as he lifted her legs and bent her knees and pressed her legs back against the wall. Her pussy was stretched wide as he brought his cock to her hole and thrust deeply and roughly into her. Jones kissed her and sucked her tits as his cock pistoned away. He then watched in complete satisfaction as her breathing got short and her face gave away the fact she was approaching climax once again.
"This slut's going to cum on my cock again!"
Jones took her to the edge several times before she whimpered and whined for her orgasm. He loved holding the control over her. "You need to tell me what you want slut!"
Jenna whimpered pathetically, "...fuck me with your big cock and make me cum again chief...please don't tease me anymore."
"That's more like it Mrs. Nielsen, now I know what you really want." He proceeded to pound her hard until she screamed out loud and her cum puddled at the bottom of the wall.
Jones led her over to the big bed and maneuvered her limber body into countless sexual positions as he used the toys and other devices to drive her wild. Eventually he attached her arms and legs to the 4 corners of the bed posts, propped some pillows under her ass and ate her pussy for nearly an hour. He then gave her one last long deep fuck before emptying his balls in her very tender pussy.
It was now 6:00 a.m.
Jones slowly got up from the bed and nearly fell down as his wobbly legs could barely support his weight as he crossed the room and threw on some jeans, a tee-shirt and a baseball cap. He could feel the effects from the booze and blow as he walked back over to the bed. Jenna remained spread-eagle with her arms and legs bound to the 4 bed posts. He could see his cum oozing from her gaped pussy.
Jones released her limbs and told her to "Get some sleep, you're going to need your energy for later today, I'll be back in a while. Don't try to leave this room; I can assure you the security system is impenetrable." He pointed out where the bathroom was before he kissed her on the lips and walked out the door and locked it behind him.
Jenna lay in the wet sheets with tears in her eyes as she processed the situation. "I can't believe this is happening to me, it's a fucking nightmare." She thought about Ryan, Sandra, and the kids and was quickly overcome with guilt, "How am I ever going to look any of them in the eyes again?"



Jenna slid out of bed and walked gingerly to the bathroom. She could feel the chief's semen dribbling down her legs. When she emerged, she found a light switch and turned the lights on. The brightness hurt her sensitive eyes and pounding head. She dimmed them but not so much as to not be able to see her way around. Jenna slowly walked over to the door and checked the lock; it was bolted from the other side.
Jenna turned back around and stared in amazement at the large sex room. Jones had fucked her in nearly every corner of the kinky place. She could see all of the toys and other sex devices that he'd used to tease, taunt, and pleasure her scattered about the room..."OMG."
She figured out how to turn on the hose nozzle and washed herself with hot water as she tried to clean away his smell from her body.
Finally after drying off, she stripped the wet sheets, laid down, and passed out.
Jones drove back to Pasadena with an amazing sense of accomplishment coursing through his mind as he did his best to replay all the details of the nights' events. He had scripted the night in his mind earlier in the day, but every aspect of it exceeded his expectations.
Jenna had been everything he'd fantasized about and more. Even in his wildest dreams, he couldn't have envisioned the mind-blowing sex that he enjoyed with his wife's gorgeous best friend. The fact that she couldn't control her own sexual desires and climaxed time after time as he took her endlessly in the sex chamber was incomprehensible.
And while he hadn't slept a wink, he was still on an adrenaline high as he drove to the Nielsen's house. Earlier in the night when Jenna lay naked over his lap as he spanked her tight ass, he made her tell him the key code to their garage door and the access number to her cell phone. He told her he was going to stop by and take one of her pairs of panties as a keepsake to remember this night.
Now as he pulled into the Nielsen's driveway, he could see the keypad mounted on the right side of the door. He knew that Ryan wouldn't be there as he always went to the gym on Saturday mornings ahead of their standing 7:30 a.m. match. Jones got out of the car and failed to notice the unmarked sedan that had followed him from the Juarez compound. He opened the garage door and went inside.
Jones actually wanted to rummage around in Jenna's private bedroom things, but he didn't have a lot of time, so he searched for her purse and luckily found it next to her night stand. He reached in and searched for her car keys. He found the keychain near the bottom and pulled it out, "Bingo" he said as he found a FOB for Ryan's BMW on her chain.
Jones then pulled Jenna's phone from the junk filled purse. Ryan had put it back when he returned from Cole's house on Tuesday night. Jones turned it on and pulled his pants down and took several pictures of his cock and balls with a wedding picture of Jenna and Ryan as the backdrop on her nightstand.
"This will give her something to remember our weekend fuckfest after Cole sends her back home," he thought to himself before turning it off and putting it back in her purse.
He exited the bedroom and went to Ryan's wet bar. He found a half-empty bottle of vodka; he slipped it into a grocery bag and took it with him.
When he arrived at the club he parked a couple of spaces from Ryan's car and unlocked the BMW with the electronic device. As usual Ryan parked his car in reverse with the trunk up against a big hedge that divided the parking lot from the road. "Perfect" Jones said quietly to himself. He opened the front passenger door of the BMW and slipped the bottle of vodka between the seat and the door and closed it carefully.
Jones then popped the trunk and went around to the back. He looked around to make sure no one was watching before he quickly accessed the rear passenger tail light assembly, reached in and shattered the bulb. He put the assembly back in place and looked around again before closing the trunk.
The two men in the unmarked sedan watched from a couple of hundred feet away and wondered what he was doing in the trunk of someone else's car. After Jones went into the club, one of them walked across the parking lot and wrote down the license plate. Once back in the car, they ran the plate on their FBI database and learned that it was registered to a Ryan S. Nielsen of 971 Laguna Rd., Pasadena, CA.
"Hey that's the same residence we just followed him to," one of the agents observed.
As Jones walked from his car across the parking lot several minutes earlier, he viewed his phone app that showed real-time video images from Juarez' sex room. Jenna lay naked on her side as she slept. He zoomed in on her gorgeous ass and admired her protruding pussy lips, "I can't wait to get back in that sweet fucking hole..."
In addition to their Friday golf tee-time, Steve Jones and Ryan Nielsen had a standing match every Saturday morning at the club. They would alternate between golf, tennis and racquetball. The two of them were very evenly matched when it came to golf and tennis, but Jones held a decided advantage over Ryan in racquetball. Today was a racquetball day. Jones had never lost to him and liked to rub it in as they relaxed over drinks following their match.
Both men were extremely competitive and Ryan despised losing to him. Not only did he hate the way that Jones would needle him during the match, but Steve was a braggadocios winner during post game drinks.
This day would be different.
Ryan had been working hard on his game and he was confident today would be the day he would finally beat the chief. Ryan also obviously didn't know that Jones had been up all night and was still feeling the effects from the booze and drugs and his legs were like Jello as he stepped onto the court. The only reason Jones was here at all was the asshole cop liked the idea of defeating his friend again after he'd had his way with his gorgeous wife all night long.
Ryan noticed quickly that Steve wasn't moving as well as he normally did. He was a step slow and seemed to be gasping for air more than he could remember previously. Ryan won the first game relatively easily. The second game was close but Jones pulled it out at the end. The third and deciding game wasn't a game at all; Ryan destroyed him as Jones was completely out of gas.
Ryan Nielsen couldn't have been more proud of himself. With all of the stress that he was feeling in his personal life, beating Jones for the first time was very uplifting.
As was their ritual following Saturday matches they went in the sauna before showering and heading to the lounge. As they sat naked in the sauna, Jones looked down and saw evidence in his pubic hair of he and Jenna's combined dried juices. Sitting only a few feet from her husband with Jenna's cum remnants around his dick made Jones smile.
"What's so funny," Ryan asked
"Oh nothing, I was just thinking about something from last night." Jones smirked.
Jones also couldn't help but compare the size of his dick with Ryan's. He thought about how many times Jenna had climaxed on his rigid pole and how she seemed to get off on the length and thickness, "This guy has no idea how much his lustful wife loved my big cock last night!" Eventually he had to cover up with a towel as he started getting hard thinking about getting back to the Juarez palace.
After getting cleaned up, Ryan went straight to the bar and ordered two shots of tequila. The bartender said he would have them delivered to their table. He and Steve found a table on the patio and sat down. Ryan couldn't wipe the grin from his face as Jones finally complained, "Fuck you Nielsen even a blind squirrel finds an acorn once in a while."
"Don't act like it doesn't bother you Steve, last month you told me I was never going to beat you at racquetball...'never' only lasted a month!" Ryan replied with a big laugh.
"Fuck you..." Jones responded with a disgusted look on his face.
"Hey guys, what are we celebrating?" They both turned to see the hot new redheaded waitress walking up carrying a tray with two large shots of tequila.
"Hey Dana, we are celebrating me beating Steve here for the first time ever in racquetball!" Ryan responded with a big grin.
"He got lucky..." Steve said dryly.
"We aren't being a poor sport are we chief?" Dana needled him with a smile.
"Yes...maybe a little." Jones answered with a glum look before laughing himself.
She handed each of them a shot. "Well, congratulations Ryan...bottoms up!" She said as she turned and flipped her ass upwardly and looked over her shoulder at them flirtatiously as she walked away.
They pounded the huge shots.
With pained expressions on their faces, they watched as she strolled back towards the kitchen. "Fuck, I wouldn't mind getting a piece of that!" Ryan said as he recovered from the large shot.
"Wow, Jenna hasn't been gone a week and you already want to get in the new girls' pants. Your right hand isn't getting the job done with the wife out of town, huh Nielsen?"
"Dude, don't tell me you wouldn't hit that...you certainly aren't Mr. Faithful!" Ryan responded.
"Guilty as charged! Speaking of that man, you should have seen this blonde I boned last night. Great rack, tight fucking ass and she sucked a really mean dick!"
"You are terrible Steve; you have a wonderful, beautiful wife. Why do you fuck around on her so much?"
"Don't bring her up; and certainly don't lecture me Nielsen. I like to share my big cock with lots of women...I can't help it if they want to fuck me. This chick I fucked last night is married and I guess her husband doesn't satisfy her cuz she couldn't get enough of it. Have you ever fucked a squirter before Ryan?"
"Squirter?" Ryan played dumb as he certainly wasn't going to share with Jones that his wife was one.
Jones laughed, "You know, one whose pussy squirts when she cums. This chick last night was like a fountain." Jones reveled in the conversation as Ryan denied knowing what a squirter was. The fact that his wife had uncontrollably showered him made the conversation all the more satisfying for Jones.
Just then Dana came back carrying more drinks. "They told me you guys have Bloody Mary's every Saturday morning. I'm learning to pour drinks, don't hate me if you don't like them." Dana said cutely as she pleaded for their understanding.
Roger Cargile had gotten her a fake 23-year-old California driver's license. The servers at the club were allowed to make drinks when the bartender's were busy as long as they were 21. One of the bartenders had "conveniently" called in sick this morning, so Dana took the opportunity to doctor Ryan's drink as she'd been instructed by Roger.
The cute redhead basically poured him the equivalent of a triple vodka Bloody Mary. She spiced it up significantly to disguise the heavy booze content. Ryan took a big drink and had to swallow roughly to get it down. He didn't want her to know that it wasn't close to as good as Larry's (the usual bartender), so he lied and told her it was awesome. Nothing, not even a bad cocktail, was going to kill his satisfaction for finally beating Jones...not to mention, it was hard to be too critical of the sexy server.
After she walked away, Ryan said "She should probably stick to serving and not bartending." They both laughed.
Ryan and Steve talked about the Rams upcoming second season in LA and the Dodger's recent series sweep against the Giants. Ryan felt himself getting pretty buzzed, but suspected it was because he hadn't eaten anything yet this morning. Luckily Jenna had stocked the shelves the previous weekend, so he planned to make a big breakfast when he got back home.
Jones was thinking about eating something else.
"Are you feeling this drink as much as me?" Ryan asked.
"What do you mean?"
"I feel like I'm getting really buzzed from it." Ryan replied.
"No, not anymore than Larry's." Steve answered. "I had a tasty breakfast before I came and I'm going to have an early lunch." His thoughts turned to Jenna's pussy again. As he sat there talking to Ryan, he accessed the remote camera app again and checked out Jenna's naked body. He clicked between the camera images and panned in on her gorgeous tits as she slept. His cock stiffened in his shorts as he couldn't wait to get back to Juarez' house.
"Yeah, I probably just need some food." Ryan said.
"How is Jenna's friend doing?" Jones asked.
"Uh...um...pretty good" Ryan responded as the question caught him off guard.
"It's got to be tough having her away for so long. If my wife was gone for that long, I'd worry she'd miss my dick so much she might be tempted to fuck around."
"Your wife? No way Steve, I can't see her cheating on you."
"Thanks for saying that. Do you worry about yours Ryan; Jenna must get propositioned a lot."
"No, I completely trust her. I'm not sure why I'm telling you this, but she was a virgin when we met...she's never had sex with another man."
"Are you shitting me Nielsen? Never...that's awesome!" He quickly got a vision of Jenna hanging in the fuck chair as her pussy juice erupted on his dick only a few hours previously. "Never fucked another man huh...?"
"You're a lucky man Ryan Nielsen! A wife that looks like yours who's never tasted another man's cream, that's incredible! I'll drink to that." Jones raised his glass for a toast. The comment was awkward for Ryan but he went along and toasted anyway.
"I gotta drive home, no more for me." Ryan said as he put his glass back on the table.
Just then Dana returned carrying a tray with three more tequila shots. "I decided to join you for one more celebratory round Ryan. It sounds like beating Steve is a big accomplishment!"
Jones said with a laugh, "Why are we making such a big deal out of this. One lucky match doesn't mean shit. Besides I have an excuse...I didn't get much sleep last night!"
"Excuses...excuses" Dana said as she smiled at them both.
Ryan was really attracted to this cute bubbly redhead with the smoking body. He'd always had a thing for redheads and she liked to flirt. He was also getting really buzzed. Under normal circumstances he would never have had a third drink and drove, but Jenna wasn't around to pick him up and he didn't want Dana to think he was a wimp. The three of them clanked their glasses together and downed the shots.
She said, "Don't tell your beautiful wife I bought you a drink, I don't want her to think I was hitting on you!"
"His wife's out of town for several weeks." Jones interjected.
"Out of town for several weeks, you poor guy. Your wife is so pretty, I can't imagine how much you must miss her. I know I would!"
The comment hung in the air for a moment as Ryan and the chief contemplated what she had just said. "Did she suggest she was attracted to Jenna?"
"I'll get by," Ryan finally replied, "She'll be back before I know it!"
"I'm sure she will Ryan." Dana said as she winked and smiled at him one last time before going back to the kitchen.
"Shit Nielsen, I think our new server wants to do you...and your wife!" Jones said with a laugh.
"Shut the fuck up Steve." Ryan denied as he pondered the same thought himself.
Jones begrudgingly congratulated him on the racquetball victory as they grabbed their stuff and prepared to leave. Just as they were getting up, Jones stealthily pressed the audio playback button from the voice recorder on his phone. He had made sure the volume was turned up. "Uhn...uhn...uhn...oh God," played loudly from the speaker. Jones acted as if he was in a panic as he reached for his phone, but not before, "Oh fuck chief!" and several heavy moans blurted out.
Jones finally turned it off before looking embarrassingly at Ryan and the people at the adjacent table. The Underhill's looked up at Jones with disdain. After giving him the evil eye they went back to their meal. They were sharing a delicious steak sandwich.
"Oops, sorry about that." Jones said sheepishly.
Ryan just shook his head and thought, "Why do I hang around with this guy? He has absolutely no class whatsoever." While the moaning voice that played from Jones' phone sounded familiar, it never crossed Ryan Nielsen's mind that he had just listened to his beautiful wife climaxing on the chief's big cock.
They shook hands in the parking lot.
As Ryan tossed his gym bag in the back seat of his BMW, he suddenly realized how strong a buzz he was feeling. In the 9 years since he and Jenna had been married, he could count on one hand the number of times that'd he'd driven after having more than two drinks. He and Jenna had promised each other that neither of them would ever drink and drive.
Ryan felt more fucked up than he thought he should with only three drinks in his system, but he was still confident he was under the legal limit. He rationalized the way he was feeling up to exercise and alcohol on an empty stomach. Nonetheless, he reminded himself to be extra careful driving the 4 miles back to his house.
As Ryan pulled out of the parking spot he waved at Jones who was sitting in his car looking at his phone. The chief nodded to him as he stared at the hot naked body of Ryan's wife as she slept. He rubbed his dick and said quietly, "You're big chief will be there in a bit slut!"
Jones clicked out of the video app and dialed a local number. After one ring a voice on the other line responded, "Yes chief?"
"He just pulled out; he should be coming past you in 2 minutes. Take him to the North County lockup. Captain Sayers will take over once you get him there."
"10-4 chief." Click.
Jones pulled out of the parking lot and put his lights and siren on. He couldn't wait to get back to Pacific Palisades.
As Ryan drove carefully home he nervously glanced around, keeping an eye out for cops. After about a mile, he couldn't believe it when a police car suddenly pulled out from a side street and moved in behind him. Ryan's pulse raced as he watched the cop in his rearview mirror.
The white Camaro police car followed Ryan for several blocks. They passed through a couple of stop signs. Ryan was very careful to come to a complete stop each time. He was less than a mile from his house when the blue flashing lights came on behind him. "Oh Shit!" Ryan said out loud.
Ryan pulled over and the cop stopped behind him.
After what seemed like an eternity, the cop exited his car and came around to the passenger side window. Ryan had already pulled out his driver's license and insurance card.
"Good morning sir, do you know why I pulled you over?"
"No I don't, I know I wasn't speeding."
"You have a brake light out on the passenger side, were you aware of that?"
"No, I had no idea."
The cop studied Ryan Nielsen's facial features and listened closely to his responses. "Can I see your license and registration sir?"
"Sure, here you go. I'll go get that brake light fixed this morning ossifer, I mean officer." Ryan stuttered.
The cop looked at him again before taking the documents and walking back to his car. He spent the next few minutes acting as if he was putting Ryan's information through his computer.
Ryan's heart was beating fast as he chided himself for the pronunciation fuck-up.
The cop came back to the passenger window and said, "Okay, Mr. Nielsen I've written you a fix-it ticket, please get the light repaired asap." As he started to hand the license back he clumsily dropped it onto the passenger seat. As he reached to retrieve it, he spotted the vodka bottle between the seat and the door where Jones had told him it would be.
"Excuse me, what do we have here?" He reached down and pulled the half-empty vodka bottle from its resting place.



Ryan's eyes got huge. "I have no idea how that got there officer!"
"Please step out of the vehicle Mr. Nielsen."
"But, it's not mine..."
"Please step out now sir!"
Ryan got out of the car and the cop walked him back between the cars. "Have you been drinking Mr. Nielsen?"
"Yes I had a couple of drinks after my racquetball match at the club, but I'm certainly not drunk!"
The cop put him through a field sobriety test before having him blow into a breathalyzer. The results showed a blood alcohol content of .11. Unbeknownst to Ryan, the sobriety measurement tool had been rigged to show .11 regardless of Ryan's actual condition. "Mr. Nielsen, do you know what the blood alcohol content level for drunk driving in the state of California is?"
"Yes, I recently took my written driver's test, it is .08." Ryan responded.
"You are correct and now you know why I am placing you under arrest for driving under the influence of alcohol." He showed Ryan the breathalyzer display that showed .11. "I will also be citing you for having an open alcoholic container in your vehicle. Please lean over the front of this hood and put your left arm behind your back."
"This can't be happening!" Ryan complained as he did what the cop asked.
The officer cuffed his left wrist before doing the same with the right one. He placed Ryan in the back of the cop car and headed towards the North County jail.
*****
Meanwhile, Jones drove at a high rate of speed back to Pacific Palisades. When he exited the highway he turned off his lights and siren. Ten minutes later he pulled into the Juarez compound. He again pulled the car into the garage through the roll-up door. Juarez was waiting for him when he got out of the car.
"The cavalry has arrived!" Juarez announced as Jones walked towards him with a big smile on his face. "I trust everything is going well with your plan Steve?" Juarez asked.
"Beyond belief Carlos! The kink room got its money's worth last night my friend. I don't know how to thank you enough!"
"I could never repay the value you have brought to my business chief, it is yours to use anytime you wish! And as we discussed, everything is in order for tonight's festivities, the special chamber will be ready when you are Steve! Need I ask what's on your agenda for today?" Juarez asked curiously.
"I haven't slept a wink, so we'll be doing that for awhile. Then I'm going to introduce her to the only thing she didn't experience last night!" Jones said with a grin.
Carlos looked at him devilishly as he quickly figured out what the chief was referring to, "You mean to tell me you held off on...the Sybian?"
"That room is like Disneyland for adults...I was having so much fun doing everything else; I decided to save it for today!"
"Just remember, you have a big night in front of you chief. Can she handle it?" Juarez asked.
"Oh I think her horny pussy can manage. I'm not entirely sure, but I think she's a fucking nympho. As much as she wanted to object, she couldn't get enough of it last night! Her squirting pussy was on overdrive."
"You're a lucky man chief...let me know if you need anything!"
"I think I have everything under control Carlos..." Chief Jones responded with a confident grin before he disappeared through the door.
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In this chapter, Chief Steve Jones' 48-hour captivation of his wife's best friend, Jenna Nielsen, comes to a sexual crescendo. The first 18 hours have been uncomprehendingly amazing for the misogynistic chief, but his expectations for the next 24 could only be described as pure kinky fantasy.
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This chapter starts off as Jones has just returned to druglord Carlos Juarez kink room from his Saturday morning racquetball match with Jenna's husband Ryan Nielsen.
*****
11:00 a.m.
Jones quietly entered the kinky sex room, he could see Jenna Nielsen across the room sleeping naked on the large bed. Her scrumptious ass was beckoning. He stripped off his clothes as he approached. The cop located a tube of lubricant jell and applied a big dollop into his palm before he stroked the goo on his hardening cock while admiring his friend Ryan Nielsen's wife's protruding pussy lips and asshole. The Pacific Palisades police chief contemplated which of her holes would be his target as he reached for one of the wedge pillows.
Chief Jones carefully climbed into bed and shimmied across the mattress behind her. He brought his now rigid cock to her ass crack and very lightly slid the big head up and down. He smeared the jell on her pussy lips and asshole; Jenna stirred ever so slightly. The excited cop brought the head back to her swollen pussy lips and pressed more firmly. The blonde wife moaned in her sleep and uttered in a barely audible, groggy voice, "Yeah Cole...your big black cock feels so good!"
Jones had to bite his lip to keep from laughing, "This horny bitch is still dreaming about that big black nig dick!" In spite of her unconscious slip-up, the chief loved the way Jenna's thick lips enveloped most of his cockhead even before he made full penetration. She began to stir more actively as he played around her pussy hole.
He pushed the purple head inside.
Jenna groaned but remained mostly out of it. Lack of sleep, and the alcohol and drugs from the previous night kept her in a sleepy malaise.
*****
Ironically, at that moment as a distended Chief Jones buried his bulging, aching head inside his wife's slippery pussy, a distraught Ryan Nielsen buried his bulging, aching head into his hands in Captain Sayers' office.
"You get one communication; make it a good one man." Sayers barked at Ryan.
Moments later Jones' phone buzzed, it was sitting next to the bed on a shelf. He carefully reached for it and saw the text message from Ryan Nielsen.
"Steve, I've been arrested for DUI. They told me I could reach out to only one person and with Jenna tied up; you were the first person I thought of. I could really use your help!"
Jones kept his cockhead inside Nielsen's wife's succulent pussy as he nearly laughed before he thought to himself, "Tied up...no she's not actually bound at the moment, though it's not a bad idea." Then he carefully typed a response...
"Damn Ryan I'm so sorry to hear that. Unfortunately I am deeply entrenched in a sexual assault case. The victim, a housewife from Pasadena, is really in need of my services. She's been treated pretty roughly over the past 24 hours and I feel I owe it to her to remain firmly behind her as this thing comes to a climax." Jones stopped momentarily to admire Jenna's perfect ass, her pussy lips were stretched around his thick cock.
He started typing again: "We'll be entangled in this messy situation for awhile. I promise when I feel I've given her everything I can give her, I'll extricate myself and meet with you. Hang in there buddy; my thoughts are with you and your wife. See you this afternoon."
As Ryan read the strange and disappointing response, Jones continued to press his jell covered cock into Jenna's heavenly slit. She finally awoke and looked back over her shoulder as she tried to comprehend what was happening. Jones' face was pressed next to hers as he growled, "Good morning sugar pussy." The dirty cop talked dirty in her ear as he pushed his cock further into her. Jenna's tight cunt gripped his rock hard cock. When his balls finally bottomed out he gritted his teeth and muttered to himself, "Racquetball...Schmaquetball. Who's winning now fucker?"
Jones reached for the wedge pillow and pulled Jenna's hips up to slide it underneath. He got up on his knees and slid his cock most of the way out before shoving it back inside. It wasn't long before he was pumping in and out of her moistening hole as he roughly squeezed her perfect ass cheeks.
"Fuck this chick turns me on..." He spanked her bubble-shaped ass.
The horny cop then licked his middle finger and wiggled it around her asshole. After tickling her for a minute, he pressed the digit inside. Jenna tensed momentarily as she adjusted to the new sensation in her ass. The chief pumped harder until his friends' wife was grunting on each penetration. Jones knew he wasn't going to last long so he picked up the pace and fucked her as hard and fast as he could. "Here it comes slut!" He announced loudly as his swinging balls bounced off her thighs and emptied their ample load inside her warm wet hole.
After depositing the last remnants of his sticky cream, Jones pulled the wedge pillow from beneath her hips, wrapped his arms around and snuggled her heavy tits. His softening cock remained inside as he passed out with her slim body still in his arms.
Jenna lay in front of him panting as his thick jism dribbled from her gaped pussy lips. As she heard the chief's first snores, she thought about her husband.
*****
At that moment as her husband sat in the same cell that the prostitute had fucked her in the previous day, his thoughts ironically turned to Jenna, "How in the world would she ever forgive me for getting a DUI?" Then he thought "She has no room to criticize, at least I didn't steal $1,200." And while that thought relieved his guilt momentarily, he still couldn't come to grips with all that had gone wrong in their lives over the past few days. He wondered what she was doing at this very moment.
*****
Cole Steele was having the exact same thoughts; he couldn't believe how much he missed Jenna. He'd never had these feelings about a woman and the thought of her being in Jones' bed was tearing him apart. The previous night had been one of the longest of his life, "That mother-fucking cop better hold up his end of the bargain and have her back to me tomorrow afternoon!"
Both men would have cringed to see Jenna at the moment. She was naked and asleep in a big bed with Chief Jones spooning her. His arms were wrapped around her with her perfect tits cupped in his big hands. The head of his limp cock remained in her pussy as his residual semen slowly leaked down her ass cheek.
Jenna and the chief slept several more hours to make up for the sleep they'd failed to get the previous night.
*****
3:00 p.m.
Jenna awoke and took a moment to figure out where she was. Depression quickly set in as she realized that her best friends' husband was still holding her in the big bed. She could still feel his limp cock between her pussy lips. Jenna had to pee but didn't want to wake Jones, so she moved very slowly in an attempt to free herself from his grasp.
As she bent forward, his hands slipped from her tits as unrecognizable sounds escaped his lips. Jenna froze and waited until he quietly snored again before she slid further forward and felt his cock pop from her pussy. The big police chief stirred and rolled over onto his back. Jenna held her breath as she watched to see if he awoke. When he began breathing heavily again, she carefully slid off the bed and walked gingerly to the bathroom. Jones' semen which was now like liquid, leaked down her inner thighs.
Jenna quickly emptied her aching bladder, she wiped Jones' remnants from her thighs with toilet paper as she sat on the toilet. When she was done, she walked to the full length mirror and looked at herself dejectedly. Her mascara was smeared from the several crying sessions she'd endured the previous night. Her hair was a mess as she'd gone to bed with it wet after the hot shower.
Jenna then looked closely at her body. Her nipples were very sore and flaming red from the clamps. She turned and couldn't believe the large purple bruises on her ass cheeks from the paddle and leather whip spankings. She liked it when Ryan playfully spanked her ass during lovemaking and she'd found herself very aroused when Cole did the same, but Jones had actually been very rough and it scared her.
Finally she brought her face close to the mirror and noticed white residue around her mouth and on her chin, "How did I fail to wash that away earlier?" She grabbed a washcloth and scrubbed his dried cum from around her mouth.
When she emerged from the bathroom, Jones was sitting up in bed with a big smile on his face, "I am having some food delivered; you must be as hungry as I am. That was quite a workout last night wasn't it?" He talked to her like they were discussing a friendly tennis match. "We need to get some nourishment; we have a big day planned."
"Aren't Sandra and the kids expecting you home?" Jenna asked, knowing but not caring that he might get pissed.
"Nope, you got lucky Jenna. That dumb bitch thinks I'm on a stakeout this weekend. While you were fucking my brains out last night, she was probably watching a marathon session of Mary Poppins with the brats!"
Jenna couldn't understand the way he talked about his wife and kids. Sandra was an absolute sweetheart, and Jenna believed she was doing a tremendous job raising their three beautiful children. The kids were always well behaved and polite whenever she was around, in spite of very little attention from their father.
Just then two beautiful Latina girls delivered an amazing meal into the kink room. Jones made Jenna sit on his lap and feed him. She was starving too and fed herself between his bites. After their meal, Jones had her give him a full body massage as erotic sex scenes played on several large screen TV's around the kink room. As much as Jenna tried to ignore the videos, she found herself peeking at the screens whenever one of the actresses or actors moaned loudly or climaxed.
After lying on his stomach for the first half of the massage, Jones rolled over onto his back for the rest. Jenna straddled him nakedly while she rubbed his chest, neck, and shoulders. He stared at her gorgeous face and round tits as she hovered over him. Jenna did her best to avoid eye contact as Jones ogled every inch of her. He knew this was torture for her, but he didn't let her stop.
By the time the massage was complete, Jones was ready for the next step in his plan. He led Jenna back over to the air fuck chair. He reconnected her arms, legs, and torso to the harness. Jenna wanted to object, but knew it would only result in more paddling's, so she cooperated as he assertively took control and restrained her phenomenal body.
Once she was bound in the web of the fuck chair, Jones used the remote to spread her arms and lift her a few inches off the ground. He moved in and kissed her nipples. Before long his hot saliva dripped from her hardened nubs as he squeezed her big D-cups and voraciously licked and sucked her succulent set. The porn videos continued to play around the large room. Jones kissed his way up her chest and along her neck. Finally he brought his lips to hers and kissed her aggressively. He ran his hands through her thick hair and pulled her head back as he kissed her neck.
Jones' cock was hard as steel, but it would have to wait awhile for relief. He went to a nearby closet and removed a large case. Be brought it over and placed it below the fuck chair. He then went back over to the closet and rolled a strange looking contraption out and brought it over near her. He released a lever and unsnapped a couple of connectors and opened it up. It now looked like an oversized sawhorse on wheels. The beam across the top was about 12 inches wide and painted shiny black.
Jones opened up the case and pulled out a black rectangular box with a saddle shaped top. It had a couple of cords dangling from it. Jenna could tell it looked kind of heavy as Jones lifted it up and placed it on the "sawhorse". He slid it forward and it clicked into place. He connected a couple more metal straps that fastened it rigidly to the apparatus. The saddle was now about 3 feet off the ground.
The chief reached back into the case and pulled out a flat rubber looking accessory and clicked it into place on top of the saddle. Jenna noticed it had some little ridges on it with a large nub on one end.
"What is that thing chief?" She asked with trepidation in her voice.
"You'll find out soon enough." He responded without emotion.
Jones grasped the fuck chair remote and lifted Jenna about 4 feet off the floor. He pushed another button and brought her into a sitting position with legs parallel off the ground. He then spread her well toned legs widely side to side. He looked down and admired her inviting little pussy mound. He reached down and ran his fingers through her blonde bush before lightly tickling her clit ring with his thumb.
"I need a little taste of that..."
He used the remote to adjust her body height to bring her sexy pussy to his mouth level. He leaned in and kissed around her mound before extending his tongue and softly licking her puffy lips. He sucked one side between his lips and gently nibbled. A slight gasp escaped Jenna's lips.
The chief looked up and saw she was looking down on him with an anxious look on her face. After fucking her so soundly the night before, he now could read her like a book. He could tell she was aroused, but he wanted to make her wait a little longer...
Jenna had no idea what she was in for.
He dimmed the lights, raised the volume on the porn, grabbed his phone from the table and walked out of the room.
Jones checked his watch as he called Captain Sayers and told him to depart the jail facility with Ryan Nielsen immediately. The chief licked his lips and the taste of Jenna's sweet pussy reinvigorated his taste buds. He stroked his limp dick before heading quietly back into the kink room.
On the video screens, a hot young brunette with small perky tits was gyrating her hips and moaning as a sexy blonde lay with her head between her legs. Jones remained in the shadows as he observed Jenna watching the lesbian action. Visions of what lay ahead went through his mind.
He strode toward Jenna, "I don't know why these videos are of girls eating pussy; I know based on the way you love mine, you are clearly more into big cocks!" Jones teased knowing full well Jenna was getting horny watching the lesbian sex.
Jones moved the rolling sawhorse and saddle underneath Jenna. When he had it in the approximate position he locked the 4 wheels to keep the apparatus from moving. He plugged the power cord into an outlet on the floor.
"Chief, what is that thing Jenna asked again?"
He didn't answer. Jones grabbed the fuck chair remote and moved Jenna's body over the Sybian saddle. He tilted her body slightly forward until the nub was pressed against her pussy.
"Are you ready for some more fun Mrs. Nielsen?"
"Chief, please. I feel so bad about all the sex we've had. I don't think I can look Sandra in the eye ever again. Don't you feel guilty?"
"Shut the fuck up Jenna! Don't make it sound like I'm the only man in America who likes to get a little pussy on the side."
"But your wife is a wonderful, beautiful woman, I don't understand."
"Of course she is, but like most guys, my cock is always on the lookout for a little strange!"
"Most guys? I don't think most guys are unfaithful to their wives!" Jenna responded.
"Then you are naïve Jenna. You don't think your husband wouldn't like to get in the pants of that redheaded server at the club?"
Jenna couldn't believe the chief brought up Dana from the club. Jenna had always believed that Ryan would never cheat on her, but she had to admit that based on her husband's reaction to the pretty redhead recently, that the thought had crossed her mind. She still remained steadfast, "Ryan would never cheat behind my back!"
"Oh yeah? I'm not so sure about that Mrs. Nielsen! Three weeks is a long time without pussy...especially yours!" Jones said with a devious grin. "Lucky for me, I don't have to wait that long!"
Jenna got a concerned look on her face and just as she was about to question the chief further, the Sybian whirred to life and every nerve ending around her pussy was immediately ablaze. She had no idea what this machine was, but realized quickly that it was like no other vibrator she'd ever experienced.
Jones watched in amazement as Jenna quickly fell victim to the Sybian's ministrations. He could tell she was trying to disguise the pleasure she was feeling between her legs, but it didn't take long before small gasps and moans escaped her lips.
After a couple of minutes Jenna asked breathlessly, "What is this thing chief...uhn?"
"You like it slut?" Jones responded as he moved closer and pinched one of her hard nipples.
"Oh...oh" was her only response.
"Answer me Jenna! Do you like the Sybian?"
"It's...it's..." she responded breathlessly before he reached out and turned up the vibration. She moaned loudly and blurted, "Oh God...it's...it's incredible! Uhn..."
Jones grinned as he noticed the rubber attachment begin to shine from Jenna's wetness as it flapped recklessly against her clit.
The horny cop watched as her fantastic tits jiggled sexily. He was still amazed how perfect and big they looked on her narrow torso. Her nipples were rock hard. Seeing them swollen gave him a good idea.
He retrieved a set of nipple clamps and moved back in front of her. She immediately shook her head and pleaded with him between breaths, "Please...uh...chief...don't put...uh...those...on me!"
Jones moved in closely like he hadn't even heard her. The chief flicked his tongue across one of her nipples and brought the clamp up and rubbed it.
"That's no way to talk to the person who introduced your horny pussy to the Sybian Jenna." He continued to tease her hard nipple as her conflicted body writhed in pleasure and fear. Finally he squeezed the tabs and moved the clamp over her engorged nub. He deftly released the tabs and Jenna yelped in pain as it squeezed tightly. Jones moved to the other breast and cruelly teased her again before applying the agonizing clamp.
Jenna started to complain but before she could get the words out, Jones turned the Sybian up to its highest level. Jenna squealed and quickly forgot about the pain on her breasts. She tried to resist the ecstasy between her legs as he watched. It was a futile endeavor, in less than 60 seconds she was moaning loudly with her head tossed back and eyes closed. Suddenly a huge blast of cum erupted from her pussy. Jones kept the machine on high and minutes later Jenna experienced another mind-blowing squirting orgasm.
Jones was beside himself watching his friend's stunning wife contort and cum on the relentless orgasm machine. Jenna begged for him to turn it off, "Please chief I need a break, I can't take it anymore..."
He moved in close and lightly pulled on the wire connecting the nipple clamps. Jenna groaned and pleaded again. This time he reached up and removed the clamps and turned the machine off. A relieved gasp escaped her lips. Jones used the fuck chair remote to move Jenna's body a couple of inches above the machine.



Jenna was panting heavily, her body was covered in sweat and cum, her hair was a mess.
Just then Jones' phone buzzed. He looked down and saw that Sayers and Ryan Nielsen had arrived.
He took the two remote controls and connected them to the fuck chair restraints near Jenna's hands. They were positioned to allow her to adjust the controls on each if she chose. The fuck chair remote was near her right hand and the Sybian was near her left.
"I have some business to attend to Jenna. Meanwhile, I'm giving you control of the fuck chair and Sybian machine. If you get horny again, feel free to adjust your position and turn the orgasm machine back on. I'll be back in about an hour, so make the most of your time while I'm away slut!" Jones dimmed all the lights again and turned the volume up on the porn. On the screen a well-hung 22-year-old kid with rock hard abs and great chest muscles was being led into the bedroom of one of two beautiful 30-year-old MILF's dressed in tennis outfits. The women were practically in heat as the new tennis assistant at the club confidently strode in. Both of their husbands were at work.
Jones exited into a nearby changing room. His cock was still half-hard as he redressed into his work clothes and checked his iPad. He clicked on a live camera app that showed Jenna hanging in the fuck chair. He inserted his headphones into the jack and inserted one of the buds into his ear.
"Perfect" he said to himself.
As Jones walked into the "interrogation" room, he saw Ryan Nielsen sitting in a folding chair wearing a blindfold. Nielsen's hands were cuffed behind his back.
"Fuck Ryan, I can't believe you got pulled over. Take off that stupid blindfold Captain Sayers and release his hands. Sayers was sitting next to Ryan. The captain reached over and pulled the blindfold from Ryan's head and moved behind him and unlocked the cuffs. Ryan breathed a huge sigh of relief and rubbed his aching wrists.
Jones reached across and shook Ryan's hand. He noticed that his friend looked like he hadn't slept in a week. "Sorry the captain had to cuff and blindfold you buddy, but taking an accused perpetrator from a police lockdown without proper cause could land us both in hot water. I asked him to bring you to me because I only have limited time. I'm on a very touchy case and may need to depart on a moment's notice to go cuff my target."
Jones took a chair across the table from Ryan and opened his iPad so it was only visible to him. He could see Jenna hanging naked in the fuck chair. The porn soundtrack played in his earpiece.
"Thanks for taking time away from your important activities Steve, I appreciate that you allowed the captain to bring me here to meet you." Ryan said.
"So tell me exactly what happened Ryan. How did you get the DUI?"
Ryan told him the whole story including how the cop found the vodka bottle in his car.
"Are you sure the vodka wasn't yours Ryan?" Asked Jones.
"Absolutely not Steve. You know I normally never drink and drive. Someone must have put it in there!" Ryan said frustratingly.
"Why would someone do that Ryan, it doesn't make any sense?"
"I know. I've been racking my brain trying to figure it out Steve."
"Has Jenna driven your car recently?"
"She's been gone nearly a week, but yes she uses it sometimes. But she doesn't drink and drive either. It couldn't be her."
"Well she never stole money before until recently either. Ryan, is it possible something else is going on with her? Has she been going out much?"
"No more than normal. I think the last time she went out is when she and your wife went out dancing a couple of weeks ago."
Jones remembered the night clearly as Jenna had come by to pick Sandra up wearing tight jeans with rips in the thighs, high heels, and a sleeveless white top that accentuated her stunning cleavage. He'd given her a hug at the door and immediately felt his cock thickening when her tits press against his chest. He had walked Jenna and Sandra out to the car and stared at Jenna's fine ass and long legs the whole way. He remembered asking why she was driving Ryan's car and she'd told him that hers was in the shop.
After they left, he put a movie on for the kids and went into the bathroom and jacked off thinking about Jenna.
"Ryan you must be mistaken, Sandra and Jenna haven't been out dancing in at least...what...six months? I would know if they did as I would've watched the kids."
"What are you talking about Steve? I clearly remember it was three weeks ago today. She drove my car and picked Sandra up at your place. She didn't get home until 2:30 a.m.; she was exhausted when she arrived."
Jones remembered how tired Sandra was when she got home too. She said they found a really fun club and danced with a bunch of gay guys all night long. Nonetheless he embellished the lie, "Buddy I hate to tell you, but she didn't go out with my wife that night, the 9th right? We were at an anniversary party for one of my lieutenants."
Ryan got a pit in his stomach. "Why would she have told me she went out with Sandra if she didn't?"
"Is that the last time she drove your car?" Jones asked.
"I think so."
"So she lied and said she was out with my wife and a half-empty bottle of vodka shows up in your car. She gets home at 2:30 a.m. and she's exhausted. Hmm, Ryan I'm afraid you may have more to worry about than this DUI!" Jones said as he looked down at the iPad and noticed Jenna fumbling with the fuck chair remote.
Back in the kink room Jenna had resisted the temptation to return to the Sybian for the past 20 minutes, but the porn was making her extremely horny. As she watched one of the MILF's cum again on the young stud she couldn't control her urge for the orgasm machine any longer. She reached for the fuck chair remote...
"Ryan, I hate to tell you, but there isn't much I can do for you regarding the DUI. It sounds like the arresting officer followed protocol to a tee. You failed the breathalyzer which is hard to beat in court. You're welcome to spend a bunch of money on a lawyer in hopes of getting off on a technicality, but my experience is that happens less than 5% of the time."
"Steve, you know how devastating this type of conviction can be in my line of work. I never drink and drive and my driving record is really good. You don't think a good lawyer could convince a judge that I just made a one-time mistake?"
"Ryan, like I said you are welcome to give it a shot, but I'm just telling you the odds aren't good."
"There must be something else I can do!" Ryan said with an exasperated tone in his voice.
"Well there is one thing...no never mind...I'm sure you wouldn't want to..." Jones' voice trailed off.
"What is it Steve? I'm desperate!"
"No I'm sure you wouldn't want to..." Jones replied, "I shouldn't have brought it up..."
"Steve, please. I'll do anything!"
Jones stared at him for several seconds. He then looked over at Sayers, "Captain, would you please excuse us for a few minutes."
"Sure chief, I'll be right outside." Sayers replied.
Ryan had no idea this was all part of the rehearsed plan.
As Sayers got up and walked behind Jones on his way out the door, the chief stopped him and pointed to his iPad. "As I was afraid, my services may be needed back in the stakeout room very soon. It seems the target is getting antsy and may require some attention from my nightstick!" Sayers looked down to see a close-up video feed of Jenna's wet pussy being satiated by the vibrating nub of the Sybian.
"Yes I can see what you are concerned about chief. It looks like a potentially sticky situation! As I said, I'll be right outside, just come get me if you feel the urge to get back to business!"
After Sayers exited the room Jones said, "Ryan I feel embarrassed telling you this, but law enforcement is not always an open and shut book. Sometimes we make choices that might be construed as "crossing the line" when it comes to certain individuals with the resources to 'write their own rules'."
"You mean like OJ?" Ryan asked incredulously.
"No I'm talking about people with A LOT of money. For example, there is an eccentric individual who donates millions of dollars each year to the LAPD and surrounding departments. He does it without fanfare or notoriety as his rationale for doing so is to make the streets safer for everyone. His only expectation is that he gets to "watch" kinky sex acts between accused lawbreakers and partners of his choosing. He's into fetish sex. Most of it is pretty harmless stuff, no sex with animals or anything like that. It's usually a lot of role play with costumes and sex toys and some light bondage. No gay sex." Jones stressed.
"Why are you telling me this Steve?"
"Because the participants in his sex shows get their record's wiped clean." Jones responded.
"Are you suggesting I do this Steve?" Ryan practically yelled.
"See I told you to forget it earlier, I'm sorry I brought it up. After you get out tomorrow, I'll help you locate a good lawyer." Jones said as he started to get up.
"Hang on Steve; this is just so much to contemplate. Neither me or my wife has ever been unfaithful to one another. If she ever found out, my marriage would be over!" Jones was listening to Ryan through one ear as Jenna's moans had intensified through his earpiece. He looked down to see pussy juice erupt from between her sexy tanned legs and douse the Sybian.
"I know how committed the two of you are and I certainly don't want to be the one to suggest you do something to compromise the sanctity of your vows to one another. But I can assure you if you do this, it will be done with the utmost security and she would never find out. That said, I will completely understand if you want to take your chances in court." Jones mocked understandingly.
"If I choose to go forward with it, what is the time frame?" Ryan asked dejectedly.
"It just so happens Ryan, there is a show lined up for him tomorrow. I could make a call and see if we could add you to the schedule."
"Tomorrow? Wow, I don't know about that!" Ryan pondered out loud.
"Ryan it has to happen quickly as once your arrest paperwork is processed, it's too late!"
Ryan dropped his head in his hands and cursed. Jones watched his iPad as Jenna adjusted the fuck chair and pulled herself from the fuck machine. Cum dripped onto the Sybian saddle. She was breathing heavily.
"Okay, I'll do it Steve." Nielsen blurted.
"Everything will be okay Ryan. Let me step outside and make a phone call and confirm the details." He grabbed the iPad and reached across and patted Ryan on the arm before he went out and joined Sayers in the hall.
"He fell for it! I knew he would." Jones said proudly. "You know the drill Randy; have him there by 11:00 a.m. tomorrow morning."
"10-4 chief!" Sayers responded. "Don't have too much fun tonight!"
Jones looked back down at the iPad and held it out for Sayers to see. Jenna's spectacular body hung invitingly in the sex chair. "C'mon captain, how could I have too much fun with that?" He said sarcastically and they both laughed. The chief let a few more minutes pass before he entered back into the "interrogation" room.
"Okay Ryan, you are on the schedule. They usually ask for a naked picture of the accused, but I assured them you are in good shape and a formal football player. I heard some excitement on the other end of the phone when I mentioned that."
He continued, "Anyway, the captain will take you back to the station and make sure you have your own cell with a clean bunk and a blanket. Tomorrow he'll drive you to the location. Much like today, he'll need to blindfold you as this is very secure stuff my friend. They'll give you a ride home afterwards. Your car will be delivered to your house in the meantime. If all goes well, this will all be forgotten by tomorrow afternoon, like it never happened."
"Steve, I feel weird thanking you for this, but I appreciate your help." They shook hands before Sayers returned to the room and re-cuffed Ryan and replaced the blindfold.
"Best of luck to you buddy! It will all work out." Jones assured him.
"Thanks Steve, good luck cuffing your target tonight!" Ryan responded from behind the blindfold.
Jones looked back down at his iPad and said, "Oh trust me it's a foregone conclusion my friend!" He patted Ryan on the shoulder and smiled at Sayers before heading back towards the kink room. Before entering, he stopped in the adjacent room and removed his clothes. He stroked his cock a couple of times and said, "Time for some more fun for you buddy!"
5:30 p.m.
As the chief re-entered the room, he could immediately hear the cries from one of the WILF's on the video as she orgasmed on the big cock of the 18-year-old stud. Jenna quickly looked away from the video screen when she saw Jones approaching.
"It must have been hard to resist the orgasm machine with this sexy porn going on, huh Jenna?" He teased.
She didn't answer.
He walked up and ogled Jenna's magnificent body. Jones inspected the Sybian and said, "Wow this thing didn't dry out much while I was gone...if I didn't know better, I'd think you squirted on it again Jenna!" He hesitated to gage her reaction before he went on, "But regardless, if you thought it was good before, just wait."
Jenna watched as Jones reached into another case and pulled out a rubberized attachment. This object was flat on one end with a nub on the other. It had two dildo looking appendages protruding from the flat part. One was 7 inches long and very thick, the other was 5 inches and narrower. The chief removed the attachment that had given Jenna so much pleasure and replaced it with the new one. Both faux cocks were sticking upward towards Jenna. She now realized what they were intended to do.
"Chief, please don't make me sit on those. I'll go back on the other part and cum for you again!"
"Shut up slut! You don't have any idea what you're in for. You'll be begging me for more of these cocks in no time!" Jones grabbed a tube of lubricant and smothered both dildos. He detached the Sybian and fuck-chair remotes and set the Sybian controller on a nearby shelf. He used the fuck-chair remote to bring Jenna's hips to his face level. He leaned forward and hungrily started eating her pussy.
She did her best to resist the pleasure she was feeling between her legs, but it wasn't long before her pussy was soaking wet yet again. He reached around and tickled her asshole before inserting his finger. Jenna hated that he was making her feel so good. With one finger in her ass, he used his thumb and forefinger on his other hand to spread her clitoral hood and lap her engorged bud with his hungry tongue.
Finally he pulled away and reached for the fuck-chair controller. He lowered her body until her hips were just above the dual dildos. He lowered her again until the larger one pressed against the folds of her wet pussy. Jones held the thick dildo as he lowered her once again and the big head popped inside. He continued further until the head of the other appendage pressed against her asshole.
"Chief please don't put it in, I'm scared to have them at the same time." Jenna pleaded.
Jones ignored her as he adjusted the fuck-chair yet again and the smaller dildo penetrated her sphincter.
Jenna gasped out loud as the chief slowly lowered her spectacular body onto the phallic devices. He had envisioned this moment since the meeting with Cole and Carl the previous morning. He knew Jenna had no idea what she was in for. When she was finally seated firmly on both dildos with her clit pressed against the rubber nub, Jones looked at her predatorily and said, "Get ready Jenna, this machine is going to rock your world! Tell me to turn it on..."
"Chief, I really don't want to."
"Tell me slut!"
"Please, haven't we done enough?"
Jones walked over and picked up a wooden paddle and the nipple clamps.
Jenna's eyes got very large. "Oh not those chief, turn it on instead please!"
"That doesn't sound like the thankful pleading I would expect from someone who urgently wants to be fucked like never before!"
"Oh chief, I'm sorry I didn't say it with enough emotion, I do want it!"
"You want what slut?"
Jenna hesitated momentarily before she said, "I want this machine to fuck me like I've never been fucked..."
"I knew you couldn't control yourself Mrs. Nielsen. Get ready for the ride of your life!"
Before she could ready herself, Jones pressed the remote and the Sybian came to life.
Jenna let out a high-pitched squeal as the incredible fuck machine went to work on three of her most sensitive erogenous regions. The vibrating rubber nub re-introduced its deviant self to her swollen clitoris. The larger of the two dildos found her G-spot and assaulted it unfairly...the big tool pulsed, rubbed and plunged inside her again and again. The smaller dildo had no intention of being outdone as it gyrated and buzzed around inside the heavenly confines of her stretched asshole.
Jones watched in awe as the ecstasy was apparent on Jenna's face immediately. He'd seen a few other women on the machine but never anyone as hot as his wife's best friend. Her eyes were closed as her perfect tits jiggled invitingly. Jones made a slight adjustment to the fuck chair controls that tilted Jenna's body forward and applied more pressure against her sated clit. She gasped loudly.
As Jones watched her writhe in pleasure, a sadistic grin came across his face...the Sybian was only operating at 30%.
He walked around behind and checked out her perfect heart shaped ass. He could see the anal dildo doing its work. The chief was so horny that he went against his better judgment and hopped up on the "sawhorse" behind her. As was his fear, his rock hard cock pounded against the steel surface and caused him to yelp in pain. Jones quickly forgot about the discomfort as he reached around between the web of the fuck-chair restraints and squeezed Jenna's heavy tits. He had to raise his arms as she was elevated above him riding the Sybian.
Jones licked and bit her sexy back as he pulled on her rock hard nipples. He buried his face in her thick blonde hair and breathed in deeply. Her scent was intoxicating.
Jenna tried her best to resist the pleasure she was feeling, but animal grunts and moans continued to emanate from her gaped mouth.
The Sybian was fucking her like a rock star.
A few nights previously, Cole had taken her in the ass while a vibrator stimulated her pussy. It had been an incredible experience, but the Sybian was like a sexual symphony...all the parts orchestrating a perfect rhythm in her most sensitive regions.
She knew she was going to climax soon.
On the big screen in front of her, a black stud was shooting his semen all over the face of a beautiful little Asian girl.
"Wow look at those big black balls spraying all over that pretty little gook! Does that turn you on Jenna?"
"Ugh"
The combination of the Sybian, Jones' rough manipulation of her sensitive tits, and the horny video was too much for Jenna.
"Oh fuck...I'm cummminnnggg..."
She breathed in a quiet raspy voice as cum sprayed from her pussy like it was being shot out of a hose. Jones quickly brought his hand into the erupting stream. Jenna's pussy juice splattered on his fingers.
Before Jenna knew what was happening, Jones brought his hand up and inserted two of his cum covered fingers into her mouth. She instinctively closed her wet lips around his long fingers and tasted her own pungent juice.
"That a girl Jenna, eat your own tasty pussy!"
Jones couldn't remember ever being more aroused. He jumped down from the "sawhorse" and frantically began buckling himself into a chair-like apparatus that also hung from the ceiling. The "man-chair" gripped his ass-cheeks and backside of his upper legs. It wrapped around his waist and supported his lower back. His balls dangled freely and his cock hung impressively.



Jones reached for the Sybian remote and the controller for the "man-chair". He pressed the controls on his own ride and was quickly thrust into a sitting position and lifted a couple of feet off the ground. He adjusted it again and his knees were spread apart as the man-chair rose another couple of feet. His ass was now in a sitting position about 5 feet off of the floor with his knees spread wide. His cock and balls hung heavily in front of him.
Jenna watched him as the Sybian continued to fuck her incessantly. She had no idea that the Sybian was only getting started...it would soon take her where she'd never been before.
She was aware however that Chief Jones' cock was nearing her face.
Jones maneuvered his legs through the fuck chair web until the man-chair was positioned such that his dick was only inches in front of Jenna's beautiful lips.
With the two of them hanging in the fuck chair apparatus' it reminded Jones of a sexual trapeze act.
"Lean forward and take the head in your mouth!" He directed her urgently.
Jenna could sense his urgency and seriousness. She did as he instructed and wrapped her warm wet lips around the chief's large mushroom head. Before it entered her mouth she had noticed how thick and purple it had become. It felt bigger in her mouth than she remembered from the previous night.
"Suck it good!" He demanded between clenched teeth.
Jones reached down and adjusted the Sybian up to 70%. Jenna grunted loudly with her lips wrapped around his dick. His cock slipped out of her mouth and the words, "Oh fuck...Oh my GOD" spat urgently from her beautiful lips as she climaxed again.
Jones adjusted his chair and fed his big balls to her. Jenna slutishly sucked one of them into her wet mouth and tickled it with her tongue. Moments later she clamped onto the other one and did the same. After pleasuring his nuts, she slurped his cock head back in and sucked him for all she was worth.
The chief adjusted the Sybian one last time. It was now operating at 100%. Jenna screamed in pleasure as she came yet again. She now was pretty much having one orgasm after another as she again took the chief's big cock back between her lips.
"Fuck you suck a nice dick you horny bitch!"
Jones was beside himself with arousal. He reached down and held her head as he erupted in her mouth. He pulled it out and blasted again on her lips, nose and cheeks. He finished by wildly spraying onto her heaving tits.
His explosion triggered one final gasping orgasm from Jenna. She was trembling as she pleaded with him to turn off the machine, but her words were garbled with so much of his thick jism still filled her mouth. Finally she cleared her throat and begged Jones to turn off the Sybian.
Jones himself was spent and knew Jenna was too; he mercifully reached down and turned it off. A big gasp came from Jenna's cum covered lips.
They were both breathing heavily as Jones admired his work. His sexual enjoyment and humiliation of his friend's beautiful wife could not have gone any more according to plan.
Jones adjusted Jenna's fuck chair and heard a sloppy pop as she rose from the Sybian and the dildos exited her sated holes. Jones moved them both down to the ground and disengaged himself before releasing her from the fuck chair restraints.
Jenna was a sight to behold. Her beautiful face and gorgeous tits were splattered with his cum and her own juice was dripping down her legs.
The chief led her to the bathroom and pointed to a set of towels and told her to clean herself up as he "modestly" walked over and relieved himself in front of her. He didn't bother to lift the toilet seat and pissed on it. He turned to see her wiping his jism from her tits and face. He smugly told her to hurry up and come back and meet him in bed.
Jenna was exhausted physically and mentally. She wanted to cry but didn't want to give him the satisfaction of seeing her that way. When she finished cleaning herself, she wiped his piss from the seat and urgently relieved herself.
She walked back into the kink room and joined him as he beckoned her into bed. Jones made her thank him for the orgasms and for his impressive ejaculation. "You're welcome slut, let's get some sleep, there is still much for us to do!" He spooned her and squeezed her luscious tits and quickly fell asleep with them in his hands.
Jenna lay awake for the next few minutes as guilty feelings overcame her. Having sex with her best friend's husband was not within her control, but her inability to control her orgasmic responses was simply wrong. "He is supposedly taking me against my will, but I can't stop cumming all over his big cock. Am I really that much of a slut?"
She committed to controlling herself better when he inevitably took her again.
Unfortunately for Jenna, her best laid plans would not succeed. Before the night was through, her squirting little pussy would be more like a waterfall.
The evening was still young; it was only 7:30 p.m.
*****
9:30 p.m.
Jenna was awoken from a deep sleep by three pretty Latina girls. They quietly led her from the bed where Jones was still asleep and down a long dark hallway. Jenna was still groggy as they made their way into a dimly lit room. New age music played in the background and scents of Gardena's and Lilac's filled her senses. Vanilla scented candles burned throughout the large massage room.
Jenna was conscious of her nudity, but the girls weren't wearing much either. Each was adorned with a skimpy white bikini with g-string bottoms. The girls each had long black hair and young firm bodies. Jenna was nervous as she asked what they were going to do with her. None of them responded initially until finally one spoke in a heavy Spanish accent and said, "We are going to prepare you for the ceremony. The king has requested that you be prepared according to his specific instructions."
"King? What king?" What are you talking about? And what do you mean by 'prepared'?" Jenna asked with trepidation.
"We will be bathing and making you up for the ceremony. His Highness was specific about your preparation. We haven't a lot of time so we must get started."
"Fuck that, I don't know what you are talking about and I'm not going to be made into some kind of slave princess!" Jenna shouted as she headed back towards the door.
"His Highness said you might respond this way. I'm sorry but you give us no choice."
Before Jenna knew what was happening two large Mexican goons charged in through the door and grabbed her. They quickly bound her wrists and did the same to her ankles. One of them spanked her ass several times before communicating to the girls in Spanish, "She's all yours!"
The men stormed out as quickly as they had entered.
Jenna's heart was beating a million miles an hour. The girls came over and did their best to calm her down. They held her up and shuffled her over to a shower that was easily large enough to accommodate the four of them. They lifted her arms and attached her wrist restraints to a cable that hung from the tall ceiling. It reminded Jenna of the same setup as Jones had put her in the previous day. The difference was these "women" had no intention of humiliating or torturing her as he had done.
At least not yet.
They turned the hot water on and it surged from strategically placed heads around the large shower. In spite of her nervousness, the water felt good on her dirty skin. Jenna had still felt the tightness of Jones dried cum on her neck, chest, and tits on her walk with the girls to the massage room.
Now in addition to the stationary showerheads, one of the girls used a detachable one to rinse Jenna more thoroughly from head to toe. The other two girls took turns doing the same thing to one another with a secondary nozzle.
All three Latina girls appeared to be in their early twenties. They were all about Jenna's height and clearly spent lots of time in the gym. Jenna couldn't see an ounce of fat on any of them. Jenna watched as the other two lathered and bathed one another. Before long, they were kissing as they continued to rub and soap each other.
The third girl moved in behind Jenna and began rubbing her back and shoulders. She lathered her hands and washed Jenna's hair thoroughly.
Jenna watched as one of the other two girls slipped her hand down the front of the other's bikini bottoms. Moments later she could see her fingers wiggling around inside the triangular patch of her friends' g-string. They both turned to face Jenna. The one with her hand inside the other girls' bikini was now in the back as she continued to play with her friend's pussy. The girl getting pleasured turned her head back and stuck out her tongue. "Wiggling fingers" sucked it between her lips as she continued frigging her friend. Jenna watched their intertwined tongues flutter playfully.
Not wanting to be left out, the girl behind her reached around and cupped Jenna's succulent tits. She squeezed and massaged them as she kissed her way around the back of Jenna's neck. She pulled on Jenna's left nipple as she dropped her other hand and tickled Jenna's bush.
After the Sybian experience, Jenna didn't think she could handle any more sex for awhile, but now being here with these beautiful lustful young women, she was getting aroused yet again. The girl behind her continued playing with her tits and pussy mound as Jenna watched the two in front of her pleasure one another.
Eventually the other pair moved forward until the closer one was face to face with Jenna. Both girls in the rear kissed their way down their backs until they were down on their knees. Jenna felt her ass cheeks being spread apart before a soft tongue fluttered around her asshole. The girl across from her was getting the same treatment from her friend.
The pretty Latina girl leaned forward and kissed Jenna on the lips. She pulled back and said in a heavy Spanish accent, "How do you like Camilla's tongue in your behind?"
Jenna was trembling as she replied softly, "It's very nice but can you please release my hands?"
"I'm sorry I can't do that right now, but I can do this." She leaned forward and sucked one of Jenna's hard nipples between her lips. She lowered her hand and buried two fingers in Jenna's slippery pussy. Jenna gasped as the sudden move caught her by surprise.
The gorgeous girl brought her lips within inches of Jenna's mouth and stared into her eyes as she continued to wiggle her fingers on Jenna's G-spot. She did this for several minutes as she watched the look of pleasure on the beautiful blonde woman's face. Finally she spoke again, "You have a very nice quim. My friends and are very aroused by your blonde fur, but unfortunately we don't get the pleasure of making love to you tonight...our job is to get you ready for the ceremony.
"What is this ceremony you keep talking about?" Jenna asked again in frustration.
"You will find out soon enough."
The girl then reached up and unclasped Jenna's wrists from the cable. The three girls picked her up and carried her to a large massage table. They placed Jenna on her back and connected her wrists and ankles to spring clips near the top and bottom of the bed.
The three Latina girls poured warm massage oil all over Jenna's body and slowly rubbed it in. They paid special attention to her ripe round tits and sensitive pussy mound. The girls finished the erotic massage and set about performing their specific responsibilities in preparing Jenna for the ceremony.
A fourth girl entered the room and began the task of applying Cleopatra style make-up to Jenna's beautiful face. When she was done, she placed an opaque mask across Jenna's eyes that fastened to her ears. Jenna's vision went completely dark.
The girl up near her head braided Jenna's hair with beads and gem stones. She had been assigned to make Jenna's blonde hair look similar to Bo Derek's from the movie "10".
The second girl was responsible for remaking Jenna's pussy mound. Her first task was to dye her blondish pubes into a deep auburn color. Once that was complete, she meticulously set about shaving her patch into a design that incorporated the letters "S" & "J". The two letters were intertwined like an NY design for the New York Yankees or SF for San Francisco Giants. As the young Latina woman worked on her pubes, Jenna could feel herself moistening from the ticklish treatment.
She had no idea that her pubic hair was being shaved into Steve Jones' initials.
The third girl painted unique designs on Jenna's nails. She removed her wedding bands and placed several gem-encrusted rings on Jenna's fingers and toes. She then moved to Jenna's chest and proceeded with her most important responsibility. She pinched and tweaked Jenna's nipples before coating them with Lidocaine. She then used forceps and a large needle to pierce each supple nub. Despite the pain deadening cream, Jenna yelped as the girl inserted a heart shaped ring through each large nipple. When she was done, a ¾" gold letter "S" dangled from her right nipple heart-ring and the letter "J" from the left.
Jenna screamed out, "What did you do to my nipples?"
The pretty Latina girl leaned back to admire her work. The other three nodded their approval as the four of them stared at the amazing breasts on the sexy blonde woman. Jenna didn't know what had caused such sudden pain in her nipples, but she feared that she'd been pierced.
One of the young women reached into a nearby drawer, removed a small clear bag and pulled out a little white tab. She instructed Jenna to stick out her tongue. The girl moved in close and sucked Jenna's wet tongue into her mouth. She wetly sucked it between her lips and enjoyed her taste for several seconds. She then carefully moved her fingers above Jenna's upturned mouth. As the girl slowly let her lips slip from Jenna's tongue she placed the tab on it. She watched as Jenna's tongue slowly slid back into her mouth with the tab still in place.
Jenna had no idea that she had just ingested an ecstasy tab.
The girls disconnected her wrists and removed her ankle restraints. They carefully lowered Jenna from the table and stood her up. They walked her back down the long hallway into a changing room.
The young women dressed her in a sexy full-length bodystocking. The lingerie piece was shear and stretched perfectly to hug Jenna's phenomenal body. They were careful to not let the material snag on her new nipple rings. The fabric covering her tits and pussy was slightly darker and less translucent, obscuring her new breast jewelry and pubic design.
They reconnected her wrist restraints.
They installed the final piece to her ensemble. It was a solid thick gold collar that fit snugly around her neck. It was padded against her skin and contained a large heart-shaped ring at the front that matched those on Jenna's nipples. One of the girls attached two gold chains to the collar ring. She then used little scissors to puncture the bodystocking near Jenna's nipple rings. She carefully attached the other ends of the chains to Jenna's breast hardware through the holes in the fabric.
Finally they removed the opaque mask covering her eyes. Jenna gasped as she saw herself in the mirror in front of her. She was wearing a full-length shear bodystocking. Her hair was braided with beads and ornate jewels. Her heavy eye makeup gave her a Cleopatra style look. Long dangling earrings and gem encrusted wrist and ankle bracelets adorned her body.
Jenna stared in amazement at her entire appearance, but her primary focus was on the gold collar and chains that dangled down from it. Her worst fears were confirmed...the chains were connected to her breasts. Her nipples pressed against the stretched fabric. While Jenna couldn't make out the design of the rings, the realization that her nipples had been pierced caused her to gasp out loud.
"I can't believe you pierced my...breasts! You fucking bitches...who the fuck gave you the right to do that?" She wailed.
The girls just looked at her with blank stares. Finally one girl spoke, "It was part of our instructions. We just did as we were told."
Jenna stared at them in disbelief. "What are these instructions they keep referring too?"
One of them returned moments later holding a large plastic cup filled with a bright pink liquid. The beverage looked like the everclear punch she drank from the beer bong the previous night. If she wasn't sure already, Jenna suddenly had a strong suspicion who was behind this escapade.
"Drink this." The girl ordered.
Jenna was beginning to get a weird sensation in her system. In spite of her anger over having her nipples pierced, she was feeling a strong sense of admiration for the girls that went above her attraction to their amazing beauty and sexy young bodies. She had learned what being stoned and amped felt like over the past week, but Jenna was now feeling a vivid awareness of her surroundings that was different than anything she'd felt before. She suspected they'd given her some type of new drug.
She was correct...the ecstasy was kicking in.
Jenna wasn't particularly thirsty, but the sweet punch tasted good in spite of its strong alcohol content.
"We need to leave in 5 minutes, drink up!" One of the girls said to her. "We must not keep His Highness waiting!"
Jenna had a mind to spit out the contents of the cup, but suspected that would lead to another visit from the Mexican goons, so she quickly consumed the remaining contents.
Jenna's preparations were now complete.
The girls led her down several dim hallways and two wooden stairwells. Finally they came to a huge knotty alder arch-top door. One of the girls reached for the large wrought iron door knocker. She knocked three times and waited. Jenna stood in nervous silence surrounded by the four Latina girls. She was feeling a very strange sense of consciousness. The feeling was very different from the cocaine and marijuana high's she'd experienced recently. The everclear cocktail had only just begun to take effect.
Within seconds, Jenna could hear the sound of heavy metal locks being disengaged. The door hinges creaked loudly as the door swung slowly open. The air inside quickly filled Jenna's senses, it was damp and heavy. The musty air reminded her of the Pirates of the Caribbean ride at Disneyland. Jenna was nudged from behind. She apprehensively stepped several steps forward into the darkened space and barely noticed as the large door creaked shut behind her. The girls were gone.
Married real estate professional Jenna Nielsen now stood barely clothed in the clandestine subterranean grotto of one of LA's richest drug kingpins.
The cavernous room was dimly lit by burning torches. The flickering light being cast from the flames danced across 30 foot tall rock walls surrounding the space. Waterfalls splashed onto rocky outcroppings and into streams before feeding into large pools.
Jenna was not alone in the mist-filled space.
Scattered about the underground nirvana were a dozen bronze-skinned, dark-haired, scantily clad young women. Most wore only loin cloths and meager wraps that barely obscured their considerable assets. Jenna found herself gazing from one stunning beauty to the next. She was captivated that so many beautiful women were congregated in this place.
They hungrily returned her gaze.
On the far side of the cave, torches illuminated a large alcove more vibrantly than the rest of the space. Positioned on a large rock pedestal was a massive wooden throne. Perched upon the throne, Chief Steve Jones rested with a large grin on his face. He wore a golden crown and little else. Two beautiful girls from Carlos Juarez' garden were taking turns sucking his cock while another was completely naked and nuzzling next to him with her hand erotically rubbing his chest.



Jenna's suspicions were immediately confirmed...this ongoing escapade was being choreographed by that asshole Steve Jones. Jenna had no sense how long she had been under his control, but was hopeful this nightmare was finally approaching its crescendo.
"Bring the slave to me!" Jones' voice reverberated loudly throughout the echoing cave.
Jenna watched as the two nearest girls climbed from their perches and approached her. Both wore only loincloths to obscure their impressive assets. One of them was carrying a leather leash. She sauntered sexily up to Jenna and was soon face to face with her. She was one of the most exotically stunning women Jenna had ever seen. Her grey-blue eyes were hypnotic as she stared so intently that it felt like she was looking into Jenna's soul.
The girl connected the leash to the heart-shaped ring on Jenna's collar; she slowly pulled her in the direction of a stone bridge that crossed the underground waterway and led to Jones' alcove. The other girl fell in behind her and lightly rubbed the smooth material covering Jenna's ass as they moved towards "His Highness".
Jenna wondered where Steve Jones got the resources to execute this ongoing farce. All of these beautiful women in this spectacular place all paying homage to him like he was some kind of Aztcan ruler. Her thoughts turned to Sandra as she watched the two Latina girls fellating her best friends' husband. "His loving family waits for him at home as he lives this secret life of debauchery. What a pig..."
"Bind the slave to the sacrificial alter!" Jones commanded.
"Sacrificial alter? What the hell is he talking about?" Jenna thought to herself.
The girls led Jenna to an 8 foot tall by 4 inch diameter bamboo poll that rose from an elevated rock outcropping in front of Jones' throne. Rushing water flowed beneath the stone formation. The girls raised her wrists and connected them to a tethered clip attached to the bamboo pole. They reconnected her ankle restraints and attached them to a similar connection near her feet.
Jones couldn't believe how voluptuous Jenna looked in the body stocking and adornments. Her braided hair and dramatic make-up only added to his excitement. He'd obviously never seen her like this and seeing her in the large gold collar with the chains connecting to her large nipples was exhilarating. She looked exotically fuckable.
He could only imagine Jenna's humiliation.
"Ah, now I can see this specimen more clearly. At first pass I have to say that I am intrigued by the slave you have provided." Jones' voice boomed through the echoing space. "I see that she wears my collar quite handsomely, but these garments she wears are obscuring my view of her offerings! Provide me with a glimpse of what I can expect from this slave! And do it quickly before I lose interest and dispose of her."
"Steve, what the fuck are you doing with this whole spectacle? It's bad enough that you cheat on Sandra to begin with, but to do it in such an extravagant fashion is repulsive and even below your level of indignity!" Jenna shouted at him.
Hushed tones could be heard throughout the cave as Juarez' garden girls were dumfounded by the disrespect being paid by the new slave to "His Highness".
The stunning young women that comprised Juarez' garden were naïve to the outside world. And while the wealthy drug kingpin showered them with gifts and possessions, he kept them ignorant as to what life outside of his grotto was really like. Young, dumb and full of cum...their only purpose was to please him in ways that few others would ever experience.
The previous day Juarez informed them that a very special guest, a king, would be entering the grotto and that their job was to please this king at all costs and to refer to him as "His Highness".
Jones "the king" had entered the grotto only an hour previously. The young women from Juarez' garden had heeded their master's instructions and made sure that the king's visit was a memorable one. Minutes before, the king's big balls were drained into the stomach of a "new flower" as the rest of the group pleasured every inch of his body.
Jones now looked at Jenna with a sly smile. His lips pursed before he shouted, "Who is this slave who speaks with such a perfidious tongue? Silence her at once!"
The girl who had connected her to the alter pole produced a ball-gag and moved upon Jenna. Before the blonde slave knew what was happening, the harem girl slipped it over her head while her friend roughly pinched one of Jenna's recently pierced nipples. As she gasped in pain, the ball was shoved into her mouth and quickly fastened tightly around her head.
Jenna's cries were quickly muted into inaudible grunts and groans.
"That's more like it. This insolent slave will need to be taught the meaning of respect before the night is through! Eventually that gag will be removed so she can prove whether she is worthy of taking the place of these lovely creatures." He ran his fingers through the hair of the two beautiful Latina girls whose heads were still buried in his lap.
"But in the meantime, show me her chattels so that I can determine if this slave is indeed worthy of royal fornication!"
Jones was having the time of his life as his plan was coming together better than he ever could have imagined. Jenna's humiliation combined with his knowledge of what the rest of the night would bring was almost too good to imagine. He looked down as his cock and left nut were ensconced in the warm wet mouths of two 20-year-old sexy Latinas. The third girl was rubbing his chest and playfully licking his nipples.
"What did I do to deserve this?"
The girl who had recently ball-gagged Jenna now approached her with large fabric shears. Jenna's eyes got wide as she frantically pulled at her wrist and ankle restraints. Panic quickly set in as she recalled Steve's threat to dispose of her if he wasn't satisfied with her "offerings".
With the shears held in front of Jenna's face, the Latina reached out with her other hand and smoothly rubbed Jenna's right tit. She lightly brushed her extended tender nipple before pinching the stretchy fabric and pulling it away from Jenna's breast. The girl raised the shears and while carefully avoiding the gold chain, snipped a six inch piece of the taught material. With the remnant still in her grasp, the body stocking snapped back into place exposing Jenna's full round tit. The Latina reached across and did the same with Jenna's left breast.
The young woman stepped away so Jones could observe her work. Another big smile came across his face. Seeing Jenna gagged and bound to the pole with her phenomenal tits jiggling freely out of circular cutouts in the body lingerie immediately reminded him of an iconic scene from one of his favorite movies, A Clockwork Orange. Jones suddenly found himself humming the tune Singing in the Rain, as was sung by the deviant youth in the film as they exposed the breasts of a helpless woman in a similar fashion before cutting off the rest of her clothes and sexually assaulting her in front of her bound husband.
"Ah now we are getting somewhere," Jones bellowed, "But it looks as though this slave has already been claimed. What are these adornments that dangle from her breasts?"
Responding in a heavy Spanish accent, the harem girl said, "Your Highness, they appear to be letters. They are the letters 'S' and 'J'...but I do not know their meaning, sire."
"Letters? Like someone's initials? Who dare mar the spectacular breasts on this slave?" Jones looked around the room, but no responses came. None of the girls in the grotto had any idea his name was Steve Jones and certainly weren't aware that his initials were "S" and "J". They only knew him as "His Highness".
Jones laughed to himself as he was well aware how Jenna had received the adornments on her chest. Juarez' prep girls had done a masterful job piercing her big nipples. He was enthralled that his initials now dangled from Jenna Nielsen's awesome tits.
"It matters not! Regardless of who may have claimed her, it will be my royal appendage that will break the will of this recalcitrant slave."
Jenna looked at him incredulously. "Could he really be doing this?"
Jenna was doing her best to absorb all that was happening in the cave, but it was a challenge as the drugs and booze were taking effect. Her senses were all operating on overdrive as the ecstasy coursed through her veins. Despite her current circumstances, the sensation she was feeling was unique and her state of arousal was heightening.
"Unveil her remaining amenities!" Jones demanded
The beautiful harem girl approached again and dropped her hand between Jenna's legs. She rubbed Jenna's pussy mound and wiggled her fingers across her protruding lips through the fabric of the body stocking. Jenna tried to resist, but her hips had very little room to maneuver. The Latina played with her pussy for several minutes as Jenna squirmed with her eyes closed.
Jones' cock was hard as a rock as he watched the scene unfold before him. Juarez's girl knew her way around the female anatomy and before long Jenna was no longer pulling away but instead was pressing forward against her fingers. The Latina girl looked back over her shoulder at Jones and smiled. She could feel the heat and wetness growing between the sexy slave's legs.
Jones watched intently as he rubbed his fingers through the hair of the girls who were taking turns sucking his royal unit. He couldn't wait to watch Juarez' harem...his garden, pleasure every inch of Jenna's delectable body.
After a confirming nod from him, the harem girl pulled the material from against Jenna's mound and cut away the stretchy fabric. She stepped back once again so Jones could observe her work. A five inch jagged hole now exposed Jenna's genitals. Her new auburn-colored pubic hair design came into view. Jones smiled slyly as he saw Jenna's pubes shaved into his initials. He pulled out his phone and snapped a photo. "Wait till her husband sees this..."
Jones carried on his performance and acted as if this adornment disturbed him as well. "Am I seeing the letters 'S' and 'J' in her womanly fur? I must know who this arrogant miscreant is who has blatantly claimed this sexy slave! Who dare claim her sexual offerings from the ruler of this land? It must be a man with testicles the size of boulders!"
"Do you want these adornments removed Your Highness?"
"No, I shall leave them in place as I take back what is rightfully mine! This deviant and his adornments will soon be minimized as they drip with my royal spooge! Bring me the scrap of material."
The harem girl brought the jagged cutout that had previously covered Jenna's pussy mound. Jones took it from her. "Wow, this slaves' wetness covers this stretchy fabric." He brought the material to his nose and took a big whiff. "Not bad, she is quite ripe and ready for breeding!"
"Move her to the fornication sanctuary. It is time for her to prove her worth."
The garden girls disconnected Jenna from the pole and led her across the alcove to an attached chamber within the grotto. A twelve foot tall impressive arched opening served as the transitional point from the grotto to the fornication sanctuary.
An immense fireplace on one side of the chamber illuminated the massive circular space. The room was 40 feet in diameter with a ten foot wide flagstone walkway circling the perimeter. Mirrors covered the entire 25 foot high elevated ceiling, giving the sanctuary an even larger appearance than it already possessed. Two silent fog machines dispersed billowy clouds about the fornication space. Suggestive music reverberated around the echoey chamber.
The perimeter of the sanctuary was impressively decorated with expensive silken couches and gold accompaniments. The walls of the chamber were covered in Neolithic sketches of people participating in sex acts in every position imaginable. In the center section of the room sat Carlos Juarez' sunken 20 foot circular, down-filled, satin-covered sex haven. This was the place that the drug lord oversaw his garden flock and sewed more seeds than any man should be rightfully allowed.
Tonight, this heavenly place belonged to Chief Steve Jones.
The harem girls led Jenna into the sanctuary and down the steps into the sex haven. They pushed her on to her back and helped her inch her way to the center of the ultra-soft fuck space.
Moments later Jones and his entourage entered the sanctuary. Jones and two girls sat down in one of the silken couches. All of the remaining harem girls descended into the sex haven. They sexily crawled out onto the large soft bed and surrounded Jenna.
Jones admired the contrast of Jenna's blonde hair and Caucasian skin versus the jet black hair and dark complexion of Juarez' garden girls. He wouldn't have any trouble locating his primary target when he himself joined them in the sex haven.
His Highness spoke loudly, "Raise the slave and turn her to me. Slave slut, let me remind you that your performance tonight will dictate whether any attempts will be made to garner your freedom. You must embrace every aspect of this event with more enthusiasm than you've shown over the past couple of days. You are nothing more than a pleasure provider for all in attendance. Your lips, tongue, fingers, and toes shall not rest until complete fulfillment has been achieved by all. Do you understand?"
Jenna looked at him incredulously, but knew she had no choice. She nodded.
"I will have your bindings and gag removed now. Please do not try to escape or use your tongue for anything other than pleasure! Any verbal outbursts will result in severe paddling and years of incarceration. Do you accept these rules?"
Jenna nodded again.
"Good, remove her restraints and oral plug!"
Once Jenna's ankles, wrists, and mouth were free Jones spoke, "Bring the slave into my position of desire!"
Several girls moved upon Jenna and contorted her onto her hands and knees with her sweet butt facing Jones. They pressed her head down to the soft sex haven surface.
Jones took a minute to enjoy the view of Jenna's awesome deep-creased ass. The body stocking hugged its perfect shape to precision. "I have waited long enough for the unveiling. Proceed at once!"
Two girls moved upon Jenna again and sexily rubbed her spectacular ass cheeks and puffy pussy lips. They lowered their hands and slipped their fingers inside the pubic cutout in Jenna's lingerie. On queue, they both began to pull the stretchy fabric until it ripped upward along Jenna's ass crack. Jenna's butt cheeks popped from the confines of the body stocking.
A big smile appeared on Jones' face. One word formed on his lips, "Continue".
The remaining garden flowers descended upon Jenna and summarily ripped the body stocking to shreds.
Within seconds a trembling naked Jenna Nielsen sat centered amongst Juarez' harem girls. All eyes were on her. While these girls were all stunningly beautiful and accustomed to seeing each other nude, none of them had ever laid eyes on someone who looked like Jenna. Her flowing blonde hair, lighter skin, and voluptuous body were mesmerizing to them.
"Slave, you will now set about relieving these lovely creatures of their meager coverings. Upon completion, each lovely flower will direct your tongue to a location you will pleasure before moving on to the next. If any one of them is dissatisfied with your skill or enthusiasm, you will start over! Do you understand?"
Jenna gazed around overwhelmingly before she finally looked at Jones and nodded slowly.
"Commence the process slave!" Jones ordered.
Jenna couldn't believe what Jones was telling her to do, but she found herself strangely excited at the prospect of disrobing all of these beautiful girls. The drugs and alcohol in her system dulled her anxiousness and actually elevated her sense of arousal.
She slowly turned to her left and faced a stunning 21-year-old with emerald green eyes and jet black hair that went all the way down her back. Jenna nervously reached out and pulled on the knot that held her breast covering in place. The top peeled away and her young C-cup breasts came into view. Jenna stared in awe at their perfect shape and fullness.
"Yes slave, I am impressed with her assets as well, but you have much more work to do. Remove her loin covering and await your command!"
The girl leaned back on her hands and spread her legs allowing Jenna to climb between them. Jenna reached out with both hands and nervously slipped her fingers into the waist band of the loin cloth on both sides of the Latina's hips. The girl lifted her ass and Jenna slid the covering down past her thighs to her knees. Jenna quickly eyed her dark black Brazilian pussy mound before she slipped the covering from her ankles.
The girl smiled at Jenna. She slowly extended her tongue and wiggled it at the beautiful blonde.
Jenna froze momentarily before moving forward and lightly kissing her tongue. The harem girl kept hers extended until Jenna wetly licked it.
Jenna's tongue wasn't the only wet part on her body...she felt her pussy gush when their tongues met.
The girl reached around and pulled Jenna to her. Her tongue danced across Jenna's full lips before entering her mouth.
Jones felt his cock swell in the mouth of the flower in his lap as he watched Jenna hungrily French kiss the voluptuous Latina.
After several minutes, Jones ordered his slave to continue on to the next flower.
She moved across the satin surface to her next lover. Jenna removed her coverings before the thin girl cupped her D-cup breasts and motioned for Jenna to take her place between them. Jenna moved in close and licked along the deep space between them. The girl sandwiched her large soft breasts around Jenna's head and cooed as Jenna's tongue played in the heavenly place.
Over the next thirty minutes Jenna disrobed a half-dozen gorgeous young Latina women. Her tongue frolicked on ear lobes, belly buttons, shoulders, necks, thighs, and nipples.
If it weren't for Jones' presence and inevitable participation, Jenna would have been excited beyond comprehension. As it was, she was dripping with arousal. The drugs and booze contributed to a sexual stimulation she'd never experienced, and guiltily, she couldn't wait to get her first taste of pussy on this night...
She would have to wait for that...the next flavor she would taste was asshole.
As Jenna disrobed one of the older flowers, the 24-year-old rolled over onto her hands and knees and waived her sweet sexy ass in Jenna's face. Two of the other girls spread her puffy butt cheeks. Jenna hesitated momentarily before moving closer. Finally she extended her tongue and softly licked around the edges of the harem girls' tight hole. The young woman cooed and spread her knees wider.
Jones' cock was ready to explode.
He pulled the two young girls from his cock momentarily to regain control. The whole experience of watching a stunningly beautiful blonde immersed in this sexual setting pleasuring younger sexy Latina girls would have been enough to make his balls bounce together. But knowing that this was his wife's gorgeous best friend and the wife of one his golf buddies made it nearly impossible to control himself.
Jones instructed the two flowers in his lap to join the garden and send a couple of others back to take their place.
Jones was still amazed at his good fortune. His dream for the past few years had been to simply see this unbelievable blonde without clothes. He had of course imagined her riding his big cock dozens of times, but never really believed it would actually happen. But thanks to Cole Steele, he was living a dream as he paraded her through 48 hours of filthy sexual degradation and humiliation.



His plan had come together perfectly. But then again, how couldn't it have...this was Jenna Nielsen after all and she'd been without clothes for nearly 36 hours. Now the gorgeous married slut's tongue and lips were priming the pump for what would soon be the most amazing sexual experience of Chief Jones' life.
He snapped back into reality as two new flowers crawled between his legs. As soon as his big cock was back where it belonged, he refocused on Jenna. Jones gritted his teeth and said to himself, "Where were we?" Oh yes...eat that ass slut!"
Jenna continued pleasuring the sweet tight hole in front of her face.
Jones watched in stunned arousal as Jenna licked and kissed the harem girl's ass. He let this act go on twice as long as the previous ones.
Finally he spoke, "Garden flowers, it is time for the Blooming Ritual. This lustful slave will serve as the pistil and will initiate the pollination process with her flittering tongue. For those of you who have not yet been unclothed by her, remove your remaining garments so that she may have access to your sweet bud...then assume the fertilization position!"
Carlos Juarez had told Jones about this breathtaking ritual...now he was initiating it himself.
One by one, the flowers of Juarez' garden moved into position. They formulated a circle with Jenna in the center. Each of them lay on their back with legs spread wide. They then began interlocking legs with the girls' on either side until a giant ring began forming on the sex haven surface.
Jenna peered around nervously as the circle began to form.
Jones stepped down from his throne and followed his two flowers over to the sex haven. He crawled across the surface and into the center circle alongside Jenna. The two flowers that had been pleasuring him filled-in the remaining space and locked legs with their flower-mates.
Jenna and Jones were now surrounded by 12 of the hottest young Latina women in the western hemisphere. Each was naked with their legs spread and their beautiful bodies on full display for the two of them.
Jones looked at Jenna and smiled. He reached out and ran his hand through her hair and spoke quietly so only the two of them could hear, "Jenna, you know that I hold the power to keep you out of jail for the next several years. However, you have not shown me the kind of appreciation over our time together that makes me want to convince Steele that you deserve a second chance!"
Jenna looked at him in disbelief. "Steve you can't be serious! I've let you do anything and everything you've wanted. I've pleasured you with my mouth and we've had non-stop intercourse since you picked me up at the jail!"
"Don't you dare call me by that name in front of my Royal Garden slut, and if all it's been is intercourse to you, than you can fuck-off and go to prison bitch!"
Jenna realized that he was serious and she quickly begged for his forgiveness. "I meant chief, please don't be mad chief! And of course it's been much more than intercourse! You've fucked me like I've never been fucked before! I've loved every minute of it!"
"I do not know who this chief is you speak of. You shall refer to me as King or Your Highness!" He barked more loudly.
"King, your big cock is incredible! I can't believe how many times you've made me cum. You're like a fucking God to me! I don't want to share you with all these other girls; I want that big dick all for myself!" She whined as she frantically reached for it.
Jones pushed her hand away.
"That's more like it slave, that's the kind of enthusiasm I expect from you tonight. But you have a lot of work to do before I'm ready to ask him to take you back. We are going to play a game and your performance in it and your overall enthusiasm and energy will determine if I go to bat on your behalf with Steele."
"What is it Your Highness, I promise I will do my very best."
"Look around and tell me what you see slave."
"Jenna perused the beautiful naked girls surrounding them. She also did a quick count before she replied, "I see twelve beautiful naked young women chief...I mean king."
"That's right, I see them too. Tell me what else is unique about them."
"They are all naked and have very lovely bodies king." Jenna responded.
"Yes I can see they all have phenomenal breasts and tight little asses, but what attribute is most vividly on display?"
Jenna hesitated, "...their uh...pussies Your Highness."
"Ah yes, their beautiful pussies...have you ever seen a more breathtaking sight than the 12 young wet holes that surround us now?"
Jenna looked around slowly and shook her head as if she was in a trance.
"And tell me slave, while they all possess little tuffs of black fur and thick lips, what makes each of these sexy pussies unique from the next?"
Jenna studied each more closely before replying, "Oh I see...they all have a flower charm on their clit ring."
"Yes, but why is that unique?"
"Each of their charms is a different kind of flower."
"You are a perceptive little slut my slave. I can't say I'm surprised that you would know that given all that green thumb shit you do in your own garden. But it is now time to put your skills to a true test. Here's how the game works: Each of these gorgeous creatures is wearing a necklace with a capsule around her neck containing an alluring perfume in the scent of her clit flower. As you can see, they are all now breaking the seal on their neck vile." Jenna watched as each girl removed the lid and applied the scent to her pussy mound. "You must determine what type of flower emanates from each of these voluptuous creatures."
"I will happily do that for you King!" Jenna said as she thought, "This won't be difficult, I know my flowers well."
"Yeah, but here's the caveat slave: You will do this as you pollinate each of them with your fluttering tongue while your own garden is sowed over and over by my royal seed!"
"But Your Highness there are so many."
"There are twelve circled about you. View them as a clock, the lovely one in front of you is 12 o'clock. You will commence with 1 o'clock and work around until you reach midnight."
He continued, "I've seen how aroused you get while my majestic organ pleasures you slave. And I know how much you enjoy having your face pressed deeply in sweet smelling holes such as these. However the act of oral pollination alone will not constitute fulfillment of our agreement. That will only be achieved when you make each flower fully bloom through orgasm! If you fail to achieve that expectation or you misidentify more than two flowers, you will fail the test and I will no longer uphold my end of the agreement!"
Jenna gasped.
"Is this clear slave?"
Jenna knew she didn't have any choice. "Yes Your Highness."
"Good, than we shall commence the test. Move to your first treat slave and prove your worthiness!"
Jones himself could not have differentiated a tulip from a tiger lily, but Juarez had shared the list of flowers and positions with him earlier in the day. Carlos' harem girls knew their place in the circle. In addition to being really good at banging his wife's best friend, one of Steve Jones' other attributes was his gift of memorization. He had reviewed the list for five minutes and committed it to memory. He didn't know shit about flowers, but he knew 7 o'clock was Nicotiana.
Jenna looked at him one final time before she turned and moved her face within inches of 1 o'clock's pussy. Jenna could see the dampness on her lips as the harem girl eyed her anxiously. Jenna could already smell the scent of Gardenia as she extended her tongue and softly licked along the dripping lips of the 21-year-old.
Jones extended his hand and rubbed one of Jenna's ass cheeks. On cue, large video images of the sex haven activities now appeared on the walls of the chamber. Jones looked up to see a close up video image of Jenna's tongue and lips as she licked and sucked the young cunt in her crosshairs. Jones moved alongside Jenna and lowered his head down near hers and watched as she erotically pleasured the hot girl, "Eat that sweet snatch slave!" His cock was hard as steel as he awed at Jenna's cunnilingus skills, "Kiss me and give me a taste of that young sex slut!" Jenna pulled away and kissed him wetly on the lips. He slipped his tongue between them as he practically exploded on the spot. Tasting Jenna's sexy tongue covered in the pussy juice was like an aphrodisiac. After nearly a minute he finally pulled away and pushed her head back down between the girl's legs, "Make her cum slave; I gave you a lay-up on the first one!" Jenna extended her tongue and fluttered it across the Gardenia charm that dangled from the clit ring. The Latina moaned loudly and ground her hips into Jenna's face.
Unbeknownst to Jenna or Jones, the girls in Juarez's garden were all what you would call "easy cummers". The drug kingpin had learned of a drug from the orient that caused the user to be in a constant state of arousal and desire for orgasm. His harem girls took the pill every morning. 1 o'clock was now moaning loudly and encouraging Jenna in her Spanish dialect. 12 o'clock and 2 o'clock were tweaking her nipples as they knew their flower-mate was approaching climax. 1 o'clock reached down and held Jenna's head in her hands as she pressed her pussy against the beautiful blonde's amazing mouth. Jones watched in amazement as Jenna tongue-fucked the shit out of her. The harem girl let out a loud gasp and her hips lifted off the satin surface as she came.
Jones was still staring in disbelief as Jenna turned to him with pussy juice all around her mouth and said, "1 o'clock is Gardenia King!"
The chief stuttered and answered absently, "Yeah...uh...yeah that is correct slave." He then snapped out of it, "Okay you know the drill slut, 2 o'clock is waiting!"
Jenna moved to her right and buried her face between the legs of the next flower. Jones moved behind her and pushed her legs apart and admired her sweet ass and dangling pussy lips. The chief excitedly lay down on his back and slid his head under Jenna's hips. He hungrily started munching on her sweet snatch. He ate her wet pussy until both 2 o'clock and 3 o'clock exploded into full bloom and were identified as Plumeria and Lilac respectively.
Jones was mesmerized by the whole experience. Here he was hungrily lapping at Jenna Nielsen's dripping pussy as she brought one fucking hot young Latina after another to orgasm with her talented tongue, "Can this really be happening?"
As Jenna moved to 4 o'clock Jones moved further under her until her luscious tits were pressing against both sides of his face. His rock hard cock was lying rigidly on his stomach.
As Jones sucked, licked and bit her nipples, Jenna could feel the veiny log underneath her dripping pussy. As she wiggled her tongue around 4 o'clock's pussy she uncontrollably ground her own slit around on Jones's big cock.
Whatever drug he'd given her combined with the alcohol mixer, had robbed her ability to resist. Jenna was lost in the throes of the experience.
"That's right slave, grind that wet pussy on my royal appendage!" Jones cheered before he went back to roughly sucking and squeezing her fabulous tits.
Suddenly he heard 4 o'clock moan loudly. He then felt Jenna's body shake violently before he felt her cum spray all over his genitals as she climaxed simultaneously with the harem girl.
"That's what I'm talking about slave!" Jones shouted enthusiastically. "How did 4 o'clock taste? What's her flower slut?"
Jenna was panting heavenly as she said unsurely "Fresia King?"
"Nope slave, that lovely creature was Hyacinth! That's your first incorrect answer; you only get one more slut. You better concentrate a little harder. Maybe if you concentrate more on the test and less on your own orgasm you'll do better." He said condescendingly as he climbed out from under her.
Jones could see the disappointment in Jenna's body language.
As Jenna moved slowly toward 5 o'clock Jones spanked her hard on the ass. Jenna yelped in pain. "C'mon slave, I need to see more enthusiasm. You only have 5 minutes to make this one cum!"
Jenna moved quickly between her legs and sucked the young girl's fat lips into her mouth. 5 o'clock moaned. Jones moved behind Jenna and brought the head of his fat cock to the crack of her ass. He let a big saliva stream slip from between his lips onto the head of his cock. He rubbed the wetness up and down her deep crevice. Jenna meanwhile brought a couple of fingers up and slid them into 5 o'clock's wet tunnel.
Jones grabbed Jenna's scrumptious ass with both hands and pushed his cock against her tight hole until the fat head popped inside. For the next 20 minutes, he fucked her doggy style while Jenna lustily deflowered Lilly, Jasmine, and Nicotiana. And just as she brought Honeysuckle to a wet orgasm, Jones spewed his hot thick load deeply into Jenna as she climaxed for the third time herself.
"Slave I have to complement your pussy eating skills. I didn't think you'd get this far, but I clearly underestimated you. Before you hungrily attempt the last four, you're going to take a little break and service my dick for awhile. Pick a partner and the two of you can suck your cum from my royal cock!"
Jenna looked around and pointed to 9 o'clock. She figured the girl might get aroused sucking Jones' big cock and thus make it easier to get her off. The pretty girl with pouty lips and nice breasts moved forward and kissed Jenna on the lips. "Thank you for picking me; it is an honor to suck the King's royal staff!" She said in broken English.
"Yes, don't you agree slave?" Jones asked Jenna with a smile.
It was at that moment that Jenna realized these girls actually believed that Steve Jones was some sort of royal ruler, "How could they be so naïve?" She hesitated momentarily before she glanced up at her best friend's husband. His phony crown rested cock-eyed on his head as he sported a huge shit-eating grin. Finally Jenna spoke, "...yes, Your Highness!"
"Haha, I'll tell you what ladies," he pointed to the harem girl and said, "You suck her cum from my cock while she sucks on my royal testicles!" He spread his legs widely as the two moved between them. Jones gave instructions that included making out, spitting, stroking, and swallowing over the next 20 minutes. When it was finally time to blow his wad, he told the Latina girl to quickly stroke his dripping cock and aim it at Jenna's open mouth. All of the pleasure from their lips and tongues combined with the excitement of the experience had the chief aroused like he could never remember. He proceeded to shoot a massive load into Jenna's mouth and around her beautiful face. He then made the two of them kiss and share his "royal" cream.
Jones took a break while Jenna pleasured her new sex partner 9 o'clock. Jenna's theory worked like a charm as 9 o'clock was like a dog in heat and came within minutes when Jenna's talented tongue slipped between her legs. Unfortunately for Jenna, she confused Sweet Pea with Dianthus and got her second answer wrong.
"Slave, you are doing a great job with part one of your responsibilities, but if you fail to get the second component wrong again, you'll be going to the gallows for a long time!" Jones warned.
Jenna looked at him with a concerned look and 9 o'clock's cum on her face.
Jones smiled slyly. "Are you ready slave?"
Jenna nodded slowly and moved between 10 o'clock's legs. Jenna's spirits lifted quickly, she was absolutely sure that 10 o'clock was Peony. She enthusiastically pleasured the pretty 19-year-old girl. Jones moved behind and shoved his cock in Jenna's puckered asshole. He butt-fucked the shit out of her as the blonde wife brought 10 and 11 o'clock to gasping orgasms.
"Well, to no surprise you had no problem with the initial aspect of 11 o'clock's test, but what's her scent slut?" Jones teased as he spanked Jenna's ass. "Don't forget you don't have any more mulligan's!"
"Primrose...King!" Jenna chimed confidently.
"Very good slut!" Jones grunted loudly as he jammed his cock in her ass one final time.
Finally the police chief let his cock slip from her butt and spoke, "Ah, you have made it to the final pedal slave! I commend your skill and enthusiasm to this point, but if you fail to achieve either requirement of this final test, I will not support your plea for freedom. And to make things more interesting, 12 o'clock is not wearing a charm on her clit. You'll have to identify this one solely on her intoxicating scent."
"But King, this is very hard to do with both clues, please allow me the same advantage on this last one." Jenna begged.
"Silence slave or you will do it without any hints! However, since you have performed so admirably to this point, I will humbly assist you in helping this final flower achieve part 1 of the test." Jones waved 12 o'clock over to him. She moved quickly as he sat and leaned back on his hands. The girl turned and excitedly straddled him, lowering herself into his lap reverse cowgirl style. Jones pulled her down roughly and impaled her tight 18-year-old pussy on his big cock.
"Okay slave crawl over here and make midnight moan!"
Jenna thought to herself, "Oh, what a noble gesture by this asshole!"
She then moved in nervously and took a big whiff of her scent. She was hopeful the answer would come to her immediately, but it didn't. The smell was intoxicating, but Jenna couldn't readily identify it. Jenna watched nervously as Jones' cock pistoned its way in and out of the stretched little pussy.
"C'mon slave, I'm not going to do all the work here! Get that tongue to work!"
Jenna moved forward and kissed around her engorged 18-year-old nub. The beautiful girl's pussy lips looked like a rubber band as they stretched around the chief's veiny dick, pushing her clit outward. Jenna knew this was going to be like taking candy from a baby as she lowered her mouth and expertly sucked on the sweet seed. The blonde wife fluttered her tongue on the slippery button quickly as it slipped between her lips. 12 o'clock was moaning and encouraging both of them to make her cum in Spanish. In spite of the erotic setting Jenna's mind was filled with dread. She didn't know the answer to part 2 of the test. Wisteria was the flower that kept coming to mind, but something about that answer didn't seem correct.
It wasn't...
Her lack of assuredness regarding part two was not affecting her enthusiasm for part one. Jones watched in awe as Jenna's tongue was like a whirling dervish as she feverishly satiated 12 o'clock's young engorged clit. Moments later the gorgeous Latina girl screamed loudly and humped his cock like an animal as she began her orgasm.
"Clitoris...clitoris" the word kept going through Jenna's mind. Something was making her repeat it over and over as she heard Jones grunt and his big cock twitch as he erupted inside the girl's stretched pussy. His cock suddenly popped from her wet hole and sprayed wildly onto Jenna's face and midnight's pussy mound. Jenna's tongue never let up as the chief's spooge messily coated her face and girls' stomach. "Clitoris...clitoris...the word kept going through Jenna's mind as she sucked on the Latina's engorged nub and tasted the cum cocktail spilling from inside her hot hole. Jenna herself had a small unaided orgasm as the erotic scene played out. Finally, just as Jones was preparing to ask Jenna for the answer it came to her, she shouted, "Not Clitoris...CLEMATIS! Her scent is CLEMATIS!"
Jones was dumfounded that Jenna had actually passed the test. He wasn't sure which was more impressive, bringing twelve girls to orgasm in 90 minutes or her knowing the answer to 10 of the 12 flower quiz questions. Nonetheless, he was very impressed, "Ah slave, that was an impressive performance; you have earned the opportunity for your release tomorrow. You have provided immense pleasure to everyone in this room; it is now your turn to receive sexual bliss. Lay back and enjoy the fruits of your labor.



Jenna felt a huge sense of relief as she now had Jones' word that he would try to get Cole to drop the charges and take her back. The anxiety that she'd been feeling for the past 36 hours melted away as hands and feet began massaging her body from every angle. Soon she felt lips and tongues caressing sensitive parts of her body as she relaxed and let the erotic experience envelope her. Whatever drugs they had given her combined with the sexual pleasures she received made this like no other night of her life.
Over the next several hours both Jones and Jenna were pleasured in ways they had never experienced. On several occasions their bodies were meshed together for joint climax. The sensual orgy lasted deep into the night.
When Jenna finally awoke later that morning she was wrapped in Jones' arms and the twelve garden flowers were nowhere to be seen. The surface of the sex haven was wet and sticky. She could smell the scent of pussy combined with a floral aroma emanating from her facial skin. The soothing sounds of water cascading inside the echoey chamber filled her ears. She was still pretty out of it as she thought momentarily of her husband and Cole Steele before she dozed back off...
Jenna had finally fulfilled her sexual obligation to Steve Jones...
...or had she?
*****
After she awoke, Jenna was led to a large bathroom where she showered and relieved her aching bladder. As the hot water poured over her naked body, Jenna couldn't help but stare at her nipple rings and auburn colored pubic hair. Her depression was elevated by the fact that Steve Jones' initials still lay claim to her genitalia. Worse still, his collar remained wrapped around her neck.
The same girls who had prepared her the night before, helped ready her for today's activities. When they were done, all were impressed at how good Jenna looked after what she had been through the previous night. Nonetheless, while she looked amazing on the outside, she could still feel the lingering effects from the drugs, booze, and sex from previous night. Jenna's anxiety persisted regarding Jones' commitment to convince Cole Steele to take her back. She obviously had plenty of reasons not to trust him.
After a healthy morning breakfast of eggs and fruit, the girls walked Jenna through a series of hallways and corridors until they came to a set of steel doors. They led her through and into a very dimly lit garage where a black stretch limousine waited.
Jenna was escorted to the car; the back door opened as she approached. She slipped inside and sat down on the bench seat along the back of the carriage. It was completely dark inside. The lights illuminated very slowly to a dim level. She could now see Steve Jones sitting at the far end dressed in his police uniform. Jones tapped on the window behind him and the car moved slowly towards the exit door of the garage. The limousine driver flipped a switch and the windows in the back of the car turned completely opaque. Jenna and Jones couldn't see out and no one could see in. Thus no one noticed when the dark colored sedan followed the stretch limo as it exited the gates of Carlos Juarez' palatial estate.
Jones spoke, "Take off your clothes!"
"Chief, I thought we were through with this?"
"We are through when I say we are through. Take them off now!"
Jenna glared at him before she lifted her shirt over her head. Her bra-less tits bounced taughtly once the material cleared her ample mounds.
Jones never tired of seeing Jenna Nielsen's breasts. They looked all the more inviting with his initials dangling from her nipples while the two gold chains connected the heart-shaped rings to the collar around her neck.
Jenna sat motionless as she stared back in his direction.
"I didn't tell you to stop."
She hesitated before she lifted her hips and reached into her waist band and pulled her stretch pants down to her ankles. He nodded his approval and watched as she slipped the leggings from both ankles. She now sat across from him in only her g-string panties.
"Spread your legs."
She did as she was told.
"Pull it aside and show it to me."
Jenna took a deep breath before she slipped her fingers into the material of her g-string and slowly pulled it to the side.
A sly smile appeared on Jones' face. "That's nice Jenna that you would honor me as your fuck stud by putting my initials on your tits and pussy. I'm flattered. Go ahead and slide those panties down to your ankles."
Jenna gritted her teeth and pulled them down.
"That's more like it. Tell me, did you enjoy our night in the cave last night?"
"What do you expect me to say chief?"
"You can call me Steve slut. How did you like the orgy Jenna? You sure looked to be enjoying yourself!"
"I don't really remember much; obviously someone drugged me or something."
"Don't fucking lie to me Jenna. Yes you were drugged, but not with the memory altering variety. The ecstasy you took only heightened your sexual experience. Based on what I witnessed, I'll call bullshit if you try to tell me the drugs didn't accomplish their objective. You were the shining star in that fuck room...where did you learn to eat pussy like that?"
"I only did that to pass your test Steve. I don't want to go to prison and you promised if I did so, you would convince Cole to take me back."
"Those girls loved your tongue and lips, even long after the game was over. Don't blow smoke up my ass, you couldn't get enough of all that young snatch, are you and Ryan swingers or something? Are you fucking all the women at the club? For that matter how about my wife Jenna? Are you doing Sandra?"
"Of course not Steve, Sandra and I are best friends!"
"I'm not sure I believe that, but answer the original question!"
"I don't know, I guess I just did what feels good when someone does it to me." She responded, not knowing what else to say.
"Bullshit slut! Don't try to tell me that was your first time, besides Captain Sayers said the hooker in the jail cell told him that you told her you'd eaten lots of pussy before and were actually really good at it!"
Jenna knew he had caught her in a lie. She hesitated and swallowed nervously before she said, "Yes Steve, I've done it a few times before last night..."
"A few times...I don't believe that for a second. I watched you make 12 girls cum in a little over an hour, so don't tell me you've only done it a few times. You can choose not to tell me details Jenna, but don't expect me to make the call to Cole!"
"But you said you would last night when I made it through the flower circle!"
"Well I guess I lied, I want some fucking details now!"
Jenna knew she had no choice. "...The first time was with a roommate and her friend in college. Since then, Ryan and I go to Las Vegas for our anniversary every year and we hire a female escort."
Jones listened intently, not believing what he was hearing.
"Is that for his satisfaction or yours?"
"Both, but I would say it's more for me than him." Jenna admitted quietly.
"Wow, I guess I can't say I'm surprised after watching your performance last night, but I never pictured you as a slit-licker Jenna. I wish I would have, it would have made my fantasies about you all the better. But now I've seen it first hand and I know the truth!"
"Steve, please don't tell anyone about this, obviously it's something we want to keep private." She begged pathetically.
"Crawl over here."
Jenna slid down off the seat and crawled across the floor in his direction. Jones watched as her tits jiggled sexily as she approached. Finally she stopped and looked up at him from between his legs.
He reached down and brushed her hair away from her face with his right hand. "I'll tell you what Jenna, I'll keep your little secret and I'll call Cole on your behalf, but you have to agree to one little request first."
Jenna got a pit in her stomach, "Fuck he wants another blowjob...", "What is it Steve?"
"Turn around and sit against this bench with your head between my legs."
Jenna moved slowly around and sat on the carpeted floor with her head resting back against his crotch. She could feel his hard cock up against the back of her head. He reached down and ran his fingers through her thick blonde hair.
"I have something for you to watch Jenna."
Jones pushed a button and a 24 inch video monitor pivoted down from the ceiling in front of them. Jones pushed another button and a sex video appeared. It only took a few moments for Jenna to realize who the actors were. In one scene after another, Jones' big cock plunged into her pussy from every conceivable angle.
She gasped loudly.
The video showed close ups of Jenna's incredible body being contorted into countless sexual positions as her squirting climaxes repeated time and time again. There were also reoccurring images of her beautiful face as she moaned and begged for more of his incredible dick.
Finally Jones paused the video. "What do you think Ryan will think about this?"
Jenna nearly died on the spot. Tears began forming in her eyes as she tried to turn in Jones' direction. He held her head tightly and said, "Don't turn around, answer the question Jenna!"
She composed herself momentarily, "You can't show this to him Steve, I still don't understand why you are doing this. I've done everything you've asked!" She began to sob.
"So I guess you don't think Ryan will like it when he sees it? He's not going to know whose huge cock that is fucking your brains out as I'm sure you noticed my face is never shown on the screen, but he's certainly going to know that his sexy wife is getting it in ways that she never could from him. He certainly won't confuse my dick with his own!"
"Steve I beg you, he can never see this!"
"Jenna you are so small minded. It's not just him that you should worry about seeing it." He restarted the video and now video images of Jenna hungrily eating the pussies of the young harem girls shown on the screen.
She gasped even more loudly this time.
"In addition to your husband, there are a lot of other friends and relatives of yours who would be quite surprised to see that you have such an affinity for female genitalia Jenna! Do you recall when you gave me the key code to your garage door and the access number to your cell phone the other night? Well, I met one of my IT geeks at your house and he transferred all your contacts onto a thumb drive. Do you think your parents know you like to eat pussy so much Jenna?"
"Oh my God Steve, you can't ever show them this video!" She was now practically hysterical.
"Calm down Jenna I haven't shown it to anyone...yet. You are the one who can control whether they ever see it or not."
"What do you mean?" She said nervously between sobs.
"Well, you performed quite well this weekend and as a result, I will do my very best to convince Cole Steele to drop the charges and take you back as his personal servant for the next few weeks. However, as I said before, my deals come with much greater expectations than cooking and cleaning. Assuming Cole drops the charges and you don't go to prison for the next 3-5 years, then you will have a decision to make. If you don't want me to post this video on YouTube and send a link to your contacts, then you will have to do something for me!"
Jenna felt sick to her stomach. "What is it Steve?"
"Do you know that hike you go on every Monday afternoon with my wife and Michaelanne Newman?"
"...Yes?" Jenna said unsurely.
"Well you are going to tell them you can no longer join them because you are taking a real estate class on Monday afternoon's for the next several months. You won't tell Ryan that you are no longer doing the hike."
"But why would I tell them that, I'm not taking a class?"
"Well you will be...sort of. You see Jenna, instead of attending class at the college, you'll be at the Saga Motor Lodge re-learning how to drain the cum from my big balls!"
Jenna's hands went to her face in shock.
"Steve, please don't do this! Haven't you gotten everything you wanted this weekend? Do you want to risk both of our marriages?"
"They won't find out unless you tell them. And if you do, you'll have much bigger things to worry about as your infidelity will be broadcast on the World Wide Web for all to see!"
"But if that happens, I guess you could look on the bright side. One thing you'd have going for you when Ryan kicks you out of the house and the business is that you'd have another career to fall back on!"
Tears filled her eyes again, "What do you mean?"
"As soon as any porn producers get a look at our sex tape, you'll have unlimited offers in the smut industry!" Jones had no sooner gotten the words out of his mouth before the video showed Jenna's tongue fluttering wildly around the tip of his cock just as cum erupted from it and splattered around her face. "See what I mean slut!"
She dropped her head in shame.
"So Jenna what's it going to be, the motel or the video?"
Jenna sobbed again.
"Yes, I will meet you at the motel but I still don't understand why you want to have sex with me and not your beautiful wife?"
"Damn Jenna, how fucking naïve can you be? Every guy wants to get a little strange now and again. I just happen to want it more than most guys. And I'd have to be a faggot not to want to fuck the shit out of you every week!"
"I don't believe most guys screw around on their wives. Ryan would never do that..."
Just then the car came to a stop and the engine turned off.
"Turn around and look at me Jenna!"
She turned and slid up on her knees in front of him.
He checked out her amazing tits one final time before he spoke, "On Monday, July 16th at 4:00 p.m. sharp, knock 3 times on room 109 at the Saga Motor Lodge on East Colorado. If you are even one minute late this video will be viral in less than an hour. You got it? You might also want to tell Ryan to fend for himself for dinner that night. The 16th is three weeks from now and I'm going to be bursting at the seams by then. I can assure you, you'll be late getting home but he won't have to save you any leftovers. Your belly will be very full!"
Jones knew it was possible Jenna would still be in Cole Steele's possession when July 16th rolled around, but he suspected that while the football player was enjoying her now, he would tire of her eventually. After all, this was the same man who had a parade of beautiful Hollywood starlets in his bed. Jones was actually more concerned about her feelings for her husband in about 4 hours time.
"...Yes, I will be there," Jenna replied dejectedly.
"Come here," he said as he motioned for her to bring her face to his.
She moved forward until they were only inches apart. He reached behind her head and pulled her lips to his. He kissed her wetly on the mouth one final time.
"Put on the lingerie and heels," he said has he pointed to the stuff sitting on the seat to their right. "You'll get instructions when you get out of the car."
"Where are we Steve?"
"Don't worry about it. Get out and wait for instructions. If Cole does agree to drop the charges, a squad car will pick you up and return you to his place."
"What if he doesn't?" Jenna asked with trepidation as she slipped the chemise over her head.
"I have a pretty good idea he will Jenna. I'm sure he can't wait to get you back polishing his uh...shoes again."
Jenna looked up as she slipped the second 5 inch heel on her foot. Jones smiled a knowing smile. For the first time Jenna suspected that he knew she was doing more than just housekeeping for Cole.
"Besides Jenna, I have lots of motivation to convince him to drop the charges. If he doesn't, you'll be face deep in fat lesbian pussy in the big house instead of face deep on my fat dick on Monday afternoons!"
Just then the car door opened and the limo driver beckoned for Jenna to exit. She gave the chief one last distrusting glance before she turned and crawled towards the back of the car.
Jones checked out her luscious ass one final time before he said, "Jenna..."
She turned to look at him.
"I'm not the only guy who fucks around on my wife..."
She looked at him with a quizzical look before climbing out of the car.
That was the last time they would ever see each other...
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This chapter starts off the morning following Jenna's long night in druglord Carlos Juarez' sanctuary of sin and her subsequent limo ride to her current location with Police Chief Steve Jones...
*****
Captain Sayers entered Ryan Nielsen's cell, "I trust you got a decent night's sleep. Mr. Nielsen, I'm releasing you down to the showers where you'll find toiletries and towels. Shower quickly we need to get you something to eat and have you out of here in 60 minutes. When you're done, one of our uniformed officers will provide you some breakfast and deliver you to the venue; you'll be briefed about what will be expected of you when you arrive.
Ryan's heart beat quickly in his chest, "Am I really going to follow through with this?"
*****
Twenty miles away, Ryan's Nielsen's wife walked nervously through the double doors into a smartly decorated waiting room of sorts. The beautiful blonde was greeted by a well dressed woman in her early 50's. The woman was strikingly pretty for her age; she possessed a very comforting smile which helped ease Jenna's frayed nerves.
The woman introduced herself as Lisa Anderson and said, "You must be Jenna?"
Jenna felt embarrassed that she was dressed in only lingerie and heels while Ms. Anderson wore much more conservative business attire. "How do you know my name? And what is this place?"
"We have been waiting for you Jenna. And I must say you are even prettier than we had heard." Lisa said as she eyed Jenna from head to toe.
"Heard from whom? And what this place is, why am I here? I was supposed to be on my way to Cole Steele's mansion in Pacific Palisades!"
"Jenna I don't know anything about your itinerary," Lisa lied, "but rest assured we will take good care of you during your visit."
"Visit? How long am I going to be here?"
"As I said, I do not know the details of your stay Jenna. Please follow me; we don't have a lot of time."
"Time for what Lisa?" Jenna shouted.
"You will find out soon enough," Lisa responded as she opened a set of doors and led the leggy blonde down a long corridor.
Jenna had no idea that she was walking through the spacious Beverly Hills compound of LA's most infamous Madam. The property belonged to Madam Balough who had risen to the top of Hollywood circles when her mentor Heidi Fleiss' reign came to an end in the mid-1990s. Lilly Balough had been one of Fleiss' top call girls when her empire crumbled. She was only 22 at the time, but Lilly had learned everything there was to know about the business and what mistakes to avoid. Following Fleiss' downfall, Lilly stealthily picked up many of the pieces and within a couple of years had built a burgeoning business of her own.
Now, two decades later Lilly Balough stood at the pinnacle of her success. Powerful men and women from all professions were her clients and her little black book dwarfed the famous version once owned by her mentor. Balough's estate was more like a castle and the activities that took place within its walls made the goings on at the Playboy mansion look like a 2nd grader's birthday party.
Lisa led Jenna into a large room filled with a dozen women dressed much like her. Jenna could tell that most were in their early 20's but a few were pushing 30. They were all strikingly beautiful with bodies that most other women would die for. She did a quick count and noted there were 3 other blondes, one with black hair, 3 brunettes, 2 redheads, and 2 Asian girls.
Two guys that looked like Chippendale models walked amongst them handing out glasses of champagne. Jenna reluctantly took one as the young hunk said, "You need to drink that baby, I'll bring you another in a couple of minutes. That one needs to be finished when I do!"
Jenna could sense there was a lot of apprehension in the room. All of the women appeared to be nervous and very few spoke with one another. She turned to speak to Lisa but she was nowhere to be found. Jenna slowly moved over near one of the windows and gazed out on the lush grounds.
"It's a beautiful place isn't it?" A female voice said from behind her.
Jenna turned to see a very pretty young redhead smiling shyly at her.
"Yes, I guess you could say that, but I have no idea where I am."
"That makes two of us," the girl replied before introducing herself as Brooke.
"I'm Jenna, nice to meet you Brooke. So you don't know where we are either?"
"I suspect we are somewhere in the Hollywood hills, but that's about all I know."
"Is this your first time here too?" Jenna asked.
Brooke hesitated for several seconds before she said, "I wish I could say that Jenna, but I've been here a few more times than I would prefer to count."
"I'm very confused, what is this place?"
"Jenna I can't say for sure, I just know it's a place where sex acts take place and we are the main performers."
"What? Are you serious? But I'm married Brooke, I can't...I mean I won't have sex with other men!"
"You aren't the only one Jenna," she said as she showed Jenna her wedding ring, "Most of the girls in here are married too."
Jenna looked around and saw that nearly all of the girls wore rings on their left hand.
"I'm still so confused, why are we all here?"
"I can't speak for all the girls, but those that I know are here because someone sent them, most by their husbands. It's why I'm here."
Jenna looked at her uncomprehendingly, "Your husband actually sent you to a place to have sex with other men?"
"And women..." Brooke replied quietly.
"But why?"
"It's a long story Jenna, but it was his form of payback for something I did," she replied before sadly dropping her eyes.
"I'm sorry Brooke, I guess it's none of my business, but why would he do that to you?"
"I made a huge mistake and I've been paying for it ever since. It happened about a year ago after our third child was born..."
Jenna studied her more closely; she couldn't believe Brooke could have such a phenomenal body after 3 kids. Jenna figured she couldn't be more than about 24.
She wasn't too far off, Brooke was only 22.
"John, my husband, had taken a new job that required him to travel a lot. I was going through a lot of mental anguish in trying to care for three kids without a lot of help. Meanwhile I was wrestling with the fact that my body was not recovering like it had after the first two. I was going stir crazy in the house. Finally, several weeks later after my niece came home from college, she agreed to watch the kids three days-a-week. Having her coverage allowed me to join a local gym to help with my mental and physical well-being." Brooke started to get tears in her eyes, "That's when everything went wrong."
Jenna reached out and held her hand, "You don't have to say anything more if it hurts too much Brooke."
"You are sweet Jenna, but telling my story helps me cope with my situation and will hopefully help other women from having to go through what I've been through."
She continued, "After a couple of days of fruitless activity at the gym I met a guy named Laughlin who was a personal trainer. We worked out together a couple of times and I hired him. He was amazing and within a few weeks he had me in better shape than before my first was born." Brooke hesitated again as the tears began to reflow.
"I was so stupid. One night while John was away on business and the kids were at my mom's I agreed to meet Laughlin for a drink. One thing led to another and we ended up back at my place. It all happened so fast, but before I knew it we were in bed together." Brooke really poured on the tears this time.
Jenna gave her a hug.
After nearly a minute Brooke pulled away and said, "My husband came home early from his business trip. He walked in just as Laughlin and I were nearing another climax. I didn't see him at first as my face was down in the sheets, but Laughlin told me afterwards that John just stared when the two of them made eye contact. Laughlin took that as a sign of approval so he continued pumping into me from behind while looking right at my husband. I was moaning loudly and begging him to make me cum. A minute later we both climaxed together. It was only at that point as I looked back over my shoulder that I saw my husband standing in the doorway."
"Oh my God Brooke, what did you do?" Jenna asked.
"It was awful. I threw on my little cover up and ran down the stairs after John. He was standing in the kitchen just staring out the window over the sink when I came up behind him. I put my hand on his shoulder and begged him to forgive me. Finally he turned to face me. He had a very angry look on his face."
"You fucking bitch, how could you do this to me? He said. I told him how sorry I was and that it was just a really stupid mistake. He asked who the guy was and how many times we had fucked. I swore to him it was the first time and it didn't mean anything."
"He then said, you can say it didn't mean anything Brooke, but you sure enjoyed it! I've never heard you sound like that when we fuck."
"I didn't know what to say...he was right, but I still begged for his forgiveness."
"He then said, I hope you were at least smart enough to use protection Brooke? I stared back at him with a blank look. Unfortunately at that moment a big glob of Laughlin's cum seeped from between my legs and splattered on the floor. John looked down and immediately recognized what it was. He then slapped me in the face."
"My husband stayed in town the following week, but we hardly talked. Finally one night after he got home from work he brought me into the living room and sat me down on the couch. He said Brooke you know I can never trust you again and I'm very tempted to divorce your ass and take the kids. You know how well connected I am in the legal circles here in Southern California. You won't stand a chance in court."
"I was obviously devastated and started to reply, but he told me to shut up and listen. He then said that while he was crushed that I cheated on him, he had actually derived a sense of arousal while watching the personal trainer fuck me. I just stared at him in disbelief. He then said that I had two choices: I could either, accept the divorce and give up the kids or I could satisfy his new found fantasies and fuck other men while he watched."
Jenna looked at Brooke in amazement.
"I begged him to reconsider, but he wouldn't have it any other way." Brooke said. "So for the past year I get picked up once a month and brought to this place and I have sex with other men and women while my husband watches from behind a two-way mirror. I never see him, but I know he is there because we talk about my experiences when I get back home."
"Oh Brooke, I'm sorry to hear what you are going through, it must be humiliating." Jenna interjected.
"Yes I'm so miserable, but I grit my teeth and bare it, but I hate every second of it!"
Jenna thought to herself that Brooke had obviously fucked up and her husband had every right to hate her for it. But based on what he was making her do, she thought he must be a monster for putting his remorseful wife and mother of their three children through this ordeal.
Jenna had no idea that Brooke's entire story was a made-up bunch of bullshit. The beautiful redhead wasn't married, she had never had any kids, and she certainly had sex in this place a lot more often than once a month. In fact her name wasn't even Brooke, but she went by it here at work.
This young woman was one of Lilly Balough's most successful girls.
*****
Ashleigh (aka Brooke) McMichael had taken her fair share of acting classes prior to arriving on Lilly Balough's doorstep two years earlier. She was a promising USC student with eyes on an acting career following graduation. However, unlike many of her sisters at the Alpha Phi sorority, she hadn't been born with a silver spoon in her mouth. Her dad had walked out when she was 6 and her mom worked two jobs to put food on the table for her and her two sisters.
Ashleigh earned lots of financial aid, but after two years at SC, she was having trouble securing classes while paying huge tuition fees. She was already up to her ears in debt and staring at the prospect of three more years to graduate. Her mom was having health issues and was unable to work long hours. She needed money badly.
One night at an acting school mixer she met a guy named Todd Klent who gave her his card and asked if she'd ever done any modeling. He said he could get her into some modeling opportunities and possibly low budget films if she was willing to take off her clothes in front of the camera. He told her she could make some really good cash if she did it.
Ashleigh was taken aback by his questions and said she wasn't interested.
About six months later her mom fell at work and broke her hip. Ashleigh faced the very real prospect of having to drop out of school and return home to care for her mom and sisters. That night she searched through her desk and found the photographer's card. She remembered the conversation and the opportunity to earn some quick cash for nude modeling work. She called and Todd immediately remembered her. They set up an appointment at his studio in San Bernardino.
Ashleigh nervously stepped into his office the following day. While the studio had lots of expensive looking photography and video equipment she had a strange feeling about the place. The idea of taking off her clothes for someone she didn't even know made her noxious. But Todd had seemed like a pretty good guy and his assistant Simone who'd she just met, seemed genuinely sincere in calming Ashleigh's nerves.
They brought her in and sat Ashleigh on the couch in Todd's office. Simone sat down beside her and Todd rolled his desk chair over in front. Ashleigh thought to herself that Todd, while being in his mid-thirties, was cuter than she remembered from the mixer. They made small talk for several minutes before he said, "So you've had a change of heart about doing some nude modeling?"
Ashleigh told him she had some family issues going on and she really needed the money. Todd subtly looked over and exchanged eye contact with his assistant. Simone returned the glance with a subtle devious smile.
"Well Ashleigh I'm glad you called, I think you will find this to be a very good opportunity to make some really good money in a short time. I do a lot of photography for the more well known adult magazines like Penthouse and Hustler," Todd lied.
Ashleigh responded, "Oh no Todd, I am a college student at USC and I'm in a sorority, I can't do a high profile magazine like those, everyone will recognize me."
"But Ashleigh, those are the mags that pay the kind of payouts we are talking about."
"I don't think I can do it Todd."
He looked over at Simone before looking back at Ashleigh. "We've had a couple of other models with the same concerns and we were able to convince at least one of the magazines to do the shoot using a masquerade mask. What do you think about that?"
She thought about it for a minute. "Yeah I think with a mask I would be up for giving it a try. But before I do anything, how much can I earn if they use my work?"
Todd laughed, "Oh yeah, I guess you would want to know that. I can't pay you for the initial shoot because we have no guarantees they will use them. However, if they turn out really good, I can use my connections to get you a really high profile spread and a great payday!"
"How much are we talking about?"
"It depends on a lot Ashleigh, but if they do an entire spread you could easily pull down 5 figures!"
"Five figures...that's a pretty wide range. Can you be more specific?" She asked apprehensively.
"It's not a perfect science Ashleigh, but we won't know until we try. You are looking at $10,000 at a minimum, but let's get some stuff in the hopper and see where it goes from there. If the photos are really good, which I expect them to be; we could have a contract in your hands in a week or so!"
Ten thousand wasn't a ton of money, but it could certainly help with her mom's rent payment and living expenses for her two little sisters. Ashleigh nervously agreed.
"Simone why don't you take Ashleigh back into the bathroom and help her out of her clothes."
The two of them walked out of the room. Todd rubbed his semi-hard cock and smiled to himself; he wondered how so many naïve women could fall for his act. He'd really outdone himself this time however. He had a thing for redheads and this college co-ed was one of the hottest cock-rockets he'd seen in a long time.
The truth was Todd had no connections at Penthouse or Hustler and was really only a part-time photographer with loose ties to a few porn industry producers. He had no intention of getting Ashleigh into magazines...his only real objective was getting into her pants.
Todd used the photography ruse to get women to come to his "studio" and take off their clothes. He would then use one of his many stories to coerce them into having sex with him. Sometimes his fuck buddy assistant Simone would get in on the action too.
Moments later Simone came back into the studio, "Fuck Todd, you've raised the bar this time...she is absolutely flawless. We've never had a girl who looked so good naked here before!"
Todd got a big grin on his face, "Okay what the fuck are we waiting for?" He reached for one of his cheap knockoff cameras. It was digital but he was too cheap to replace the SIM Card and it was already full. He did however, flip the switch on his array of video equipment. That turned out to be a very good decision.
Just then Simone led Ashleigh into the room wearing only a robe.
"How are you feeling about this Ashleigh?" Todd asked.
"I'm nervous."
"I know it can be a little nerve-wracking the first time, but I promise I won't ask you to do anything you aren't comfortable doing." He lied. "Simone can you help Ashleigh remove the robe and we'll do some standing shots first."
Simone moved closer and gave Ashleigh a trusting smile.
"What about the mask?" Ashleigh asked.
"Oh yeah that's right," Todd mumbled as he eyed her. "Simone, there should be one in my desk, please get it for her."
Simone rummaged around in his desk before returning with a Mardi-Gras style masquerade mask with an elastic band. She slipped it over Ashleigh's head and pulled it down over her eyes. She then reached forward, untied the robe tie and slowly pulled it off the sexy coed's shoulders.
Todd nearly shit himself.
Ashleigh's 20-year-old body was spectacular. Her large round D-cups were impossible to take his eyes off as they hovered proudly over her flat stomach. He had purposely turned the temperature down in the studio and her nipples were already rock hard.
He knew immediately that it was a mistake not having memory on his camera to photograph this amazing specimen. "At least I'll have video..."
He ogled the rest of her amazing body.
Simone noticed that Todd was staring uncomfortably, so she broke up the awkwardness, "Todd, why don't you tell Ashleigh what you'd like her to do."
The first thought that crossed his mind was, "I want her to suck my dick!" Then he finally snapped out of his trance and said, "Ashleigh, you have a very pretty figure, I think if we get a good spread, the magazines will be falling over themselves to use your stuff." He then thought to himself, "But I can't wait to use your stuff first!"



He started off slowly, letting her get adjusted to being in front of the camera. Todd had her cover her breasts with her hands in an attempt to build her trust. He walked around and shot from various angles. From behind the lens, her body looked phenomenal. As she got more comfortable, he encouraged her to relax and enjoy the process. Todd had her arch her back and push her tits out more provocatively. He had her spin around and show him her luscious ass. As she did so, Todd looked over at Simone, they both smiled.
After about 15 minutes he moved her to the couch and laid her down. He snapped a handful of sexy shots on her back and on her stomach. He then told her the magazines would pay more for shots that were more suggestive and risqué. She took his suggestions to heart and was soon spreading her legs as he panned in closely on her neatly trimmed bush. Todd took a chance and told her to spread her pussy lips. To both his and Simone's delight, Ashleigh lowered her hands and did as he suggested. He took lots of shots of her wet juicy hole.
"Yes Ashleigh, you are beautiful! I'm confident I can get you the five figure contract you want with these photos. It's too bad you don't want to go after the really big payout, you are such a natural. The camera loves you..."
"What do you mean by really big payout Todd; you didn't mention anything about that?"
"Oh, I was sure you wouldn't be interested so I didn't bring it up." Todd said as he continued snapping shots of her on the couch.
"I could really use the extra money, what are you talking about?"
"Ashleigh, I don't know, you seem kind of shy..."
"Tell me Todd!"
"Please don't hate me for suggesting it, but the magazines will pay much more for intercourse shots than simply naked ones. They'll pay up to $35k for really good sex scene shots."
"Are you suggesting I have sex with someone while you take pictures?"
He hesitated before he said, "See, I knew you wouldn't be interested. Let's keep doing what we are doing here."
"You think they will pay me $35 THOUSAND if I agree to do it?"
"Girls as beautiful as you do not come along very often Ashleigh; I can't imagine they wouldn't be interested." He responded.
"Have you shot this kind of thing before?"
"Yes, we've done it lots of times haven't we Simone?"
Simone smiled at Ashleigh and confirmed what Todd had just told her.
"So who would I do it with if I did go through with it?" Ashleigh asked nervously.
"That's the problem; both of my usual male actors are on a shoot down in Mexico and won't be back for a couple of weeks." Todd lied before he looked over at his assistant, "Simone do you know if Jack Quinlan is available?"
"Unfortunately not, I talked to him yesterday; he threw his back out and will be laid up for at least a month."
Ashleigh got a disappointed look on her face.
Todd had her right where he wanted her.
He then said, "You know Ashleigh, I've captured enough of these shots from the other side of the lens, I guess I could stand in and be your partner for a day. The magazines are always more interested in the female actress anyway...they probably wouldn't even notice. As for the photography, Simone has assisted on enough on these that she could do the shoot without a problem."
"Won't they want a professional?" Ashleigh asked.
"In front or behind the camera?" Todd responded with a question of his own.
"I guess both, but I was referring to in front of the camera..." Ashleigh said sheepishly.
"Like I said, Simone is a trained professional so the photography should be fine. As for me, I've filmed enough of these to know basically what to do. I'll try my best to arouse you, but you might have to be patient as I get my sea legs under me, if you know what I mean. I'm not used to doing it with someone as pretty as you, but I'll try to perform satisfactorily."
Somehow the idea of doing it with a nervous older photographer seemed to calm Ashleigh's nerves. "That's a sweet thing to say Todd; I guess I would be up for it if you are."
He faked nervousness and acted as if he was giving it serious debate. Finally after several moments he turned to Simone and said, "I guess I can do this, are you okay doing it from the other side?"
Simone nodded. The play on words was not lost on her. Her panties were already wet as she hoped Todd would coerce Ashleigh into a three-way before this was over.
He turned and looked at Ashleigh, "In spite of our nervousness and inexperience we must do our best to make this look like we know what we are doing. The editor's will see right through it if we fake it or don't enjoy it. If you don't feel I am giving you the proper level of satisfaction, please tell me. There is no sense wasting the studio and production time if I can't get you to a level of arousal to make this believable. To assist us, I'll do what all the actors do before they perform."
Simone brought him a little blue pill and a glass of water.
"Do you want anything to loosen up Ashleigh?"
"How about a tequila shot?" She said jokingly.
"Sure, we can handle that."
"Are you serious? I was kind of kidding but if you have it I would love one."
"It's much more common than you would imagine Ashleigh. Even the most seasoned actors get butterflies before doing this."
Simone scurried across the studio in search of the booze.
Todd studied Ashleigh's sexy tits as she watched Simone. He couldn't wait to get his lips on her hard nipples. As she looked back in his direction he made eye contact and said, "Ashleigh, assuming we are compatible and I can perform to necessary expectations; the magazines will want a full array of action shots including multiple positions and oral. Will you be okay with this?"
She looked at him with a look of apprehension as the magnitude of what he was suggesting finally hit her. "I guess so Todd; this is all just so much for me to digest."
"We will start off slow and if at any point you get nervous or want to stop, just let me know. How much time do you have today?"
"I have a philosophy class at 1:00 p.m."
He looked at his watch which read 10:15 a.m., "Okay, we might be cutting it a little close depending on how long it takes you to get back to campus, but we'll do our best to stay on schedule. He lied.
He thought to himself, "There's no fucking way she's going to make that; dinner at the sorority house might be jeopardy!"
Simone returned with a tray of tequila shots. "I brought a couple of extras just in case," she said with a smile on her face.
Todd reached over and grabbed one in each hand. He handed one to Ashleigh. "Hope this will help us both get over our nerves."
After downing the first one, Ashleigh asked for another. Todd obliged before saying, "I'll start off with a little oral and hopefully I can get you in the mood and that'll give the Viagra time to kick in. Simone will have the best vantage point, so she may give us each suggestions to improve the quality of the photos. If she suggests anything you aren't comfortable with, just tell us. Are you ready?"
"...yes I think so."
Ashleigh was no novice when it came to sex. Most of her sorority sisters would even consider her on the promiscuous side. They were all jealous at the way the fraternity guys flocked to her at parties, and she would often go home with cutest ones. In spite of that, she was well-liked by everyone in the house so they accepted the fact that all the guys were drawn to her.
She'd had her fair share of sex in high school and in her first couple of years of college. Unfortunately for Ashleigh, while she enjoyed it a lot, sex had never been amazing for her. The boys to this point in her life had all failed to really get her off. It took a special kind of guy to not lose his prowess when confronted with someone as hot as her. The vast majority had all ejaculated prematurely when finally given their chance. The fact was, after four years of sexual promiscuity, Ashleigh had never had a guy rock her world in bed.
That was about to change.
Ashleigh lay back on the couch as Todd wrestled with his shoes and socks. Finally when he conquered his footwear, he reached for his tie and attempted to loosen it as composedly as possible. Unfortunately, the knot stuck and he ended up fighting it embarrassingly as Ashleigh smiled and a small giggle escaped her lips.
His awkwardness again soothed her nervousness; she actually felt a slight sense of embarrassment for him. Ashleigh had no idea this was all part of Todd Klent's act. The 34-year-old photographer had completely disarmed her with his maladroit antics; she was oblivious as to what was about to transpire.
Ashleigh was about to get the shit fucked out of her.
Finally after pulling the tie from his neck, he grabbed both sides of his shirt and ripped it open. His muscular chest and arms quickly came into view. Ashleigh was astonished. Both times she'd seen him, he wore baggy dress shirts that obscured his impressive physique. "He looks good for thirty-four," she thought to herself.
He moved quickly between her legs; the clumsiness was now gone. Todd kissed and licked along her trembling inner thighs. Ashleigh closed her eyes and moaned her approval, "He doesn't seem so awkward now..."
After kissing and nibbling his way to it, his talented tongue and lips were soon doing a number on her womanhood.
Simone moved in close and took several shots of Ashleigh's face as the gorgeous redhead did her best to downplay the pleasure she was already feeling.
"I know he's not a professional, but does it feel okay Ashleigh?" Simone asked innocently.
"Not an expert my ass," was the first thing that came to Ashleigh's mind, "yes...he's doing...um... fine." She said in a breathy response.
Todd Klent was now in his element. He lived for these opportunities and this amazingly hot USC coed had fallen for his entire bullshit story. Now it was time to reap the rewards.
He ate her pussy like a starving man.
Simone moved around the couch like a cat, snapping fake photo's at a frenzied pace. "The camera loves you Ashleigh! Are you still feeling okay?" She asked, knowing full well that Todd's amazing tongue was turning her to mush.
"Uh huh," was all Ashleigh could muster as her breathing was getting very strained.
"Reach up and rub your pretty tits Ashleigh," Simone suggested.
"Oh...okay...uhn, will the magazines like that?" She said breathlessly as if she was actually still doing it for their sake.
"They want to see you in complete arousal, hopefully without the professionals here, we're still able to get you there and capture the shots." Simone was having fun fucking with her.
Ashleigh rubbed and squeezed her tits as she spread her legs wider for Todd.
"Relax and enjoy it Ash, you look great. Is the mask giving you any problems?"
"No...no problems...uhn." Subtle moans and gasps escaped her lips between heavy breaths.
"Is there anything different you'd like him to do Ashleigh, obviously he doesn't have a lot of experience doing this?" Todd's eyes shifted up towards Simone and she could see a subtle smile before his lips reengaged around Ashleigh's quivering pussy.
"No, no...don't do anything different...please!" Ashleigh blurted out quickly before subtly lifting her ass off the couch.
Simone kept snapping photos.
"If it feels right Ashleigh, lower your hands and rub them through Todd's hair."
Ashleigh didn't need to be asked twice. The now completely aroused redhead quickly moved her trembling fingers through Todd's thick dark hair. She also ground her pussy against his fluttering tongue.
No one had ever given her the oral pleasure she was feeling right now. Todd and Simone both knew she was close to orgasm.
"Todd isn't this about the time that the actors usually add some fingers? You know how the mags like that!"
He looked up at her with Ashleigh's juices coating his face, "Yes, you're right Simone. I have to keep reminding myself what they would do. Ashleigh would it be okay for me to use my fingers too?"
Simone had to bite her lip to keep from laughing.
"Too? I'm not sure I could...I guess if the magazines...yes...OH." She moaned loudly as he brought his fingers to her tight hole and wiggled them around. His lips moved back over her clit as he sunk one and then another finger inside her.
Within a minute she was gyrating her hips on his face, "Oh Todd please don't stop you're going to make me..."
Simone interrupted. "Ashleigh I didn't realize you were so close to orgasm, these are the best shots but I need to have Todd stop before he gets you there, hopefully he can bring you close a few times to try and maximize the number of quality shots!"
Ashleigh groaned as Todd pulled away just before she came. Her breathing was heavy and her hips were still quivering. "Are you sure Simone?" She asked between disappointed gasps.
"Trust me Ashleigh we have lots of experience with this." Simone replied while making eye contact with Todd, "Don't we?"
"You bet we do," was all he said before he buried his face back between Ashleigh's beautiful legs.
He spent the next 30 minutes driving the young redhead wild. Simone fake photographed every incredible minute of it.
Finally after bringing her near the edge one final time, Todd stood and unbuttoned his pants. Both women watched as he calmly pulled them down. All of the novice awkwardness was nowhere to be seen. He looked Ashleigh in the eyes between the cutouts in her mask. He then looked down at his crotch knowing that her eyes followed. Todd then reached into the waistband of his boxers and confidently slid them down, pausing only to stretch the elastic over his rock hard cock.
An audible gasp escaped Ashleigh's lips. Simone watched the interaction, forgetting she was supposed to be taking photos.
The 20-year-old sorority girl slid off the couch and onto her knees. Todd moved forward until his thick 9 inch veiny cock was only inches in front of her face.
Ashleigh moved forward as if in a trance. She reached out and wrapped as much of her hand around it as possible. She pulled him forward and kissed the head. She looked up at him and said, "It's amazing Todd..."
He just nodded.
"Wait Ashleigh we planned to have him tease your lower lips with it first..." Simone tried to interject.
It was too late; Ashleigh had already taken it between her lips and wasn't going to let go. She liked giving head and this was the nicest cock she'd ever had in her mouth.
After watching her enthusiastically suck it for about 30 seconds Simone said, "Okay we'll go with plan B." Todd nodded in agreement.
The novice photographer realized quickly that young USC coed gave a damn good blow job.
He moved around and slowly lowered his ass back down on the couch. Ashleigh didn't let his big dick escape her hungry mouth as he did so. She was now down on all fours with most of his cock down her throat. Todd let her savor its flavor before he pulled it from between her lips and spread his legs. He held it against his belly as Ashleigh got the hint. Her tongue went to his scrotum and wetly licked around his huge balls. "Fuck..." was the only thing she said as she marveled at their size.
"Ashleigh that looks great, the magazines will eat this up. Are you sure you're still doing okay?"
For someone who had initially calmed Ashleigh's nerves, Simone sure was getting on them now. Ashleigh let one of his balls pop from her mouth and said, "Just let me suck his cock please, I'm sure there will be lots of good shots along the way!"
The atmosphere in the room had moved from cautious photography focused theatre to urgent no-holds barred sex driven desire.
Todd looked over at Simone with a smug look on his face, "I think the girl know what she wants!"
He ran his fingers through Ashleigh's hair. He then pulled her red-coif aside so he could watch her pleasure him. "That's it Ashleigh, suck that cock!" He then brought his middle finger up and sucked it into his mouth before he leaned forward and rubbed it on her asshole. She grunted her approval with his cock still down her throat.
Todd knew he no longer needed to coax her into anything; Ashleigh was his to do as he pleased.
He "pleased" to do a lot before this day was over...
"Okay baby, you give some nice head, why don't you slide around up here and give me some more of that tasty little cunt of yours." She limberly slid around up on top of him while still stroking his fat meat. He grabbed her hips and pulled her up the rest of the way until her ass was in his face.
With her knees spread and her ankles together on the back of the couch, she reminded Simone of an upside down frog in the 69 position Todd had contorted her into.
"But no frog has ever had an ass like that!" Simone acknowledged to herself.
Todd gripped her ass cheeks roughly and pulled them apart as he extended his tongue and licked through her crack. She groaned again. Ashleigh stroked his cock furiously as she urgently kissed and licked around the fat head. Todd buried his tongue in her asshole. "Oh God Todd that feels good!"
Simone took lots of close up shots of each pleasuring one another.
Todd moved back to her sweet slit and tongue fucked her like a porn star. Ashleigh was now sucking and stroking his cock for all she was worth, "God Todd eat my fucking pussy...I want to cum on your face!" Ashleigh whimpered excitedly.
"Do it Ashleigh, cum on that hot tongue, you know you want to!" Simone urged.
"Oh God yeah...oh...uhn..."
Suddenly Ashleigh's thighs squeezed tightly around Todd's head as she climaxed loudly on his vibrating tongue. All the "close-calls" he'd teased her with over the past hour were now released like a tidal wave in a massive toe-curling orgasm.
Simone missed all the shots as she stared with her mouth agape and wetness soaking her panties.
Ashleigh re-gripped Todd's still rock-hard cock and slobbered around the head as she came down from the unforgettable climax. She had never orgasmed like that in her life.
Finally Todd spoke, "Slide off and go over to the bed, I'm going to fuck you hard and we're going to give Simone some really good shots...then we might even have her make some with us!"
"Wait...what?" Ashleigh questioned.
"The mags love that three-way shit and I know Simone here is dying to get a taste of that sweet pussy of yours! Don't tell me you haven't done it before Ashleigh!"
"But who will take the photos?" Ashleigh asked.
"We have auto capabilities with the camera on a tri-pod." Todd liked that she hadn't objected...she had only questioned the logistics.
Ashleigh and Simone made awkward eye contact. Todd spanked Ashleigh's ass as she stood, "C'mon, these big balls are getting bluer by the minute." He hurried her over to the bed.
Todd Klent was ball-deep in Ashleigh's lush red pussy in a minute.
When it was finally over, Ashleigh felt like she'd been in a gang bang. Todd Klent had used the pretty coed as his personal semen dumping depository all afternoon.
As she climbed off the bed and headed to the bathroom, Todd whispered to Simone who was lying naked next to him, "She'd be a lot more wet and messy if you hadn't cleaned her up with your tongue all those times."
"I know you animal; I don't think I've ever seen you spew so much in one day." She said as she smiled back at him. "My stomach is full just from the jism I sucked out of her!"
"I know, I couldn't stop. That chick is a great fuck! She was like the energizer bunny once I got her going."
"No shit, I only got in on about half of it and when I couldn't go anymore she was still bouncing up and down on your fat cock. How many times did you make her cum?"



He smiled proudly, "Fuck I have no idea, but I think her tight little pussy is going to hurt for a couple of days."
She emerged from the bathroom several minutes later. Todd and Simone had already dressed and were cleaning up. "There's our girl!" Todd said with a grin on his face.
"Did you guys have a chance to review any of the shots yet?" Ashleigh asked modestly.
"Yeah, we looked at a few and they are really good Ashleigh...you should be really proud!" Todd lied.
"Actually I'm feeling kind of guilty. That's not really who I am, I got a little carried away."
"You shouldn't feel that way; your passion is what really comes across in the photography. You are an incredible young woman Ashleigh!" Todd replied. What he really meant was "You are an incredible fuck Ashleigh!"
"Thanks...so how will this process work?"
"Simone and I will review all the shots over the next 24 hours and we'll pick out the best of the best. I'll send them to my contact and hopefully we will get an answer within a week."
"I wish it was a faster process, but I guess I can understand why it takes so long."
"They have lots of models submitting shots for review Ashleigh, but I will encourage my contact to review them as soon as possible. I'll let you know as soon as I hear anything."
"Well I should be going, obviously I missed my class this afternoon and I'll have plenty of catch-up to do."
"Sure Ashleigh," Todd said as he and Simone walked her to the door. They watched as she walked down the stairs and headed out to her car.
"I don't think that could have gone any better," Todd said with a grin as he looked at Simone.
"I know, but I feel a little bit bad that we deceived her like that."
"Shit, she didn't exactly get the short end of the stick," he said as he grabbed his cock through his shorts.
"You can say that again! I couldn't believe how many times she lauded your big cock. I think it's safe to say she's never experienced anything like that."
Todd laughed. "Not too many have!"
"I know, I'm lucky I get it a couple of times a week." Simone said with a mischievous grin.
"Yes you are lucky, my pretty little assistant!"
Meanwhile on her way back to LA Ashleigh couldn't stop thinking about what she'd just been through. She had never done anything like this and she was now feeling a sense of remorse for responding so slutishly to the situation. Her mind was running wild with all sorts of questions. "How legitimate is his photography business, he never even gave me anything in writing? Could he really secure me a $35k contract? Does he even have contacts at the big magazines as he suggested? Does he intend to use the pictures for something else? Did he just want to get into my pants?"
Ashleigh couldn't remember ever being attracted to older men, but Todd's sexual magnetism drew her in quickly. His cock was like a drug...the more he gave her the more she wanted. Having sex with him was like nothing she'd ever experienced before. None of the boys she'd been with had ever made her feel that way; she wondered if all older men were better in bed.
All of these things were circulating in her mind as her curiosity deepened. She had no idea whether she should trust him. The thoughts that kept coming to mind, "Should I really believe that he hasn't done that before? No one has ever fucked me like him; am I supposed to believe he is only a photographer? Could the other actors possibly have gotten me off like him? Could they possibly have nicer cocks or be any better with their tongues?"
She felt herself getting aroused yet again as she pondered those questions. She knew her thoughts should be only on the contract and helping her family, but she couldn't stop thinking about the sex. She wondered disappointedly if she might need to fuck Todd again for any reason? "Maybe there were some shots Simone missed that the magazines might want? What if they wanted more of them in a three-way?"
Ashleigh lowered her hand under her skirt. Her panties were already soaking wet. She rubbed her tender pussy through the slippery fabric the rest of the way back home.
As she pulled into town, Ashleigh finally admitted to herself what she'd struggled to confess...the whole experience had been like a sexual awakening. If Todd called her back out to his studio in the morning, she knew she'd be on her way first thing. She actually hoped that he would...
For the next several days her phone didn't ring.
Ashleigh tried to go about her life as normally as possible, but she couldn't stop thinking about her experience in San Bernardino. Finally after nearly a week, she picked up the phone and called him. She waited nervously as it rang and rang.
Finally he answered, "Hey Ashleigh, it's good to hear from you. Yes, I sent the photo's to my contact but still haven't heard anything. I hope to in the next 48 hours. How are you doing?"
"I'm okay, but I'm kind of on pins and needles. I really could use the money to help out my family."
"I understand where you're coming from; I will let you know as soon as I hear anything. So I hope you found the whole experience okay...I have to admit I was nervous to be with someone as pretty as you."
"You didn't seem nervous, are you sure you haven't done that before? You made me feel...well like you had."
"Ashleigh, as I said, we usually have professional actors for that. I'm flattered that you thought I seemed okay. But I assure you I was nervous as hell..." He lied.
She didn't know whether to believe him, but she didn't really care, she wanted to fuck him again. "Todd, are you confident we got all the best shots? Is there a need for us to provide any new ones for them?"
He smiled to himself, "As a matter of fact, my contact mentioned that they would have preferred some different angles on some of the oral and three-way layouts. I told him the logistics might be tough with you living all the way over in LA and Simone's work schedule."
Ashleigh paused momentarily, "Should we re-shoot them?"
"Bingo..."
"It certainly couldn't hurt our chances of getting the contract; can you get out to my studio this afternoon?"
"Yeah Todd, I think it's important they have the best of our work. I'll be there in a couple of hours."
He rubbed his dick as he re-envisioned her wet lips around his stiff cock. "I'll try and get in touch with Simone; do you want to make the trip all the way out here if she's not available?"
"If we can auto-shoot it on the tri-pod again, we should probably give them what they want."
Todd smiled again, "Sure let's give them what they want!" He thought to himself, "I'm sure you are only doing this for them, you horny little slut!"
As Todd hung up the phone he turned to Simone, "She's on her way out here right now!" They kissed passionately as she reached down and rubbed his cock, "Looks like your big dick reeled in another one stud."
"Yeah, but I have to admit she made an impact on me as well. I was really hoping we'd be doing this again. She's the best fuck I've had in a long time!"
"You are preaching to the choir. She wasn't bad making her way around the female anatomy either; I just couldn't keep up with her."
"Amen to that." Todd said smiling, "Good thing there's two of us to try and keep up. At my age, having to keep pace with a lustful 20-year-old can be quite a challenge.
"You poor guy."
They both laughed before she continued, "I know we've done this plenty of times, but don't you feel a little bad that she thinks there will be money coming to help her family?"
"That's interesting that you bring that up, I can't remember ever feeling guilty about any of these hook-ups, but I do feel a little bad for this one. She's doing it for the right reasons. That said, I want to fuck her again so bad, I'm certainly not going to get cold feet now!"
Simone grabbed his hard cock again, "Something tells me your feet have nothing to do with this decision!"
They both laughed out loud.
*****
Later that night Todd Klent lay in bed with empty balls. His mind played back the unbelievable events of the afternoon as his "protégé" Ashleigh had given him and Simone all they could handle once again. He reached down and stroked his over-used cock; it was sore from being hard for so long and tender from the vise-like friction he'd felt when he popped Ashleigh's tight ass-cherry.
He was still brimming with pride over his performance. The 20-year-old redhead had climaxed time and again on his cock as he put her through the paces. Ashleigh had upped her game as well and milked the cum from the two of them like a pro.
Suddenly the feelings of guilt he'd experienced over the past few days came back to him in spades. While he accomplished what he'd set out to do by getting in the coed's pants, the thoughts of deception were now eating away at him again, "How can I do this to such an amazing girl when she is doing it for the right reasons?"
Todd was well aware that Ashleigh had "benefitted" from her encounters with him, but he was still feeling remorse about deceiving her regarding the magazine opportunities. Suddenly a thought occurred to him. He jumped out of bed and ran downstairs into his office. He fumbled through his backpack until he found the business card he was looking for.
Todd walked back upstairs contemplating the possibilities.
The next morning he called the recruiter whose card he found the night before. A deep-voiced man answered, "This is Kevin Johnson, how can I help you?"
"Hi Kevin, my name is Todd Klent, you and I met last year at a party in Malibu, you gave me one of your cards."
"Yes Todd, how can I help you?"
"Are you still recruiting for adult escort services?"
"I might know some people in the business Todd; do you know of someone that my contacts might be interested in talking to?"
"As a matter of fact I do, can I send you a short video at the email on your card?"
"Yes feel free to do so. I'm a very busy man Todd, send it over and I'll review when I have a few minutes. Good bye."
Todd remembered his buddy Grant telling him that Kevin Johnson's company would pay out big referral fees to scouts and other individuals who brought fresh new talent to them. Grant told him that he heard that Johnson's company paid $40k to a guy who brought his horny young wife to him. They were divorced in less than 6 months after his wife turned into a high priced whore, but the selfish dude walked away with a hefty referral fee.
Todd went into his video library of Ashleigh and clipped out several scenes. The process took longer than he thought as he had trouble determining which of the countless clips to send. He finally settled on three incredible scenes that highlighted her best assets. The email included a toe-curling blow job, a 2 minute clip of her bouncing uncontrollably on his cock, and finally one of him fucking her in the ass as she ate Simone's pussy. Todd attached the files in an email and sent them to Kevin.
The following day he called Ashleigh to break the news that none of the magazines had agreed to use the shoot. He heard her gasp on the other end of the line when she got the news, "Ashleigh, I'm so sorry it didn't work out, but they said they are all really backlogged with inventory and they aren't looking to do anything at this time."
"So is that it? I did all that for nothing? I'm going to have to drop out of school and move back home..." She was now sobbing on the other end of the line.
"Ashleigh, please don't get your hopes up, but I spoke to another contact and he is reviewing your stuff as well. I haven't heard back from him, but I promise I will let you know as soon as I do. He is very well connected."
"Todd, thank you so much. I'll be waiting for your call."
After they hung up, Todd genuinely felt bad for what he had done. He knew Kevin Johnson was a long shot, but he really hoped for Ashleigh's and his own sake that he would be interested.
Two days later Kevin Johnson was sitting at his desk in his office getting caught up on old emails. He had been out in Catalina for a couple of days and was now paying the price for enjoying a little time off. As he scrolled through his countless messages he swore that he would never vacation again, "Email is the best and worst invention ever created..."
Finally he came across one from a name he didn't recall...Todd Klent. The title was simply "Ashleigh". His first thought was to delete it, but he then remembered the conversation he'd had on the phone a couple of days previously.
He clicked on the message and double-clicked the video file.
Five minutes later he yelled for his assistant Bootsie to get Lisa Anderson on the phone.
Johnson watched the clips over and over again, "Fuck...there's our unicorn." He knew that young natural redheads with bodies like that and the fuck skills she possessed were about as common as left-handed .300 hitting catchers in baseball. Hot natural blondes and brunettes were a dime a dozen, but this animal didn't come along very often.
"Where the fuck is Lisa Anderson?" He yelled out impatiently.
"I'm on hold with her assistant, give me a minute asshole!" Bootsie screamed back at him.
A big grin came across his face, he loved that she talked to him that way.
"Lisa Anderson is on line 2!"
"Lisa, it's Kevin. I have someone I want you to take a look at. I'm sending you an email with some short clips of her in a minute. Take a look and call me back." He hung up the phone and yelled again at his assistant, "Hey go through my email and get a gentleman named Todd Klent on the phone. I need it like yesterday!"
"On it dickhead," reverberated his assistant's voice from the other room. Johnson smiled again. He refocused on his screen as "Ashleigh" sucked a big cock like her life depended on it.
"Todd Klent on line 1!"
He quickly picked up his phone, "Hi Todd this is Kevin Johnson, how's it hanging my man?"
Todd quickly noticed Johnson's change in demeanor from their previous conversation.
"Things are good Kevin, how about with you?"
"I have to admit I was out of the office getting a little R&R for the past couple of days and now I'm playing catch up. Say, I got your email and I'm a little intrigued by Miss Ashleigh. I don't recognize her from any of the other sites we monitor."
"You won't find her on any of them Mr. Johnson, she truly is a fresh face!"
"Yes, she appears to be just that Todd. How did you find her?"
"I don't think that really matters Kevin, but I can tell you that girls like her don't come along very often!"
"Well we'll have to see about that, do you have any more material you can send me?"
"Sure I'll put some more stuff together and have it over to you right away."
"So does she know what we would be asking her to do if she were to join our team Mr. Klent?"
Todd hesitated, "No...but she really needs the money and clearly she's got the skill-set you are looking for. It may take a little persuasion, but I don't think she could say no if the monetary opportunity is what I've heard it to be."
"How about you Todd, what are you expecting out of this?"
"I've heard your company pays substantial referral fees for people who bring talent to you. I would expect to have a contract in place prior to putting her in touch with you."
"We can dot the "I's" and cross the "T's" if we get that far Todd. Please send over the other stuff, I'm looking forward to seeing it."
"Sure, you'll have it right away Kevin. Oh and by the way, this stuff is copyrighted, I don't expect to see any of it on the net."
"You have my word on that Todd."
No sooner had Kevin hung up the phone when his assistant yelled out, "Lisa Anderson on line 1!"
"Hi Lisa, did you take a look?"
"Where the fuck did you find her Kevin?"
"She's actually a referral. According to my contact she's a fresh face, no porn work or other skeletons. She's looks too good to be to be true. She sucks a pretty mean cock, I'm watching her deep throat this guy right now!"
"Actually I was more partial to the way she eats pussy, I rubbed myself under my desk while I watched!" Lisa said enthusiastically.
"Shit Lisa you don't need to masturbate, you'll get to find out first hand at the interview!"
"Only if I keep Lilly from knowing about her until after she comes on board." They both laughed. "What else do we know about her Kevin?"
"Not much, my contact is sending me more video clips. He says she doesn't know anything about our business, but he said she really needs the money and he thinks she'll be ripe for our sales pitch."
"Nice choice of words Kevin, send me over the stuff when you have it. I might need to lock my office door if her cunnilingus work looks as yummy in the new clips! If she looks as good as we expect, let's get her in here as soon as possible."
"10-4 Lisa."
Three hours later Todd Klent's phone rang. "How's it going Kevin, I assume you got the videos? What do you think?"
"Yes I did Todd and we are very intrigued, we'd like to meet with Ashleigh as soon as possible."
"That's great to hear Kevin; I knew you'd be impressed! But before we do that, I'd like to understand exactly how the referral program works."
"Sure Todd, it goes like this: If we hire her, we pay a one-time only $10,000 finder's fee. At the end of a sixth month trial period, we pay an additional $5,000 if we decide to keep her on board. At that time, she goes into our ranking system. We typically employ around 200 girls at a time. If at the end of 1 year she ranks in the lowest 25% (i.e. 75-100%) no additional bonuses are paid. If she ranks between 50-75% we pay $2,000 more. If she becomes an impact girl in the range between 25-50% we pay an additional $8,000. If your referral is a game-changer in the 10-25% range, we pay an additional $10,000. Finally if she makes the top 10, we dole out the really big bucks and pay an additional $15,000. If you do the math, you'll realize the payout for a top 10 girl is $50,000!"
"How do I know the ranking system is accurate and on-board?"
"It is everything to us Todd. Our girls are reviewed daily via required feedback from our customers. You could ask any of our girls what their ranking is at any time and they can recite it immediately. As a referral contractor you will receive a daily dashboard of how Ashleigh ranks in our system. All these details will be spelled out in the contract if we move forward."
He continued, "You will also have to sign a non-disclosure agreement that exempts us from any future claims you make about your dealings with our organization. Obviously we run a well-oiled machine Mr. Klent, but our line of work is not exactly embraced by the judicial and law-enforcement arms of our government...unless of course they are clients."
They laughed together.
"What's the next step Kevin?"
"Obviously we'd like to have her in for a meeting and depending how that goes, an audition. We ask her to complete a very thorough application prior to the audition. Will she have any objections to any of that Todd?"
"I really don't think so Kevin. But before I tell her about this opportunity, can you share what her earning potential is?"
"I'm not at the liberty to discuss Todd, but if she isn't bringing in six figures right away, she won't be long for the program. And if she is a top performer, seven figures isn't out of the question."
"Holy Shit!"
"As you know Mr. Klent, sex sells. And we have the kind of clients who can afford to pay."
"Okay, I will speak to her right away." Todd replied with excitement in his voice.
"Mr. Klent, please do not give her any details in advance, we are good at what we do and our sales pitch can be quite persuasive. Please provide her with my contact information and have her reach out to me right away. We want to strike while the iron's hot. If she is all we hope, and we can convince her to come on board, you should have a contract in hand right away and $10,000 in your pocket. Thank you again for bringing her to us."



"Sounds great Kevin."
"Good luck Todd!"
*****
Now as she stood here two years later talking to Jenna, the girl known as Ashleigh McMichael outside these walls and Brooke inside, was ranked in the top 5 of Lilly Balough's girls and was pulling down nearly $1M annually. Ashleigh was still working towards her degree at USC and remained semi-active within her sorority, all the while living a double-life fucking and sucking some of the most influential men and women in the world.
While Todd Klent could no longer afford the cost of admission between Ashleigh McMichael's legs, he did receive his complete $50,000 referral fee 1 year to the day of her employment at Lilly's mansion. No girl in the history of Lilly's business had ever moved faster up the rankings than Brooke. The pretty redhead convinced her mom that she was doing lucrative modeling work as she covered the entire cost of her college and still sent plenty of money back home to cover the rent and other necessities. Her mom was now only working one job and back in good health.
"So you say all of these women have been sent here by someone to perform sex acts for strangers?" Jenna reconfirmed with Brooke.
"Yes Jenna, I don't know all of them, but I'm pretty sure that is how everyone came to be here."
"Is it just by chance that all of them are so pretty and have such nice bodies?"
"No Jenna, but you could say the one thing we have going for us is that we have been placed into the 'A' group. It's not much of a consolation, but they rank the groups based on beauty and earning potential. I can see why they put you in with all of us." Brooke said as she checked out Jenna's body. "My understanding is that clients pay top dollar to fuck all of us!"
"It's like a whore house for unwilling women...but this is the 21st century in the United States! How can this happen?"
"I know Jenna, but I've been told that this place has incredible political connections. It makes sense; some of the clients are very influential people. Since I've been here I've had sex with two members of Congress and other high-ranking government officials."
"Are you kidding me Brooke? It sounds like Heidi Fleiss all over again. The only difference is none of us are paid call-girls!"
Brooke smiled on the inside and thought to herself, "Actually Jenna, you're the only one in this room not getting paid to fuck! The rest of us are rolling in the dough." She then spoke, "Yes that's the way everyone feels about it, but from what we've heard, the punishments are severe for women who resist or do not perform. I'm told that the husband or whoever brings us here has to sign a waiver giving the organization rights to torture or other forms of persuasion for resistors."
"That's barbaric!"
"I know, but what are we supposed to do? Anyway Jenna, I would suggest you fall in line and do what you are told. I will say that most of the clients are civil when it comes to treatment, except that sometimes the sex is rough. But my experience has been that most of the clients of group 'A' are more into fetish or role play sex than rough stuff."
"Like what?" Jenna asked.
"You know, they like to dress us up and live out fantasies. Stuff like cheerleaders and football players or doctors and nurses at a hospital. Some of the women are into dominatrix and stuff like that."
"There are women clients?" Jenna asked surprised.
"Lots, and sometimes they are the kinkiest ones of all! Rich housewives and mistresses mostly, but I've...um...done it with some pretty famous actresses." Brooke said embarrassingly.
"Really? So how does it all work?" Jenna asked, more concerned than curious.
"In a few minutes, they will come around and take each of us to a separate glass enclosed room. Each room is elevated slightly and surrounds a common area where the client resides. We each will be given a personal aide who is responsible for preparing us for the upcoming client. Depending on the clients' wishes, we are dressed accordingly. Most customers like to see us naked. Sometimes we are bound or gagged or positioned into a client position of choice."
Brooke continued, "A voice comes over a loud speaker and gives us background information about each client prior to their entrance into the common area. The client then walks around and observes us before making their choice as to who will join them in the common area for sex. Some of the clients are mic'd up so we hear their comments as they survey us."
"Once the client makes their choice(s), the glass re-obscures until the setting is prepared and they and their partner(s) are into position. If you are picked, they will brief you quickly as to the clients' desires and expectations and you will be dressed and positioned accordingly. If you aren't picked, once the action begins your partition glass will become clear and you are expected to watch as the action takes place. You will be quizzed later as to the details of the sex that ensues, so it's important Jenna that you watch closely."
"Is there a chance that I won't be picked?" Jenna asked hopefully.
Brooke looked at her again hungrily from head to toe, "Jenna, you are really beautiful and have an amazing body so I wouldn't count on it, but if today's clients' aren't into gorgeous blondes with great tits you might not get picked."
The semi-crude comment surprised Jenna coming from the young mother of three, but before she could respond, a voice came over the loud speaker, "Ladies your personal aides are now entering and will lead you to your partition room."
Jenna gasped...



        UCLA to Big D Ch. 15

        Infidelity at LA brothel is final cog in devious plan.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/ucla-to-big-d-ch-15

Title: UCLA to Big D Ch. 15

Author: FifthEstate

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: Infidelity at LA brothel is final cog in devious plan.

Tags: brooke, redhead, hollywood, saber-tooth, horse, heidi fleiss, usc, percy, naomi watts, brothel

Series: UCLA to Big D


Acknowledgement: I had originally planned to classify this chapter in another category, but it contains a fun section involving celebrity sex and thus Literotica's submission requirements dictate that it be classified in the Celebrities and Fan Fiction category, even though that classification does not represent the primary theme of the chapter. Please keep in mind that any references to celebrities or real-life people or places are purely fictional. Any and all sexual situations regarding these individuals are consensual. Fetish components are also integral in the story, making some of the sex still very good, but different than previous chapters. I hope you enjoy it.
In this chapter, beautiful blonde wife Jenna Nielsen finds herself in an unfamiliar Hollywood mansion (brothel) talking to a gorgeous redhead (Brooke) who has just informed her that they, and the other 8 beautiful women around them, are there to fuck unknown men and/or women as "punishment" bestowed upon them by their significant others. Jenna listens in disbelief as she contemplates the realities of how and why she finds herself here now. She suspects Steve Jones is responsible, Jenna has no idea this is all part of Cole Steele's master plan.
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*****
"Well Cole, Jones kept up his end of the bargain, Lisa Anderson just called me and confirmed that Jenna arrived at the mansion twenty minutes ago," Carl Swenson, Cole Steele's security man communicated to his boss.
"Oh, that's the best news I've heard in 48 hours. Did Lisa say how she was doing?" The large black man asked nervously.
"She said she looked a little tired, but nonetheless, really hot in her skimpy lingerie. She did however acknowledge your girl was wearing some unusual accessories including a gold collar."
"That son of a bitch, he better not have marred or hurt her in any other way!" Cole swore in reference to Chief Steve Jones of the Pacific Palisades police department.
"Lisa didn't seem to think so. She said she looked incredible, she described the light pink baby doll and 5" heels Jenna was wearing, as looking as good on her as any 29-year-old she'd ever seen. She asked if Jenna's incredible cleavage was enhanced. I told her only by the grace of God."
"Well I'm glad to hear she seems to be okay and is looking as good as usual. What about Ryan, have you gotten an update?" Cole asked.
"I got a text message from that Captain Sayers at the North County jail; he says Jenna's husband will be heading out in 30 minutes."
"Good, it sounds like our plan is on schedule. I have to say I'm a bit surprised that Jones didn't fuck it up somehow!" Cole said, breathing a sigh of relief.
*****
Jenna looked up as two women approached her and the gorgeous redhead, Brooke. The shorter of the two asked Jenna to follow her. Jenna gave one last nervous look at her new friend before her aide led her out of the common area. The girl took Jenna around to the other side, up a couple of stairs and into a glass-partitioned 7' x 10' room that peered back out into the common area where they'd just vacated. Jenna immediately noticed that the glass that separated the enclosures on both sides of her was opaque, but the rooms on the other side of the common area were open to her view through large clear glass windows facing the open space.
Jenna could see Brooke being positioned in one of the enclosures directly across the way.
"What am I doing here? What is this place?" Jenna asked her aide impatiently.
"You will find out soon enough," the girl answered just before Lisa Anderson, the woman Jenna had met when she first arrived, entered the glassed room.
"Ah Jenna," Ms. Anderson said cheerily, "I see that you've made it into your room. We are so happy to have you join us this morning. We listened in on your conversation with Brooke and she clearly gave you most of the important details, Eve here will prepare you for our first client."
"Fuck if she will bitch! I'm not doing shit for you people." Jenna cussed at her.
Jenna suddenly witnessed Lisa's gregarious appearance change as the older woman's jaw clenched and she moved in her direction, "Listen you little prissy cunt, you'll do exactly as I say, or I'll make a call to Chief Jones and you and your D-cups will be on their way to the lesbos at county lock-up before you know what the fuck happened!"
Jenna now confirmed how she'd come to be in this place...she was still under Steve Jones' control. She wondered if she would ever get out from under it, "I'm sorry Lisa, I'm usually not so defiant, I will do whatever you want, please don't call him."
Ironically, it wasn't Jones' idea to bring her to Madam Balough's mansion this morning. No, she was here because this visit was a very important cog in Cole Steele's plan to have her in his clutches (and bed) for well beyond the three week agreement that he'd originally made with her husband Ryan. Having it appear that Chief Jones sent her here, only contributed to the perfection of the football star's devious scheme.
Upon hearing Jenna's contrite apology, Lisa Anderson's demeanor changed again, this time back to the calm, unpretentious older woman, "Yes Jenna, I'm glad you've made the right choice. I think if you embrace this, you might even find it to be a lot of fun. Someone with your considerable, uh...beauty should get lots of attention here. Eve will now prepare you for our first client, do your very best to get chosen." Lisa nodded to the young aide before flirtatiously smiling and eyeing Jenna from head to toe before walking out of the glass enclosure and into the hallway.
"Jenna you look amazing in that lingerie." The gorgeous blonde was dressed in a nearly see-thru light pink baby doll that accentuated her big natural tits. The chains that descended from her gold collar disappeared inside the sexy outfit and attached to her recently installed nipple rings. The baby doll just barely covered Jenna's g-string covered pussy mound. Her long tanned legs looked like those of a dancer, accentuated by the 5" heels. "Our first client desires the sexy, innocent wife look and will likely get aroused seeing you in that outfit. I'll touch up your make-up and beautiful blonde hair." Eve gushed before spending the next 15 minutes prepping Jenna for the first client.
Jenna's heart pounded in her chest as she sat terrified thinking about what might happen next.
Just as Eve put the finishing touches on Jenna's hair, Lisa Anderson's voice came over the loud speaker, "Ladies, we are so happy to have each of you here with us this morning! As you've probably realized by now, you have been chosen to represent our 'A' group to some of our most valuable clients."
Jenna obviously had no idea that she was the only gorgeous woman of the twelve that didn't "work" here at the mansion. These sessions happened daily at the mansion, but typically only Lilly Balough's lovely girls were "on the menu". Jenna Nielsen had been added this morning at Cole Steele's considerable investment.
Lisa continued, "Each of you possesses a certain look or talent that is valued by this customer group and we expect that if you are chosen, you will use those assets to make this experience unforgettable for each of our customers!"
"Our first client today is a well-respected leader at a very high-profile institute of higher learning in the LA area. He is a regular visitor to the mansion, but his favorite involvement is with our A-team on weekend mornings throughout the year. Put on your sexiest look and drive him absolutely wild by flaunting your incredible assets. Remember this is a competition and for those of you who aren't picked today, there will be consequences!"
Jenna looked across the way and made eye-contact with Brooke. The smoking redhead stared back at her. Jenna still couldn't believe that a mother of three could look that good. She immediately thought of Ryan's attraction to redheads, "I bet my husband would be into her..."
Suddenly Jenna snapped out of her gaze and watched nervously as a set of glass doors on the far end of the common area opened and Jaime Gonzalez, the current chancellor at the University of Southern California walked into the large space. The common area was surrounded by the twelve glass enclosures populated by the scantily clad women, including Jenna and Brooke.
The university leader was dressed in a business suit which did very little to conceal his rotund mid-section and stubby legs. Jenna recognized him immediately as she had represented the seller on a $3 million home that Gonzalez had purchased in Pasadena the previous year. She remembered being uncomfortable whenever she was around the man as he was never subtle about checking her out, even when his wife was in attendance. Now here she was dressed in sexy lingerie and on display for his hungry gaze, knowing he could soon be choosing her as his sex toy.
Jenna was sure he recognized her immediately.
There were a dozen young gorgeous women on display, but Gonzalez noticed Jenna from across the room. He quickly moved in her direction, "Holy shit! Is that the real-estate agent I wanted to fuck so badly last year? I can't believe she is here right now...she looks even better than I imagined in that lingerie...as I recall her husband was her business partner back then, but now she's a whore at the mansion. Today's my lucky day!"
Jenna avoided making eye-contact, but Gonzalez couldn't take his eyes off her. He was fascinated that unlike any of the other women in the room, she was wearing a gold collar with chains that disappeared inside her baby doll. As he stood ogling her and getting stiff knowing that he'd soon be having her for breakfast, Eve instructed Jenna to turn, bend at the waist, and wave her ass at the client. Jenna hesitantly did as she was told. "Look back over your shoulder at him as you wiggle your sexy ass. He loves to do it from behind Jenna, make him want to fuck you doggy style!"
Jenna had no desire to be with this man; but she did her best to fake it knowing she was being watched by the mansion staff.
Gonzalez couldn't believe what he was witnessing. He stood staring at Jenna's unbelievable ass as his cock stiffened in his pants. Suddenly he heard a voice in his ear-piece, "Mr. Gonzalez, this is just a friendly reminder that girls #7 and #12 are off limits this morning. They've been reserved by another client."
Gonzalez, in his desire to get into the common area had barely heard the earlier announcement. He had done this enough to know that all the girls on display would be walking wet dreams and not having access to a couple of them wouldn't be a big deal. That was, until he saw Jenna Nielsen. Suddenly a devastated look appeared on his face when he looked up and saw #7 above Jenna's glass enclosure. He quickly turned to observe stall #12 and again his heart sank as the phenomenal young redhead who he'd poked on a few occasions was also in the "No Bone Zone".
Gonzalez was a man who was accustomed to getting what he wanted. As the Chancellor at USC, he carried some pretty hefty political clout in Southern California. He was a semi-regular at the mansion and was obviously a very good client.
Unfortunately for Mr. Gonzalez, he didn't possess the same kind of resources as Cole Steele.
Jenna subtly glanced down and noticed a perturbed look on the Chancellor's face. She then watched as Gonzalez walked back and banged on the doors through which he had entered the common area. The doors opened and he disappeared through them. Nearly 10 minutes would pass before he returned.
"What's happening?" Jenna asked Eve.
"I'm not sure Jenna, I've not seen this before. Keep yourself ready to attract his attention when he returns."
Unbeknownst to the two of them, Gonzalez was in a side room arguing with Lisa Anderson. "Why don't I have access to 7 and 12? I've never been restricted in my pussy choices before?"
"I'm sorry Mr. Gonzalez, but on occasion certain girls are reserved in advance of these Sunday morning sessions, in the future you are welcome to make similar 'purchases', but today 7 and 12 are not available."
"Then why did you put them on display at all? I'm sitting here with a raging hard-on thinking about fucking #7 like she's never been fucked before and you're telling me I can't have her. I don't like the way you do business Ms. Anderson!"
Lisa Anderson had to keep from giggling. She'd seen Cole Steele pound his way through an orgy of the hottest women at this establishment and was aware that Jenna had been sent here by him. She figured the beautiful blonde had been getting plenty of his black oak recently. She had also observed some of Mr. Gonzalez' performances in the past and thought to herself, "I really doubt you'd fuck her like she's never been fucked before you little fat man!"
"I understand your concerns Mr. Gonzalez, but my hands are tied. If it makes you feel better, we will comp your session today."
"Well, I would rather pay to have that blonde pussy, but your gesture is appreciated Ms. Anderson. I would however like to reserve her in advance for the next four Sundays!"
"Number 7 is new to us and is still in her probationary period Mr. Gonzalez. She is only part-time and may or may not be long for the position, but we'll take a look at the schedule and let you know!"
"Make it happen Ms. Anderson!" Gonzalez said sternly before he stormed out of the room and back into the common area.
The rotund administrator meandered his way around the room, still checking out Jenna time and time again. He turned and ogled Brooke, the young redhead in enclosure #12. She was one of his favorites and he'd come here today thinking specifically about having her plump lips wrapped around his cock. Ironically, he had no idea that she was a student at his university. Brooke had seen him on campus a few times and always turned the other direction or ducked behind buildings to avoid being discovered by him.
The young coed was happy she wouldn't have to fuck the perverted little Mexican today...she was being saved for another client.
Eventually Gonzalez made a final tour of the room before he chose one of the other blonde's, a brunette, and one of the two hot Asian girls.
Jenna's heart beat a million miles an hour as Gonzalez made his picks; she was astonished when he didn't choose her. The glass partition re-obscured and Eve spoke again, "Jenna, you need to do a better job of flaunting your assets and smiling! Remember your job is to get chosen for sex, not to be a wallflower!"
Jenna listened to her words, but felt only relief for not being chosen by the repulsive fat man.
Eve brought Jenna a glass of champagne and told her to relax and enjoy the bubbly.
Ten minutes passed before Eve instructed Jenna to get back into position. "You are now expected to watch as our client gets his fantasy fulfilled. Pay close attention to how the other women satisfy him; you will hopefully be doing the same for another client shortly."
The glass went clear again and the common area was now made into a Neolithic period scene with large boulders, shrubs and areas of open dirt. There was a campfire burning in one of the clearings. Suddenly the three women who'd been chosen by Chancellor Gonzalez all came running into the clearing nearest Jenna. They were all dressed like cavewomen with bones in their hair and skimpy animal fur clothing. All appeared scared as they looked back over their shoulders. "Hurry girls, it's gaining on us," the brunette screamed to the others. They ran to the other side of the open space until they came to a granite wall, "Oh my God, we're trapped!" The blonde yelled out. They all turned and watched in fear as a huge animatronic saber-toothed tiger approached with discharge frothing from its mouth. Jenna was actually amazed at how real-looking it appeared. It stalked the terrified, voluptuous women as they huddled against the rock wall.
Suddenly, Chancellor Gonzalez "bolted" into the scene dressed like a caveman carrying a large spear. Jenna almost laughed out loud as his belly fat jiggled and his exposed ass-cheeks bounced up and down as he ran. He looked anything but a brave cave hero, but that was exactly what he was in his fantasy. He squared off with the huge beast and poked and prodded it with his spear before he valiantly slayed it. The gorgeous cavewomen ran to him and thanked him for saving their lives. They kissed and rubbed his "muscles" before he led them into a nearby cave.
Jenna looked over to Brooke's enclosure. In her relief that Gonzalez hadn't chosen her, she had forgotten about the gorgeous redhead, "How could he pass on her?" Brooke returned her gaze and a slight smile formed across her beautiful lips.
The glass obscured again.
Several minutes passed before it cleared and the scene was now inside the cave. The balding caveman led the women to a large wooly mammoth fur rug in the center of the cave. He quickly began tearing clothing from their bodies. Jenna was amazed at how young and beautiful each of these women looked. She wondered where they found so many hot young wives and mothers whose husbands or significant others had volunteered them for this debauchery.
Once the girls were all fully naked, they set about denuding their cave hero. They ripped his clothes away and were soon taking turns sucking his cock and rubbing themselves against his thick, hairy body. As they pleasured him, Gonzalez looked back up at Jenna through the glass partition. He stared in her direction as if to say, "See the way they are pleasuring me, next time it will be you!"
Ironically, that was exactly the thought going through the chancellor's dirty mind.
Over the next hour, with help from a little pill, the Chancellor fucked the three of them from behind like animals. He didn't care which hole he was in, and although he typically loved all positions equally, today there was no missionary or girls bouncing up and down on his dick. Jaime Gonzalez was a caveman and he certainly was going to fuck like one. He pulled hair and spanked each little ass as he pounded away from behind. Each time he approached climax he looked in Jenna's direction and imagined her as he came. After he spewed his third and final load, he collapsed on the back of the little Asian girl. As he worked to catch his breath he looked back up in Jenna's direction. Suddenly, the glass between them obscured one final time.
*****
The uniformed officer opened the rear car door and helped Ryan from the back seat. The blonde-haired, tanned husband in his late twenties was still blindfolded as he had been since leaving the North County police station.
"I'll walk you inside and then remove your handcuffs and blindfold Mr. Nielsen."
Once inside, the young cop freed Ryan's wrists and removed the blindfold. A pretty older woman walked up and introduced herself. "Hello Mr. Nielsen, we've been waiting for you, my name is Lisa Anderson."
*****
Eve brought Jenna another glass of champagne, "It's rare that our clients don't ask for a change of appearance to satisfy their own fantasies, but this next client appreciates sexy lingerie as well. You look so good in this outfit, I don't see any reason to have you change. Let's touch up your make-up and lipstick. I also want to primp your hair. Jenna, there will be only two more clients this morning, so it's important you put on your sexiest charms to try and get one of them to pick you. As I said before, you don't want to go unclaimed. This next client has a thing for nice natural tits, so you should have a leg up on some of these girls. Flaunt them and make her want you!"



"Her?"
Just as Eve finished Jenna's hair and started to reply, Lisa Anderson's voice boomed again from the loud speaker, "Ladies please finish the last of your touch-ups; our next client is ready and waiting to enter the common area. She is another regular who most of you will recognize from the motion picture industry. Our beautiful client is an Academy Award nominated actress who happens to have a thing for younger women. Put on your best impressions for..."
Jenna found herself standing in a sexy pose, intrigued by who might be coming through the door next. It opened and in sashayed one of the most classically beautiful women Jenna had ever seen. Jenna recognized her immediately and suddenly felt wetness between her legs. The actress wore a slit-skirt that fell just below her knees and a buttoned-down shear blouse with a tank top underneath, medium-height heels and her hair up. Jenna knew the look well; she'd seen her wear a similar outfit on a recent episode of a Netflix original series called Gypsy.
Jenna stood mesmerized as Naomi Watts sauntered confidently through the common area. Jenna had binge-watched the first season of the critically acclaimed new series one weekend recently when Ryan was away with the guys. She had fantasized about Watts and wondered if the older actress actually had a thing for young women as she did on the show.
Suddenly, all the stresses of being in this place melted away, Jenna surprisingly found herself hoping to be chosen by the stunning actress. Jenna remembered playing with herself as she watched Watts' married Gypsy character writhe in ecstasy as her wild young girlfriend brought her to orgasm in a small bathroom stall on the show. Jenna now envisioned herself in that role as the beautiful actress walked sexily in front of her glass partition.
Watts admired Jenna's body before she noticed the enclosure number above her spot, "Fuck, of course she's one of the off-limit ones..." In spite of that, she stared at Jenna's beautiful tits and wondered about the back-story behind her collar and obvious nipple piercings. She made a mental note to request #7 for a future mansion visit.
Watts continued her walk around but kept sneaking peeks in Jenna's direction. Finally she made her choices: the black haired girl, one of the brunettes, and...Jenna's heart beat quickly in her chest...a blonde from enclosure #4. Jenna's shoulders slumped.
She found herself disappointed for wanting to be chosen so badly based on what she'd been through over the past 48 hours. Jenna would have expected herself to have more restraint following the non-stop sex with Steve Jones. But she suspected her lesbian experiences over the past week had re-kindled her appetite for it. And she couldn't deny that she found Watts incredibly alluring.
The feeling was mutual.
The glass obscured once again. "Are we not going to get to watch...I mean see them?" Jenna asked Eve excitedly. Eve sensed that Jenna would like to have been chosen by the sexy actress. "Um, yes Jenna, we will get to watch, but you need to keep your mind on how you are going to attract our final client. There are six girls remaining including you, and the client won't choose more than three for his fantasy."
Jenna felt a slight sense of disappointment when Eve acknowledged the last client was a man.
Eve brought her another glass of champagne and they made small talk for the next few minutes. Suddenly the glass cleared again and the scene was now a small high-school detention hall. The three girls chosen by Watts were all dressed in private schoolgirl uniforms with short red plaid skirts, white long sleeve blouses, knee-high socks and two-tone oxford saddle shoes. Each wore their hair in braids. Their sleeves were rolled and the shirts were tied in a knot in the midriff. The blouses were buttoned down almost to the knot and each girl had amazing cleavage on display. It seemed that Naomi Watts' rumored fondness for large breasts was well validated in her plaything selections.
Jenna felt a sense of jealousy that she hadn't been chosen.
Watts herself was sitting at a large desk about 10 feet from the three of them. The beautiful actress was dressed in the same clothes she'd been in when making her choices earlier. The only change was now she wore thick-rimmed sexy librarian glasses and glossy deep red lipstick.
Jenna loved the look on her.
Watts spoke, "As you know girls, my name is Ms. Woods. You girls are here on a weekend because you can't seem to obey the rules at this school. You are three of the worst students we've had here in a long time, so I've given up my Saturday to teach you a lesson. There is no one else around, not even a janitor, but don't think I'm going to feel sorry for you or let you goof around while you're under my watch. This is going to be a day of strict discipline and by the time it's over, you'll learn what it means to respect authority."
She continued, "Let's get started. Madison, come up to the white board."
The black haired hottie rose from her small desk and approached the front of the room. "Madison, I want you to stand on your tippy toes and write 'I will not chew gum in class across the top of the board 50 times'. If your heels touch the floor you will have to start again! Do you understand?"
"Yes Ms. Woods."
The sexy schoolgirl reached as high as she could and began to write the phrase across the top of the white board. As she did so, her short skirt lifted and exposed half of her perfect ass cheeks. Watts peered over the top of her glasses and checked out the girls' tight little butt. "Stay up on your toes Madison, don't think I won't make you do it again if you relax and come down on your heels."
Out of the corner of her eye, the teacher saw the other two girls passing a note.
Watts turned back to watch the black-haired girl finish her punishment. "Stay up on those toes Madison; you only have 5 more to go!" Watts watched as her ass cheeks began to quiver from the fatigue. Finally she finished.
"Bring the pen over here Madison." Watts' character eyed her as she approached. Ms. Woods extended her hand and took the pen as she looked up at her from her chair. "Good job Madison, now turn around and bow to your detention buddies as they clap for you." The other two applauded as Madison bent at the waist and bowed. As she did so, her skirt rose again and her luscious ass was right in front of the teacher's appreciative face.
"Okay go sit down. You did well on your first assignment of the day Madison. The three of you now need to sit for a few minutes and think about all the rules you've broken this semester."
Watts sat checking out the pictures of Madison's ass that she'd shot from the hidden camera behind her desk. She looked up just as the girls stealthily passed the note again.
For some reason, Watts subtly glanced up in Jenna's direction before she returned her attention to the school girls, "Crystal it's your turn. Come here now! One of the reasons you're here is you've been observed spitting in the courtyard on more than one occasion. Since cleanliness is one of our core principles at this school, it's important you learn the significance of adhering to that doctrine. Get down on your hands and knees." The little hot brunette did as she was told. Once down on all fours, Watts checked out her hanging cleavage, "You see that bucket and large sponge, use them to clean the floor around my desk...starting with the area directly underneath it."
The brunette spent the next 10 minutes on her hands and knees scrubbing the floor while Watts watched intently. She loved the way Crystal's large breasts jiggled as she cleaned. The teacher also noticed Madison and the blonde passing the same piece of folded paper again.
Naomi Watts snuck another look up at Jenna, "God I wish she was down here right now..."
Ironically Jenna had the same thought as she watched the actress intently.
The teacher then instructed Crystal to stand and clean her desk. The brunette grabbed a smaller sponge and set about wiping down the large desk. As she leaned forward, her full tits practically popped out of her top. The teacher peered over her glasses once again and admired the deep crevice between them.
Ms. Woods looked over as the blonde passed the note back to Madison.
She returned her gaze to the brunette, "Okay Crystal you did a good job, take a bow like Madison did."
The brown-haired hottie bowed at the waist as her friend had done. Her skirt rose higher than Madison's and the teacher got quite an eyeful, "Go sit back down Crystal," the teacher commanded as she touched herself below the desk.
"Amber come here," Watts ordered.
The hot blonde quickly tossed the folded note to Madison as she got up.
"Amber, you seem to be the ringleader of this group. The staff has had several meetings to discuss your behavior and the topic of expulsion has come up. Your most recent stunt of giving oral copulation to Jimmy Stevens in the bathroom on Tuesday may be the final straw. Principal Davis and I have a meeting scheduled on Monday to discuss your participation in today's detention. If he does not receive a glowing report from me, you will be expelled!"
"But Ms. Woods my parents will kill me if I get expelled."
"Well you should have thought about that before you fellated Mr. Stevens. But since you seem to enjoy copulating so much," Ms. Woods said as she reached into her purse, "as part of your punishment, you will now show us what makes it so enjoyable!" The teacher removed a 6 inch cucumber from her bag.
"But Ms. Woods, it is so much different than Jimmy's..."
"Shut up and start sucking. Get it all wet and gooey!"
The blonde took it from Watts and brought it slowly to her lips.
"Stick out your tongue and lick around the end Amber!"
The hot blonde did as Watts directed. The teacher admired the way her tongue ring swirled and fluttered around the large vegetable.
"Take it in your mouth!"
The blonde's full lips enveloped the end of the cucumber.
"That's very good Amber, did Jimmy like it when you did that to him?"
Amber nodded with the vegetable deep inside her mouth.
"You do seem to enjoy that Amber, but I'm surprised you did it with Jimmy Stevens instead of one of the big jocks like Jack Billings or Cam Nader. You'll learn that bigger is always better."
Amber pulled it from her mouth and started to speak, "But Ms. Woods, Jimmy is..."
"Stop talking and keep sucking, you only have a few more minutes! With assets like yours, you'll eventually learn how to pick the right kind of boys. For now, I'm sure you are satisfied with little boys like Jimmy Stevens, but at some point you'll want real men!" As she spoke, Ms. Woods saw Crystal pass the note back to Madison.
"Okay Amber, that's enough for now. Take a bow and return to your chair." The teacher ogled the blonde's ass as she bowed right in front of her.
Watts studied the hidden camera pictures of all three girls while she casually observed them passing the note back and forth yet again. She snuck a peek up at Jenna who was watching the action intently. The two held each other's stare for several seconds before Watts licked her lips. Jenna finally diverted her eyes.
As Watts swiveled in her chair she saw the note go from Madison to Amber. She stood and walked in their direction. Amber quickly shoved the note inside her shirt in the gap between her tits.
"So ladies, even on this most serious of days, you still can't resist breaking the rules. I've seen you passing a note back and forth; you know that is off limits at this school." Watts had seen Amber slip it down her shirt, but she thought it would be more fun to get them to admit it; or better yet to do her own search and uncover it, "So which one of you has it...hand it to me at once!"
All three girls stared back at her without expression.
"Okay, have it your way, I'll have to find it myself. All three of you get up and go face the white board."
They did as they were told and were soon standing side by side against it.
"Spread your feet shoulder width apart and lean forward and place your palms on the board."
Again they did as she instructed. Watts admired the view.
"We'll start with Madison. I'm going to search until I find it, or one of you has the courage to not put your friends through this embarrassment and chooses to hand it over."
The hot teacher waited a minute to see if any of them would break. When none did, she walked up behind Madison and slowly lifted the hem of her skirt until her tight little panties were fully exposed. Watts reached down and rubbed her ass before slipping her hand inside the waist band. She squeezed her firm cheeks before slipping her hand further down and tickling her pussy lips, "Okay, nothing here," she said as she removed her hand and had the black-haired girl turn back around.
The teacher hungrily eyed her cleavage. She walked up close and gazed down between her ample mounds, "There's plenty of room to hide a note in there, but I'll assume for now it's not in there. Go sit back down Madison!"
Watts then did the same search of Crystal's scrumptious ass before telling her to turn around. This time she told the girl to lift her skirt in the front. The teacher kneeled in front and ran her fingers over Crystal's pussy mound through her panties, "I can't make a confirmation; I'm going to need a more thorough investigation." She slipped her fingers inside the band and pulled her panties away from her skin. She leaned forward and peered inside like a kid in a candy store, "Okay everything looks to be in order here!" She said while looking back up at Crystal's nervous face. She did the same cleavage search of the brunette before telling her to go sit back down.
Watts snuck a peek back up at Jenna as if to say, "This should be you I'm going to search next!"
Jenna stared back with an anxious look on her face.
Watts moved to the blonde, "Well Amber, as I might have suspected, it looks like you are the most likely culprit once again." The teacher performed the front and back panty check before she stood and faced the voluptuous blonde. With a devious smile on her face she said, "That leaves only one place for the note to be." She reached out and pulled on the knot holding the blonde's shirt closed. The folds separated and her big, bra-covered tits sprang free.
Sitting just inside her left tit cup was a noticeable bulge, "What do we have here?" Watts asked as she moved forward until her nose was practically inside Amber's ample cleavage. The teacher slowly slid her fingers around the mounded top edge of her round, left tit before slipping it inside and pulling out the note.
"Well it looks like you girls just bought yourselves a couple more hours of detention! Amber, go sit back down!"
The teacher took the note back to her desk, "You girls can't seem to stay out of trouble. Put your heads down and don't lift them until I tell you to!"
Jenna watched as Watts unfolded it and began reading...
Crystal: "Of course Principal Davis gives us Ms. Woods, for Saturday detention, she's the biggest bitch teacher on campus!"
Madison: "Yeah she is, but at least she's kind of hot for an old chick!"
Crystal: "You do have a point about her being hot, but I bet she's too bitchy to be good in the sack."
Madison: "You think she likes girls? I thought I saw her looking at my tits."
Crystal: "I don't know, what do you think Amber?"
Amber: "I'm not sure, but I think she's sexy; I'd like to get in her pants! I heard old chicks can be really kinky."
Crystal: "Oh shit she's calling Madison to the white board."
Amber: "Look at the way she's checking out Madison's ass. I think Ms. Woods might just be one of those kinky bitches!"
"Crystal: "Yeah you're right, she's totally into her!"
Amber: "Shit Madison, Ms. Woods was totally checking out your ass while you were writing on the board!"
Madison: "Really, I thought she was looking at my tits before...actually look she's staring at Crystal's while she's cleaning the floor!"
Watts stopped reading for a moment to confirm the girls were still sitting with their heads down. When she saw that they were, she lowered her hand and slipped it into her wet panties. She continued reading...
Amber: "Fuck she does like girls. She's practically frothing at the mouth while Crystal leans over while wiping down her desk! I'm sure that bitch is going to call me up next."
Madison: "Crystal, you should have seen Ms. Woods checking out your tits while you were cleaning her desk!"
Crystal: "I know, I glanced up and saw her licking her lips. OMG, she's making Amber give head to that cucumber. What a cunt!"
Madison: "Listen to her; she thinks Jimmy is small..."
Just then Amber stealthily glanced up and saw Ms. Woods sitting behind her desk with a glazed look on her face. She turned to the right and noticed the teacher's reflection in a mirror sitting on the ground in the corner. The angle allowed her to see behind the desk and she could readily see the teacher's hand in her panties.
She whispered to Crystal, "Look she's playing with herself while reading our note! Tell Madison!"
Crystal whispered the message to Madison and soon all three of them were stealthily watching their detention instructor masturbate.
Ms. Woods continued reading...and masturbating.
Crystal: "She's telling Amber to hook up with Jack or Cam. She has no fucking idea..."
Madison: "Amber's almost done, I wonder what she'll make us do next?"
Crystal: "I don't know but I wouldn't mind making Ms. Woods get down on her hands and knees and..."
Finally after about 5 minutes of watching the teacher rub her pussy, Amber whispered to Crystal, "Text Jimmy and tell him to get his ass down here. After that, follow my lead with Ms. Woods and tell Madison to do the same. I'm going to fuck with this lustful bitch!"
Amber stood and walked sexily towards Ms. Woods. The young blonde watched as the teacher quickly pulled her hand from beneath her desk and shouted, "Amber, what are you doing out of your desk, I didn't tell you it was okay to get up!"
"Ms. Woods I'm sorry but you look kind of flushed, I just wanted to see if you were okay!"
"I'm fine; now go back to your desk, NOW!"
"Yes you are quite fine Ms. Woods, and for that reason I am not going back to my desk. I wanted to get a better look at you, stand up and come out from behind your desk!"
"What are you talking about and what makes you think I'll do as you request anyway?" Watts shouted in an irritated tone.
Amber waved the other two girls up, "Ms. Woods, we outnumber you and have decided we'll make the rules now!"
"Amber you are all making a big mistake; I wouldn't do this if I were you!"
"You are not us Ms. Woods, so shut the fuck up and listen to me! Get your ass out from behind that desk and come over here now!"
The teacher suddenly realized she had no choice. She slowly walked back over in front of the three sexy girls.
"Get down on your knees!" Amber ordered.
The teacher hesitated before she did as instructed.
"Okay, we don't believe you did a thorough enough job on your previous inspection, so here's your chance for a do-over. Reach inside Madison's skirt and pull her panties down to her ankles!"
"But Amber..."
"Shut up and do it slut, NOW!"
The teacher lifted Madison's skirt and slipped her trembling fingers inside her panties and pulled them down to her ankles.
"Okay now do the same with Crystal!"



Ms. Woods started to do the same before Amber shouted, "With your teeth this time bitch!"
The teacher held Crystal's small skirt up as she brought her mouth to the front edge of the brunette's panties before biting onto them and pulling them down to her ankles.
"Not bad slut, do the same with mine, but from behind. I want to feel your nose travel through my ass crack as you pull them down."
Again the teacher did as instructed.
"Girls, clean off Ms. Woods' desk, she has other work she needs to do on it!" Madison and Crystal quickly shoved everything onto the floor. All three girls slipped their panties from their ankles and hopped up on top. They lay flat on their backs next to each other.
"Ms. Woods, start on the left with Madison and work your way across. Since you apparently enjoyed the first inspection, you need to do a much more thorough one with your tongue to determine if any of us is hiding anything else!"
"Oh my God, I can't do that, I'm not gay Amber..."
"I don't give a shit if you're gay or not, lick our pussies and make us feel good. And don't try to convince us you won't like it. We saw you playing with yourself while you were reading our note!"
For the next 20 minutes they barked orders. The detention teacher removed each of their tops and sucked and licked their young tits, she bit and slobbered all over their big nipples. Ms. Woods was nearly hyper-ventilating when Crystal ordered her to take off her own clothes. The award winning actress stripped and was soon lying flat on her desk as they converged on her.
Jenna rubbed her own pussy as she watched them ravage Naomi Watts' slim sexy body. Her tits weren't huge, but they were perky and her hard nipples looked even better than they had on the big screen. The girls licked, kissed and tongued her until she exploded. Immediately following her grunting orgasm, the door opened and in came an unassuming slightly-built young dude. He was dressed like a skate-boarder.
"Jimmy, I'm glad you could make it. Ms. Woods here is ready for a big cock. Unfortunately, she thinks you're not man enough...why don't you educate her!"
"This bitch gave me a "D" in math last year; it would be my pleasure to expose her to the New Math! It comes in increments of 10!" He dropped his pants and pulled out his massive cock. A huge gasp came from the teacher's mouth. Rick Redding (i.e. - Jimmy Stevens) was Madame Balough's top gigolo. He was the "Dirk Diggler" of the house...short and thin in stature, but not where it counted most.
The renowned actress now became nothing more than a slutty size-queen in his presence. This wasn't the first time Naomi Watts had ponied up for Rick Redding's big cock in one of her fantasies.
"Bring her pussy over to the edge of the desk; she needs to be taught a lesson," ordered Jimmy.
The girls slid their detention teacher over until her wet pussy was hanging off the edge of her desk. Jimmy held his cock in hand, "So you think I'm not man enough huh Ms. Woods?"
"Jimmy I can see I was wrong...you are more man than I can handle. I don't think I can take something that big!"
"Oh trust me, you'll take it all afternoon, but first we'll soften up that bitchy pussy of yours!" He slapped his cock heavily against her pussy mound, "This is for all the times you made me feel stupid in class!"
"Jimmy I was wrong, you are much more talented than I gave you credit for before!"
"You bet I am slut, but you don't have any idea how much. It's time you found out. You don't know how many times I've thought about doing this!" He slapped her pussy several more times before he brought the fat head to her slit and roughly shoved it inside.
Jenna watched in amazement as the young cast fucked the beautiful actress like a cheap hooker. Jenna glanced over to see Brooke actually rubbing herself as she watched too.
After taking the actress in every way possible over the next hour and a half, the four of them redressed, "This detention session is over Ms. Woods. We'll be back here next Saturday and you better tell Principal Davis you want that shift!" They all walked out leaving Watts on the desk covered in cum with juice dripping from her pussy.
The whole situation astonished Jenna. She couldn't believe she'd just watched the classy actress get fucked so thoroughly by a group of young married wives and a little guy with a huge dick. Jenna herself had nearly orgasmed a couple of times watching the tantalizing scene.
Watts looked up at her one final time and smiled just before the glass re-obscured.
Jenna's heart was still beating fast. Her lingerie was wet and her breathe was strained.
Eve said to her, "Okay Jenna, you need to calm down and get ready for our final client. This guy is really cute but he's into some weird fetish shit. In spite of that, you could do a lot worse than to be hooked up with him. He comes here on the third Sunday of each month and most of the girls think he's pretty hot. But I've been told he tells his wife he is helping out at the Boys and Girls Club on the days he's here. I don't know about you, but I think that's pretty fucked-up that any guy would use that excuse to his wife. I had some really awesome mentors at my Girls Club in Oklahoma City when I was growing up!"
A weird thought came to Jenna's mind, "Ryan mentors at the Boys and Girls Club every third Sunday of the month..."
"So we need to get you prepared Jenna. This client likes to see his women fully naked, but for some strange reason he demands that all the girls wear a mask and gag. I guess the mask is part of his weird fetish, but I don't understand the gag. Anyway, I have to prepare you as instructed. Please take off your lingerie."
Jenna couldn't believe she was being instructed to take off all her clothes, but she complied nonetheless. Eve was accustomed to seeing the beautiful girls at the mansion without clothes, but as Jenna let the lingerie slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor, she did a double take. Few girls at the mansion had a body like this. Eve had been briefed about Jenna's nipple rings and pussy art, but she took the opportunity to put in a dig. "Wow, your husband must like having his claim staked on you! The collar, nipples and the pussy, he's pretty thorough? "
"My husband didn't put those on me; can't we remove them before this starts?"
"Oh, I guess this isn't the first time you've been put up for selection huh Jenna? Was the first some sort of auction or something?"
"No it was nothing like that!" Jenna said, irritated at the question.
"Well, sorry Jenna we don't have time to do anymore preparation. Hopefully our client can see past those alterations and still choose you. I have to slip this gag into your mouth." Once the ball-gag was in place, Eve slipped the full-facial masquerade mask on her face. "Okay Jenna, now I need to attach your wrists together and connect them to this cable hanging from the ceiling. Apparently, he gets a thrill from seeing his women stretched long and lean."
Eve then said, "Jenna now slightly bend one of your knees up sexily and arch your back. Push your beautiful breasts out! That's the look Jenna, you look hot! If this guy doesn't pick you, he must not be into blondes with phenomenal bodies..."
All of the remaining girls were positioned similarly around the room, but unbeknownst to Jenna, she was the only one with a ball-gag underneath her facial mask. As it turns out, she was the only one who would need one...while the glass enclosures were sound proof, none of the other girls were about to shriek in horror and disbelief when the client entered the room...
Suddenly the door opened and in walked Ryan Nielsen.
Jenna practically feinted as all the breath escaped from her chest but her high pitch squeal was muffled by the ball-gag. So many thoughts went through her mind simultaneously.
She stood frozen in fear as she watched her husband slowly walk around the common area.
Ryan had been briefed as to what he would see as he made his way through the glass enclosed space. Six gorgeous bodies were on display, all completely nude except they all wore full-facial masquerade masks. He did a quick count and confirmed what he'd been told; there was one Asian girl, one brunette, two redheads, and two blondes.
One of the blondes, with a rocket body, seemed to be in a frenzied state as she appeared to be trying to free herself from her overhead restraints. He glanced up and saw the #7 above her glass enclosure. Ryan recalled this was one of the girls he was instructed to speak about. He continued his perusal as he walked around the room. When he got to the far end, he glanced up at the darkened glass section. Ryan was told that from behind this section, the eccentric wealthy donor who had requested his participation in this tawdry endeavor watched.
Unbeknownst to the formerly faithful husband, the space was empty...there was no eccentric donor.
Ryan Nielsen had sat in disbelief only thirty minutes previously when Lisa Anderson instructed him as to what the wealthy old man wanted to see him do in the common area. After hearing the explanation, he seriously contemplated calling off the whole thing and dealing with the fallout from the DUI conviction. However, after several minutes of indecision, he finally recommitted to go through with it. As humiliating as it might be, at least Jenna would never learn of the DUI and aside from two more long weeks without her, his life would go back to some level of normalcy when it was all said and done.
Ryan Nielsen would end up regretting this decision for the rest of his life...
Now as he circled the room, the saving grace to his decision was that all of these girls had smoking hot bodies and the sex was sure to be mind-blowing...assuming they didn't all have faces like Greyhounds. He thought about it again and remembered it didn't matter what the other four looked like, he only needed 2 of them to be as good looking as their bodies. He looked at those two enclosures with a strong sense of guilty arousal...
Finally he spoke and his mic'd voice boomed loudly into each enclosure. "Well I'm certainly not disappointed, the selections are as good as I can recall. It seems the organization is getting better each month at finding sluts that meet my high expectations. I'm going to remove some of the suspense by choosing #'s 9 and 12 right from the get go. If my wife were here, even she could tell you I have a thing for redheads." He went off script for the first time and embellished the moment as the shots of tequila and excitement of the powerful situation overtook him, "If the hot new server from my club were here, I'd pick her too. It would be a clean redheaded sweep!"
Jenna felt like she'd been stabbed in the heart as she listened to Ryan expound about his desire for redheads, especially the little slut from the club. She'd always known that he had an attraction to them, but hearing him now, made her wonder if he'd actually acted on his desires previously.
She was about to get her answer.
"There is something about sinking my cock into true redheads that gets me off. Look at these two, red above and red down below...just the way I like it!" Ryan gushed as he hornily admired Brooke and the other redhead in enclosure #9.
Jenna looked over at Brooke in enclosure #12. She seemed to be doing her very best to accentuate her body for Ryan's arousal. "That fucking slut!" Jenna yelled into her ball gag.
Ryan continued his walk around the common area. He complemented the big tits on the brunette in enclosure #6 and the hot looking pussy on the blonde in enclosure #1. As he walked past the Asian in enclosure #11, he bragged out loud per the script, "I had me a hot little Asian last month. That chick practically fucked my dick right off; I might have to go back to the Orient again next month."
The magnitude of what Ryan was saying hit Jenna like a freight train. She burst out in tears behind her mask. "That son of a bitch has been coming here and fucking all these women each month and he had the balls to tell me he was mentoring at the Boys and Girls Club! How could I have been so naïve?"
Finally Ryan walked up to enclosure #7. This woman had the hottest body in the room. He studied her for nearly a minute. Aside from the hardware and Auburn colored pubes, her body reminded him of his wife's. Ryan Nielsen had never been aroused by body piercings or tattoos, but seeing the nipple rings and chains attached to her collar was really turning him on. Ryan had no idea what the "S" and "J" on her nipples and bush represented, but the idea that someone had claimed her was another source of arousal for him.
Jenna's husband couldn't have known how wrong those thoughts were on so many different levels...
In spite of what he was feeling personally, Ryan spoke the lines as he had been instructed, "Look at this whore, some other guy has claimed her with his collar and she expects me to want to fuck her? I wouldn't give her the pleasure of my dick if she begged for it! The two redheads will suit me just fine this month!"
Jenna shrieked in complete disbelief inside her gag..."I hate him!"
The glass re-obscured as Jenna stood in stunned silence. Tears poured down her cheeks as a million thoughts crossed her mind, "I can't believe he's been cheating on me all this time..."
Eve entered the enclosure and approached Jenna carefully. She knew based on what she'd just witnessed; Jenna might be capable of a volatile outburst. "I know you might be upset at not being chosen today, but you need to remain calm as I disconnect your wrists from the cable. If you resist, a couple of large gentleman will enter this room and I can tell you, you don't want to feel their wrath."
Eve connected a canvas belt around Jenna's waist.
Jenna was too numb to respond as Eve carefully disconnected her wrists and re-hooked them to the metal loop on the front of the canvas belt. She then moved her over to a large comfortable chair in front of the window overlooking the common area. "You'll have to deal with the consequences of not being chosen today after this last client gets his rocks off with the two redheads. Keep in mind; you need to watch closely as you'll be quizzed about the details of the fantasy scene. Nod your head if you understand Jenna."
The blonde wife sat perfectly still.
"Do you understand Jenna!" Eve asked again, her voice much louder than before.
Jenna nodded slowly.
"Good. This guy has some fucked-up fetishes so you'll need to pay close attention!" Eve said as she retreated to the back of the enclosure.
"Fucked-up fetishes on top of being a fucking cheater? How could I not have seen this coming?"
Before the glass went clear, old-western music began to play and the unmistakable sounds of horse hooves click-clacking along played from the speakers. The sound painfully reminded Jenna of one of her and Ryan's favorite movies, the clapping of coconuts in Monty Python's Holy Grail.
Suddenly the glass cleared and the common area was fashioned in an old ranch motif. The music and riding sounds continued but no actors were yet in sight. Moments later Jenna witnessed something she would never forget. The redhead from enclosure #9 walked toward the center of the square holding the lead of the other who was on "horseback". Both girls were dressed in conservative Little House on the Prairie clothing including bonnets covering their heads.
Jenna however, was not looking at what the girls' were wearing. Her attention was focused squarely on the horse. Jenna sat in horrified silence as she watched her husband playing the part of the equine. He was down on all fours, naked, with horse hooves attached to his knees and palms. The click-clacking sound that Jenna heard previously rattled from the floor as he "walked".
A bit, attached to a bridle and headgear was wedged between her husband's lips. Brooke, ironically playing the part of Ashley, held his reins as she rode on a saddle on his back with her knees bent enough to allow her cowgirl boots to slip into stirrups that hung down from his shoulders. A luxurious black mane flowed from his head and down his neck. All of this was hard enough for Jenna to accept, but it paled compared to the final degradation. A butt plug was wedged in her husband's ass with a long black horse hair tail attached. As he walked, the tail flipped side to side as he rotated his hips.
"I told you he was into some fucked-up shit!" Eve said from behind Jenna. "Can you believe this is his fantasy?"
Jenna's emotions were all over the board. Tears leaked down her face, but deep down it was anger and betrayal that she was feeling most. "How could the man she married and worked side by side with, live a double-life without her having the least suspicion? And to make matters worse, how had she never recognized his penchant for deviant sexual fantasies like the one she was being forced to watch now?"
The fucking click-clack sounds made the whole experience even more maddening for her.
The other redhead Stacy, playing the part of Lauren, led them over to a wooden water trough. She attached the lead to a post as Brooke dismounted. Ryan dipped his head in the trough and drank from it as his luxurious tail wagged from side to side.
Jenna nearly threw-up inside her gag.
The girls laid out a blanket under a tree and began removing items from a picnic basket. They also began removing clothing items. They were soon wearing only skimpy bras and panties. "It's so hot out here today Lauren, thank goodness we have this tree to lay under."
"I know Ashley, I'm so hot too, would you mind if I take off my undergarments?"
Brooke gave her a knowing look and a smile and said, "Now I'm the one getting hot, you know I won't object Lauren!"
"Why don't you do the same Ashley, then we can rub some cold water on each other's skin to cool us off!"
Brooke watched as Stacey unhooked her bra and her perfect D-cup tits spilled between her hands. "I'm not sure cooling off is what I want right now Lauren!" Brooke cooed as she leaned over and softly rubbed one of Stacy's tits.
Jenna thought the two married mom's appeared way to comfortable touching each other.
Before long they were tangled in a hot and sweaty 69. And while Jenna struggled to take her eyes off her cheating husband and his butt-plug tail, she was shocked at Brooke's hunger for Stacy's pussy. The young mother of three looked like a seasoned lesbian as she pleasured her redheaded friend.
The two of them rolled around on the blanket for quite awhile before Brooke raised her head and spoke, "Lauren you taste so good and you make me feel wonderful with your tongue, but don't you wish we had some big cock right now?"
Stacy slid out from underneath Brooke and kissed her way along her voluptuous body to her neck. She spoke softly, "Yes I would love a big stiff cock right now, but all the guys are on that dumb old cattle drive!"
"I know that really sucks, I can't believe we have to wait a week before they get back! I'm so horny I could make it with that swayback Percy!"
"Oooh Ashley, you would do it with a horse?"
"You never have Lauren? It sounds kind of gross, but it's actually really fun teasing and taunting them until they get all worked up. Obviously most are hung like...you know...horses, so they're fun to ride once they're lathered up! I'm not sure about Percy over there though."
They both looked over as Percy's tail slowly waived from side to side.
"I guess I'd be willing to give it a try Ashley, I am really horny." Stacey admitted apprehensively.
"C'mon Lauren it will be fun!"



Brooke stood and walked over to Ryan. She unhooked his lead from the post and slowly walked him back towards the blanket. Along the way, the equine tried to stick his nose in Brooke's sexy ass. She squealed and laughed and lightly slapped him on the head, "Not yet you horny horse!"
Stacy laughed and Ryan whinnied. Jenna closed her eyes and wished it was over.
The girls both lay down side by side on the blanket with their legs spread as Ryan moved between them. Brooke pulled out a carrot from her bag and held it up in front of him. "Okay Percy, we will give you a treat if you are a good boy."
The horse whinnied again.
Brooke slid the large carrot along her wet slit. She inserted it and pushed it halfway inside. Meanwhile, Stacey removed Ryan's head-gear, leaving only his luxurious mane in place.
"Do you want a tasty treat Percy?"
The horse whinnied and neighed.
Brooke brought the carrot to his face. The horse sniffed and tried to bite it. She teased him and moved it around as he followed it with his nose. "Doesn't it smell good Percy?"
The horse neighed again.
"Okay, there will be more of this if you do a good job Percy." Brooke said as she gave him a bite.
She handed another carrot to Stacey and she led Ryan through the same act. Finally the girls both lay back down and Percy moved first between Brooke's legs and hungrily started eating her pussy. "Oh, that's a good boy Percy, there will be lots more treats if you keep doing that!"
The girls made out and played with each other's tits as the lustful horse took turns pleasuring them.
All the while that fucking horsetail waved back and forth; it practically drove Jenna out of her mind.
Eventually the girls removed his saddle and lay Ryan on his back on the blanket. He still wore his hooves on his palms and knees with them extended in the air. The girls took turns sucking his cock. Brooke said, "He's not hung like any of the stallions I've had, but he will have to do. I guess if he doesn't satisfy us, we can bang each other with more of those carrots."
Brooke mounted Ryan reverse cowgirl and stared up at Jenna's enclosure as she pushed herself down on his cock. Stacy climbed up on top of Ryan's face.
Jenna watched in disbelief as they bounced on top of him. All the while, Brooke's eyes never left Jenna's as she pleasured herself on her husband's cock.
"That fucking whore...she has three kids at home. She is enjoying this way too much to believe someone is forcing her to do this against her will! I bet she volunteered for it." Jenna thought angrily to herself. "And why the fuck is that slut staring at me the whole time?"
While Ryan's embarrassment for having to wear the horse get-up (especially the tail in his ass) was profound, he figured the situation could have been a lot worse than fucking and eating these two hot redheads. His level of guilt was substantial, but he rationalized that it would be over soon enough and this whole episode would soon be a distant memory.
The scene continued for another 30 minutes, but to Jenna it felt like a lifetime. Finally the glass re-obscured and it was finally over.
Not just the sex act...but Jenna's marriage.
Eve came up from behind and removed Jenna's mask and ball-gag before she unhooked Jenna's wrists and helped her to her feet. She could still see the puffy redness around Jenna's eyes. Eve could only imagine how difficult it must been for Jenna to watch what had just transpired.
Eve redressed her in the lingerie and handed her the 5 inch heels. "Put these on. I'm not sure why, but I've just been informed that you will not face any repercussions for not being chosen today."
Jenna didn't really give a shit at the moment. She had already been through so much over the past 48 hours; she was basically numb. "Where am I going?" She asked in a quiet absent voice.
"I don't know Jenna, but there is a car outside ready to pick you up. I'm sorry, I have to put these cuffs back on your wrists and a blindfold over your eyes."
"What a big fucking surprise..." Jenna mumbled as she placed her hands behind her back. Eve refastened her wrists and replaced the blindfold. As she led her through the compound to the waiting cop car she said, "Good luck to you Jenna. You're a beautiful woman; you deserve to be well taken care of."
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The cop car exited the brothel mansion driveway. The ride to Pacific Palisades would take nearly 45 minutes. As Jenna sat in the back blindfolded and handcuffed, she played out all that had happened in her life over the past week and beyond in an attempt to try and understand how she hadn't see any of this coming.
Tears filled her eyes as she thought back to some of her and Ryan's stressful discussions and disagreements in the recent past regarding their fertility issues. She wondered if she had been too hard on him and if that could have been the trigger to start him on his path to infidelity, "Could he have felt smothered working and living side by side all these years? How long has he been living this secret life? How had I not recognized any of the signs?"
Her thoughts then turned to the very recent past and a thousand new questions popped into her mind, "How could he have agreed to give me over to Cole? Did he know that Cole and I would eventually have sex? Is that what he wanted? Did he really sign that fucking contract willingly? Did he do it to somehow relieve his own feelings of guilt over his infidelity? Did he somehow know that I had had fantasies about sex with a black man and that I might succumb to them if given the chance? Why didn't he come back with my stuff that next day as he said he would? Is he fucking that little whore from the club while I'm gone?"
The image of Brooke riding Ryan's cock while staring up at her with that smug look on her face kept re-entering her mind. She began to cry once again...
The cop car pulled up at Cole Steele's mansion around 2:30 p.m. Cole waited anxiously under the large circular drive foyer for her. The cop moved around and assisted her from the back seat. The uniformed officer removed her handcuffs before reaching up and releasing the blindfold.
Cole started towards her. His attention was quickly drawn to the collar and chains that descended into her lingerie. He played it off, but he felt a jolt of anger coursing through his veins.
Jenna quickly became aware of where she was. A huge sense of relief came over her as she realized that she was no longer under Steve Jones' control...that asshole finally kept his word and returned her to Cole Steele.
The two of them came together in a relieving embrace. They were excited to see one another, but the circumstances were awkward as Jenna's emotions were understandably conflicted, while Cole, despite his feelings, didn't want to display too much affection.
In spite of her emotional state, Jenna felt a rush of security and excitement as Cole's strong arms wrapped around her tightly.
When the embrace ended, Cole led the beautiful blonde wife into the house. The large black man walked her through the foyer and great room out to a covered area along the massive pool deck, not far from where she'd sucked his dick while her husband watched unknowingly from inside only a few days previously. Cole's maid brought them iced tea as they sat down on an outside patio sofa.
"Jenna, I'm glad you are back. I've been trying to locate you for a couple of days since I got back from the fishing trip. I have to apologize for Mr. Swenson's hasty decision to call the cops when you reached out to your husband on Friday, but he was only following earlier instructions. I should have done a better job of clarifying my expectations before departing on the trip. I would gladly have given you permission to call Ryan had I been here," Cole lied.
"Really?" Jenna asked surprised.
"I never intended to hold you against your will Jenna; in fact I was...um..." Cole's voice trailed off for effect.
Jenna could tell he was conflicted about something. "You were what Cole?" She asked.
"Are you sure you want to hear it?"
Jenna nodded, now nervous what he was going to say.
"Jenna...I was only doing what Ryan asked of me." He lied again.
Jenna got an incredulous expression on her face, "Wait, Ryan asked you to keep me here?"
"I didn't want to tell you before, but the whole thing was your husband's idea. When I received your letter with the money and watched the surveillance video, I was conflicted as to how to handle the situation, but out of respect for Ryan, I thought he should know."
"You mean he knew about this before we came to your house that night?"
"I'm afraid so, I told him the previous week. As you can imagine, it was a difficult conversation to have with him. I felt bad enough telling him about the money theft, but spilling the beans that his wife...well you know...had masturbated while fantasizing about my big black cock. It was gut-wrenching to convey to a friend."
Jenna cringed internally as Cole stated it so matter-of-factly, but the next thing out of his mouth took her breath away.
"Surprisingly Jenna, he actually sounded relieved. I couldn't believe it when he went on to tell me about all the problems the two of you have had trying to get pregnant, and that you had become obsessed with his infertility issues. He told me he didn't like the person you'd become as a result."
Tears formed in Jenna's eyes. "I thought it meant as much to him as it did to me..." she sobbed.
"Jenna I know this is hard, but I thought you would want to know."
She nodded acceptingly.
"Do you want to hear the rest?" He asked, now sensing the opportunity to put the final nails in the coffin.
"The rest, you mean there's more?" Jenna asked, eyes wide.
Cole continued, "I'm afraid so. Ryan then said that perhaps a little time apart would do you both good. He told me that besides a few shared experiences, he believed you had always been faithful to him. He said he wished he could say the same. He told me about a young server from his golf club that he's been hooking up with lately. Ryan said he had been taking her to one of the vacant houses he's currently listing and they've been...uh...doing it like rabbits every chance they got!"
Jenna stared at him in shock. She would not have believed any of this if not for what she'd just witnessed earlier in the afternoon. "Are you serious, she's like 21!"
"Evidently she has some kind of youthful exuberance that really turns him on. You don't want me to go on do you Jenna?"
She struggled to compose herself, "It hurts to hear Cole, but I have to know."
Cole took a deep breath, again for effect, "After telling me about the experience with the 'spinner redhead' as he called her, he then turned the subject back to this idea of having you live with me as 'punishment' for your mistake. I told him I wasn't comfortable with it, but he insisted that I consider it. He said he thought the experience might make you guys appreciate each other more."
"Appreciate him more? That fucking cheater will never get another ounce of appreciation from me!" Jenna spat in a wickedly pissed-off response.
Cole's confidence swelled as Jenna ripped her husband. He took the opportunity to pile on, "Jenna I'm not bragging, but it's rare that any woman appreciates her guy more after being with me...I tried to tell Ryan that, but he didn't want to hear it. I got the impression it was a turn-on for him to imagine you having sex with a black man."
Jenna looked at Cole with tears running down her face, "No offense, but I'm learning my husband has some pretty disturbing fantasies..."
"Has he ever asked if you would be interested in sex with another man?" Cole asked not knowing whether Ryan had or hadn't, but figured he had nothing to lose in asking the question.
Jenna hesitated, "...sometimes when he's really drunk during sex he's teased me if I would ever want to experience a...you know...a really big cock."
Bingo! "Well apparently Jenna he was more into it than he led on. As I said, he seemed really excited for you to get some black dick!"
"Cole, this is all just so much for me to contemplate."
"I understand Jenna," Cole replied but he didn't want to stop driving the wedge further, "Anyway I told Ryan I needed some time to think about his proposal. I have always been attracted to you Jenna, so I was really conflicted between stabbing a good friend in the back and stabbing someone as beautiful as you. When he sent over the contract, I nearly died. I couldn't believe it, but I realized at that point that he really wanted this to happen!"
"Wait, are you telling me Ryan wrote that contract?" Jenna asked disbelievingly.
"Yes, every last detail on page one...I was stunned at how specific he was about what he wanted us to do. I mean, of course I was excited at the thought of experiencing all those things with you. What warm-blooded guy wouldn't want someone as beautiful as you to pleasure him first thing each morning? But I still felt guilty. Eventually he talked me into it and asked me to come up with some responsibilities for page two; you know the bullshit stuff about polishing my cue stick and picking up my laundry."
"But what about the conversation that you guys had in your study that night, he clearly looked like he'd been crying?"
"That was all staged. He asked me to have my housekeeper deliver some onions to my office. He brought them up near his eyes to give the impression he'd been bawling. In reality he could barely keep from laughing."
"That son of a bitch!" Jenna blurted.
"After he said goodbye and took your phone, when I walked him out to his car he asked if there was any need for him to come back the following day. I told him it was up to him, but that we probably had everything you would need. He seemed relieved as he mentioned something about taking a drive up the coast with the redhead and a road hummer."
Jenna sat in stunned silence.
Cole let her stew on all the lies he'd just told her. "Jenna, I'm sorry you had to hear all this, I know you've had a pretty rough 48 hours yourself. Again, I have to apologize for Mr. Swenson's overreaction. He said he tried to reach me several times before calling the cops, but there was no reception out on the boat and he couldn't get through to me."
Jenna then got a perplexed expression on her face, "Wait, if this was all Ryan's idea, why did this whole episode with my arrest and 48 hours in jail take place? You must have been satisfied with all the sex..."
"Of course I have Jenna, but that was another stipulation your husband brought to the agreement."
"Why the fuck would he do that?"
"I have no idea, but apparently he had worked something out with a buddy of his, the guy is actually the Chief of Police in Pacific Palisades...his name escapes me at the moment." Cole lied.
"Steve Jones?"
"Yeah that's it. Anyway, Ryan was very specific that he and the chief had worked out a plan that if for any reason you broke the rules at my house, we were to call the chief and have you arrested."
"Oh my God this can't be possible..." Jenna muttered under her breath. Countless new thoughts now raced through her mind, "Did Ryan know what Steve Jones had planned? Worse, did he actually coordinate this with him? How could my asshole husband be that fucked up?"
"Anyway Jenna, I reluctantly agreed to the stipulation, I then asked Ryan why he would even want you arrested? I was surprised when he laughed and said that it would teach you a lesson about doing something so stupid in the future. He also said something under his breath about a bet he'd lost to his buddy. I never intended from the very beginning to ever have you arrested. Unfortunately, I mistakenly never conveyed that detail to Mr. Swenson and when you made the call to Ryan while I was on the boat, he simply abided by the original agreement. When I finally got close enough to shore on Friday afternoon he called and told me what happened. I immediately told him to find out where they had taken you and to get you released ASAP! I told him I would pay any bail or do whatever was necessary to get you out of there immediately."
Jenna sat listening to Cole's story, still struggling to understand why Ryan would possibly put her in Steve Jones' perverted hands.
Cole continued, "Mr. Swenson called that Jones guy to see about getting you released; the chief told Carl he would look into it for him. Jones called Carl back a couple of hours later and said that he had located your whereabouts, but that you were already in processing and would need to spend 48 hours in lock-up until this could be straightened out. He told Carl it would be impossible to get a judge to grant bail on a weekend. I have been sitting here feeling bad about it, and worried about you ever since Jenna. Jones called Mr. Swenson this afternoon and said that he was finally able to get you out. I asked that you be brought straight here."
Jenna stared at Cole in shocked disbelief. She realized that all the threats and sex acts she was forced to perform for Jones were all just ploys to get her to submit to sex. Jenna now felt sick to her stomach. She was now torn between telling Cole about what Jones had put her through and keeping it to herself. She opted for the latter, "What good would it do to tell him?"
Cole then said, "I hope you were treated okay in there?"
Jenna held back tears as she nodded her head slowly.
Cole finally broached the subject, "I see you are wearing some new accessories, can I ask what those are all about?"
Jenna quickly contemplated, "Oh fuck, what am I going to tell him about the collar and nipple piercings?"
"Um yeah, some of the girls in that place decided I should wear them." She responded quietly.
Cole knew this was Jones' work, but played along, "You mean they put them on you against your will?"
"You could say that Cole. They told me it was a first-timer thing." Jenna lied.
"Did they hurt you in any other way Jenna; can you identify who did this to you?"
"Cole it happened at night and there was a group of them, I really don't want to talk about it. It's over now."
"Okay Jenna, I understand how you feel, but I think it should be documented just in case something comes of it later."
"Cole I don't think that's necessary."
"Hang on, let me make a quick call Jenna."
Cole dialed Carl Swenson's cell phone. "Carl, yes she's back here at the house and she's been through a lot. Say, she got a welcome party at the big house..." He went on to tell Carl about the collar and chains etc.
Cole hung up and said, "Carl has a lot of experience with these sorts of things and says that we should get visual documentation of any injuries or defacing of your body. These things have a way of coming back later..."
Jenna knew that Steve Jones would never be held accountable for any of this, but she didn't want to raise any more red flags with Cole regarding how she'd just spent the past 48 hours. "If you think it's necessary..."
"I trust Mr. Swenson on this sort of thing; he's been in law enforcement for 35 years."
"What do I need to do?"
"Let me get a picture of this collar thing and then if you'll remove the lingerie so I can get a couple more photos."
Jenna gulped nervously.
Cole used his phone to photograph the large gold collar before Jenna slipped the straps from her shoulders and let the lingerie fall below her gorgeous breasts. Cole's blood nearly came to a boil as he observed Steve Jones' initials dangling from her big nipples.
"Oh shit Jenna, those bitches pierced your nipples without localized pain medication? I can't imagine how much that must have hurt."
Jenna just nodded at him again as she fought back more tears.
"Now I really think it is important we document this, you could develop some sort of infection or worse yet, something like HIV. I'm sure that needle wasn't sterile." Cole snapped a couple of pictures of her tits. He was thinking to himself that aside from Jones' initials, Jenna looked pretty fucking hot with the collar and chains. Her big fucking nipples looked especially suckable distended from the platinum barbells on her sexy tits.
"Did they make any other marks on your body Jenna?"
"Only this," she said as she slowly let the lingerie fall to her ankles.
Cole again suppressed his anger as he observed the shaved image of Jones' initials in Jenna's pubes. He also took note that her formerly blonde pussy was now Auburn colored.
"Do you know the significance of these "S" and "J" markings Jenna?"
Jenna stuttered for a moment before she answered, "I heard them say something about a gang or something like that, but I really don't know..."
"I'll have to ask Carl if he knows anything about an LA women's gang with those initials. Perhaps that will help if we ever want to track down the people who did this to you Jenna. Are there any other marks or injuries on your body?"
Jenna shook her head.
"I know this was very difficult, but you did the right thing letting me photograph them. I will have Maria take you back up to the room and help you get cleaned up. She can assist in removing the collar and chains and stuff. Again Jenna I'm sorry you had to go through what you've been through, but it's over now and hopefully you can relax and get some much needed rest."
She slipped her lingerie back on, "I'm just really tired Cole."
He leaned in and kissed her on the forehead. "After Maria helps you get cleaned up, she can find a room for you to get some rest."
*****
Cole walked into Carl's office and handed him his cell phone, "Look at what that bastard Jones did to her body! I have a mind to kick that fucker's ass the next time I see him."
Carl Swenson thumbed through the images, "I'm not sure you're going to get that chance Boss..."
"Oh why is that Carl, did he move out of the state or something?"
"No, I just got word that he has been arrested." Carl replied.
"Arrested...for what, being a total asshole?"
"Actually, based on what I was told, Chief Jones is in a shitload of trouble. From what I understand, they had a roadblock set up on his route from Madame Balough's back to his house in Pasadena. It seems that after he dropped off your girlfriend at the brothel, he went from being in the back of a limousine to the back of a squad car in about 20 minutes."
"Are you serious, what did they get him for?"
"Remember when I told you that some of my buddies at the Bureau said they've suspected that Jones and that drug kingpin Carlos Juarez have been in cahoots for quite some time. Well come to find out, they and the boys from the ATF, have had an ongoing two-year investigation into that relationship."
"Two years?" Cole asked in surprise.
"Yep, and they have so much dirt on the good chief that he may never see the light of day again. He's been accused of everything from drug trafficking, racketeering, money laundering, human trafficking, prostitution to police payoffs. When they arrested him and informed him of all the charges, they said he cried like a little girl!"
"It couldn't happen to a nicer...uh girl!" Cole laughed. "What about Juarez?"
"He's much smarter than Jones. Supposedly he got a tip and was halfway to Columbia by the time the chief got busted."
"Wow, I guess it's a good thing I'm moving to Dallas, I would have had to break in a new chief," Cole joked and they both laughed.
*****
Maria finished removing Jenna's collar and the chains connected to her nipple barbells. She asked if Jenna wanted her to remove the barbells too. Jenna studied them in the mirror and told Maria to only remove the dangling letters. "Go ahead and leave the piercings for now." Truth was, Jenna thought they looked kind of sexy on her chest.



"How about the...uh...nether mound Miss Jenna?"
"Yes I want to shave that off."
"Shall I do it for you?" Maria asked.
Jenna hesitated before giving her the go ahead. In spite of Steve Jones' pubic graffiti, Jenna had never fully shaved her bush and wasn't sure she could bring herself to actually do it. Maria lathered it with shaving cream and denuded her within minutes. Jenna wasn't attracted to the Hispanic maid, but she felt a tinge of arousal as the woman worked around her pubic area. Finally Jenna took a long hot shower. Afterwards as she sat on the bed combing out the tangles from her wet hair, there was a knock on the door.
"Jenna its Cole, do you mind if I come in?"
She replied, "Just a minute," as she got up quickly and checked herself out in the mirror. In spite of the fact she wasn't wearing makeup, she thought she looked pretty good after all that she'd been through. She tightened her robe tie and went over and opened the door.
"Hey, how's it going?"
"The shower was wonderful; I think I was in there for like a half-hour!" Jenna responded with a slight giggle.
"Do you mind if I come in?" Cole asked.
Jenna noticed a kinder, gentler side of Cole than she had experienced prior to her adventure with Steve Jones.
"I know you are exhausted and I'll leave you to get some sleep but I thought we should talk before you grab some Z's. I know you've been through an awful lot in the past 48 hours Jenna, but I'm really glad you are back. That said, you are no longer required to stay if you'd prefer to leave. I certainly want you to know that you are welcome to stay as long as you want and I hope you will choose to do so, but it is completely up to you. If you want to get a good night's sleep, I can have my driver take you anywhere you want to go in the morning. But again, I want you to know that I hope you will stay, I really like you being here!"
"Bull..."
"Call me Cole," he interrupted.
"Cole, your generosity is very sweet. If you don't mind, I'd love to sleep here tonight and let you know in the morning. I certainly don't want to go back to my house, but let me give it some thought."
"Fair enough Jenna, but once again I hope you will remain here."
He reached out and gave her a big hug. As she gripped his muscle bound body tightly, a feeling of arousal coursed through her veins.
Cole squeezed her tightly and admired the pressing of her large breasts up against his sternum.
"I will see you in the morning," He said as he turned to walk out.
"Wait...uh..." Jenna muttered.
"What is it Jenna?"
"...uh...nothing...I will see you in the morning Cole." She said as a demure smile came across her lips. As he walked out the door and pulled it closed behind him, Jenna momentarily considered opening it and asking if she could sleep in his room. But she quickly put the thought out of her mind as exhaustion was quickly setting in.
Cole knew he was taking a big gamble granting Jenna the opportunity to leave on her own. He had developed strong feelings for her and hoped that his calculated risk would pay off. All of the lies and deceit had succeeded in alienating her from her husband and if he could now get her to commit to staying with him by choice, she would be his for the taking. Aside from having to share her with Jones, things could not have gone any more according to his plan to this point. The next 24 hours would make or break it.
Jenna slept like a rock from 5:00 p.m. until 2:00 a.m. It took her a moment to figure out where she was when she awoke in the middle of the night. She lay in the comfortable bed and recalled the dream she had just had. In it, she and Cole had passionate sex in her and Ryan's bedroom as her husband watched from inside the closet through a narrow opening between the doors. Ryan had practically begged Jenna to bring Cole back to their place and make love to him in their marital bed.
In the dream, when Jenna told Cole about Ryan's fantasy, he resisted at first. It wasn't until Jenna dropped to her knees and rubbed his cock through his pants that he finally relented. Eventually he let her unclasp his belt and the top button of his pants. She was like a starving woman as she yanked his pants down to his ankles and tried to swallow his cock. He told her to calm down as he kicked off his pants and carried her into their bedroom.
Cole threw her on the bed, "Okay, come get what you want so bad...suck it baby!"
Jenna moved quickly back in front of him and gripped his thick limp cock. She looked hungrily up at him before she slutily sucked it between her dripping lips. Ryan couldn't believe how big Cole's cock already looked as his wife slurped excitedly on the ebony head. Over the next few minutes he watched as his wife obediently followed the large black linebacker's vulgar dick sucking instructions. Ryan was amazed at how desperate she was to take the big black cock as deeply as possible. Once she finally got him totally hard, Cole pulled it out and slapped her face and probing tongue with it.
"It's time to give me that slippery pussy now slut!" Cole ordered.
Jenna licked his balls one final time before quickly sliding around and bringing her horny pussy to the edge of the bed. "Bull, I want it so bad, please give it to me. You know how much I love to cum all over it." She whimpered.
It didn't take long before he was fucking her brains out. Jenna moaned incessantly before she wildly climaxed all over his vein-covered poll. She breathlessly begged him to shoot his load in her. He warned that his seed was very potent and that she better be on the pill. Jenna told him she wasn't, but wanted him to do it anyway. The blonde wife shouted that her husband couldn't get her pregnant but she knew he was man enough to do it.
"Is that what you want? Do you want to get knocked-up by my ebony seed?"
"Yes Bull, shoot it in me you black stud! I want you to be my baby daddy!"
Cole proceeded to pump load after load into her as she climaxed yet again. When he was finally done he kept her legs pulled back with his cock buried to his balls. From the closet Ryan could see Cole's thick jism frothing around his fat cock and coating his wife's thick pussy lips. Eventually the black bull pulled it tantalizingly slowly from Ryan's wife's stretched hole. Cole's dark black cock was now nearly white with a thick sheath of their mixed cum. It was coated from his balls to the massive head. Jenna whimpered when the dome popped from her well-fucked hole. As it did so, a wave of cum gushed from her pussy onto her asshole and then down to the bedspread. Seeing the huge cream-pie exit his wife's previously faithful hole was too much for Ryan as his own load spewed onto his fingers.
Now as Jenna lay in bed recalling the dream, her slutty behavior surprised her...even for a dream. She reached down and softly fondled her tender nipples. They were rock hard. She rubbed the smooth surface of the barbell tips of the studs before lowering her fingers across her bare pussy mound. It felt weird to be totally shorn for the first time in her life. Her fingers continued on until they felt the slippery folds of her clitoral hood. She touched it softly and quickly felt a jolt of sexual energy course though her. She was dripping.
Jenna wondered how she could be thinking about sex after what her body had been through in the last week. While she always enjoyed sex, the amount of fucking that both Cole Steele and Steve Jones put her through far exceeded anything she had ever experienced with her husband.
And still...she was craving it at this moment.
Jenna slipped out of bed and wrapped herself in a shear baby doll. She tiptoed to the door and quietly opened it. The house was dark, but dim baseboard lights illuminated the wide hallway enough for her to see where she was going. Jenna slipped out the door and took a moment to orient herself as to where she was in the house. She walked softly in the direction of Cole's suite. When she arrived, she put her ear to the door. Jenna didn't know what she expected to hear, but all was quiet inside. She reached for the door handle. Her hand was shaking as she delicately pressed down on the lever. It was locked. Jenna breathed a sigh of relief and disappointment. She couldn't believe she had actually attempted to enter his room.
Carl Swenson watched on the video monitor as Jenna released the handle and turned her back against the door. A disappointed dip of her shoulders confirmed she'd hoped the door had been unlocked. He watched as she slipped her hand underneath the baby doll and touched herself. The sixty-year-old man rubbed his cock as he hoped she was going to put on another masturbation show, but suddenly she straightened back up, and pulled her hand away before quietly returning to her room.
Carl didn't know it, but Jenna had come to her senses and remembered the security cameras. She didn't want to be caught playing with herself yet again in Cole's house. For whatever reason, she had forgotten that she actually knew the keypad sequence. Cole had given it to her the night of the party when she first masturbated in his bathroom. Nevertheless when she got back into her room, in spite of her arousal, she slipped back between the sheets and dozed off.
At around 8:00 a.m. the following morning, there was a knock on her door. Jenna hoped it was Cole, but she soon heard Juanita's voice, "Miss Jenna, may I come in? I have some breakfast for you."
"Ah yeah...just a minute," Jenna responded as she pulled the top of her loose lingerie back over her big naked tits and slid the shoulder straps into place. She glanced at the clock. Jenna couldn't believe she had slept nearly 15 hours. She called back out, "Come in".
Juanita entered with a breakfast-in-bed tray. Jenna's nostrils were quickly filled with the scintillating smell of bacon. And while she didn't typically eat a lot of meat, she was starving and couldn't wait to gorge herself. "How are you doing today Miss Jenna?" Juanita asked in a friendly voice.
"Much better now!" Jenna smiled. "Actually if you don't mind Juanita, can you set the tray on the end of the bed; I really need to use the restroom.
When she returned, Jenna snuggled back under the covers and Juanita placed the tray in her lap. Before she lifted the lid she noticed the birth control pill (e.g. placebo) sitting next to the plate. She picked it up and studied it for a long moment before setting it back down on the tray. She then raised her left hand and looked at her wedding rings questioningly. She closed her eyes for a few seconds before reaching up and slipping them from her finger. She set them on the tray next to the birth control pill.
"Holy Shit!" Cole exclaimed as he and Carl Swanson watched from the control room.
Jenna seemed resolved with her decision. She tucked her napkin in her lap and set about investigating the mouth-watering cuisine in front of her. It looked almost too good to eat, but Jenna was absolutely famished. She scarfed down the first couple of bites before she opened up the newspaper accompanying the meal.
Jenna immediately blurted out the words, "OH MY GOD!" She was astonished when she opened the front page of the LA Times and the headline read, "BUSTED!" Underneath was a head-shot of Chief Steve Jones. As Jenna enjoyed the scrumptious meal, she read through the incredible story. Steve Jones had been the subject of a two-year investigation by the FBI and ATF regarding his alleged dealings with an infamous drug czar named Carlos Juarez. Ironically, as she read the incredible details, Jenna had no idea that the past weekend of lewd sex with Jones had actually taken place at the druglord's estate pictured in the article.
Several high-ranking officials with both the FBI and ATF were interviewed in the story and based on their statements; there was a lot of dirt on Chief Jones. The article went on to suggest that Jones was looking at perhaps 20-35 years in prison if convicted on all the charges. Jenna's thoughts immediately turned to Sandra and the kids, "That asshole is getting what he deserves, but she and the kids are going to have to survive without a husband and father." In spite of her caring concerns for her friend, Jenna's thoughts turned to her own situation, "At least if this is all true, I won't have to meet that pig at that motel on Monday afternoons! Thank God!"
Carl Swenson and Cole Steele watched from the control room as Jenna sat up in bed reading the article. "It must be a nice feeling of retribution for her after what that asshole put her through this weekend!" Cole said to his security chief.
"Yeah, but in spite of that, I'm sure it must be a lot to digest. As that asshole told us, the two family's do a lot together at their club, she and his wife are best friends."
"Whatever, I could give a fuck about that prick." Cole said disgustingly. "So did she sleep well last night?"
"Funny you should ask, for the most part she did. She was out like a light until about 2. At that point she woke up and quietly walked down the hall to your room. She tried to open the door, but it was locked."
"Fuck, I forgot it has that automatic lock, I should have turned it off!"
"Yeah I think you should have because she was visibly disappointed when it didn't open. She touched herself as she leaned against your door...see check it out!" Carl pulled the video clip up on his large monitor and showed Cole.
"Damn she did look a little disappointed didn't she? Well it's time for the moment of truth, I would assume it's a good sign that she took off her rings, but I don't know what to make of her decision not to take the birth control pill, but it's time to see if she's going to stay..."
"Good luck Cole." The security man had never seen Cole Steele like this. He couldn't remember him ever developing feelings for a woman or showing fear that she might be the one to break off the relationship. But admittedly, he also hadn't seen his boss with any woman hotter than this one.
A couple of minutes later there was a knock on Jenna's door. "Jenna, it's Cole, can I come in?"
"Sure, it's open."
Cole walked into the room. He couldn't believe how good Jenna looked in spite of not having an opportunity to make herself up. "Good morning, I hope you feel refreshed. That was like 14 hours of sleep!"
"Yes, I feel so much better. I really needed that."
"Good, I'm glad to hear it. Are you done with that tray?"
"Yes, it was phenomenal. Your chef is amazing."
Cole reached down and started to pick it up. He noticed the rings and the pill again, but decided not to comment yet. "Yes Mario's been with me for several years and he never ceases to amaze." He took the tray over and set it on the credenza. Cole re-approached the bed and sat down on the edge. "So Jenna, have you given more thought to what we talked about last night?"
"Yes, I have Cole and if it's okay with you, I'd like to stay for awhile."
Cole got a big smile on his face. "Jenna I'm glad you made that choice. We'll have a good time together. Is there anything special you feel like doing today?"
A mischievous smile formed on her face, "I would love to get in a good workout and maybe go back out on your boat. It was really fun last time!"
Cole returned her grin and said, "Yeah it was pretty good wasn't it? But before we get started, I noticed you left a few things on the tray, was that by accident?"
Jenna hesitated before looking into his eyes. "I don't plan on wearing those rings anymore, if that's what you're asking. If you could put them in safe place until I decide what I want to do with them, I would really appreciate it..."
"Sure Jenna, I understand...what about the other item?"
Jenna moved closer to him and said is a sexy voice, "Let's not worry about that right now...and by the way, I don't plan on being a freeloader while I'm here," she bit her bottom lip before continuing, "how about if I start paying my portion of the rent right now!"
"What do you mean by that, I don't expect you to pay rent while you live here Jenna?" Cole answered naively.
She again got the mischievous grin on her face before leaning slowly forward and rubbing her fingers across the bulge in the front of his shorts. "I know I don't, but what if I want to pay rent?"
Cole obviously now got the hint, "...Uh I wouldn't be a very good landlord now would I if I didn't give my tenants what they need and want."
She bit her lower lip, "I hope you're not one of those slumlord types, always depriving their tenants of the good stuff!" She playfully said as she more aggressively gripped his huge cock through the material.
"No, I believe in sharing the wealth. Besides there is plenty to go around!"
"You can say that again!" She said excitedly before she frantically grabbed and groped his crotch with both hands.
Carl Swenson reached for the power switch on his video monitor, "Damn this man is one lucky son of a bitch..."
Cole confidently stood and faced the bed.
Jenna practically jumped out from beneath the sheets and slid in front of him. She fumbled for the button on his shorts. Once she got it undone she urgently unzipped his fly and let the shorts fall to the floor. A gasp escaped her lips as she admired the outline of his huge cock beneath his boxer briefs. Her hands were on it immediately. "Bull, I missed it so much!" The blonde wife said urgently before slipping her fingers into the waist band of his briefs and pulling them down.
"You don't have to call me Bull anymore..."
"I know I don't, but I want to! The owner of this cock deserves to be called Bull."
"You can call me whatever you want while you're doing that! Yeah that's good, stroke it baby!"
"God Bull, it's bigger than I even remember. Can I put it in my mouth?"
"Uh-huh...you go ahead and do that." Cole said as he put one foot up on the bed. The new position exposed his heavy nut sack. Jenna hornily reached for his huge balls.
He pushed his cock forward until it was only inches from her mouth. Jenna extended her tongue and flicked across the tip. Cole groaned out loud.
"That a girl, put those wet lips around it...yeah just like that." Jenna sucked and spit on it as she stroked the shaft and playfully fondled his big balls.
"Fuck Bull it's so hot." Jenna urged as she pulled his cock from her mouth and slutishly smeared it around her face. She used both hands to maneuver his cock and massage his balls. She then sucked one of his nuts between her lips as she continued stroking the shaft.
"I bet you missed those big balls too huh Jenna?"
"MmmMmm," she grunted with the potent sphere lodged in her mouth.
"Yeah, they missed your wet mouth baby. Give the other one some of that tongue...uh-huh, just like that!"
Jenna took turns popping them from between her lips.
"I missed that body baby...take that shit off and give me those sweet titties!"
Jenna took one final lick of his nuts before she shimmied out of the baby doll.
Cole stroked his cock as he looked on approvingly. Her amazing D-cups bounced invitingly.
Jenna shifted around until she was now sitting on the edge of the bed. She lifted and pushed her big tits together. Cole grabbed his cock by the base and slapped her gorgeous breasts with it.
"Oh Bull, I love it when you do that, but my nipples are still sensitive from the piercings, please slide it between them...!"
Jenna wrapped her flawless D-cups around Cole's veiny cock as he slowly thrust forward and back. "Spit on the head...get it all wet bitch!"
Jenna's mouth was already watering from the blow job. She let two large saliva streams ooze from between her lips onto the fat head as it emerged from between the softness of her heaving tits. "Tell me what else you want Bull. I like when you talk dirty and tell me what to do!"



"Suck the head when it's near your mouth slut!" Cole ordered. His 11 inch cock was now gliding roughly between her wet jiggling tits. Jenna slutily licked and kissed it each time he shoved it forward.
"I like being your slut Bull, your big cock feels so good between my boobs!"
Cole had tit-fucked countless women in his life, but he couldn't remember ever seeing a better sight than his huge dick emerging from between Jenna Nielsen's amazing tits. He also couldn't recall any tittie-fuck feeling as good as this one. His head rolled back as Jenna's soft mounds and wet mouth beckoned his impending load.
Jenna sensed he was getting close, "Bull, give it to me. Don't make me wait!"
Cole grunted and said between clenched teeth, "Here it comes!" His breathing got heavy as his head swelled in her mouth and his hot jism shot down her throat.
Jenna swallowed as fast as she could as it pumped relentlessly from the engorged head. She felt it filling her mouth but she was determined to get it all down this time. She swallowed spurt after spurt. Finally she sensed a slow-down as her mouth was nearing capacity. She swallowed hard several more times until the pistoning finally slowed.
Cole got a big smile on his face as he realized Jenna was the first to ever suck him down without spilling a drop. He rubbed his hands through her hair and told her how good it felt.
Jenna pulled back until only the head was between her lips. She swirled her tongue around it before letting it finally pop from her mouth. She kissed and licked around the head several more times before she looked up at him with a proud smile on her face. She stuck out her tongue to show him it was all gone.
"Wow Jenna, that was incredible!" Cole raved.
"I wanted to be timely with the rent payment Mr. Steele," she responded with another smile as she rolled his big balls between her fingers.
"With prompt payments like that, I'm going to upgrade you to the penthouse suite immediately!" He said as she scooped her up and carried her to his room. They kissed passionately as he walked her down into the Jacuzzi in his room.
They fucked like rabbits all morning long.
*****
Five hours later they sat on the deck of Cole's yacht off the coast of Catalina Island near Costa Mesa. "I'm not sure which was a better workout Jenna, the one at my house this morning, or the one we had cruising out here from Santa Monica?"
"I couldn't possibly make up my mind," Jenna said flirtatiously as she sat nakedly in a deck-top chaise lounge." Cole's cum still leaked from her swollen pussy lips.
Cole laughed. "Yeah I guess they were both pretty damn good." He said as he reached down and stroked his long limp cock. Cole then handed her another Pina Colada. "I don't have too much more time before training camp starts, I feel like getting drunk today."
"I could probably be talked into that!" Jenna said as she did her best to put the events of the previous 72 hours out of her mind.
Unfortunately for her, Cole had other thoughts. "So Jenna I still feel really bad about having to break the news about Ryan to you. While I really enjoy your company, I can't imagine how hard it must be to hear about his infidelity."
"You know Cole, obviously it hurts, but being here with you makes it so much easier. Besides, if he has been cheating on me all this time, I'm glad it's over. It just makes me so mad that he would do it in the first place and I feel like an idiot for not seeing any of the signs."
"Don't beat yourself up over it Jenna, it's not your fault." Cole said as he took great satisfaction in hearing Jenna say her marriage was over.
"Hey Cole, would you do me a favor? I know that asshole told you he was excited to have us hook-up, I wonder how he'd really feel if he had to see it?" Jenna told Cole what she wanted him to do.
"Jenna, are you sure? There won't be any putting that back in the bottle once he sees it."
She thought about it for a couple of seconds, "Yes, he fucking deserves it. Maybe it'll make him realize that he fucked up royally. If nothing else, I bet it will come as a big surprise."
Cole thought to himself, "Oh I can guarantee that!"
Jenna got a naughty look on her face before she confidently urged, "Now that that's settled Bull, what do you say you make me another cocktail and come put that big black cock in this tail." The hot blonde said as she rolled over and wiggled her luscious ass in his direction.
"Okay baby, but that's two favors you're going to owe me now!" He said as he stood and grabbed the bottle of rum. A big smile came across his face as he now knew Jenna Nielsen was his.
*****
When they got back to Cole's place later that afternoon Jenna went upstairs to take a shower. Cole went down to Carl's office. "I trust you had a good time on the yacht this afternoon Cole?"
"Fuck, that's an understatement. I'm not sure, but I think I just got hate-fucked all afternoon. She seems much more mad than sad about her husband."
"Did she ever tell you about what she witnessed at Madame Balough's?" Carl asked.
"No, but having seen him fucking those two redheads with her own eyes must have made it easier for her to believe the story about him banging the whore from the club and initiating that contract."
"So now she wants to rub his nose in it?"
"Yeah, sending the videos was her idea. In my wildest dreams, I don't think this plan to win her away from him, could have gone any better, except for having to cave into the demands from that fucking asshole cop. But he's getting what he deserves, so fuck it. Did you get the phones?"
"Yes, where was she when you called me from the boat?"
"C'mon Carl, do you really need to ask? She passed out after the cocktails and a near epileptic seizure of an orgasm."
They both laughed before Carl picked up two phones from his desk. "This one is the temporary. It has the video clips you asked for already loaded onto it. This one is your new cell. I forwarded your new number to everyone in your contacts list before I deactivated your old phone...everyone that is except for her husband. He is the only contact in the temporary. As soon as you send him the videos we can deactivate that phone too."
"Good work Carl, she won't know that the temporary isn't my actual cell. She'll have no way of knowing that when he doesn't respond back that he actually had no way of getting in touch with me...or her for that matter!"
"Exactly Boss. Hey I also took the initiative to let the guys down at the gatehouse know that they might be getting a visitor. I suspect when he can't get back in touch with you, the hubby might make a house call."
"Good idea Carl. I know if I were him I'd be here in a New York minute. Hey on another topic, do you know if Kanye's number got transferred into the new phone?"
"All the contacts should be in there Cole."
"Okay thanks man."
Cole made one phone call before heading back up to his suite.
As Cole entered his room through the double doors he walked in just as Jenna came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. He whistled and said, "Is there anything you don't look good in?"
She giggled and said, "Do you want to help me pick out something to wear?"
"I'll tell you what baby, we'll find something for you in a bit, but first I want to do that favor for you. Are you sure you still want to follow through with it?"
The shower had sobered Jenna a little, but she was still feeling pretty fucked-up. Her anger at her husband hadn't dissipated one bit. "Yes Cole, it probably won't have any effect on him, but if he's fucking that little redheaded whore right now, at least he'll know my pussy is cumming all over a real man's cock!"
"Okay, I loaded a couple of videos on the email; I just have to know what you want the text to say." Cole replied.
"If you don't mind, why don't I just type it Cole."
He handed her the phone.
She typed: "I hope this is what you wanted...Percy" into the subject line.
In the body she typed the following: "I hope you enjoyed making a horse's ass out of yourself...I find it kind of ironic that you never liked carrots before! And even though you'll probably get off on this, just know that I am performing my "chores" on that contract with unending enthusiasm. I'm giving special attention to servicing the stick and polishing the balls!"
Jenna handed the phone back to Cole.
"Do you want to see which videos are attached?"
"I trust you picked some good one's Cole. As a matter of fact, I'm more interested in making some new ones than I am in seeing which ones that jerk is going to see."
Cole chuckled and hit the send button. Jenna moved in close and grabbed his cock through his shorts. "Now what was that favor you wanted from me?"
*****
Ryan Nielsen had just returned home from his office. He'd gone in late this morning after he went surfing at first light. He hadn't slept well the previous night as his feelings of guilt about being unfaithful to Jenna kept returning to his mind. The surf session did wonders for his psyche and immersing himself in his work throughout the day kept his mind off what had transpired the previous day. He cracked open a Lagunitas IPA and took a big gulp of the hoppy beer. He plopped down in his lazy boy chair. Ryan's thoughts turned to Jenna. "Fuck I miss her so much!"
Just then his phone beeped. A new email message from a gmail account that he didn't recognize popped into his inbox. The subject line read: "I hope this is what you wanted...Percy"
He read it several times, "What the fuck does that mean?" Percy?...Percy? Why does that name sound familiar?" Finally it hit him..."That's the name of the fucking horse! Holy shit, why is someone sending me an email referring to that fucking horse?" He suddenly got a pit in his stomach.
Ryan double-clicked on the message and read the email: "I hope you enjoyed making a horse's ass out of yourself...I find it kind of ironic that you never liked carrots before! And even though you'll probably get off on this, just know that I am performing my "duties" per that contract with unending enthusiasm. I'm giving special attention to servicing the stick and polishing the balls!"
He read it again. The verbiage didn't make any sense..."What the fuck? This must have come from someone who saw me with those redheads? What does that have to do with a contract? And what does servicing the stick and polishing the balls mean?"
Then he noticed there were two video files attached. He double-clicked on the first one.
The image flashed to a campfire burning brightly and the sound of two people having passionate sex. The image moved to another camera angle which showed the naked sweaty ass of a large black man pumping aggressively as the most massive set of balls Ryan ever seen swung wildly forward and back against the thighs of a white woman with a tremendous ass.
"...yes Bull...uhn...it's my favori...umph!" The woman moaned and neglected to finish her sentence as the black man pumped hard into her from behind.
"How's that big black cock feel now compared to your husband's dick?" The man taunted.
The woman continued to moan loudly as he fucked her harder.
"You didn't answer the question; do you want me to stop?"
"Oh...no...no please don't stop," the woman begged urgently, "it feels really nice."
"Nice...puppies are nice! Tell me how that thick stick really feels!" The black man demanded as he picked up the pace and slammed it in and out and spanked her.
"Oh, oh...it feels fucking GREAT...it's so much bigger than his...he could never make me feel like this...please don't stop!"
The video stopped abruptly.
Ryan couldn't understand why someone would send him a video of a black man and white woman fucking doggy style next to a campfire. There was something familiar about it, but he couldn't place it.
Then he clicked on the second video and his life was never the same again.
"Oh God, fuck them Bull!" Was the first thing Ryan heard before the video images came on the screen. He quickly figured out what the familiarity was in the previous video. It was his wife's voice he was hearing. And it wasn't her 9 to 5 real estate professional voice...it was her desperate fuck-my-brains-out voice.
Now all the breath was forced from his lungs as the video images appeared.
The head of a massive black cock was now up against his wife's lips as she frantically slobbered and licked it as it rubbed around her gorgeous mouth.
Ryan watched sickly as the camera pulled back and showed Cole Steele pushing his fat veiny cock down and shoving it between Jenna's tits. The huge black man fucked them urgently as he flicked her hard nipples with his thumbs. Cole was sweating like a bull as he thrust his hips forward and back across Jenna's chest. Her soft white breast skin looked like two velvet pillows wrapped around the dark rigid pole. The linebacker wasn't treating the pillowy globes with softness and care; instead he was gripping them roughly and pounding into them with a cock that looked more like a weapon than a human organ. As he was doing so, Jenna was frantically licking and sucking on the fat fleshy head as it extended up to her waiting mouth. Cole groaned and said, "Get ready bitch here it comes!"
Ryan watched frozen as Cole Steele tensed and shook as his first big spurt shot over his wife's head. Jenna had a look of shock on her face but she quickly opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. The next couple of streams landed heavily across her lips, chin and neck. Cole released his grip and grabbed his shaft and aimed it at her heaving mounds. He stroked it hurriedly as large streams coated her heavenly breasts.
When he finally finished, his wife's tits looked like snow covered mountains and long cum streams coated Jenna's beautiful face. The large black man was huffing and puffing as he grabbed her panties off the bed and wiped his cock clean.
Cole then brought Jenna's own wet sticky panties up and used them to futilely smear his cum around her face. He wiped around her nose before letting the panties rest there. Her slutty panties looked like a soiled respirator air mask sitting across her nose and mouth. It was obvious to Ryan that Cole was making Jenna breathe in the scent of her own pussy and his pungent semen.
"That mother-fucker..."
Jenna's hands went to her tits; she rubbed his spooge around to coat them more evenly. He watched as his wife tried to rub it all in, but it just smeared. Ryan couldn't believe the volume...it looked like Cole hadn't cum in a month. Unbeknownst to him, the linebacker had just pumped another massive load into his wife's belly less than an hour previously.
Ryan listened as the football player instructed his wife, "Don't worry about rubbing that shit in, they look better all shiny and wet with my seed anyway! Clean it off your fingers."
Ryan practically hurled as he watched his wife do as she was told and clean her cum covered fingers with her lips and tongue.
Cole brought his cock to Jenna's mouth one final time. She kissed and licked around the head before he finally pulled away and the video stopped.
Ryan sat trembling in his chair. His heart was beating a million miles an hour as he tried to digest what he'd just seen. Amazingly, in spite of the crushing pains in his chest, he realized his cock was rock hard in his shorts.
He went back and read the email message again: "I hope you enjoyed making a horse's ass out of yourself...I find it kind of ironic that you never liked carrots before! And even though you'll probably get off on this, just know that I am performing my "duties" on that contract with unending enthusiasm. I'm giving special attention to servicing the stick and polishing the balls!"
He racked his brain, "Could this message really have come from Jenna? How could she have discovered what I did with those girls?" He was still shaking like a leaf.
He watched the first video again.
Immediately it felt like a dagger was being thrust into his heart as he watched Cole fucking Jenna so thoroughly and then hearing her plead, "Oh, oh...it feels fucking GREAT...it's so much bigger than his...he could never make me feel like this...please don't stop!"
For some reason he watched the second video again.
As he watched the steamy scene unfold, his only thoughts were, "Not only is he fucking her silly, but that son of a bitch is treating her like his personal whore. And worse yet she seems to be getting off on it...and why is my cock so hard right now?"
Ryan thought back to the night that he and Jenna met Cole at his house. When he went into Cole's office and heard the proposal, he remembered thinking that he couldn't believe Cole was letting Jenna off so easily. Ryan recalled the moment that Cole produced the contract and he hastily signed it. Suddenly a terrible thought crossed his mind..."What if there was another page to that contract? What if the missing page contained "other" responsibilities? Cole could have showed it to her and said that your husband signed off on this? Oh my God...did I hand my wife over to him with consent?"
"And clearly that son of a bitch isn't gay!"
Ryan then recalled what he'd said to Jenna before he left that night, "You have disgraced our family with your actions, but I made a deal with Cole that will keep him from pressing charges...you will basically do anything he expects of you while you are here. You will start tonight!"
"Anything?" He remembered Jenna asking in a shocked response.
"Yes anything." Ryan recalled saying because it was obvious to him they were talking about errands and housekeeping.
"Fuck, maybe it wasn't so obvious to her..."
Suddenly an irrational thought crossed his mind. "What if Cole is holding her against her will and coercing her to do and say those things?"
He watched both videos again, hoping to pick up on something that would confirm his suspicions. Admittedly upon their completion he couldn't spot anything obvious to validate his thoughts, but he was sure Jenna wouldn't act that way, "I have to get in touch with her and let her know this was all a manipulated set-up."
He immediately typed a response email: "Cole, I don't know what kind of game you are playing, but you better not lay another hand on her!" He hit the send button. Several seconds later Ryan received a return message saying the email address was no longer in use.
Ironically had Cole received the message at that moment he would have replied back, "Okay I won't", as he was instead using his right hand to hold his long cock while he sat on the edge of his bed with Jenna's wet lips engulfed around the head. Suddenly he got the urge to playfully slap one of her sweet tits with his other hand..."Never mind Ryan I lied...I'll lay plenty of hands on her" would have followed.
When Ryan received the returned email message, he quickly called Cole's cell phone. After one ring he heard "You have reached a number that is no longer in service..."
"Are you fucking kidding me?" Ryan yelled at his phone before he chucked it at the couch across the room.
After racking his brain for nearly a minute, he quickly retrieved his phone and called the only person he thought could help him. Unfortunately he hadn't yet heard the news that Steve Jones had been arrested. The phone on the other end rang and rang without an answer.
Ryan Nielsen grabbed his car keys and raced towards Pacific Palisades.
*****
Cole Steele lined up a fat line of cocaine on the mirror he held in his lap.



He looked up from what he was doing to see Jenna sitting across from him with a chilled shot of Patron in her hand.
"I'm so glad you agreed to do this favor for me baby!" He said with a grin on his face.
"I'm kind of nervous...but excited too!" Jenna replied back with a grin of her own.
Cole watched as she threw back the shot. Jenna looked exceptionally hot sitting across from him wearing the sexy French maid lingerie that Cole had laid on the guest room bed the first night she spent at his house. "I knew that outfit would look really good on you!" Cole said as he admired her phenomenal cleavage and long stocking covered legs.
"You think so?" Jenna asked as she looked down at the skimpy lingerie. She looked back up at him with a sly smile and giggled, "I needed an outfit to wear when I'm doing all that housework in my contract!"
"Mmm Mmm, I have a mind to turn this car around and take you back to my place and put you to work polishing all my possessions..." He said authoritatively.
"Whatever you want Mr. Steele, too bad your driver keeps the inside of this car so clean, otherwise I could just get down on my hands and knees and start doing my um...job...right now." Jenna giggled.
"You don't know how close I am to having you do just that!"
Jenna bit her lower lip and smiled innocently before responding in a mocked naïve response, "Then I couldn't do this favor for you Mr. Steele."
"I know, I know...I'm really starting to wonder what the fuck I was thinking!" They both laughed.
Cole reached across and held the mirror out in front of her. Jenna picked up the rolled $100 bill and snorted the first half of the big line. Moments later she finished the remainder up the other side of her nose.
*****
Ryan Nielsen brought his BMW to a screeching halt in front of the guard gate at Cole Steele's estate.
Only 10 minutes previously he had unknowingly raced past Cole and Jenna in a black stretch limousine heading in the opposite direction. He jumped out and approached the guard shack with both of his fists clenched at his sides. "Where the fuck is she?" He yelled at the man who was exiting the doorway.
"Excuse me, can I help you sir?" The large black security guard said in a slow response.
"You know who I'm talking about...my wife...don't act like you don't know who I'm talking about!"
"I'm afraid I do not sir. This is Cole Steele's residence, I'm afraid you must have the wrong address."
"I know whose fucking house it is! I brought her here last week and now that son of a bitch is holding her against her will in there."
"You must be mistaken sir. Mr. Steele isn't even here currently."
"Don't bullshit me asshole!" Ryan screamed at him.
Just then another large black guard stepped out of the guard shack. "What seems to be the problem here John?"
"This gentleman seems to think his wife is being held against her will in the estate Len."
"I'm sorry sir but you are mistaken. Can you please get back in your vehicle and depart the premises immediately!"
"Fuck you! If you aren't going to open this gate I'm jumping over it!" Ryan shouted as he made a move towards the fence.
"I wouldn't do that sir, if you get near that fence we will be forced to stop your ass!"
Ryan made a more aggressive move towards the gate. Within seconds he was down on the ground in a headlock. While Ryan was still a great athlete for his age, he was no match for the two former NFL practice squad defensive ends. Lenny Phillips, one of Cole's former teammates on the Chargers held Ryan in a full-Nelson hold as John Little, another former Charger teammate, went back into the guard house and called the police.
Ten minutes later, for the 2nd time in 72 hours, Ryan Nielsen was handcuffed and sitting in the back of a squad car.
*****
The couple sat silently at the well-appointed dining room table in their expansive Bel Air estate. Their staff scurried in and out of the adjacent galley carrying away the dinner china and prepping for dessert. The man looked over at his wife who was famously in one of her "moods".
"Happy Birfday baby, I'm stoked to be chillin' wiff you on your special day!"
His wife looked at him and rolled her eyes. "Yeah me too..."
"Keeks, what's eatin' ya, you've hardly said a fuckin' thing all through dinna'?"
"Nothing...I don't want to talk about it."
"C'mon baby, let me in...whas' up?"
"You don't know? It's my fucking 35th birthday and I'm sitting here in this boring old house eating this shitty dinner while my sisters are out having fun, clubbing and stuff!"
"Baby, ya know I have that show tomorrow night or I'd have flown you to New York or Vegas or something...Don't forget I took you to Paris last week."
"Paris is so blasé. I would much rather be out dancing or going to a show or something fun here in LA."
He laughed to himself. He knew she didn't really feel that way about Paris, but this was just his spoiled wife being herself. He played along with her pity party act, but he had an ace up his sleeve. His present to her would change all this.
"Your sisters always get you into trouble, it's better that you aren't out with them anyway." He said in attempt to get under her skin.
"I can take care of myself Kanye; I am the oldest you know!"
"I know baby, I know..." Kanye West said as he looked at his watch.
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Ryan Nielsen sat quietly in the interview room at the Pacific Palisades police station. There was a one-way mirrored window on one end of the room from behind which two plain clothes detectives observed while discussing his case.
"What's this guy's story?" Myers asked.
"He tried to break into the NFL star Cole Steele's estate. He claims the linebacker is holding his wife against her will inside." Gonzalez responded.
Meyers laughed. "Another housewife falls into Steele's web and the jealous hubby thinks he's going to do something about it?"
"Yeah, he got a little roughed up by Steele's gate guards, but I'm sure that doesn't sting as much as knowing that big football player is porkin' his wife!"
They both laughed again.
"Does he have any evidence that she is being held against her will?"
"I didn't get that far, we weren't far into the interview before he clammed up and said he only wanted to talk to Chief Jones. He says they are buddies from the club."
"He doesn't know yet?"
"Apparently not."
"Okay, let me go talk to him."
Moments later the detective entered the interview room. "Mr. Nielsen, I am Detective Rudy Myers."
"I told the other guy, I only want to speak with Chief Jones."
"I'm afraid Chief Jones is incapacitated at the moment Mr. Nielsen. I'm the only one you can talk to at this time."
"Bullshit, Steve and I are good friends. If he knew I was being held here, he would be here in minutes. Have your office reach out to him and tell him what's going on. I'll wait till he arrives to discuss my case detective."
"I'm afraid you might be waiting a very long time for that conversation Mr. Nielsen."
"What are you talking about?"
Myers told Ryan what had happened with Chief Jones in the past 24 hours. "I'm sorry to tell you Mr. Nielsen, but your friend Steve Jones looks to be in a lot of trouble." Myers himself was never a big fan of Jones and was not surprised one bit when he heard what the chief was being accused of.
"Wow, I just saw him Saturday afternoon. He was on some kind of stakeout of a sexual abuse victim in Pasadena. He appeared to be in especially good spirits when I saw him. He said he was firmly behind her and was hoping to cuff his target later that afternoon. I wished him all the luck in accomplishing his mission." Ryan said, still in shock as to what the detective had just told him.
Detective Myers gave Ryan a quizzical look as he wasn't aware of a PPPD case involving a sexual abuse case in Pasadena.
"Well Mr. Nielsen, I'm sorry to break the news to you, but right now, you have your own problems to worry about. Breaking and Entering can carry a felony penalty and jail time. Why were you attempting to enter Mr. Steele's property?"
"Because the mother-fucker is holding my wife against her will. If you let me have my phone back, I can prove it to you."
"Those are pretty serious allegations Mr. Nielsen, are you sure about this?"
"Yes...I mean no...that is why I went to his house. I'm confident if I can explain to her about the contract..."
"What contract are you referring to Mr. Nielsen?"
"My wife accidently stole something...but it wasn't really her fault...she was master...trying to put it back..."
Detective Myers interrupted him, "Your wife stole something from Mr. Steele? What is this contract you are referring too? Did you say she was mastering something? I'm losing my patience here Mr. Nielsen. You better start making sense or I'm going to throw you in that cell for the next 48 hours to give you more time to think it over! What makes you think she is even at Mr. Steele's residence? How long has she been gone?"
"She's been gone about a week and I know she's there because I took her there."
"You took your wife to Mr. Steele's house a week ago and she hasn't returned and you are just reporting this now?"
"That's what the contract is about. After the...uh...misunderstanding...I signed a contract to have my wife work as Mr. Steele's personal servant as a means of payback..."
"Do you have copy?"
Ryan shook his head.
"What were her responsibilities?"
"Cooking and cleaning and..."
"And what?" The detective asked impatiently.
"Anything he demanded..."
"Anything? And you signed such a document? And so now why do you think she is being held against her will? Isn't she just fulfilling the duties of the deal?"
"There's more detective. Please bring me my phone, I'll show you..."
The detective eyed him carefully before pushing a call button on the desk phone, "Please bring me Mr. Nielsen's cell phone." Within a minute, one of the uniformed cops brought it into Myers.
He observed it carefully before handing it to Ryan. "Okay Mr. Nielsen, no funny business."
Ryan took the phone and clicked on his email inbox, "This was sent from an anonymous email account. You might not be able to tell as easily as I can, but my wife is crying out for help." He clicked the first video image and handed it to the detective:
The image flashed to a campfire burning brightly and the sound of two people having passionate sex. The image moved to another camera angle which showed the naked sweaty ass of a large black man pumping aggressively as his massive balls swung wildly forward and back against the thighs of a white woman.
"...yes Bull...uhn...it's my favori...umph!" The woman moaned and neglected to finish her sentence as the black man pumped hard into her from behind.
"How's that big black cock feel now compared to your husband's dick?" The man taunted.
The woman continued to moan loudly as he fucked her harder.
"You didn't answer the question; do you want me to stop?"
"Oh...no...no please don't stop," the woman begged urgently, "it feels really nice."
"Nice...puppies are nice! Tell me how that thick stick really feels!" The black man demanded as he picked up the pace and slammed it in and out and spanked her.
"Oh, oh...it feels fucking GREAT...it's so much bigger than his...he could never make me feel like this...please don't stop!"
Detective Myers did his very best to keep a professional outward appearance. Inside he was awed and aroused watching the wild sex on Ryan Nielsen's phone, "So are you telling me this is your wife in the video Mr. Nielsen?
"Yes"
"I heard her refer to the man as Bull, is he someone you know?"
"Yes detective, I am certain Bull is Cole Steele. That is one of the clues as to her non-consent; clearly she is being coerced into calling him by another name as a means of showing his power over her. Also, did you see him spank her, couldn't that be construed as assault." Ryan questioned. He was grasping at straws.
The cop thought to himself that ironically the entire scene could be considered assault...the black man was brutally hammering this guy's wife with a weapon that wasn't too dissimilar from a baseball bat. "Is there any other evidence of an assault Mr. Nielsen?"
"Yes, this other clip shows him forcing her to copulate him as he treats her roughly." Ryan clicked on the second video and handed the phone back to the cop:
"Oh God, fuck them Bull!" Was the first thing the cop heard.
The head of a massive black dick was now up against a white woman's lips as she frantically slobbered and licked it as he rubbed it around her mouth.
"Is this your wife Mr. Nielsen?"
Ryan nodded his head.
"Is this what you were referring to when you said he forced your wife to copulate him?"
"That is only one example detective. There's more..."
The cop was happy to hear that...he was looking forward to seeing more of the incredible action.
The black man pushed his fat veiny cock down and shoved it between the woman's incredible tits and fucked them urgently as he flicked her hard nipples with his thumbs. He was sweating like a bull as he thrust his hips forward and back across her chest. He gripped her soft white breast skin roughly with both hands as he pounded away. As he did so, the man's wife frantically licked and sucked on the fat fleshy head as it extended up to her waiting mouth. The black man groaned and said, "Get ready bitch here it comes!"
The detective watched in awe as Cole Steele tensed and shook as his first big spurt shot over the woman's head. She had a look of shock on her face but she quickly opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. The next couple of streams landed heavily across her lips, chin and neck. The football player released his grip on her tits, grabbed his shaft and aimed it at her heaving mounds. He stroked it hurriedly as large streams coated her breasts.
When he finally finished, her tits looked like snow covered mountains and long cum streams coated her beautiful face. The large black man was huffing and puffing as he grabbed her panties off the bed and wiped his cock clean.
He then brought her wet sticky panties up and used them to futilely smear his cum around her face. He wiped around her nose before letting the panties rest there. Her slutty panties looked like a well-used respirator air mask sitting across her nose and mouth.
The cop kept watching as the woman's hands went to her tits; she rubbed the messy spooge around to coat them more evenly... she tried to rub it all in, but it just smeared. The cop couldn't believe the volume...it looked like the black man hadn't cum in a month.
The football player then said to her, "Don't worry about rubbing that shit in, they look better all shiny and wet with my seed anyway! Clean it off your fingers."
The cop kept watching for signs of objection by the woman as she now did as she was directed and pulled her cum-stained panties aside and cleaned her fingers with her lips and tongue. The black man brought his cock to the woman's mouth one final time. She kissed and licked around the head before he finally pulled away and the video stopped.
"Do you see what I'm talking about detective? She is clearly doing these things because he is threatening her. I know my wife; she would never do this otherwise."
Detective Myers felt bad for the man who was clearly living in denial. He hadn't seen anything in either video that suggested his smoking wife wasn't giving herself enthusiastically to the football player. He hesitated before he lied, "Mr. Nielsen, I can easily understand your feelings of anger and frustration but I don't have a lot of experience in domestic cases, do you mind if I take your phone back into the office so I can consult some of my colleagues who do?"
"No, I have no objection with it detective. I'm sure they will agree with me. When you're done, can you then send a squad car over to get her out of there and arrest that mother fucker?"
"Let me consult them first, then we'll come up with a plan of action Mr. Nielsen. One more thing, "You said these videos came from an anonymous email, who do you think sent them?"
"I'm sure they came from Cole Steele!"
"Why would he send you videos of him having sex with your wife if he was holding her against her will?"
Ryan pondered the question. "I'm not entirely sure detective, maybe he is blackmailing her or something, but isn't that what you guys get paid to figure out?"
Detective Myers just nodded at Ryan before exiting the interview room.
His partner was waiting near the one way mirror. "Well, what do you think Rudy; does the guy have a case?"
"Fuck no, his slutty wife is loving every minute of that nigger dick! Check it out." He played both videos for his partner.
"Holy shit, his wife is hot as hell. That poor guy, I can't imagine how he must feel watching her get fucked like that!"
"I know, can you believe the size of that dude's cock?"
"How about the volume of jism he spewed on her face and tits?"
They both laughed. "Pretty fucking incredible!" Gonzalez responded.
"Where are the other guys, I gotta show this to them?"
"They are all in the conference room Rudy; let me check it out one more time before you go over there."
Myers handed the phone back to his partner. "Holy shit, I've never seen anything like that! She is fucking hot, I might need to borrow that phone and head into the John when you are done showing the guys."
"Get in line Jim!" Myers said as he laughed and walked towards the conference room with a bulge in his own pants.
Thirty minutes later Detective Myers entered back into the interview room. "Sorry that took so long Mr. Nielsen, but I wanted to be as thorough as possible in determining our plan of action."
"No problem Detective Myers, I really appreciate your professionalism."
Myers nearly laughed at the complement. He had just spent the last 20 minutes showing the videos to his partner and all the guys in the conference room. He also ported the videos to his own phone for future viewing. To a man, none of the cops thought Ryan Nielsen had any leg to stand on in regards to his wife's supposed captivation. No, they all watched in aroused fascination at the wild sex between the stunning blonde and the professional football player. There were lots of jokes and volunteers for conducting full body cavity searches on the poor "captive" woman.
"Unfortunately Mr. Nielsen there does not seem to be any agreement in our office with your theory that your wife is being held against her will. Those who I shared the video with all believe your wife is in fact enjoying herself very much. And since you have no other evidence to the contrary, we are forced to believe that no criminal activity is being conducted by Mr. Cole Steele. I wish we could make a case on your behalf, but the evidence points to consensual transgressions on your wife's part. And while the spanking, rough manipulation of her body, and dominating treatment are, I'm sure, hard to watch, they are things that happen in bedrooms and beaches, albeit not always so intense, all over Southern California. I'm afraid Mr. Nielsen, Cole Steele and your wife are not breaking the law, only your heart."
Ryan stared at him with tears in his eyes.
"Can I call you Ryan?"
He nodded.
"Ryan, I think you've been through enough today, I am going to release you and assuming you don't make further attempts to trespass on Mr. Steele's property, we'll forget this incident ever happened. If I were you I would contact your lawyer and see if he can draft a letter requesting a meeting between you and your wife. Perhaps you can talk some sense into her if you meet with her face to face."
*****
Face to face was how Jenna and Cole were sitting in his limousine at the moment. He had just pulled his lips from hers. "Jenna, thanks for doing this favor for me. Try and relax and enjoy yourself, I think you will have lots of fun if you do."
"I'm a little nervous Cole, but I'm excited too...I can't believe I am actually doing this. As I told you earlier, I've been a big fan for a long time. Watching that show has been a guilty pleasure of mine for a long time. I hope I'm not like a stalker when I get there...but the drugs and the tequila have me feeling good, I think I'm ready."
Cole reached out and squeezed her large breasts through the lingerie, "Yeah I would have to agree that you do feel really good at the moment!"
Jenna giggled and playfully slapped his shoulder, "You know I was talking about a different kind of feeling!"
Cole laughed. "Yeah I got a different kind of feeling stirring in my pants; you better get out of this car before I change my mind and take you back to my place and tear that hot little outfit off of you!"
Jenna giggled again.
"Anyway, my driver Dave will pick you up here in the morning, try and get some sleep tonight."
"You know that's probably not going to be up to me," she responded with her own devious smile.
"You got a point there...well you can get caught up at my place tomorrow."
"You sure about that?" Jenna said as she reached out and rubbed his big balls through his shorts.
"Well you're probably right about that, you can spend the day in bed, but I'm not sure how much sleep you'll get!" Cole said as he squeezed her tits again. "But you might get a reprieve; I'm probably going to be pretty torn up myself. Me and a couple of the guys are heading to Vegas for the night as soon as I drop you off; I won't get much sleep either."
"What if I don't want a reprieve?" Jenna smiled before she buried her tongue between his lips and grabbed his cock one final time.
"You're terrible girl, get the fuck out of this car now and do me this favor or we will head straight back to my place..."
"Promises...promises," she said cutely before sliding sexily out the door.
*****
As the maid exited out of the kitchen, she made eye contact with the black man sitting at the large dining table. A big smile appeared on his face. While she was new to the staff, he recognized her quickly. His wife was sitting adjacent to him looking at images on her phone.
The maid approached the table carrying a bottle of 40-year-old Dom Perignon. "Excuse me, do you both desire a glass of champagne?"
"Yeah, that'd be nice." The man responded as he checked out her fantastic cleavage.
The maid poured his glass first. "Ma'am?"
The woman didn't look up and simply tapped her glass as if to say "Fill it up."
While she poured, the maid looked over at the husband. He got another grin on his face and winked at her.
He turned to his wife, "Ahem honey, what's so interestin' on your phone?"
"My sisters are at a new club in North Hollywood and it looks like so much fun! They sent lots of pics!"
"I'm sure it is, we'll have to check it out suntime soon baby."
His wife let out a frustrated sigh as if to say "I've heard that before."
The husband then said to the maid, "What's on da d'sert menu tonight?"
"Chocolate souffle, crème brule, raspberry tort, or... um pie...pussy pie!"
Kim Kardashian finally looked up from her phone. She now stared at the maid who was dressed in the sexiest French maid lingerie she'd ever seen. It took a minute for Kim to register what she'd just heard and was now seeing. The maid looked familiar, but she didn't immediately recognize her. Moments later, a big smile formed on her face as it finally came to her. She ogled Jenna's unbelievable body in the stunning outfit.
Kim looked back over at Kanye who himself was sporting a big smile as well as a pretty decent tent in his shorts. "Kanye, how did you...? Cole's party? I thought she was...?"
"Happy birfday baby!"
Kim got up quickly and gave him a big wet kiss on the lips. "I told you this is the best birthday ever honey! I never doubted you would make it that way Kanye. I love you!"
"Me too baby...enjoy!" Kanye said as he started to get up.
"You aren't going to share..." Kim said as she looked excitedly over towards Jenna, "...my birthday...um...present?"
"No baby, I'll go help Gabby with North and Saint and besides knowing you the way I do, you probably want to keep yo presents to yoself on your birfday anyway!"
Kim got a hungry look on her face as she ogled Jenna again, "Kanye you know me too well, sometimes I can be kind of selfish. There are certain things that I like to have all to myself...like uh...dessert!"



"I know Keeks, I'll see ya in the morning. Where will I find you, in the guest house or downstairs?"
Kim's gaze turned glossy. "Definitely downstairs baby..."
"I thought so..." Kanye said before he walked out of the room. On his way to his office, Kanye thought about Jenna again in her hot little outfit, "She'll be getting some new sesories tonight...he envisioned how'd she'd look in leather restraints, a ball-gag and a collar." Kanye knew what the beautiful blonde was in for once his wife confirmed they'd be downstairs. He'd just recently made the final payments to the contractor for the completion of Kim's downstairs dominatrix hideaway.
When he got to his office he called Cole and thanked him once again for sharing his gorgeous plaything with his wife for her birthday. "You shoulda seen Kimmy Cole, I think she was actually in heat. Do you have any idea what yo girl's in for? "
"You're welcome Kanye; I owe you guys so much for everything you've done for me. As for Jenna, she might look like the innocent housewife next door, but she's quite a tiger in sheep's...uh...maid's clothing!"
Kanye laughed, "I wouldn't be so sure buddy, I doubt she'll be in anything for long. Your Tiger is definitely going to be taken by the tail...in more ways than one!"
They both laughed and said their goodbyes.
*****
Kim sat in her large queen's chair at the dining table.
"So you are new to the staff huh?"
"Yes, this is my first night," replied Jenna innocently.
"I usually interview all new hires, why didn't Charlton have me meet with you?"
"I don't know ma'am, I guess he liked my qualifications?"
"What special attributes do you bring to the job?" Kim asked as she eyed Jenna's amazing body from head to toe.
"I'm a hard worker and I'm really good at following directions."
"We'll see about that! Do you have any other special talents?"
"What do you mean ma'am...like what?" Jenna played along.
"I shouldn't need to tell you what I'm referring to," Kim said as she unbuttoned another button on her dress and unveiled more incredible cleavage."
"I'm really good in the kitchen...you know like cooking and cleaning." Jenna said in a ditzy voice. She could feel her panties getting wet as she looked down on Kim Kardashian's magnificent tits.
"I was more interested in your talents in another room in the house. Anyway, before we get to that, what were those desserts you mentioned before?"
"Chocolate Souffle, Crème Brule, and Raspberry Tort ma'am...they are all to die for."
"I thought I heard you mention a fourth dish...some kind of pie?"
"You must be mistaken, I don't recall offering anything else," Jenna replied innocently.
"Hmm...I usually have a pretty good memory for these things. But since you aren't offering any pie, bring me one of each of the other desserts and an extra champagne glass."
"Is Mr. West coming back?"
"That's not your concern, go now!"
Jenna returned carrying a tray of three desserts and an empty champagne glass.
"Set the tray on the table and come retrieve my napkin, it accidently fell on the floor."
Jenna set the tray down and looked over at Kim. The black-haired reality star was pulled slightly away from the table and turned towards her left. The napkin was sitting four feet away.
"That's a long way for the napkin to have fallen on its own," Jenna thought to herself. She moved over to the napkin and knelt down and picked it up.
As she started to rise Kim yelled, "Didn't you get any training?"
The loud outburst startled Jenna and she accidently dropped it.
"Since its obvious my house manager is failing in his training responsibilities, I will do it myself. If you are going to succeed on my staff there are only two ways you are expected to retrieve fallen items. The first is as follows. Turn and face the item with your back facing either me or my husband."
"Okay," Jenna said apprehensively.
"Do it now bitch!"
Jenna moved as quickly as the spiked heels would allow. Kim approvingly checked out her long stocking covered legs from behind.
"Now bend at the waist with your legs straight as if doing a toe touch, let's see if you are the least bit flexible." Kim said in a doubting tone.
"You mean like this?" Jenna said as she slightly separated her feet and teasingly lowered her torso down against her perfectly straight legs.
Kim watched in astonishment as the sexy blonde basically bent in half with her head now down near her shins. The short skirt slid up over Jenna's impeccable ass which was now staring Kim in the face. "Fuck this chick is hotter than I remember!" Kim thought to herself. She lost her train of thought as she stared at Jenna's hot ass and fat pussy lips which were camel-toeing against her skimpy panties.
"Is this the way you want it?" Jenna asked in an airhead voice after reaching for the napkin.
"Fuck...look at that shit..." There was a long pause before Kim responded, "Um...what...yes...yes that is the way I want you...to do it I mean."
Jenna started to stand back up.
"I didn't tell you to stand up. Bend back down!"
Jenna moved back into the bent position once again. Kim sat mesmerized, ogling Jenna's body; she could feel her own pussy dampening. She stared for an uncomfortably long stretch before she was interrupted by Jenna's voice.
"What is the other way?" Jenna asked.
"Huh what?" Kim responded, sounding distracted.
"You said there were two ways you like the staff to retrieve fallen items, what is the other one?"
"Don't rush me bitch! I want to make sure you are doing it right before I show you the other way." It was all Kim could do to keep from burying her face between Jenna's ass cheeks.
"Yes ma'am," Jenna answered.
"That's enough of this old lady talk, my mom is known as ma'am. You will refer to me as Mistress Kimmy, is that clear?"
"Yes Mistress Kimmy, I'm sorry I rushed you."
"Stop talking, I am concentrating on your uh...posture." Kim couldn't get over the perfection of Jenna's tight bubble shaped ass and deep crack. "Okay, not bad, I'll work on that some more. Now hand me that napkin and turn around."
Jenna stood and handed Kim the napkin.
"Back up," Kim ordered as she looked up at Jenna's tits from her chair. Jenna backed up a couple of steps before Kim dropped the napkin at her own feet. "Okay, get down on your hands and knees." Jenna again did as directed. "Crawl forward and sit up on your knees and wait for instructions. Jenna moved until she was positioned in front of Kim sitting back on her knees with the napkin between them.
Kim looked down between her heavenly tits. They looked every bit as big and inviting as she remembered from Cole's party. Kim ogled her sweet rack and beautiful face. Jenna noticed an aroused look on Kim's face.
"Look at you...has anyone ever told you you look like a young Kelly Preston?"
"No, you are the first Mistress Kimmy," Jenna lied.
Kim stared for several more seconds at Jenna's face and tits before she spoke, "Sometimes you service people have filthy hands, and I don't want any of that grime on me or Kanye's napkins, so whenever that is the case, you will use this method to retrieve fallen items. Bend down and pick it up with your mouth."
Jenna looked at her flirtatiously before slowly leaning forward and picking up the napkin with her teeth. "Okay, now come replace it in my lap." Jenna crawled forward and lowered her head between Kim's legs and released the napkin. Kim reached out and ran her fingers through Jenna's hair. Her pussy was dripping wet and it was all she could do to keep from pulling up her dress and grinding Jenna's face into her crotch, "Control yourself Kim; she'll be doing plenty of that later..."
Kim tossed the lipstick stained napkin back onto the floor behind Jenna. "Let's practice method 1 again..." She proceeded to direct Jenna through a half-dozen reps of each retrieval method. All the while, Kim's pussy gushed with anticipation.
As Jenna stared back up at Kim on the final method 2 rep, Kim noticed Jenna's eyes looked dilated and she had a little post-nasal sniffle, "Cole's got this bitch amped up on some of that good cocaine he gets! We'll see if she is as enthusiastic about snorting some more of that shit off of me..."
Kim told Jenna to fill both glasses of champagne, "Sometimes I allow my staff to drink or smoke while working. Kanye and I disagree, but I think it gets everyone in a better mood to do their job. What do you think uh...?"
"Skyler." The beautiful blonde replied.
Kim remembered her name was Jenna, but played along. "What do you think Skyler?"
"I'll do whatever you want me to do Miss Kimmy."
"Good answer! Empty your glass and fill it up again." Kim watched as Jenna impressively slammed the bubbly liquid and re-filled her glass, "I thought this housewife might be a prissy little bitch, but since Cole must be fucking her, maybe she's a little more adventurous than I thought. Breaking her in will be fun either way!"
"Okay, now tell me more about those desserts."
Jenna was quite the culinary expert and impressed Kim with her description of each of the delectable dishes. Jenna made most of it up as she went along, but knew enough about each dish to fake it.
"The soufflé sounds particularly good, bring that to me."
Jenna moved sexily back to the tray and brought the dish to Kim.
"Skyler, use your fingers and feed some to me."
Jenna hesitated momentarily before sinking two fingers in the dessert and bringing the gooey chocolate to Kim's mouth. Kim opened her sexy lips and Jenna inserted them. Kim swirled her tongue around and sucked the yummy treat from Jenna's slender fingers.
Kim's mouth felt especially wet and soft on Jenna's fingers.
"Mmm, Shareef has outdone himself tonight. Now bring me some of the raspberry tort." Kim ordered.
Again Jenna retrieved the dish, "Do you want to suck it off my fingers again Mistress Kimmy?"
Kim nodded before licking and sucking Jenna's fingers clean. "Okay, now the crème brulee."
As Jenna turned to retrieve it, Kim undid another button on her dress and slathered some of the raspberry tort between her luscious tits. As Jenna returned, Kim shouted, "You need to be more careful you careless bitch, look you spilled that raspberry goo all over my chest!"
Jenna knew exactly what happened, but played along, "I'm sorry Miss Kimmy, let me clean it up for you!" She reached for the napkin.
"You bet you'll clean it up, but not with that! Clumsy staffers like you never learn unless you experience consequences. Drop down here and use your tongue to clean it off!"
"But Mistress, I..."
"Do it now bitch before I fire your ass!"
Jenna's heart beat a million miles an hour as she dropped her head into Kim Kardashian's amazing rack. Jenna had always loved Kim's tits and Ryan would tease her about it when they watched Keeping up with the Kardashians. "You'd suck and lick those big things all night long wouldn't you Jenna?" Ryan would tease.
"Maybe not all night..." she would respond with a guilty grin, "but they do look pretty incredible don't they? Ray J loved them in that video."
She remembered Ryan excitedly suggesting, "We might have to watch that sex tape again tonight; it gets you all hot and bothered Jenna..."
Jenna nodded her head, but she never told him she was as turned on by Ray J's big black cock as she was Kim's amazing tits.
Until this moment that whole conversation was but a fantasy, but here she was only inches away from Kim's pendulous mounds. They looked bigger and prettier than she imagined. Suddenly she felt Kim's fingers in her hair pulling her head down against her chest. Jenna instinctively extended her tongue and licked and sucked the delicious fruity dessert from the reality star's amazing rack.
Kim watched as Jenna's long tongue and full lips expertly perused the folds between her tits. She thought to herself that perhaps this married chick wasn't as naïve as she imagined, "Cole's probably got her on a steady pussy diet...I know how much he loves multiple partners." Kim pictured Jenna's fluttering tongue doing its ministrations on her pussy and asshole while she held onto a leash connected to Jenna's soon to be installed collar, "I got to get this horny bitch downstairs asap!"
"Okay enough of that, feed me some of that crème brulee."
Jenna slowly pulled her head from between Kim's tits, raspberry cream messily covered the area around her mouth. Jenna dipped her fingers in the final dessert and brought them up and inserted them between Kim's wet lips. Again the busty reality TV star sucked them clean. They stared into each other's eyes as she did so.
"Which one is your favorite Mistress Kimmy?"
"I'm still waiting for the 4th dessert you mentioned."
"I'm afraid I don't know what you are talking about, they only gave me three." Jenna responded in her best airhead voice.
"You don't remember mentioning some kind of pie?"
"No, I would remember that, I love pie!"
"I bet you do slut, what's your favorite?"
Jenna got a sheepish look on her face as she glanced down between Kim's legs, "I can't tell you, it's kind of embarrassing."
"I'll tell you what, we are going to go downstairs and work on your training. Maybe you'll feel more like sharing after you learn about the consequences of keeping things from me in this house. I like pie too and unlike you Jenna, I am happy to share..."
*****
Jenna woke from a deep sleep. Her head was pounding as she looked up and saw the reflection of her naked body lying next to Kim Kardashian's. She lifted her hand from between Kim's big naked ass cheeks. Kim stirred and murmured groggily, "Cole...fuck she has an amazing tongue, when can I fuck her again..."
Jenna smiled as Kim began snoring once again.
Jenna looked around. A small amount of light was filtering through a narrow elevated window. She could just make out the features of the subterranean room in which she'd just spent the night with reality TV star. In the reflection above the bed, Kim's big bare ass still possessed some of the red marks from Jenna's spankings...at some point the previous night, master had become servant, but not before Mistress Kimmy had her way with the beautiful blonde.
Jenna could feel the tenderness on her own butt from Kim's manipulations. Jenna looked to her left and saw the cage in which she'd spent part of the previous night. The dog bowl inside the cage still contained the remnants of the vodka mixed cocktail that she lapped-up to please Mistress Kimmy.
Jenna immediately reached for her neck...the thick leather collar was still attached. She unbuckled it easily now unlike the previous night when her wrists were bound. As she quietly set it on the floor next to the bed she thought about the irony of waking up with a collar around her neck for the 2nd time in three nights, "Why does this keep happening? And worse yet, why do I like being so submissive?" Jenna thought back to how aroused she was as Mistress Kim had teased and tortured her into some of the most intense squirting orgasms of her life.
Jenna quietly rolled out of bed and nearly tripped over one of her spiked heels. She vaguely remembered wearing only the heels, fishnet stockings and garters when Mistress Kim put her into the cage. She looked around and found her French maid lingerie near the smoldering fireplace. She excitedly picked it up but quickly remembered it was no longer wearable...there was a long scissor gash from near the crotch up to the neckline, "Oh shit, what am I going to wear?"
Jenna's beautiful tits jiggled as she walked nakedly around the room before finding her way into the bathroom. After relieving herself, she found a skimpy cover-up and put it on. Jenna eventually negotiated her way out of the basement and climbed up the stairs to the foyer just as Cole Steele's driver Dave pulled up in the driveway. She hurried outside and climbed into the back of the limousine.
"What an incredible night that was..." On her way back to Cole's she reflected on the previous night and all that had transpired in her life over the past week. Jenna thought back to her initial infidelity with Cole and the unforgettable sex in the ensuing days and nights. She pictured Cole's massive veiny dick and his big cum-filled balls, "God I love his cock..."
Jenna's thoughts turned to the night at Paul Washington's mansion and the two other beautiful women who she had undoubtedly had sex with, even if her drug-induced fogginess blocked her memory of that night's events. Then Jenna recalled her arrest at Cole's mansion and her subsequent rape at the hands of the voluptuous hooker and the two butches in the jail cell before her "rescue" by Steve Jones. "That asshole fucked me for 48 hours straight in that fuck chamber after that..." But in spite of her disdain for the police chief, she couldn't help but reflect indulgently at the unforgettable experience of the Sybian and the wild orgy with the harem of gorgeous Latina girls.
Jenna pushed all thoughts of her husband from her mind.
Jenna reached between the folds of the cover-up and touched her moist pussy. She brought her other hand to her face and inhaled the scent of Kim Kardashian's sex. As she did so, she rubbed the smoothness of her bare pussy and re-imagined the toe-curling squirting orgasms Kim had given her when she was strapped to the posts of the reality star's bed.
A slight smile came across her lips when she remembered finally turning the tables on Mistress Kimmy and eating her lustful pussy for what seemed like hours. The reality star went from being the dominant sexual aggressor to a whimpering, begging sex toy for Jenna's talented tongue. Jenna's own orgasms had been incredible in intensity, but they paled in frequency to the number of times she got Mistress Kimmy off. She learned quickly that she could make the big-titted TV star cum in multiple orgasms as often as she wanted. At that point Jenna took over the master role and had actually manipulated Mistress Kimmy into the cage at one point, "I can't believe I fucked Kim Kardashian all night long. God...is this the sort of thing that living with Cole will bring?"
She would get confirmation later that day...
*****
Cole wasn't around when Jenna arrived back at his mansion. She took a nice long shower and was standing at his bathroom vanity wrapped in a towel combing her wet hair when he walked in from Vegas.
"Now that's a sight I could get used to when I walk into my room!" Cole stated as he strode in with a big grin on his face. "I didn't really expect you to beat me home this morning."
"I kind of snuck out," Jenna giggled.
"Well based on the way my phone blew up this morning, there was a certain reality TV star who was awfully happy that you stayed the night. Knowing her the way I do, I'm surprised you weren't bound to the bed."
"Oh don't worry, I was at several points last night!" Jenna laughed.
"Based on what I heard, you weren't the only one."
"Yeah that bitch got some of her own medicine..." This time both Jenna and Cole busted out laughing. "How was Vegas?"
"Awesome, I won $250 grand at the craps tables."
"TWO HUNDRED AND FIFTY THOUSAND?" Jenna asked incredulously.
"Yeah it was a good night, I couldn't lose. Unfortunately I didn't get any sleep. I'm fucking tired as hell."
Jenna looked at him with a naughty smile and dropped her towel, "Too tired for this?"
Cole's eyes nearly bugged out of his head before he scooped her up and carried her into the bedroom, "I think I can muster a second wind!"
*****
8 hours later
Cole and Jenna were sitting across from each other in the back of his stretch limousine. Cole spoke, "They are flying me out to Dallas for my introductory press conference. Jerry Jones was in Europe when I signed, so we agreed to wait until later in the summer to have it."



"Do they know I am coming with you? Am I even going to have a seat on the plane?"
"No they don't, but we aren't flying commercial, there is always extra room on charter private flights. If not, you can sit on my lap the whole way!"
"Oh, that'll be real comfortable with that big thing pressing into my ass for 3 hours." Jenna kidded.
"You didn't seem to mind it the other night!"
"Touché, you have a point there." They both laughed.
"So tell me about your night with Kim," Cole asked excitedly.
"What do you want to know?"
"How was it being with a woman again? It's been a while hasn't it?"
"Well since I don't remember anything from the other night at Paul's," she looked at him suspiciously and he smiled back guiltily, "it's been a while, but it was fun!"
"I'm glad to hear that, I owe Kim and Kanye a lot and your "volunteering" for that difficult assignment really helped me gain some serious cred with my friends. You made quite an impression on her at my party a few weeks back, I knew she'd be really excited to meet you again." Cole semi-joked. "But more importantly Jenna, I thought it would be fun for you and I'm glad you had a good time. Were you rusty?" He knew full well she wasn't. He'd witnessed her pussy eating prowess at Paul's house and Kim had already gushed to him this morning about Jenna's "special talents".
"No it was like riding a bike, I was able to locate all the important parts!"
Cole laughed, "I'm glad to hear that Jenna. Based on what I know about your subject, I can think of a few parts that probably weren't too hard to find."
She laughed again. "No, there were definitely a few that were hard to miss, but I made sure to dig deeply for some others."
"I bet you did. Do you want to do it again?"
"I could probably be talked into it..."
"Good, you never know when opportunities might present themselves."
Cole had no idea how ironic that statement would soon be.
The limo pulled out onto the tarmac at Van Nuys airport. The phone rang inside the cabin. Cole pressed a button, and his driver Dave's voice came over the intercom, "I think you scored big time on this one boss. I'm looking at a beautiful Gulfstream G-V with a big blue star on the tail section. That's Jerry Jones' private jet; I've seen it in magazines. It's a sweet ride!"
"Nice...nothing like a first class welcome! I've heard Jerry's really good at those sorts of things," Cole gushed.
"He can afford to be when he owns a $4.2 billion team!"
"You got that right Dave. Let us know when we can get out."
"10-4 boss, just a couple more minutes."
Cole looked over at Jenna, "Looks like we are riding in style today."
"I've never ridden on a private jet before, this is really exciting!" Jenna beamed.
"Yeah I have quite a few times; it's the only way to travel. Maybe I'll buy one of my own someday."
At first Jenna thought he was kidding but quickly realized he wasn't. She then rationalized that he owned the nicest yacht she'd ever seen, why couldn't he also own his own plane?
The car came to a stop and moments later Dave opened the rear door. He helped Jenna from the car and Cole quickly followed. They both looked up at the shiny white jet with a big blue star on the tail. Dave retrieved their bags as Cole started up the stairs towards the open door followed by Jenna. The pilots were standing at the top; they welcomed Cole onto Mr. Jones' plane. They did the same for Jenna. Cole ducked inside the doorway and Jenna heard a woman's voice with an unmistakable Texan accent, "Cole Steele welcome to the Dallas Cowboys! We are all happier than a tornado in a trailer park that you decided to join the Cowboys!"
Jenna had only heard that phrase once in her life, but she immediately remembered exactly where she was when she heard it the first time (hint: chapter 4). As she passed through the doorway, she was astounded to see the same person who'd she'd heard utter those words previously, standing right in front of her.
Standing just inside the doorway was a beautiful brunette with a Texas-sized smile on her gorgeous face. She was dressed in a professional business skirt suit. Plenty of cleavage shown from her v-neck blouse and a classy silver-star necklace with a diamond center dangled between. The outfit clung to her curvy body nicely.
"Oh I see you brought a guest Mr. Steele, who do we have here?"
"Please call me Cole, this is Jenna."
The woman looked at Jenna with a welcoming glance and then did a subtle double-take which Cole noticed. He also observed a certain gleam in Jenna's eyes as she smiled back at the beautiful hostess.
"Nice to meet you both, my name's Darla Petersen, I'm the Director of Special Services for the Cowboys and we are just so happy to have y'all as our guests this week. The whole city is buzzing with excitement for your long overdue introductory presser Cole. Everyone thinks you're the final piece to the puzzle. With Dak and Zeke leading the offense and you leading the defense, everyone's talking Super Bowl for the first time since 1995! It's especially exciting because the Super Bowl is at Jerry-World this year and we want to be the first team to win one in our home stadium!"
"That's very flattering Darla, but you give me too much credit. There are a lot of other good players on the Cowboys defense, if we do well it will be due to everyone's success. And I thought the Super Bowl was in Atlanta this year?"
"You're too modest Cole, we all saw the way you single-handedly led the Chargers to the AFC Championship game last year. As for the game, haven't you heard they found some structural issues with the Falcons new stadium? Jerry was nice enough to "volunteer" his humble little building for the big game.
"No I hadn't heard." Cole smiled.
"Well c'mon in y'all and make yourself at home. Jerry and the Jones family asked me to pass along their warmest greetings! They can't wait to welcome you to Big D!"
Jenna and Cole both looked around the posh interior before settling into two Italian leather pivoting recliners. Darla spun the seat in front around and sat down across from Jenna. Cole noticed Darla look puzzlingly at Jenna once again as the blonde returned her gaze with the same sheepish gleam that he'd seen before.
"Do you two know each other?" Cole asked intrigued.
Jenna answered hastily, "No I don't think so, I assume you're from Texas right Miss Petersen?"
"Call me Darla darlin' and yep, I'm a Longhorn through and through."
"I've only been to Texas once; I can't imagine how we would know each other!" Jenna volunteered quickly again.
"I have to say you do look familiar honey...are you sure you haven't spent more time in Texas?" Darla asked.
"I'm sure of it. Some people say I have a familiar looking face. A lot of people tell me I look a little bit like Kelly Preston."
"A little bit? You are a spittin' image of that pretty lady when she was younger honey. But I still don't think that's it, I feel like I know you from somewhere else."
Cole thought Jenna seemed a little too eager to change the subject when she asked how long it would take to reach Dallas in Mr. Jones' jet.
"A couple-a-three hour's sweetie, the three of us will be tighter than a Dallas Cowboys Cheerleaders' little white shorts by the time we land honey!"
Aside from the incredible sex at the strip club several years previously, Jenna remembered quickly why she liked this girl so much from the first time they had met. Not only was she fucking gorgeous, she was really funny too. Jenna thought back to the night they had met previously, "How is it possible she is sitting across from us at this moment?" Jenna could feel her panties dampening.
After takeoff Darla popped a bottle of Schramsberg Reserve champagne and they toasted Cole's signing with the Cowboys. The three of them made small talk for about fifteen minutes before the conversation moved towards all the great shopping opportunities in the Metroplex. Cole reclined his seat and kicked off his shoes. Within minutes the All-pro linebacker was fast asleep.
******
The large black man awoke a while later to a dark cabin. Neither Jenna nor Darla was in their seats. He looked out the window and saw only darkness and a few flickering lights on the ground below. The plane was somewhere over northern Arizona. Finally he heard muffled sounds coming from the rear of the cabin. He hadn't really noticed before, but he now observed a door at the back of the fuselage. He walked quietly back and put his ear up against the door..."No way, that little horny bitch!"
Cole stealthily opened the door a crack and heard Darla's unmistakable Texan drawl, "I knew you looked familiar baby, but I could never forget those beautiful titties and that amazing tongue of yours. Eat me like you did that night at the club honey...umph!"
"I knew it!" Cole said to himself.
"You're as hot as you were back then Darla...uhn! And you taste just as...umph, good!"
"Back at you honey and it looks like you've up your game...oh yeah baby lick it...Cole Steele's a hell of a catch!"
"We are just dating, but yes, he's incredible...suck on it Darla! I'll wake him up soon and then we can both enjoy that magnificent cock of his!"
"No need ladies, your stallion has arrived!" Cole bellowed as he burst through the door. He was buck naked from head to toe.
Cole quickly took in the surroundings. Jenna and Darla were both dressed in g-strings, garters, stockings, and spiked heels. Darla still wore her skimpy, lacy bra, but Jenna's big tits were free and jiggling nicely as they hovered over Darla's stomach. The girls were tangled in a sixty-nine position on a wall to wall bed in what appeared to be Jerry Jones' personal sleeping quarters. They both looked up at him with pussy juice around their mouths.
"Not that I give a shit, but it looks like I'm a bit underdressed for this party!"
"We wanted to leave a little something to the imagination for you stud!" Jenna responded.
"Oh, I'm imagining plenty. And by the looks of it, you two aren't being too encumbered by the duds." Cole joked as Jenna's fingers were twisted inside Darla's g-string yanking it to the side exposing her muff and swollen pussy lips.
"Duds? We haven't even landed yet and you're already going all Texas on us!" Jenna joked.
Cole laughed loudly. "Maybe I am y'all!"
This time Jenna and Darla laughed.
"OMG Cole Steele you're going to fit right in with the Cowboys! You know what they say about everything being bigger in Texas...that cock of yours certainly qualifies! You're big enough to bear hunt with a stick..." Darla exclaimed excitedly.
Cole and Jenna looked at each other and laughed.
"What did I tell you Darla?" Jenna chimed in. "He's hung like a horse, but I call him Bull!"
"Damn straight girl! Bull fits...but if elephant was a flattering name it would be more appropriate!" Darla said as she stared in awe at Cole's big black cock with wide eyes.
"Okay enough talking, let's get to some fucking!" Cole chimed as he confidently climbed onto the bed. He set his sights on Jenna's ass and pussy lips which were dangling over Darla's probing tongue.
Minutes later Jenna joined the mile-high club when she climaxed wetly on Cole's massive dick and Darla's pretty face.
"Wow honey, I remember your sweet horny pussy, but I never saw it squirt quite like that 10 years ago!" Darla exclaimed.
"His amazing cock does that to me every time! Climb up on it and find out for yourself."
Cole rolled onto his back as Darla excitedly straddled him. She grunted approvingly as she impaled herself on the biggest cock she'd ever experienced. She'd had her fair share of big black Cowboy cocks over the past few years, but none housed the combination of length and thickness that the newest Cowboy's dick brought to the proceedings. It took a little work, but within minutes the linebacker was ball deep in the gorgeous little Texan. Jenna climbed behind and unhooked Darla's bra, "Check these out Bull!"
"Nice, Jenna, her titties give yours a run for their money..." Cole blurted as he took hold of Darla's C-cups in each hand.
"Are you kidding me big boy, your girlfriend has the nicest fuckin' tits I've ever seen. When I remembered who she was, I couldn't get that bra off fast enough. They look every bit as good as they did back then! I told her ten years ago she could get rich dancing and showing them to Cowboys, oomph. These Texas boys love them some big titties, they'd flocked to her like cattle at feedin' time, oh fuck that's deep Bull...uhn."
"I knew you two knew each other! When we're done fucking, I want to hear how." Cole demanded between clenched teeth.
Both girls giggled.
Jenna played with Darla's tits and kissed along her neck as Cole pounded her from below. "What did I tell you, his cock is amazing isn't it?"
"Uh huh," was all Darla could muster as Cole's big balls slapped upward into her.
Jenna slid down until she was lying on the bed behind Darla. She licked along the crack of brunette's hot little ass. She flicked her tongue on Darla's asshole. "Oh darlin', that feels better than a broken-in pair of boots, don't you dare stop!" Jenna got a smile on her face before burying her tongue further inside Darla's hot little ass.
After several minutes of tongue fucking, Jenna licked down to Cole's fat cock. It was slick with the former stripper's pussy juices and his ample pre-cum. Jenna ran her lips along the veiny surface and drank in the flavors of their combined fuck cocktail.
Eventually Jenna licked further down to Cole's big black nut sack. She kissed and licked each plum sized orb as they thrust up and down off the mattress. "That's it Jenna, ripen them things up. I'm fixin to cum in this cowgirl's tight little pussy!"
Darla nearly screamed, "Don't tease me Cole Steele, I can't wait for it! Shoot your hot load in my stretched-out slit and make me cum again big boy!"
Jenna licked her finger and brought it up to Darla's asshole. She tickled her sphincter before pressing it inside. "Oh shit honey, that's it, I'm going again...uhn...oomph...oh fuck me deep you black stud!"
Cole grunted loudly himself.
Jenna knew what that sound meant. She frantically licked his huge balls as they contracted and exploded deep in Darla's womb. Jenna pulled back and watched as their combined juices spilled from Darla's stretched hole and soaked Cole's balls.
"Wow, that was fucking awesome you two!" Jenna exclaimed. "I nearly climaxed just watching you guys cum!"
"You can say that again honey! I haven't orgasm'd like that in a coon's age." Darla whimpered as she slowly rolled off of the linebacker. Jenna moved along Cole's other side. The girls both nuzzled along his neck as they rubbed his big muscular chest.
"Okay, I need to know how you two know each other?"
Both girls got big grins on their faces.
Darla spoke first. "Back in my early twenties I used to work at a club here in Dallas. One night about 8-10 years ago, a really hot blonde and her boyfriend came in and asked for a private 'dance' in one of the upstairs rooms."
Cole turned to Jenna; she already had a guilty smile on her face.
"The guy pulled me aside and told me his girlfriend was into girls and asked me to make her feel really good. I remembered thinking to myself after checking her out, "I can't believe I actually get paid to do this job!"
She continued, "On top of having one of the most unforgettable bodies I'd ever seen, this girl stood out because she was into pleasuring me as much as I was into her. I felt a little bad taking their money because that sweet tongue of hers made me cum more than a ripe filly at a stud farm."
Cole looked at Jenna again, "I assume that blonde was you. Was this before or after Santa Monica?"
"After..." Jenna answered sheepishly.
"I thought you told me you never ate bush since college?" He knew she had but was having fun fucking with her now.
"Technically it wasn't a lie...I was still in college," Jenna answered in a meek little voice with another guilty smile on her face.
Darla chimed in, "It might not be any of my business, but she was really good at eatin' it back then, but tonight she was like a savant. I think she's had a little practice..."
"Don't give away all my secrets Darla!" Jenna joked.
"You are full of surprises!" Cole said as he looked back at Jenna with a big grin on his face. "I missed most of the carpet munching while I was asleep. I want to see this talent of yours up close and personal." He pulled Jenna up on top of him with her back on his chest. "Darla do you guys have any fuck oil around here?"
"Are you kiddin' me, this is Jerry Jones' personal jet, that horny old man has more cheerleaders in this bed than a high school sleepover party!" She reached into a nearby cabinet, "What flavor do you want Cole Steele?"
"You choose, you're the one that's going to be licking it from her pussy."
Darla turned with a coconut flavored bottle in her hand.
"Lube my cock up good and spread it all over her pussy and asshole."
"Ooh, my pleasure," Darla exclaimed as she splattered it liberally. "Good thing we have a cleaning crew come in here after we land..."
"Oh trust me; they're going to have a lot more to clean up than that, by the time we're through! Okay, rub my stick on her ass and help push it in!"
"Only if I get to have this big locomotive in my caboose later..." Darla teased. She rubbed the head up and down Jenna's butt crack. Jenna moaned as she brought it to her hole.
"I'm not sure how this thing is going to fit!" Darla questioned as she compared Cole's cockhead with Jenna's sphincter.
"Oh don't worry it will fit, she's had it before. Press the head against it."
Darla followed instructions until the bulbous knob popped inside. Jenna let out another moan. Darla played with Jenna's clit and watched in fascination as the linebacker worked inch after inch of his black veiny branch into her beautiful ass. "Nice baby, take that log all the way to his balls."
"Darla, climb up on top of her and bring that slit to these sweet wet lips." Cole urged before he and Jenna kissed while Darla spun around and mounted Jenna in a 69 once again. This time Cole had a worms-eye view as Jenna buried her face in the sweet Texan pie. He watched as Jenna playfully massaged Darla's puffy labia with her tongue and lips. Cole himself was really good at eating pussy, but he could see immediately that Jenna had a special talent. He'd seen her with Monica and Gina at Paul's house the previous week, but that night she was super fucked-up, tonight she was sober and her skill-set was even more impressive.
Darla moaned out loud.
Cole licked and nibbled along the back of Jenna's ear as she pleasured the pretty pussy in front of her face. The linebacker thrust his hips up and down more aggressively. Jenna's hips pressed upwards while she moaned like it was the first time she'd felt his big black cock.
"Fuck my ass Bull!"
Darla was amazed that Cole had the core strength to lift both she and Jenna off the bed as he thrust his powerful hips upward into Jenna's butt. As he did so, Jenna's wet pussy pressed against her hungry mouth. Darla twiddled her fluttering tongue around Jenna's engorged clit. "Fuck that feels good," Jenna whimpered.
"God I love eating this chick's pussy," was all Darla could think about.
Suddenly Cole's cock popped from Jenna's ass, "Suck on that thing Cowgirl!" Cole demanded as he lifted his hips and mashed his now released dick along Jenna's fat pussy lips as the head raised impressively upward towards Darla's mouth. The former stripper quickly engulfed the fat black dome and inhaled Jenna's butt flavor. Darla enthusiastically sucked on it as she and Cole worked together to maximize the veiny pressure of Cole's cock against Jenna's gaped pussy lips as he trust up and down. Her juice literally dripped down his shaft onto his thrusting balls.



Jenna moaned. "Fuck I love it rubbing roughly on me. You guys are going to make me CUM again!"
Darla reset her sights on Jenna's clit.
"Oh yeah uhn, Jesus...that feels so fucking good!" Jenna whimpered before turning her head to the side as she and Cole's tongues intertwined outside their mouths.
"Let's cum together baby," Cole grunted between clenched teeth, "are you ready?"
"Fuck yes Bull, press that big fucking snake on my pussy..."
Darla reached down and frigged Jenna's clit with one hand while stroking Cole's pistoning cock with the other. She thought to herself, "These two were made to fuck each other!"
Darla pulled back and sat upright on Jenna's torso as Cole wildly thrust his massive dick up and down along her slit. Suddenly Jenna moaned and Cole grunted. Pussy juice erupted from between Jenna's legs and splattered along Cole's plunging cock as his first big spurt shot into the air and landed on Darla's left tit. Darla sat mesmerized as juice erupted from Jenna's climaxing pussy while stream after stream of Cole's hot jism landed heavily on her own tits and stomach.
Darla had never seen two people cum so much.
"Fuck, if I didn't know better I'd have thought neither of you had cum in a month!" Darla said in amazement as she looked down over her shoulder at them.
They were lost in a passionate kiss. They were also covered in sweat.
Finally they broke apart, "Sorry if we got carried away Darla," Jenna said apologetically with a satisfied smile on her face.
"Fuck no apologies necessary, I enjoyed watching; you two should make a porno together!"
This time they all laughed.
"Hey come here," Jenna said to Darla as she pointed to her lips. Darla spun around on top of her and brought her own succulent lips to Jenna's.
"Sorry honey but I'm covered in his cum and it's going to get all over you now too," Darla said playfully as she glanced down at her chest.
"Kiss me and rub your pretty tits on mine, trust me, I'm used to being covered in his hot mess."
They kissed as Cole watched from below.
"Well, I hope you are honey, cuz this boy's got more in those big balls than half the bulls at the Ft. Worth rodeo!" Darla joked as she pushed herself up to expose the sticky strings of goo now stretching from her tits to Jenna's.
"Oh I'm well aware of that," Jenna said proudly, "the only thing with more stamina than his heavy balls is that big fucking cock of his! BTW, you said you wanted it in your caboose earlier, I bet it wouldn't take too much grease to get that locomotive back on the tracks."
Jenna looked back over her shoulder as she and Darla got excited grins on their faces.
Cole smiled back confidently, "I'm sure the engine could rev back up, but it's going to need a little service first. Are there any mechanics around here that could lube and grease its dome and throttle?"
"Ooh I don't know conductor, we're both union, I don't know if that's in our contract!" Jenna joked.
"Well I'm sure Mr. Jones can afford it. Why don't you two get the work done and I'll put it on his bill!"
"Yes sir!" They both agreed before sliding down between his muscular legs. Cole spread his thighs wide as Jenna moved in and latched onto one of his nuts. Darla meanwhile held his limp cock with both hands as her lips near the head, "I think we're going to need overtime pay for this one!"
Two hours later the captain's voice came over the intercom. "Uh Miss Darla, we've been circling around the Metroplex for nearly an hour, we're going to need to put this girl down soon before we run out of fuel. Is your uh...welcoming party nearing an end?"
The three of them looked at each other guiltily. Darla looked up at the clock on the wall, "Oh shit, time flies when you're having more fun than a hungry tick at a dog park!"
Cole and Jenna glanced at each other and laughed.
Darla pressed the intercom button, "Yes Captain Jimmy we're winding things down," she said as she looked around at Cole and Jenna with a smile. "We just have a little straightening up to do..."
"Roger that Miss Darla. I'm fixin' to bring her down in 10 minutes, over."
"10-4, over Captain."
The bed spread and sheets were in disarray and covered in cum spots and sweat. Message oil was splattered around. "Are you going to get in trouble for this Darla?" Jenna asked.
"Hell no honey, my job is to make guests feel welcome when they come to Big-D. And your boyfriend here is definitely a VIP! I don't want to be presumptuous, but I assume you and Cole enjoyed the hospitality?"
They all laughed loudly. "Yeah, that was first class service Darla...I would call this traveling in style!" Cole gushed.
They all climbed off the bed and scrambled around looking for their clothes.
Fifteen minutes later they were sitting in the back of a stretch limousine.
"We have a room for y'all at the Omni Hotel in Frisco. I think you'll really like it, it looks down on the Cowboys' practice fields and our new headquarters at The Star!"
"What's the schedule Darla?" Cole asked.
"We'll get y'all a late supper at the hotel tonight and then your press conference is at The Star tomorrow morning at 10:00 a.m. After that, you'll meet with coaches before getting a tour of the facility before heading over to AT&T Stadium for another tour and a meet and greet with some of our Ring of Honor members. Meanwhile, Miss Jenna and I will be out shopping and getting our hair and nails done. We need to get her all gussied up for the dinner reception at Mr. Jones mansion tomorrow night!"
"Dinner reception? Are you sure you want me to attend that Cole?" Jenna asked, suddenly concerned she would be in the way.
"You fucking bet I do baby! This is going to be a very special 72 hours and I want to spend as much of it with you as possible!"
Jenna blushed, "I just don't want you to feel obligated."
Darla took the opportunity to chime in, "I know it's none of my business, but you two go together like shrimp and grits. Honey, trust me, you'll have the time of your life! We can't wait to welcome you both to Dallas!"
Cole grinned, "Hey Jenna, you heard the little lady, we go together like shrimp and grits, how can we possibly say no?"
For a very brief moment Jenna thought about her husband...then she thought, "fuck that cheater!" "Okay, I'm on board. You don't have to twist my arm to shop and primp all day!"
"That a girl! We'll have more fun together than a couple of foxes in a hen house!"
"I hope so..." Jenna responded with a giggle. She then bit her lower lip and Cole suspected she was holding something back.
"Jenna, you seem like you want to say something, what is it?"
The gorgeous blonde got a guilty look on her face before she asked Darla sheepishly, "Do we have to wait till tomorrow to see you again?"
Darla looked back at her incredulously, "You want me to join you at the Omni tonight?"
"...well I thought if you weren't too busy?"
Darla looked over at Cole who was smiling from ear to ear. "Fuck yeah baby, that's the best offer I've had since I got this job!" She exclaimed before sliding over and mashing lips with Jenna.
*****
Authors Note: Contrary to what some of you may believe, I too like happy endings. I hope you will read chapter 18 and the epilogue...I will release it in about a week.
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"Damn, look at that shit!" Cole Steele exclaimed as he stood nakedly in front of the floor to ceiling windows from the Presidential Suite at the Omni Hotel in Frisco, Texas the following morning. Jenna awoke next as early morning sunlight poured through the windows and into her eyes. She was groggy from a lack of sleep, but as she came to she looked down to see a pair of small hands cradling her full tits. She looked back over her shoulder as the Cowboys' Director of Special Services was just waking as well. Jenna and Darla smiled at one another. They said their good mornings before looking over towards the window. Cole's big black ass and the silhouette of his muscle covered body were all they could see as he had moved a few steps to his left and now his huge frame blocked out the sun's rays.
"You have to come see this ladies, we are right over the top of the practice fields here at The Star. Jerry doesn't do anything half-ass!"
The girls slowly climbed out of bed and made their way over to where he was standing. Darla had spent the night in the Cowboys Suite in the recently completed Omni Hotel a couple of times, but had never been in the Presidential Suite. The Cowboys Suite was a posh 3 room apartment that most high-profile guests of the team stayed in, but the Presidential Suite was reserved for the most important VIP's. Darla and Jenna looked down in awe at the impressive facilities that lay before them as they moved to both sides of the large naked football player...they were both fully nude as well. Cole admired their amazing bodies, he wrapped his arms around them both, "Last night was incredible, but today is a day I've looked forward to since I was a kid!"
Jenna and Darla looked up at him with admiration and respect. They both understood what this must mean to someone who had prepared his entire life for this day. Today he would sign his name to a contract that would make him the highest paid defensive player in NFL history, an honor that had been a dream of his since he first set foot on the UCLA campus nearly 10 years previously.
Cole's chest puffed out proudly as he squeezed the naked white women. He turned and looked into Jenna's eyes, "I'm so glad you are here..."
As excited as he was, never in his wildest dreams could he have imagined that signing the Cowboys' contract wouldn't be the most important thing to happen to him on this day...no, today would be remembered for something much more important in his life, this was the day that Cole Steele would father a child.
This child wouldn't be his first, several others were scattered around the country, but this would be the first that he would actually have a hand in raising...
*****
Hordes of media people streamed into the press room at the Star in Frisco Texas. All of the local reporters and countless national media folks clamored for a spot in the largest media room at any NFL facility in the country. This was America's team after all and every news agency in the country wanted to be in attendance for the biggest Dallas Cowboy's free agency signing and press conference since Deion Sanders in 1995.
Cole Steele, the perennial All-Pro linebacker had agreed to terms with the Cowboys in the spring and was finally in town for his long awaited introductory press conference and signing of his unprecedented contract. Jerry Jones, the Cowboys owner, had been out of the country when the original deal was finalized and all parties had agreed to wait until later in the summer to finalize the deal. Ever the marketer, Jerry looked at this as a media opportunity to help kick-off excitement about the Cowboys upcoming training camp and the 2018 season...a season in which his Cowboys were heavy favorites to win their sixth Super Bowl title. Jerry's colossal stadium would also be home to Super Bowl LIII.
It was standing room only by 10:00 a.m. CDT. The media crowd was buzzing with anticipation as they awaited the arrival of Cole Steele, Jason Garrett, and Jerry and Stephen Jones. Jenna and Darla stood in the back of the room with press credentials that Darla absconded from Cowboys Director of Personal Relations Rich Dalrymple. Dalrymple, the 56-year-old long time employee was helpless to the charms of Darla Petersen. He wasn't the only one, she had talked Jenna into attending the event while they showered together earlier in the morning. Now as the two of them stood in the back of the room looking out at the massive group of gathered media, Jenna turned and talked loudly over the clamoring crowd into Darla's ear, "I had no idea this would be such a big deal, it's only a press conference!"
"Welcome to Dallas honey...you better get used to it. The Patriots have all their Super Bowls, but this is America's Team, everyone wants to know what's going on with the Cowboys!"
Jenna looked around, "What's with all the female reporters? I went to a few UCLA press conferences in the past and it was a bunch of fat white guys with patches on the elbows of their sport coats."
"This is the new NFL. Like everything else...sex sells and middle age guys from Nevada to Nantucket want to see hot female reporters! The fans aren't the only ones; the players, especially the black ones are much more likely to give interviews to these sexy girls...especially the hot blondes. There are constant rumors that many of these chicks put-out to the athletes for information or the latest scoop, but no one really talks about it!"
Jenna looked around the room; she was amazed at how many hot looking blonde reporters were in attendance. Little did she know, that the man she was now sleeping with, had bed many of the women in the room. Jane Slater, Cynthia Frelund, and Lindsay Rhodes of NFL Network as well as Fox's Erin Andrews were all now sitting near the front of the room. At some point in the recent past, each had sat on Cole Steele's big black cock.
"Can you keep a secret?" Darla whispered just loud enough for Jenna to hear?
Jenna looked at her interestedly and nodded.
"You see that beautiful blonde in the front row with the amazing dick-suckin' lips..." Darla pointed to network reporter Jane Slater.
"Yeah...she's really hot!" Jenna admitted excitedly.
"You got that right honey...you should see her with her clothes off. Anyway, last year she and I went out for drinks at this little place she knew about in Ventura, while we were down in Southern Cal for Cowboy's training camp in Oxnard. We were having a good time drinking tequila and flirtin' with some of the Cowboy fans in the bar before she called a friend of hers from UT."
"UT...what's that?" Jenna asked.
"Oh baby, that's University of Texas at Austin. Hook em' horns" we alumni like to say. Anyway, it turns out she met this guy at journalism school and they hook up whenever she is out in Southern California. After a spell, he shows up and he's really cute. Jane says, "Hey Fifth Estate, what's up with you?" before she plants a big kiss on his lips."
"Fifth Estate? That's his name?" Jenna asked confused.
"No, that's what she calls him. Turns out, FifthEstate is a pen name he uses for a blog he writes. But listen to this, turns out the guy writes porn stories in his spare time. Jane shared some of his stuff with me and I have to admit, it made me hornier than a blind lesbian at a fish market! And get this, his favorite genre is interracial porn. He likes to write about hot white woman and big black bulls. I'm sure you'd love his stuff Jenna, seeing the way that dark meat gets you off!"
Jenna laughed embarrassingly, "Shh, quiet...So what does FifthEstate even mean?"
"You've heard of the general media being known as the Fourth Estate, well Jane told me the Fifth Estate has to do with outlier viewpoints in today's contemporary society. It's usually associated with bloggers, most often journalists publishing in non-mainstream media outlets. Didn't you see the movie with Benedict Cumberbatch?"
"No, I missed that one."
"Anyway enough about that honey, Jane and I took Mr. FifthEstate back to our hotel and fucked the shit out of him. He wasn't bad for a Cali boy, but I still prefer Texas cowboys!"
Jenna bit her lower lip and looked back at Slater, "Wow, she's got some great lips, I bet that was lots of fun!"
Darla laughed, "Yeah, she can smoke a pretty mean pole with those things, but I can tell you that aside from your talented mouth, that lil' Texas filly eats about the best pussy I've had in a long time!"
They both laughed.
Finally the Cowboys entourage entered the room. Cole Steele sat in the middle between Jerry Jones and Coach Jason Garrett. Jerry opened the proceedings with his inane gibberish about the history and pride of the Cowboys. Jason Garrett followed with his typical blasé day by day rhetoric concerning the anticipated improvement of the team and his expectation that Cole Steele's natural leadership qualities would be infectious to the team...
Jenna had to hold back a laugh, to her the coach looked and sounded like Howdy-Doody...she made eye contact with Cole and she could tell he was thinking the same thing.
Finally it was Cole's turn to speak. His comments were short and to the point. He thanked the Jones' for bringing him to Dallas before he said, "I'm here for one thing...that's to kick the Eagles, Giants, and Redskins asses and lead this team to a Super Bowl! Anything else will be a complete failure...you can quote me on that!" He looked down at all the blonde female reporters in the front couple of rows, "There are people in this room that know that I am capable of taking what I want and satisfying everyone in the process. I plan to do that with the Lombardi trophy by bringing it back to the good people of North Texas! Questions?"
*****
Fifteen Hundred miles away Ryan Nielsen awoke with a pounding head and an empty bottle of Jack Daniels laying prone on his nightstand. The TV in his bedroom was muted but still tuned to ESPN as it had been when he passed out at 2:00 a.m. He absently looked to his right hoping that he had just experienced a terrible nightmare and that Jenna would be lying next to him. His heart sank as her side of the bed lay empty.
He looked back at the TV and his blood began to boil. On the screen was a very smug looking Cole Steele sitting between the Cowboys owner and head coach. A toothy bright white smile was plastered from ear to ear on his face. Ryan reached for the remote and un-muted the sound. Reporters were firing questions at him regarding defensive philosophies and expectations, his confidence in Cowboys' Defensive Coordinator Rod Marinelli, and how he thought he and Sean Lee, the Cowboys weak side linebacker, would complement each other...
Ryan quickly zoned out on the Q and A session. He suddenly had a thought that if Cole Steele was in Texas, this would be the best time to try and contact Jenna. He racked his brain trying to figure out how he could reach her. Out of the blue, he remembered that his former quarterbacks coach at UCLA Hank Johnson, Sr. was pretty tight with Cole Steele. Perhaps Hank could get word to Jenna that he was trying to reach her. Ryan and Hank still had a very good relationship; in fact he and Jenna had recently had dinner with Hank and his wife Lisa. Ryan's spirits began to swell, "Could this actually work?" He muted the TV and reached for his cell phone. He located Hank's number in his contacts and called. "I'm going to have to tell him the truth and hope that my relationship with him is better than Cole's!"
Hank Johnson, Sr. was sitting in his living room watching Cole Steele's press conference when his cell phone rang. He looked down to see that Ryan Nielsen was calling. He suspected this call would come at some point, but he certainly wasn't prepared to deal with it at this moment. Hank liked Ryan and hoped that the situation with Jenna and Cole would work in his favor, but he doubted it would. Cole Steele had a way of getting what he wanted and he wanted Ryan Nielsen's wife. A guilty feeling crept into Hank's mind as he imagined back to the events of the previous week at Paul Washington's place. Cole had accomplished for him and Paul the unthinkable...he choreographed the opportunity for them to tag-team Jenna Nielsen. A very vivid picture of Jenna's pussy juice spraying all over his big black cock as he fucked her roughly from behind while he and Paul high-fived as the former quarterback's dick was erupting in her hot mouth came into his mind.
Hank let Ryan's call go to voicemail.
Ryan was disappointed that Hank didn't pick up. He waited for the beep at the end of Hank's greeting, "Hey Hank this is Ryan, I have to talk to you about..." There was a long pause before, "are you fucking kidding me?...MOTHER FUCKER!...NO FUCKING WAY...FUCK!..." the line went dead.
When Hank went back and listened to Ryan's voicemail, he knew exactly what had happened...he had seen for himself on the television what had set Ryan Nielsen off. Ryan had just seen his wife on the TV screen at Cole Steele's press conference in Dallas. It only got worse when he rewound the DVR and un-muted the sound.
One of the female reporters asked the question, "Now that your contract is signed, what are you looking most forward to doing in Dallas over the next couple of days?"
Cole hesitated before conspicuously looking towards the back of the room and smiling before replying, "I'm excited for everything, but to be honest I'm most looking forward to who I'm going to be spending the time with!"
There were lots of ooh's and aah's from the media throng as most turned to see if they could catch a glimpse of who Cole might be referring to. At that moment a very astute young ESPN cameraman turned his handheld camera to the back of the room. He panned in on two gorgeous women in their late twenties...one was brunette...the other was blonde. The two women blushed as they quickly realized most of the room was looking back at them. The blonde covered her embarrassed smile with one hand before leaning over and whispering something to the brunette.
The ESPN producer went to the young cameraman's feed.
The same reporter asked, "Do you care to scoop us Cole?"
"No comment..." Cole replied with a big grin on his face as the producer panned back on him.
Murmurs permeated through the crowd.
Rich Dalrymple walked onto the elevated platform and said, "Okay that will conclude today's press conference, Cole will be available for individual questions up here for the next 20 minutes." The throng rose to their feet and most either milled around or headed towards the press platform.
Back in California, Ryan Nielsen sat on the edge of his couch staring at the television in disbelief. He had rewound his DVR again and paused it on the image of his wife standing in the back of the room at Cole Steele's press conference in Dallas. She looked absolutely radiant.
Seeing her there was hard enough, but that paled to the numbness he was feeling from seeing the image of her left hand covering her mouth without her wedding rings on, "This can't be happening..." He stared at the frozen screen for five minutes before something else caught his eye, "No, it can't be...can it?" The more he looked, the more he was convinced that the brunette standing next to Jenna was the stripper who had performed for them nearly 10 years earlier, "What the fuck is she doing there?"
Ryan finally clicked on the play button again. He turned the channel to the NFL Network hoping to get another glimpse of Jenna. A bunch of talking heads were sitting in studio analyzing Cole Steele's value and whether he was the final piece to the Cowboys puzzle.
Rich Eisen, the host then brought in a field reporter from the scene. "Jane Slater is live at The Star, what's the buzz there Jane?"
Slater, the gorgeous blonde reporter with great dick-sucking lips, led off the response "Everyone's excited here, Cole Steele's confidence is captivating, if he plays as good as he talks, Dallas may have found their final missing piece. But to be honest with you Rich, the real buzz has more to do with Cole's comment regarding how he plans to spend the next 72 hours in town."
"Ah, yes Jane let's get to the real dirt from today's proceedings...inquiry minds want to know!" Eisen pushed with his Cheshire cat grin plastered to his face.
A still image of Jenna leaning to her right smiling sheepishly as she says something to the brunette next to her appeared on the screen with the caption, "Mystery Woman..." underneath.
"Yes Rich, the woman on the left is Cowboys Director of Special Services, Darla Petersen, but no one seems to know who the blonde is."
Fifteen hundred miles away, Ryan Nielsen shouted at the screen, "It's my fucking wife assholes!" Moments later his 80" television screen blew up. It shattered as his remote control struck it at a very high rate of speed.
Not long after that Ryan Nielsen's social media accounts blew up as well...
Back in Dallas Jenna and Darla stood talking in the back of the press room while Cole finished up his Q & A session. Much of the crowd was beginning to disperse. Several media people eyed Jenna as they walked past her and Darla. Finally Erin Andrews, the ESPN hottie walked by and flashed Jenna a dirty look before saying in passing, "Enjoy it now honey, that big thing will be into something younger and prettier before you're even done cumming on it!"
Jenna did a double-take.
"Don't listen to her Jenna, I've seen the way he looks at you..." She then did her best Meg Ryan impression, "unless you are a fool, that boy is off the market, he is 100 percent prime time in love with you!"
Darla nodded confidently as she smiled a big smile at Jenna.
"Love? Is he even capable of love?" Jenna contemplated for the first time.
Moments later Cole walked up to the two of them...Jerry Jones was along side. "Mr. Jones there is someone I'd like you to meet, this is Jenna, uh..."
"Norris.." Jenna interjected quickly as she smiled and extended her hand, "It's a pleasure to meet you Mr. Jones. This facility of yours is amazing!"
Jenna and Cole made subtle eye contact. Cole beamed, "Now she's not even using Ryan's last name anymore..."
Jerry Jones reached out and took her hand in his, he gave her his best creepy toothy grin, before he brought the back of her hand to his mouth and kissed it. "Well, Miss Norris it is such a pleasure to meet the woman who has the whole Metroplex in such a ruckus. I reckon you might be more popular right now than Miss Texas herself!"
"Please call me Jenna, Mr. Jones. And I sincerely hope none of this took away from your important press conference."
"Are you kiddin' me honey, I learned a long time ago that any attention is good attention...except maybe for Zeke's little transgression this past year. Anyway, the more they talk about us, the more butts that'll be in the seats at our games! And I certainly never mind when any of our players or staff are affiliated with someone as pretty as you! And please call me Jerry honey."
"That's very sweet of you to say...Jerry," Jenna blushed.
"So I see you've met Miss Darla here, she's one of our star employees; I trust she did an amazing job welcoming y'all to the Cowboys?" Jerry looked at her with a gleam in his eye before he did one of his cheesy winks at her.



The old man had watched the live feed of the wild three-way that Cole, Jenna and Darla had had on his plane the previous night. One of the Cowboys Cheerleaders sucked his cock in his office while he watched. Jerry never tired of watching Darla fuck and he certainly loved every intoxicating moment of watching his new linebacker fuck the shit out both of these beautiful women.
Jerry had actually hand-picked Darla for the role of Director of Special Services. Five years previously his son Stephen had contacted the strip club looking for the hottest filly to "dance" for his father at a surprise 70th birthday party. The manager, Bubba, told him he had just the girl he was looking for.
Bubba couldn't have been more right. After seeing her dance naked and later shooting his wad in her wonderful mouth, Jerry hired her on the spot. He refrained from expecting sexual favors from her as an employee, but he rarely missed any opportunity to watch her perform any of her job "assignments". Jerry had more hidden video cameras at his facilities than Fort Knox. The Cowboys Suite at the new Omni Hotel was like a virtual reality lab. One of Jerry's latest fetishes was getting into the gear and actually "inserting" himself in the room in a sex scene with whoever was using it at the time.
The old man would always insist that the hottest out-of-town female reporters stay in the room when visiting the star. His rationale was two-fold: first, he wanted them to enjoy the first class hospitality and lavish surroundings, secondly, he'd learned which ones were most promiscuous and he enjoyed being a virtual reality voyeur in their room at night.
"Anyway Jenna, we are looking forward to having y'all join us for Cole's welcoming dinner at my estate tonight! I think you guys will really enjoy it. Lots of past and present players and their significant others will be there. I hope you like good country music and barbecue; I've hired the Zac Brown Band to perform.
"Are you serious, I love Zac Brown?" Jenna gushed.
"So do I Jenna, you'll have to save a dance for me. I dance a pretty mean jig you know!"
"You bet I will Mr. Jones...um...Jerry."
Jerry suddenly got a mental memory of a naked Jenna licking Darla's asshole as his Director of Special Services bounced up and down on Cole Steele's massive black cock on his plane. "That's right...you bet you will you little kinky thing!"
Jerry snapped out of his momentary daydream, "Sounds great! Well I need to steal your boyfriend here for the next several hours, there are a lot of football people for him to meet before we head over to the stadium later."
Just then Charlotte Jones, Jerry's daughter walked up.
Jerry did the introductions before he and Cole set to walk off in the other direction. Cole reached for Jenna's hand and pulled her to him. He gave her a quick kiss on the lips, "Enjoy yourself today, I can't wait to see you tonight."
Everyone else looked on interestedly.
Cole and Jerry walked upstairs.
Charlotte spoke, "Jenna we are so thrilled to have you as a guest of the Cowboys. We have a car and driver ready to take you ladies out for what I'm sure will be a fun day of shopping and girl stuff. I wish I could go but I'm stuck here doing football crap." They all laughed.
"Anyway you are in great hands with Miss Darla. This girl has an amazing eye for fashion and design, I'm sure she will help find something stunning for you. We've notified all our contacts around town and Darla has all the information. You two will get the royal treatment; I can assure you of that. I'm confident you'll find something really beautiful to wear. We're all a little biased down here, but we believe Dallas has the best shops in the country and besides..." she took a step back and admired Jenna from head to toe, "I can't imagine there isn't much that won't look good on you! I can't wait to get to know you better at the party tonight!"
Jenna blushed again and looked over at Darla, "That's really sweet of you to say Charlotte; I'm looking forward to spending the day with my new buddy and the party tonight!"
They laughed and said their goodbyes.
Charlotte had herself enjoyed time with the Director of Special Services on a few occasions. The two of them had attended several NFL functions around the country over the years and Charlotte always put them up in the honeymoon suite together. Unlike her father, Charlotte had no issues sticking her "pen" in the company ink.
*****
Cole spent the next five hours in meetings and on a tour of AT&T Stadium. He did a photo op in the locker room as his name plate and number were installed on his spacious locker. He went into the gym and was introduced to several of his new teammates. He hung out with Cowboys' Defensive End DeMarcus Lawrence, who he'd struck up a friendship with at the previous Pro Bowl. The two of them had bar-hopped one night in Orlando and hooked up with four white Florida State Cheerleaders. They eventually took them back to the hotel and none of them made it down to the pool until 1:00 p.m. the following afternoon.
"What up with the smok'n blonde at the presser C-Steele? You going all domesticated on me...I thought I was going to have a new wing-man in Big D bro? I'm sure there's a bunch more college girls out there looking to get acquainted with the Mamba!"
Cole laughed, "No comment man! You guys ever do any liftin' around here?" He asked trying to change the subject.
"Shit bro...! At least you found yourself some mighty fine shit to dip that big snake into..."
Cole laughed again and slapped him some skin, "I'll see you in Oxnard in a coupla' weeks brotha!"
Meanwhile Jenna and Darla embarked on whirlwind tour of some of Dallas' most trendy fashion boutiques. Each shop they visited had at least two design consultants waiting for them when they walked in the door. Jenna tried on a handful of dresses and got lots of recommendations, but she quickly learned she valued Darla's input over any from the design consultants.
She also learned that she liked dressing and undressing in front of her in the changing rooms. Darla's hands and mouth didn't sit idle whenever Jenna's clothes came off. "Damn those nipple piercings are fuckin hot on you Jenna. I just wish they weren't so new so I could suck on your pretty tits some more!" Darla cooed at one store as she reached around Jenna's scantily clad body and squeezed her breasts while kissing along her neck from behind.
"They don't seem to be holding you back too much!" Jenna giggled.
"You have no idea honey; I'd be on you like ants at a picnic!" Darla joked as she lowered her hand and slipped it into the front of Jenna's panties.
"C-mon I need to find something to wear..." Jenna laughed, "Focus Darla!"
"I am focusing sweetie, I'm focusing on getting you a dress and then taking you back to that hotel and tearing off all your clothes before Cole comes back!"
"Everything alright in there?" One of the consultants asked from outside.
"Oh shit Darla..." Jenna whispered before pulling Darla's hand out of her panties. "Yes um...we'll be out in a minute, we got ah...distracted..." Jenna yelled back to the woman. She turned and faced Darla, "You are too much!"
Three hours later as Cole stood in front of a large mirror in the sitting room in the Penthouse Suite straightening his tie, Jenna emerged from the bathroom. Cole's eyes nearly bugged out of his head as Jenna sauntered towards him. He couldn't remember ever seeing a more beautiful woman in his life.
Jenna was dressed in a long Jonathan Simkhai cobalt-colored beaded silk gown that accentuated every curve on her amazing body. The dress was sleeveless and had a deep plunging neck line. Her flawless breasts looked as though they were straining to be contained as they pressed together creating at least five inches of deep heavenly cleavage. There was a long slit from the bottom showing off most of her tanned right leg as she walked.
Jenna's hair was up accentuating her long gorgeous neck and dangling diamond earrings. She'd had her hair and makeup done at a salon that Darla knew in the Dallas Design District. Her blue eyes twinkled like the dress, the makeup combination highlighted her cheekbones to perfection and the lipstick subtly emphasized her full voluptuous lips. Cole had never seen her look more beautiful in the 10 years he'd known her.
"Oh my God, you look stunning Jenna! Turn around so I can see all of you!" Jenna spun elegantly around. The dress was also cut deeply down the back showing off her tanned skin and the silk material clung to Jenna's amazing ass like it was part of her. "Fuck Jenna, I'm speechless...you're perfect!"
She spun back around and said, "You don't look so bad yourself; that suit shows off all your muscles nicely."
"Seeing you in that dress is going to have me showing off another muscle very soon," Cole blurted as he looked down at his crotch.
Jenna giggled, "Well I better put on something a little less...um...revealing then!"
"Don't even think about girl, I look forward to showing you off tonight. I want everyone there to know Cole Steele is with the sexiest woman in the place. Oh I almost forgot..." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a velour jewelry box. Her eyes got wide, "What is this Cole?"
"Just a little something I picked up for the 'mystery woman'," he said in air quotes. As she opened it he said, "I asked Darla to avoid putting a necklace on you because I had something to give you..."
Jenna gasped when she opened the box, "Oh my God Cole, it's beautiful. I don't know what to say...I can't believe you did this!"
"You don't have to say anything, just let me put it on that gorgeous neck of yours," he said as he took the white-gold 10-carat center diamond studded necklace around behind her and clasped in the back. They both looked into the mirror in front of her. It was the perfect finishing touch as it glistened brightly between her succulent tits.
"It's amazing Cole, thank you so much!"
"The only thing that looks better than that diamond on your chest is the deep crevice just below it," Cole joked with a big grin on his face.
"Oh shut up you dirty black man...is that all you ever think about? On second thought, don't answer that question, I already know the answer!" Jenna deadpanned. They both laughed.
He turned her around and stared into her eyes. "All joking aside Jenna, you are the most beautiful woman in Dallas tonight, and I couldn't be more proud to have you on my arm!"
Jenna blushed, "That is very sweet of you to say Cole, I'm really excited to share this special night with you too!"
He leaned in and they kissed passionately.
*****
The party was amazing. Nearly 200 people were in attendance. Jerry and Jean Jones weren't strangers to hosting extravagant parties and this one didn't disappoint. Their mansion was as tastefully decorated as any property Jenna had ever been to in California.
Cole received constant congratulations and welcomes from all the famous people in attendance. And while he was certainly the VIP at the party, Jenna really stole the show. No one could take their eyes off her. Cole paraded her around the cocktail reception as they struck up conversations with nearly everyone in attendance.
"Cole welcome to the America's team, we've been waiting for a player like you since back when I played!" Michael Irvin gushed as he and his lovely wife Sandy greeted Cole and Jenna. "And who may I ask is this lovely creature?" Irvin asked, looking at Jenna.
"This is Jenna Norris." Cole said proudly.
Both couples exchanged their hellos. Later that night Michael came up to Cole and said, "Bro, where did you find that shit? That's the hottest piece of white ass I've seen in a long time?"
Cole laughed, "Yeah she's something else dude."
"Fuck man, I can't remember ever having something that sweet back in the days I was screwing around behind my wife's back!" Michael said as he smiled that big white toothy smile. "Of course, I'm still doin' that shit...I need to find me something that looks like that!"
He and Cole laughed loudly before Michael made his way back over to the bar.
Jenna and Cole met several famous Cowboys and their dates, Roger Staubach, Troy Aikman, and of course Tony Romo and his hot wife Candice. As they stood talking to the Romo's, Jenna remembered back to a conversation she'd had with Darla about them. On the night that Tony signed his final big contract, Jerry Jones sent Darla up to their suite at the hotel following the signing party. They welcomed her in and within minutes Candice was on her like glue. The woman was practically hyperventilating as she removed Darla's dress. Tony parked on a chair near the bed and watched as his wife ravaged the pretty Texan.
Eventually the quarterback joined in, but his wife couldn't control herself. Darla remembered having to practically sneak out of their suite late the following afternoon when Candice finally fell asleep.
Now as Jenna stood talking to her, she noticed Candice checking out her boobs. Jenna might have felt a little more awkward if she wasn't returning the favor herself. Even after a couple of kids, Candice was still sporting a really nice rack.
The night was absolutely off the hook. The food, the booze, and all the love being cast on Cole and Jenna from everyone in attendance was intoxicating. When Zac Brown came on, neither of them was feeling any pain. Jenna loved the band from Georgia and surprisingly Cole was a pretty big fan too. They danced to several hits including Jenna's favorite song Toes. Cole teased her at some point during the song, "I need to take you somewhere warm and tropical and see that sweet ass of yours in the sand," he said in reference to the lyrics from the song.
"Promises, promises," Jenna giggled back at him.
"Hey speaking of sand, tomorrow I want to take you out to the construction site where my house is being built, it's pretty awesome and I'd like for you to see it!"
"That sounds great, I'd love to Cole," she then got a mischievous grin on her face, "but I'm not ready to think about tomorrow yet, I'm already thinking about what I'm going to do to you when we get back to the room tonight!"
"Now you're talking baby, I know Jerry's going to make one final toast and then we can get the fuck out of here. I've been staring at your titties in that dress for long enough; it's time they got something else between them than just that pretty necklace."
"You mean like a pearl necklace?" Jenna asked in her best ditzy voice.
"Shit, you know I can't just do little spurts like that, I'm talking more about a pearl collar baby!"
Jenna giggled again, "Wow that sounds expensive?"
"Fuck no, it's free of charge, you just have to do a little service work to earn it bitch!"
Jenna looked at him more seriously, "I'll do anything you want..."
Zac Brown finished their last song, Highway 20 Ride and everyone clapped and cheered. Jerry Jones then called Cole Steele up to the stage. He was joined on the platform by the mayor of Arlington. Jerry quieted the crowd and then spoke. He stumbled over his words as only Jerry can do, but he had some really nice things to say and regaled Cole with praise and thanks for joining the Cowboys. He talked about the excitement that everyone in the room and around Cowboy nation was feeling about having Cole Steele as a cornerstone of the team. He finished by predicting a Cowboys victory in the 2018/2019 Super Bowl.
Finally he invited the Arlington mayor to speak. The bombastic Texan whooped up the crowd before giving Cole a gaudy rhinestone covered 16 inch key to the city. He told him he could use it anytime and anywhere in the city for the rest of his stay. "Cole Steele, you are our honorable guest anywhere you want to go in Arlington for the next 48 hours. With this key, the holder can order any good or service and the city will pick up the tab free of charge with no questions asked." The crowd cheered one final time before the lights came on and people started making their way out of the palatial estate.
Cole and Jenna semi-drunkenly hopped into the back of their stretch limousine. Cole held up the oversized key, "Hey let's go have some fun with this!" He told the limo driver to take them to a sports bar in Arlington.
"Sure Mr. Steele, I know a good place over near the stadium, it'll take us about 40 minutes or so to get there."
"Sounds good Chuck." He turned to Jenna, "It looks like we have about 40 minutes to kill."
Jenna got the same devilish grin on her face that she had at the party, she slid off the seat and down onto her knees between his legs. Cole spread his legs widely and put both of his big hands around her head. He tangled his long black fingers though her thick blonde hair and pulled her head forward.
Jenna rubbed her face along the inside of his pant legs. The Mamba inched its way down Cole's leg until Jenna's lips located the big fat snake about half-way down his thigh. "...oh Jesus...fuck it's big," Jenna gasped quietly as if she were talking to herself. She ran her lips slowly along the long shaft to the big fleshy knob. She opened her mouth wide and wrapped her lips around it. She brought one of her hands up and softly massaged his massive balls. Cole pulled her hair aside and watched as she played with it through his pants.
Jenna reached up and unbuckled his belt and the button on his pants. She moved her head forward and took his zipper between her teeth; she pulled it down tantalizingly as she simultaneously rubbed his cock with her small hand. When his zipper was all the way down she reached up with both hands and gripped the waistband of his pants. Cole lifted ass off the seat and Jenna pulled his pants down around his ankles. She kissed back up along his muscular leg until she came to head of his fat cock as it sat exposed out the bottom of his silk boxers. She peeled the leg of his shorts upward exposing more of the veiny black phallic.
Jenna moved over the top and let a long wet saliva stream spill onto the head. She followed the flow downward and massaged the wetness around with her soft wet tongue. Cole watched. Jenna twittered her tongue around the large slit at the top before she lowered her mouth and licked and sucked the sensitive swollen skin just underneath the underside of the huge head. Her lips remained mired over this area until Cole's cock reached its full grandeur. Jenna's mouth remained in place as her fingers slipped inside his waist band. Cole lifted his ass again long enough for Jenna to pull down his underwear. Her mouth left his cock for a long moment as the silky material of his shorts passed over it. She then set about sucking his cock in earnest...
Cole thought to himself, "There isn't anything about this woman that isn't off the hook...she's gorgeous, her body rocks, and she sucks a really mean cock!"
Jenna pulled her lips from the fat head and purred, "Do you like the way I suck it Bull?"
"You got yourself a special mouth bitch; you can suck this thing anytime you want!"
"I love how hot it is and all the rough veins make me wet thinking about how good they'll feel when you fuck me with it!"
"Of course they do Jenna, I haven't stretched that tight pussy of yours totally out yet...them veins are made to get that tight little pussy of yours off!"
"They do, you know how much I love cumming on your big cock Bull!"
"I know you do, meanwhile rub the head on your big titties baby..."
Jenna stoked the shaft more urgently and brought the head to her swollen bosom and smeared her saliva and his pre cum around. Cole reached out and slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders. Jenna knew what he wanted. She slowly pulled the straps down her arms until the plunging neckline peeled from her flawless naked D-cups. Cole nodded his approval. Jenna put her fingers in her mouth and then softly tweaked her engorged nipples. Cole grunted, "Wrap em' around it!"



Jenna placed her small hands around her soft round globes and brought them to his oversized cock. She pressed it between them and slowly slid her upper body up and down. The black viper took its rightful place back in one of its favorite places. Jenna extended her tongue and flicked it wetly across the tip each time it neared her mouth. Cole told her to look up at him.
Jenna kept his cock between her heaving mounds as she did so. "Stick out your tongue."
She did as instructed.
"Let it spill off your tongue." Cole said before he let a large saliva stream ooze from his lips onto Jenna's tongue. It waterfalled down from her tongue to her tits just as his cock emerged. His spit splattered across the head and coated her new diamond necklace and her chest just above her breasts.
"Yeah baby, fuck that nigger cock with your horny tits. I've wanted this since you walked out wearing that dress tonight." Just then the phone rang. Cole picked it up, "Okay Chuck thanks." He then looked down at Jenna, "Hey baby we are five minutes away, do you want that pearl collar now or later?"
Jenna had licked her way down his shaft and was now sucking on his balls. She let one pop from her mouth and then kissed it a couple of times, "Cole I hope you don't mind, but I have another job for these full balls tonight. I hope you don't object to saving this load?"
Cole looked down at her and they stared into each other's eyes; Cole wasn't 100% sure what she had in mind, but he had a pretty good idea.
She gave the head several more wet kisses.
They both pulled their clothes back on as the car pulled up at Mavericks Bar and Grille near AT&T Stadium. Cole jumped out as best he could with a stiff 11 inch salami in his pants. He assisted Jenna out of the car before he reached back in and grabbed his key. As they came around the car, a group of people were outside, they recognized Cole immediately.
"Hey that's Cole Steele, dude what are you doing here," one guy yelled.
"We're here to have a little fun bro, any of you guys thirsty?"
"Fuck yes, Mr. Steele!"
Everyone excitedly followed Jenna and Cole into the bar. Cole walked up to the DJ and grabbed his microphone. There was suddenly a lot of commotion in the place. He tapped it on the bar several times to get everyone's attention. "Hey look up here!" Cole yelled. Those that weren't already watching turned and saw a very large black man standing up on a chair near the bar. "For those of you who don't know me, my name is Cole Steele and I'm here to lead the Cowboys back to the Super Bowl!" The crowd went nuts.
"And tonight I'm celebrating with my pretty lady over there," several cat calls and whistles followed as everyone looked over at Jenna. "Yeah she's smokin' ain't she?" Again a bunch of whistles and yells followed.
"I wanted to be around Cowboys fans tonight so I came here to party with y'all. Drinks are on me for the next two hours!" He yelled while he held up the key to Arlington. "Call up your friends and tell them to get their asses down here! Let's get this party started! Whoop!"
The place was only about a third full when Cole and Jenna arrived. Within an hour it was standing room only with a line out the door. Cole and Jenna hung out near the bar partying with the locals. They both pounded down their fair share of cocktails and eventually found themselves on the crowded dance floor. The party raged on past the two hour mark, but Cole eventually grabbed the DJ's microphone again. "I hope y'all are having a great time!" The crowd cheered loudly. "Unfortunately, my lady and I need to be on our way, so this is the last round, we'll see y'all at Jerry World on September 9th when we kick the Eagles' ass!" The crowd went crazy one more time before Cole grabbed Jenna by the arm and fought their way through the crowd out to the limo.
"Wow Cole, you think that's what the Mayor had in mind when he gave you the key?" Jenna asked, partially nervous.
"I don't give a shit! If he is dumb enough to offer something like that up, I'm going to take full advantage, besides that bill was only $10,000 after I tipped the staff a couple of grand. I'm sure the Arlington coffers can handle it!" They both laughed.
"Take us over to AT&T Chuck!" Cole bellowed drunkenly into the limousine phone.
Jenna moved in close to him. "Why are we going to the stadium, I want to get you back to the hotel," she said with a horny look on her face.
"Patience woman...we have all night! And aside from visiting my property, we don't have anything else to do tomorrow except fuck!"
"That's what I'm thinking about right now!"
"You're thinking about us fucking tomorrow?" Cole joked.
"No asshole, I'm thinking about your big cock right now!" Cole laughed and Jenna got a fake pouty look on her face.
"Like I said woman, patience, and who knows maybe you won't have to wait as long as you think!"
Just then the phone rang, "Yeah Chuck, head through the eastern service entrance, that's where they told me to go. Flash them that badge I gave you, we shouldn't have any problems." The car stopped at a couple of check points and each time was waved through quickly. The phone rang again, "Okay Chuck, come around and get the door for Jenna."
Moments later the back door opened and Chuck helped Jenna out. She was tipsy, but was able to find her balance in her heels with Chuck's help. Chuck loved this job for all the hot women he got to see in various states of undress, but Jenna's tits pouring out of the top of her blue dress was one of the more memorable visions that he'd observed in his five years on the job.
Cole climbed out and took Jenna by the hand; they were met quickly by a stadium guard. "Guard" was a very loose term in this case. Cassius Jefferson really wasn't capable of guarding anything, but no one on the stadium staff or management cared about that. He was now 84 years old, but he'd worked for the Cowboys since their first Super Bowl season under the Jones' ownership in 1992, and was now an icon to everyone in the organization.
"Cole Steele is that really you?" Cassius Jefferson yelled out.
Cole and Jenna got huge smiles on their faces as they looked at each other. They both had the same thought; this little old black man is really cute in his wrinkled up security guard uniform.
"Yes my good man, I'm Cole, very nice to meet you!" He said as he extended his hand.
The old man grabbed his massive paw and squeezed it surprisingly tightly for a man of his age and limited stature. "I'm Cassius Jefferson, but everyone calls me Cazzy. Mr. Steele it's very nice to meet you. We've been waiting for a player like you since Charles Haley left the team in 1996!"
Cole and Jenna exchanged happy glances again. "Cazzy, call me Cole. And yes I know you guys haven't won a Super Bowl since 1995, but there's been a hell of a lot of good defensive football players come through this team over the years. I'm just here to help us get to the next level!"
"Bullshit Cole, we haven't had someone like you here in a long time! You need to tell Dak and Zeke it's time to make this shit happen."
"Okay, I will do that Cazzy! Hey I want you to meet Jenna."
"It's about f'ing time, I've been staring at her out of the corner of my eye the whole time we've been talking. In fact come to think of it, I'm not sure I heard a word you said Cole!" Cazzy joked as he fake punched Cole in the stomach. He then reached over and grabbed Jenna's hand and eloquently kissed the back, "It's a pleasure to meet the Mystery Woman!" They all laughed loudly.
"It's a pleasure to meet you too Mr. Cazzy Jefferson! Please call me Jenna...I'm really not that much of a mystery."
"Shit Cole, she's even prettier in person than she was at that press conference. Me and the boys at the home ran it back three times to get a better look at her!" Cazzy said to Cole loud enough that Jenna could hear.
Jenna blushed and Cazzy pressed out his chest.
"So Cazzy Jefferson, what's a man of your...uh...stature doing here working security at 1:00 a.m.?"
"Well its funny you should ask, tonight is my last night Cole!" Cazzy said proudly before he went into a major coughing fit.
"Well, I think I'm glad to hear that, but what're you doing here in the first place? A guy like you should be out on a lake fishing every day!"
"Cole, I love working for the Cowboys and Mr. Jones so that's why I'm here! But on top of that, I am so indebted to the Jones family that I'd work for free."
"Indebted for what?"
"It's a long story Cole, but I'll give you and the pretty lady the reader's digest version. I worked for thirty years for the Arlington Police Department. When I went to retire, the city denied me my medical insurance and a good portion of my pension over a couple of minor improprieties during my career. I took them to court, but that fucking Assistant DA was on a witch hunt, my lawyer was a piece of shit and I basically got fucked...excuse my French Miss Jenna."
"You're excused Cazzy."
"My lovely Gerty got very sick not long after that and I was faced with a mountain of medical bills. My story made it into the local papers and I guess Mr. Jones read about it. The following day my phone rang and it was Jerry Jones himself. He said we'd love to have someone with your law enforcement experience on our security staff. He hired me and while they didn't pay me a ton of money, they gave me full benefits including medical coverage. It was a lifesaver."
"Wow, I can understand why you have so much loyalty to the Joneses, you must still be pretty pissed at the city of Arlington though, huh?"
"I hate those fuckers Cole, especially that former DA! Excuse my French again Miss Jenna!"
She smiled.
"Anyway, after the gesture by the Joneses, my Gerty got some of the best treatment in the Metroplex and she beat that cancer the first time. We had another wonderful 18 years together before that shit came back. I lost her in 2011."
Both Jenna and Cole told him how sorry they were to hear that.
"Thanks, she was a helluva lady. Anyway after she passed I was diagnosed with lung cancer myself...all those fuckin cigarettes I guess. They caught it early and I went into 'mission', but just like Gerty's, mine came back. Just yesterday my doctor confirmed I'm now well into stage 4. The cancer has spread all over the rest of my body too. He said I could go anytime, but I'm okay with it now. I've made my peace; I'm looking forward to seeing my beautiful Gerty again!"
"Oh my gosh Cazzy, I'm so sorry to hear that!" Jenna said empathically.
"Like I said Miss Jenna, I'm okay with it. The Joneses told me to enjoy whatever time I have left, they insisted I go on disability and they're giving me full pay and benefits till the time comes. I came into work tonight to say goodbye to the guys."
"Wow, we feel honored to have met you on your last night Cazzy Jefferson, you take good care of yourself, you hear!"
"Hey, can I ask you a favor Cole?"
"Sure, Cazzy anything!"
"The only thing I loved in this world more than my beloved Cowboys was my Gerty. I'm going to get to see her soon, but I'm a little sad that I won't be around to see you guys win the championship in person this year, but I'll be looking down through the hole in the roof. Can you promise to make a play in the Super Bowl to win the game for the Boys' and then point up to me in the sky?"
Jenna saw a very emotional look come across Cole's face, "I will do my very best Cazzy Jefferson, you have my word on that!"
They both gave the old man a hug and wished him the best. As they walked away Cole stopped and turned back to him, "Hey Cazzy, I have something for you!"
"What are you talking about Cole, you already agreed to my favor."
Cole walked over to the limousine, opened the back door and reached in and retrieved the key to Arlington. He turned and handed it to Cazzy.
"What's this?"
Cole whispered a few words in the old man's ear. Cazzy got a big grin on his face. The two men shook hands and said their goodbyes.
Cole and Jenna walked hand in hand through the cavernous bowels of the stadium. "What did you say to him," Jenna asked.
"I told him and his friends to go have a little fun on the city of Arlington," Cole said with a devilish look on his face, "he deserves it." Jenna looked back at him with a suspicious smile.
Eventually they came to the tunnel that led out onto the field. Jenna gazed in amazement at the monolithic football palace. Most of the interior of the stadium was dark, but there were bands of blue and silver colored "mood" lights circling the upper level concourses. In addition, the retractable roof was open and a very bright full moon cast down onto the field. "Wow, this place is amazing, I knew it was big, but I had no idea it was like this," Jenna said in awe.
"I know, every guy in the league looks forward to playing here. There are a lot of great stadiums around, but none hold a candle to Jerry World."
"I bet not too many people have seen it look like this all dark with only the light from a full moon casting light inside."
"You're right Jenna, I'm guessing few have," Cole responded as he led her out towards midfield. As he did so, he slid his hand down inside her backless dress and squeezed her ass. Jenna let out an approving sigh.
When they finally reached the large blue star in the center of the field, Cole pulled her to him and they kissed passionately. Both of his hands were now inside the back of her dress massaging her tight ass cheeks. Jenna's hands weren't idle; they rubbed his large chest muscles as their tongues tangled in each other's mouths.
Cole pulled his head back, "Jenna I was so proud to have you on my arm tonight, you were the most stunning woman at the party and there wasn't a close second."
"Cole that's sweet of you to say, I felt the same way about you. I enjoyed being on your arm...but not half as much as I'm looking forward to being on your cock," Jenna said as she lowered one of her hands and grabbed his dick.
"Well he's been half-hard all night looking at your tits in that dress!"
"Only half?" Jenna said with cute flirty smile on her face as she stroked it.
"Well he was only seeing about half of them hanging out, but he's ready for the full view," Cole said as he reached up and violently ripped the upper half of the expensive dress apart. Blue beads flew in all directions and Jenna's amazing tits bounded out heavily.
Jenna let out a surprised gasp, "Oh shit Cole, what am I going to wear out of here?"
"We'll figure out something," Cole grunted uncaringly as he attacked her tits. Her nipples were still tender from the piercings, but he didn't seem to care as he squeezed the heavenly mounds and licked at the rock hard nubs with his long tongue. Jenna's hands rubbed the back of his head as he pleasured her chest. Cole reached down and shoved his hand inside the remains of her dress and rubbed her pussy through her panties.
"Oh Cole, I love the way you touch my pussy," Jenna moaned.
He was a man on a mission. He yanked her panties aside and rubbed two big black fingers around her puffy lips. Jenna moaned again.
"Damn you're wet baby..."
"You make me that way...ooh...it feels good when you rub it like that!"
"It's time for me to rub it with something else!" Cole said gruffly as he pushed the remains of her dress down over her hips and then tore her panties from her hips.
Jenna gasped, "Oh shit Cole, I'm naked, people might see us..."

Cole didn't respond, he simply reached down and grabbed her firm ass cheeks and pulled her up off the ground against his cock. Jenna instinctively wrapped her legs around him as their mouths came together in a passionate kiss.
After kissing her deeply, Cole pulled his head away, "Tell me what you want slut!"
"Cole we can't do this here, someone is going to see, let's go back to the hotel!"
He sensed she didn't want to stop, but she used the fear of being discovered as an excuse to object. "If you want to stop so bad why are you grinding your pussy against my cock?" Cole questioned as he spanked her ass.
"Oh Cole...I'm just nervous. What if the security guards come out here?"
"Trust me, they won't. Jerry told me I had free reign of this place to do anything I wanted. I'm sure that was communicated to the security staff."
"Are you sure?"
"The only thing I'm totally sure about is that I want to be deep in that tight pussy of yours right now!"
"Oh God Bull, I want that too! Fuck me!"
Cole fought his belt, button and zipper until his suit pants fell down around his ankles. The head of his hard cock extended out the top of his boxers. Jenna pressed her wet pussy lips against it and rotated her hips desperately. "Ugh," Jenna grunted as the head popped inside. Cole finagled his boxers down to his feet. Jenna finagled her pussy down his foot long cock. "Uhn, damn that feels good Bull!"
"Fuck, that shit is tight!" Cole groaned as he yanked off his boxers and Jenna slowly ground herself up and down on him.
"Cole, I want you to do something for me..."
"Sure baby, what is it?"
"I want you to cum deep inside me!"
"Shit baby, you don't have to ask, you know I'll do that!"
"But this time is different Cole..." Jenna said as she stared into his eyes with a more serious look on her face.
"Why?"
"Because this is my fertile cycle Cole and I stopped taking those pills you were giving me...I want your virile sperm inside me."
Cole stared back at her, he could tell it wasn't just the pleasure she was feeling clouding her judgment...this was a decision Jenna had made with conviction. "Are you sure that's what you want Jenna, you remember what my doctor said."
"Of course I do, that's why you are the right man for the job! I've waited my whole life for this moment, I want to have your baby Cole," Jenna said with certainty as she slowly ground her hips up and down on his cock. "And don't worry; you won't be obligated to support it."
A very proud look came across Cole's face, "Jenna I will absolutely support it, I want this as much as you do! I realize at this moment what I've probably always felt, I love you Jenna!"
She couldn't believe the words she'd just heard him say. Tears filled her eyes as she brought her lips to his and kissed him wetly. She pulled away and said, "I'm falling in love with you too Cole!" They kissed several more times before Cole somehow removed his coat and wrapped it around Jenna's back as she remained impaled on his fat cock. He slowly lowered her down onto the middle of the big blue star. Cole's oversized coat acted as a blanket to keep her naked sweat-covered back from connecting with the turf.
Jenna now lay on her back staring up at him with the brightest full moon she could ever remember beaming down over his shoulder. As he remained propped up on his knees with his cock buried deeply inside her, Cole confidently removed his shirt and tie. With the exception of Jenna's heels, they were both now completely naked.
Cole pulled her legs up over his shoulders as he thrust deeply into her. Jenna quietly moaned her approval as they stared into each other's eyes. She could feel his big balls slap softly against her ass with each slow plunge. "Cole I want to cum together, it'll mean even more to me if we do that way!"
"Whatever you want baby."
"Oh...it feels so good though, I'm not sure how much longer I can hold out Cole, can you cum soon?"
"Baby, I can pretty much do it whenever you want it, are you sure you're ready?"
Jenna had a very momentary thought about Ryan before putting him out of her mind. "Yes Cole I'm ready, make love to me and give me your black seed!"
Cole set about fucking her in earnest. He pushed her legs back on both sides of her head as he banged deeply into her. She moaned. "Oh my God Cole, you've never been deeper, it feels so good!"



He looked down at her beautiful face, her lips were open slightly as moans and grunts were emanating from her beautiful mouth. "I'm almost there Cole, I can feel my orgasm coming, please keep ffffucking me!"
"I'm almost there too baby, you're tight wet pussy is milking it out of me."
Cole thrust aggressively into her as a high pitched sound came from Jenna's lips. He knew the time was now. Cole could feel his ejaculate well up in his balls as Jenna's eyes closed and her body began to shudder beneath him. "I'm cumming Cole, IT'S TIME!"
He huffed and puffed before thrusting urgently one final time. Jenna screamed out as Cole's hot seed erupted inside her. She'd felt the incredible sensation many times over the past week, but something about this one felt even better. Her slippery cum gushed around his plunging cock encouraging it to keep up its masterful pillaging of her love tunnel.
Meanwhile, billions of his virile sperm raced for their object of desire. They didn't have far to go as their ejector was already well into the cavity before they even had to propel themselves. It didn't take long. Cole Steele's big balls accomplished in moments what Ryan Nielsen's hadn't been able to in nearly five years of trying.
Jenna was pregnant with a black baby.
They kissed for several minutes before Cole rolled off onto his back. They now stared up at the incredible setting where they had just conceived. They felt very small but amazingly at peace lying nakedly in the cavernous place. It felt almost magical...the full moon never shown more brightly.
*****
Seven Months Later
Super Bowl LIII
Sitting in Jerry Jones luxury suite at AT&T Stadium, Jenna looked over at Darla with a big smile and said, "Wow, what a first half." The game was tied Dallas Cowboys 13 - New England Patriots 13. The atmosphere in the stadium was electric as the Cowboys were looking to become the first team in the fifty-three year history of the Super Bowl to win the big game in their home stadium. On the field hundreds of people were madly scrambling around preparing for Taylor Swift's halftime show.
"How are you feeling honey, is all this excitement too much for you?" Darla smiled back at Jenna as she glanced down at the very noticeable bump in Jenna's tummy.
"I'm feeling great, I feel like I have more energy today than any time in the past couple of weeks."
"Well you sure look great! I'm not sure there is a woman in the Metroplex that has ever looked better seven months pregnant," she moved in closer and said quietly, "especially with her clothes off!"
Jenna shushed her and they both giggled. Just then Jerry Jones walked up.
"Great game, huh, Mr. Jones?" Jenna gushed.
"Shoot Jenna, if it weren't for your boyfriend, we might be losing by two touchdowns, he was all over the field in the first half!"
"Yeah, he wants this really bad Jerry; I wouldn't want to be Tom Brady in the 2nd half!"
"I sure hope you're right, I'm as nervous as a three-legged armadillo crossing the interstate! Say, how are you feeling? I hope the future middle linebacker of the Cowboys isn't giving you too much trouble in there."
"Oh he's sucking all the energy out of me as he grows, my doctor expects him to be in the 99th percentile. Cole's mom told me he was 14 pounds at birth...so I have that to look forward to!" They all laughed. Jerry got a vision of the big tits the kid would be sucking from once he was out of the womb.
Jerry then looked over at Darla, "So Miss Petersen, Charlotte tells me today is your last day as an employee of the Dallas Cowboys!"
"Yes Mr. Jones, I'm going to follow my dream and open my own interior design business. Jenna and Cole finally talked me into it. I have another year left of school, but with their help, I'm going back full-time until I'm done. Meanwhile, I'm going to be a live-in nanny for them and help Jenna decorate the new place. Thank you for all you've done for me!"
"Nanny huh?" Jerry thought to himself. "Well I wish you all the best Darla, you've been a helluva an employee, we'll certainly miss you!"
Jenna interjected, "Jerry, Cole and I apologize for stealing her away, but this girl has a gift... "Well she actually has lots of gifts..." Jenna thought to herself before she continued, "...her design tastes are better than anyone I've ever seen, she is going to be a wildly successful interior designer! We're going to get the benefit of being her first client while she also helps me with the baby. As a matter of fact, she just started giving me ideas for the nursery; I can't believe how excited I am to work hand and hand with her on it!"
Jerry got a vision of the two of them in a sixty-nine on his plane from the previous summer as he got a big toothy grin on his face, "Yes I'm sure you two will work very well together!" He started to turn away, before he looked back at Jenna, "Say do y'all have a name for that baby yet?"
"Yes Jerry, we are going to name him Star!" Jenna replied proudly.
"Star Steele! Now that's a helluva a football player's name. How'd you come up with that?"
Jenna glanced down at the big blue star in the middle of the field, "We had lots of inspiration from this place!"
*****
2 Hours Later
The sound was deafening as 100,000 people screamed at the top of their lungs. The Patriots had the ball at the Cowboys 41 yard line with 49 seconds on the clock. Tom Brady still had two time-outs in his pocket and the Patriots trailed by 2. It was third and seven. The Cowboys were out of timeouts.
Jerry Jones paced around his suite like an expectant father. Everyone in the massive box was just as nervous as old Jer' himself. "C'mon, someone needs to make a play," someone yelled from the back of the suite.
Brady took the snap from center and went back to pass, he knew that if he converted this first down the Patriots would be in field goal range and could run the clock down and win the game on a last second field goal. Brady was focused on Gronk running a crossing pattern when out of nowhere Cole Steele flashed up the middle and smashed the Patriots signal-caller face first into the AT&T stadium turf at midfield. The ball flew out and was recovered by the Cowboys weak side linebacker Sean Lee.
The stadium erupted as the Cowboys could now run out the clock and win their sixth Super Bowl. Everyone in the suite was jumping around and hugging as pandemonium set in. Jenna was just as excited, but remained more subdued due to her "condition". She watched as Cole separated from the mob surrounding Lee and took a knee on the field. He pointed up at the sky through the open roof.
She knew he was keeping a promise to a friend.
Lost in all the celebration was the fact that 41-year-old Tom Brady remained down on the turf. He was positioned right in the middle of the blue star in the center of the field. No one knew at the time, but this would be the last play of his glorious career. As the Patriots medical staff stormed out to check on the prone player, significant concern began to permeate through the stadium, especially for the Patriots fans. The quarterback still had not moved.
The medical staff surrounded him as players from both teams took a knee. It was a surreal feeling as everyone rooting for the Cowboys and the players themselves wanted to celebrate, but suddenly football wasn't the most important thing.
After what seemed like an eternity, Brady finally sat up with help from the medical personnel. The crowd erupted again as everyone realized the iconic quarterback wasn't dead.
But he was not all there either.
The cameras remained trained on him as the staff carefully removed his helmet. Brady had suffered a Grade 3 concussion and his eyes were clearly not focusing and he appeared to be having trouble breathing. The crowd watched on the massive video screen above the field as he suddenly went into a choking fit. One of the doctors urgently pounded against his back, as a staff member placed his hand under Brady's mouth. Suddenly a mouthful of rubber pellets and another object ejected from Brady's throat. The cameras panned in on the cobalt colored object that was about the size of peanut. One hundred thousand people in the stadium and millions watching on TV wondered what in the world they were looking at.
"What is that?" Jerry Jones said to no one in particular in the muted suite.
"It looks like a huge sapphire," someone else speculated.
"No it couldn't be...Oh my God it is..." one very pregnant person in the suite quickly realized what it was. She sat in stunned silence at the incomprehensible possibility of what she had just seen. Jenna watched quietly as they helped Brady to his feet. The medical trainer said a few words to the doctors next to him before nonchalantly tossing the handful of rubber pellets and a blue bead back onto the blue star portion of the stadium turf.
Suddenly the image of her tattered dress and flying cobalt blue beads entered her mind.
Just then Jenna felt the baby kick in her belly for the very first time.
The End
******
Epilogue
Four Endings...three happy...one not so much
Ending #1 -- One Month Later
An Old Man Gets Retribution
"TWO HUNDRED SIXTY FOUR THOUSAND DOLLARS! WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?" Arlington mayor David Abbott screamed at the top of his lungs. The city controller had just handed him the itemized bill from Cole Steele's 48 hour "Key to the City" spending spree. "That son of a bitch...look at this shit. He took advantage of us!" The mayor bellowed as he read down the long list of expenses on the 10 page document: "Bar tabs...Bus rentals...5-course meals...Jewelry store purchases...Viagra Prescription Refills...Lap Dances...and Blow Jobs! There has to be a mistake!"
"No Mr. Mayor, we have verified every expense, right down to the last...uh...blow job!"
"Who is giving out itemized receipts for blow jobs? Are hooker's giving receipts these days?" The mayor asked exasperatingly.
"David, it seems that new gentleman's club you railroaded through the city council has private rooms upstairs where 'special treatments' are on the menu."
The mayor stared up at him with concern on his face. He knew the place and was well aware of the Kitty-cat room upstairs. When the strip-club entrepreneur (a former college fraternity brother) approached the mayor about opening an establishment in Arlington, David Abbott balked until his buddy sweetened the deal. The mayor received a large envelope in his office one afternoon and an invitation to visit their other location in Ft. Worth. He left the Kitty-cat room at the Ft. Worth location later that day with empty balls, a smile on his face, and another large envelope in his brief case. The Arlington gentleman's club opened within a month.
"I want a special audit done at once, this can't be correct. One man couldn't possibly get 432 lap dances and 71 blow jobs in 48 hours!"
"As I told you when you came up with the publicity stunt to give Cole Steele the key to the city, there should have been better parameters spelled out on the instructions on the back. It simply read: whoever possesses this key cAN use it anytime and anywhere in the city OF ARLINGTON. With this key, THE POSSESSOR can order any good or service and the city will pick up the tab free of charge with no questions asked FOR 48 HOURS. You balked when I said we should have the city lawyers review it before giving it to him. It looks as though Mr. Steele must have shared the key with some of his buddies."
"SON OF A BITCH! The guy just got a $48 million signing bonus and now he takes advantage of Arlington for another quarter of a million bucks...Shit! I never thought he would actually use the key, I thought offering it to him would be a great publicity opportunity to build up the City of Arlington and support the excitement of his signing with the Cowboys!"
"Well chief, it looks like your plan backfired; your critics are going to have a field day with this. I told you we shouldn't have done it!"
"Oh, shut the fuck up Stanley, go back to your office and count some paper clips or something!"
Mayor Abbott spent the next 45 minutes pondering how he was going to explain this...
A week earlier at training camp, Cole Steele walked up on a conversation between DeMarcus Lawrence and Maleik Collins, two of the Cowboys defensive linemen. "Hey there he is, I was just telling Maleik here about old Cazzy Jefferson. I don't know if you heard, but he passed a couple of weeks ago."
"No...damn I hadn't heard that, I met him when I was in town for my signing press conference, he was good old dude!" Cole replied sadly.
"Well C-Steele I think you made the old guy famous, is it true you gave him your key to Arlington?"
Cole had forgotten all about it, "Oh yeah, he told me his story about getting cheated out of pension money and long-term health benefits; I figured he deserved a little retribution!" Cole said with a laugh.
"Well that old dude certainly did! He and his buddies went on quite a spending spree. I heard the bill to the city was $250 grand!" Lawrence replied with a big smile.
"No fuckin way! That's great! The city owed him big time, but how the fuck did he spend $250k?"
"That old fucker rented a bus and picked up a bunch from his buddies from the retirement home. They went straight to the new strip club in town and spent most of the next 48 hours there! They only left to go out to Ruth Chris for a couple of meals a day and a trip to the jewelry store. I heard they took a bunch of strippers with them and accessorized them all up in necklaces, bracelets, and rings. Can you imagine the scene, five little old black dudes with 20-year-old blondes on each arm waltzing into the jewelry shop on an unlimited spending spree?"
"I knew I liked that guy!" Cole exclaimed excitedly.
"Anyway, they say that son of a bitch died with a huge grin on his face as he blew his umpteenth load down some hot little blonde's throat! He was holding that fucking key over his head as he went! Can you believe that shit?"
All three of them laughed out loud.
*****
A couple of weeks later, Cole Steele led the Cowboys to an opening night win over the World Champion Eagles. The following day the "Key to the City" story hit the local papers. No one in the Metroplex blamed Cole Steele, he was already a superstar in North Texas, but all hell broke loose for the mayor of Arlington.
The pompous official already had his fair share of critics in town, including most of the members of his own city council. They were all too happy to throw him under the bus regarding his rogue management practices. On top of the "Key to the City" uproar, a further investigation by the Dallas Morning News uncovered a long list of other David Abbott improprieties. The straw that broke the camel's back was when they discovered the payoffs he'd accepted from the strip club owner. He was kicked out office two-days later and sent to prison nine months after that.
Cazzy Jefferson looked down from heaven with a big grin on his face. His beautiful Gerty was on his arm and both of their wings fluttered satisfactorily. It just so happened that a young assistant DA named David Abbott was the lawyer who fucked him out of his pension and benefits all those years ago.
He proudly uttered the words..."Paybacks are a bitch bro!"
*****
Ending #2 -- 18 Months later
Karma Smiles on Good People
"Don't Jump," the police psychologist pleaded with Ryan Nielsen as he stood on the railing of the overpass above the 405 freeway. Ryan looked back at him with hollow eyes and a sway in his posture. He was holding a nearly empty bottle of Jack Daniels. Traffic was snarled for 6 miles in either direction as this standoff over the major Southern California artery was now entering its third hour. The police had cordoned off a two block radius as news helicopters circled above and reporters flocked to the scene.
*****
Sandra Thompson walked in the door and tossed her purse down on the couch. She flipped on the TV just to have something on as she grabbed a quick bite before heading back out for her 2nd job of the day. This was her first week driving Uber at night after finishing her day shift at the diner. Luckily her mom had volunteered to take the kids for the week while she adjusted to the new schedule and while she also worked on finding a permanent daycare solution. She glanced at the TV and in spite of her own difficult situation, thought to herself, "Oh I can't imagine what could be so bad that someone would resort to that?" Then she looked more closely and realized she knew that man standing on the railing. "Ryan Nielsen? No, it can't be!"
A live reporter came on from the scene, "This terrible ordeal is entering its third hour, the man known only as Ryan is still threatening to jump from the Vanowen Street overpass in Van Nuys."
Sandra Thompson blurted out at the top her lungs, "Oh My God, he is only a mile away!" She had noticed the circling helicopters on her way home from the diner, but didn't give it much thought as it seemed like a weekly occurrence in this neighborhood they moved to after getting evicted from their last place shitty place in Reseda.
She ran out and jumped in her car. She raced toward the scene. The police barricade stopped her progress about a quarter of a mile from the overpass, "I need to get through, that man's name is Ryan Nielsen; he is a friend. I might be able to talk him out of it!" She screamed at the uniformed cops manning the roadblock.
"Sorry ma'am no cars are allowed through," the young cop replied as if he hadn't heard a word she said.
Sandra looked at him incredulously, "Well then you can move my car yourself," she yelled as she hopped out and ran towards the scene. The rookie cop watched helplessly as she sped past him. Sandra, who had been a track athlete in high school in Sacramento and was still in pretty good shape despite three kids, was a half block away in minutes. "I know the man on the railing; please let me talk to him!" She yelled as she approached the scene.
"Hang on ma'am this is a restricted area, you shouldn't be here!" A LAPD Sergeant screamed at her.
"I know that man officer, his name is Ryan Nielsen, I think I could help talk him down!"
"I don't give a shit if you are his sister, you shouldn't be in this area, now go back before I arrest you!"
One of the police negotiators heard the ruckus and quickly came over to the scene, "Sergeant wait, ma'am did you say you know this man?"
"Yes, he is a family friend, his name is Ryan Nielsen."
The woman came right up to Sandra, "Can I ask how you know him?"
"We were really good friends up until about a year and a half ago when his wife left him, I had heard he wasn't doing well, but I think he would listen to me."
"Why do you think that, he is obviously very distraught?"
"He knows I've been through some pretty messed up stuff myself. You might have heard of my former husband...Chief Steve Jones of the Pacific Palisades Police Department?"
"Oh ma'am, I had no idea who you were..."
"That doesn't matter now, but I was pretty close to the Nielsen's before all this stuff went down, perhaps a familiar face might make a difference. No offense, but it doesn't appear that what you guys have done to this point is working..."

"No offense taken Mrs. Jones."
"Please call me Sandra...Sandra Thompson."
"Okay Sandra, we are getting pretty desperate. Under normal circumstances I wouldn't do this, but this guy is really drunk and I'm not sure how much longer he is going to be able to maintain his balance. Follow me." The police negotiator hurried Sandra over to the taped off area about 30 feet from Ryan. "He's all yours Sandra, do your best!"
"Ryan, can you hear me?"



"Get the fuck out of here, I told you people I'm done talking to anyone, I'm ready to end it and I just want some peace and quiet before I go!"
"Ryan, please just hear me out, this is Sandra Thomps...uh, Jones, I'm sure you remember me. We used to do a lot of stuff together, remember?"
The familiar voice startled Ryan and he momentarily came out of his despondent trance. "Sandra, is that really you, what are you doing here?"
"Ryan, I don't want to see you do this, please step off the railing and we can talk about it...please!"
Suddenly Ryan got an angry look on his face, "You are friends with that fuckin bitch ex-wife of mine, did she send you here to tell me how much she loves that fucking nigger dick or something!"
The police negotiator got a big pit in her stomach, "Oh shit, this chick is going to make things worse!"
"No Ryan, I haven't talked to your ex-wife in a very long time. Please come down from there, you and I have a lot in common, maybe we can talk through our problems together. I would really value your feedback..."
"...you would? I never got a chance to talk to you after everything went down with Steve, that must have been really hard..."
"Yes it was, but I'm coping a little more with it every day, but I sure would love a chance to talk to you somewhere other than this overpass. Please come down!"
"How are your kids doing Sandra, I always got a kick out of them..."
Sandra looked over at the negotiator who encouraged her to keep talking.
"They are doing pretty good, kids are resilient. We adults can learn a lot from them. I'm sure they would like to see you again Ryan...they always liked you!"
Ryan looked back over his shoulder at Sandra, "They did?"
"Yes Ryan, please come down!"
Ryan looked down at the hundreds of cars below, most of whom had stopped honking their horns hours ago, "If I come down, am I going to be in big trouble?"
"No Ryan, please just come down, we'll work through this together!"
Ryan looked back at the caring look on her face, "Sandra I'm glad you came here today..." he said as he collapsed back onto the sidewalk away from the railing. Several social workers and EMT's rushed to his side. Minutes later he was lying on a gurney being rolled into an ambulance as Sandra walked beside him holding his hand. "Sandra, thank you for being here, you saved my life!"
"Ryan you have too much to live for. I know you've had a tough time these past eighteen months, I can obviously relate, but life is too precious to end like that!"
"Will you come visit me at the hospital later?"
"I have to work...but how about if I come see you in the morning?"
The following day Sandra Thompson entered the hospital carrying a small bouquet of daisies. She entered Ryan's room and couldn't believe how much better he looked. He had shaved the scraggly beard and had taken a hot shower.
"You clean up pretty nice!" Sandra smiled as she approached him.
"You came...I thought you only said that to keep me from becoming part of the 405 pavement!" Ryan joked.
"I told you I would and I always keep my promises!" Sandra smiled back at him.
"Well, I can't thank you enough for what you did for me last night and it really means a lot that you came today!"
"So are they going to let you out of here today?"
"I think so, I already met with the psychologist, but some officers are going to stop by first and tell me what I'm in for legally..."
"I'll tell you what, I don't have to work today, what do you say you and I go for a walk on the beach after they discharge you?"
Ryan looked at her incredulously, he had had lots of support from family and friends since his divorce from Jenna, but this was the first time a woman had shown any interest in him. "I would really like that Sandra, I'm sure we won't have any shortage of things to talk about."
"Okay, it's a date, I'll ask the discharge nurse what time I can come back by to pick you up." Sandra said cheerily.
They smiled at each other before she turned and headed out the door. It was the first time in 18 months that Ryan could remember having any hope.
*****
Later that afternoon as they sat on the beach talking, Ryan realized that despite the fucked-up hand he'd been dealt, life was still precious and worth living for. He also realized he wasn't the only one who had been wrongfully shit-on. They talked for hours.
Ryan told Sandra that after the divorce papers had shown up 6 weeks after he'd taken Jenna to Cole's house that faithful night, he'd sank into the inside of a bottle and never escaped. Jenna actually gave him everything except for her personal stuff which she'd sent movers to pick up. He never actually got a chance to tell his side of the story as she communicated through her lawyer and was very adamant that she didn't want anything to do with him. He told Sandra about the DUI and his stupid decision to have sex with those women in an attempt to expunge his arrest conviction. "It was Steve who suggested it Sandra, I can't tell you how many days and nights I've regretted that decision!"
"Well we both know Steve was into lots of bad stuff Ryan, but you still shouldn't have done it."
"I know Sandra, if I could have taken it back I would have, but I couldn't! Somehow Jenna found out, she actually said she saw me do it. After that she didn't want anything to do with me and was soon pregnant with Cole's child. When I learned about that, I lost my desire to go on. I lost the business and the house and I'm still not working. I'm living in a shitty little one room apartment in Van Nuys."
"Yes, I know it's been very tough on you, but there are still a lot of people who care about you Ryan, don't make those people suffer too!"
Ryan had never really considered it from that perspective. He now thought about his parents, his brother and sister, and his three beautiful nieces. He turned and looked at her, "I really appreciate that advice Sandra, I will take those things to heart. Now enough about me, how are you and the kids getting along?"
"Oh Ryan, as you can relate, it has been a difficult time in our lives. I've had to do my best to help the kids understand that their daddy did some very bad things and he isn't ever coming back. You know, he wasn't ever a great father, but his kids still loved him dearly. That's what kids do. Anyway, when I learned about all the terrible things Steve had done, I made the decision that regardless if he ever got out of prison, he would never be a part of our lives. The divorce was finalized right after his sentencing. I haven't seen him in six months and don't plan to. The IRS confiscated just about everything we owned, but at least I still have my wonderful children."
"I'm so sorry Sandra, you really deserved someone better. I'm still amazed that he did all those things, but I guess in hindsight it's not impossible to believe."
"Tell me about it Ryan, I've played it out a thousand times in my mind and I can't believe I was so naïve."
"It wasn't your fault Sandra, you provided him with a wonderful family and he chose the wrong path."
*****
6 months later
"Giddy-up horsey," little Dustin Thompson cheered as he rode on Ryan Nielsen's back. This was the same little boy who had been born Stephen Dustin Jones, Jr. only three years previously. But ever since his father's felony convictions, his mother Sandra had begun calling him by his middle name. She'd also gone back to her maiden name when their divorce went final.
"Neigh, neigh," Ryan chortled as he crawled around the family room with the little boy on his back. His mom and two sisters, Casey and Emma, giggled from the couch.
"Faster Percy faster," Dustin urged.
Suddenly Ryan came to an abrupt halt and said, "Wait, what did you call me?"
"Percy, that's the name of the horsey from one of the books mommy reads me!"
"Well, I'm sorry Dustin, I need you to call me by a different name. I knew another horse by that name before and his was not a happy story. Why don't you call me Charlie?" Ryan made awkward eye contact with Sandra before turning his head away.
"Okay Charlie, giddy-up!" They played the game for another five minutes before both of the girls took their turns. Sandra watched proudly as the kids loved playing with him. She herself didn't mind playing with him either. For the past 3 months she and Ryan had been fucking like equines every chance they got.
Ryan had gone back to work selling commercial real estate. It wasn't exactly his cup of tea, but he was making enough to pay most of his bills and still have a little money to take Sandra out at least once a week.
He also had now been sober for six months.
After they put the kids to bed, Sandra came and straddled his lap on the couch. "What'd you say the grown-ups go to bed now too? I'd like to take my turn riding the horsey!"
*****
Ryan moved in with them a few months later. They got a bigger place and now only the girls had to share a room. Dustin affectionately named his room the corral, as he never tired of playing horsey with Ryan.
That Valentine's Day Ryan asked Sandra to marry him. They got married in June at a small ceremony near the spot on the beach where they'd had their first date. The girl's had talked Sandra and Ryan into getting a little Australian Shepherd puppy about a month before the wedding day. They named him Ryder and the little blue merle wore a bow tie and pranced down the aisle at the wedding.
Ryan's parents watched their new grandkids as he and Sandra rented a little trailer and went camping in Big Bear Lake for a few days on their honeymoon.
The first night they made passionate love and then stayed up most of the night talking about how lucky they both were for re-discovering each other.
They didn't know just how lucky they were really going to be...
The following day Ryan got up early and drove into town to pick up coffee and bagels. As he was walking down the little Main Street, one of the shop owners said, "You look like a happy man, what's so good in your life this Saturday morning?"
Ryan smiled back at him, "Thanks for noticing, I got married yesterday and I feel like the luckiest guy in the world today!"
"Well you certainly look like it. Say, have you heard the Powerball is $245 million? If you're feeling so lucky, you ought to buy some tickets!"
"Oh I never play that stuff, those things are for unrealistic dreamers."
"C'mon, what do you have to lose? A guy that has all that you have going for you, it might just be your lucky day!"
Ryan thought about it for a minute and said, "What the hell?" He walked inside with the man.
"Do you just want to get some computer generated numbers?" The shop owner asked.
"No, I'm going to pick them, please give me one of those sheets." Ryan filled out the bubbles using his, Sandra's, and the three kid's birthdates. His wedding day was the same as Emma's birthday so he used Ryder's "gotcha day" as the kids liked to call it, as the final number. He handed it back to the cashier.
"Only one ticket? You sure you don't want to pick a few more random draws?"
"Nope just the one. Those are the luckiest numbers in my life. If I'm going to win, it'll be with those numbers!" Ryan said as he waved goodbye to the man and stuffed the ticket in his wallet. By the time he got back to the trailer he'd forgotten all about it.
The shop owner looked at the numbers on the sheet, there was something about this guy...
Two weeks later as Ryan and Sandra were lying in bed with the 11:00 p.m. news on in the background; a story came on about the Powerball Lotto. Sandra was stroking Ryan's cock as he sucked her tits. The reporter was on scene at a little store in Big Bear Lake where the only winning ticket to the $245 million jackpot had been sold.
Neither Ryan or Sandra paid any attention as they both writhed in pleasure.
Suddenly something clicked in Ryan's head as he heard the voice of the store owner being interviewed. "I'm pretty sure I remember the guy because he told me he'd just been married the day before and he said he felt like the luckiest guy in the world that day. I glanced at his numbers as he only bought one ticket. He said if he was going to win, it would be with those numbers!"
Ryan pulled quickly away from Sandra.
"Honey what's wrong?" Sandra asked alarmingly.
The reporter came back in front of the camera, "If you are the lucky man who got married the day before and bought a Powerball ticket at Pine Grove Grocers in Big Bear Lake two weeks ago, you might just be a very rich man! From Big Bear Lake, this is Sonya Gutierrez reporting."
Ryan was nearly hyperventilating as he madly scrambled around looking for the remote control.
"Ryan you are scaring me! What's going on?" Sandra pleaded.
The anchor person came back on as the winning numbers shown up on the screen. Ryan finally found the remote and hit the pause button. He stared at the TV in disbelief. He didn't need his ticket to recognize the numbers.
"Ryan can you please tell me what the hell is going on?"
"Baby, we just won $245 million!"
*****
The Nielsen's did in fact win the Powerball jackpot that Saturday night. They soon moved up to Montecito outside of Santa Barbara. This is where they would live a wonderful life together. Ryan opened a surf shop and Sandra home-schooled their three wonderful kids. When the kids got a little older, Ryan hired a manager to run the shop as he spent most of his time coaching kid's sports and teaching them how to surf.
Not a day went by that he didn't think about being the luckiest guy in the world. Being blessed with a wonderful wife and three amazing kids that he never could have fathered naturally was the greatest gift (in addition to winning the lottery) he ever could have imagined. Occasionally he would still think about Jenna, but as time passed she became only a memory.
After the kids had all grown, graduated from college, and moved out on their own, Ryan and Sandra bought a 50 foot sailboat and sailed around the world. They named the boat Unrealistic Dreamers.
Karma ultimately took these two good people, who never deserved to endure the kind of emotional pain from past relationships that they both did, down a very happy path...
*****
Ending #3 -- 3 Years Later
Little Boy Blue, Come Blow My Horn
Karma hadn't been as good to Sandra Thompson's ex-husband...
After his conviction and subsequent sentencing to 25 years to life, former Police Chief Steve Jones was incarcerated at California State Prison, Los Angeles. His lawyer had fought to have him relocated to Northern California, but the judge was not the least bit sympathetic to his pleas.
His first week in prison Steve Jones got fucked in the ass six times.
Cal State Prison, Los Angeles housed hundreds of former gang members and drug dealers, many of whom had been put behind bars by none other than Steve Jones. The medium/high security prison also employed a number of guards who had been kicked off the LAPD for deeds exposed by the same Steve Jones. Jones, who hadn't been afraid to step on fellow officers to further his own career, never could have imagined needing those same individuals for protection later in life. As it turns out, he got very little from them.
His nickname quickly became Little Boy Blue in veiled reference to his former career and for the little blue skirts that one particular gang, The Bloods, would dress him up in before taking him down to the laundry shop. Miraculously, the guards always seemed to be looking the other way when they did.
The Bloods gang leader, Charles "Snake" Gibson liked to hum the tune to the nursery rhyme as Jones sucked his huge dick or as he fucked the former police chief in the ass, "Little Boy Blue, Come Blow My Horn..."
This was obviously not a friendly place for the former chief.
The only thing that kept Jones alive as long as it did was limited protection he received from some of Carlos Juarez' connections in the joint. That protection would have been enough for most inmates, but it wasn't nearly enough to shield the former chief from being the most wanted man in CSP Los Angeles.
As he neared his third anniversary in the big house, Jones suffered from herpes, syphilis, gonorrhea, and HIV.
Finally one night on his way back to his cell from the infirmary where he'd just had nearly a quart of sperm pumped from his stomach, Steve Jones slipped into the laundry shop. It was a place he knew all too well, but at least this time he was all alone. He rigged a bed sheet noose over some large pipes and climbed up on top of an empty 50 gallon detergent canister. He wrapped the sheet around his neck and rocked back and forth until the canister fell to the ground and he hung suspended by his neck.
One would expect someone in a similar situation to think about his kids or wife, but that's not who Steve Jones thought about.
As he hung there gasping for breath, a mental image of Jenna Nielsen dressed only in the leopard skin coat and matching knee high go-go boots with her perfect tits hanging out entered his mind. Moments later, just before his last breathe exited his body, the former chief got a mental picture of Jenna riding his big cock in Carlos Juarez' air-fuck chair as pussy juice sprayed from her sated cunt.
As brutal as his life had been in prison, the selfish bastard had one fleeting moment of satisfaction. As his eyes nearly bugged out of his head, he actually died with a smile on his face.
*****
Ending #4 -- 18 Years Later
Things Do Come Full Circle -- UCLA to Big D and back again
Cole and Jenna Steele watched proudly as their oldest son, Star Cassius Steele, walked across the stage and received his high-school diploma from his homeroom teacher. The happy couple sat surrounded by their other five beautiful children and their extended family. They all cheered loudly when his name was read. Star Steele was graduating at the top of his class and would be heading out to California on a full-ride scholarship to play linebacker for the UCLA Bruins in the fall.
Cole and Jenna looked into each other's eyes as Cole said, "Some things come full circle don't they baby! UCLA to Big D and back again!"
"You bet they do honey, I remember the day he was born like it was yesterday."
"I remember the night he was conceived on the star a little more vividly!"
"Oh my gosh Cole Steele, I can't believe you brought up the night we made love on the field at his high school graduation!" Jenna smiled and slapped him playfully on the chest.
"Oh, after all these years are we calling it 'making love' now? I seem to remember you calling it 'fucking' at the time!"
She shushed him and they both laughed and stared back down proudly at their oldest son. A few minutes later she whispered in his ear, "I still call it 'fucking' when I'm doing it with you. And tonight when we get back home that's what I'm going to do to your big black cock!"
Cole laughed loudly; several people looked over annoyingly at them. Cole and Jenna smiled brightly at each other.
After the ceremony the whole family walked down onto the field. Star was already down taking pictures with friends and getting lots of pats on the back and well-wishes. The Steele family all came together and circled around the 18-year-old for group pictures. Star asked his homeroom teacher Miss Thomas if she would take some shots of him and his family with his phone. Cole eye-balled the 24-year-old blonde hottie as she snapped several photos. She had just come to the school this year after completing her MBA from the University of Alabama.
As he watched the interaction between Star and the Crimson Tide teacher, Cole came to one inevitable conclusion, "He's fucking her!"
Cole knew he should be angry at the kid, but instead he swelled with fatherly pride. Star, like all of his boys, had inherited the family cock. And unlike himself in high school and college, his eldest son saw no use in depriving the women of Dallas access to his big black pleasure stick.



*****
Later that evening after Jenna had bounced up and down wildly on Star's dad's still incredible black viper, as they lay next to each other panting heavily, Cole said to her, "You know Star is fucking that teacher don't you!"
"Wait what...what are you talking about? Our Star? What teacher?"
"The little blonde homeroom chick, I could see the way they were looking at each other. He's got to be fucking her brains out!"
"No...we need to do something about it, I can't believe this, he's just a boy!"
"Jenna, wake up. He is no boy, you've seen him walk around here without clothes on, he's built like a Greek God and he's hung like...well...his old man."
"Yeah, but she's like 25, she could take advantage of him!"
"No woman is taking advantage of him Jenna, I guarantee with a cock like his, he's calling the shots!"
"What makes you so sure?"
"Because after 18 years, who still gets down on her hands and knees every time I want to take her from behind?" Cole growled as he slid up onto his knees. Jenna gasped and playfully rolled onto her stomach. He slapped her ass with his dick and rubbed it up and down her crack as she giggled.
"Give me that ass and tell me what you want slut!"
"Oh fuck baby you know I'll give you whatever you want."
Cole laughed out loud. "You see what I mean, after all these years you still can't say no! I guarantee our boy can make her do anything he wants. He's a chip off the old Steele block."
Just before Cole entered her from behind, they heard a familiar click from the secondary entrance into their master suite. They both turned to see their 22-year-old gorgeous blonde nanny sashay towards their bed wearing only a thin TCU Horned Frogs half shirt, her pretty dark colored bush and the lower half of her big tits exposed for them both to see. Jenna looked back over her shoulder at Cole hungrily before returning her gaze to the hot coed, "Get your cute little ass up on this bed and earn your pay you horny little Horned Frog!"
They all laughed.
Cole's chest puffed out, "As I said before, things really do come full circle!"
*****
Author Note: I have really enjoyed sharing this story with all of you over the past 6 months. I know it didn't go where some of you were hoping it would with Ryan and Jenna not having gotten back together, but life doesn't always go as expected.
I hope you will take a few minutes to provide feedback via comments or emails. Please include your email address if you'd like for me to reply.
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Warden Grant Rawlins' eyes fluttered open momentarily as consciousness finally returned to his prone body. He lay motionless for several seconds trying to make sense of what would normally have been very familiar surroundings. Blood trickled into his still unfocused eyes and instantly obscured any sense of vision he'd gained when he came to. His ears rang incessantly above the blare of a distant alarm.
A general sense of pain enveloped his entire body, but it wasn't until he attempted to move that he felt the excruciating throb from his shattered right shoulder and crushed ribs. The incomprehensible throbbing immediately pushed him back towards the throes of unconsciousness. Just before he passed out again he heard muffled screams from a location not far from where he lay.
Ten minutes later when he came to again, the ringing in his ears remained, as did the ever-present distant alarm echo. The sound had a recognizable tone, but in his current condition, he couldn't immediately place its relevance. His vision remained obscured and the trickle of fluid into his sockets stung continuously. His head hurt uncomprehendingly and breathing was difficult from an ever-present pain in his ribcage area. The warden remained motionless for another 30 seconds before another set of sounds interrupted his muddled mind.
"No...no...please...no...it's too big...please take it out...God no...I'm begging you...please!" The sound of the woman's pleading voice ended with the unmistakable sound of a loud slap of hand against flesh.
"Shut the fuck up and take it bitch!" The voice of an authoritative man yelled out.
Still not in control of his faculties but sensing a woman's distress, the warden attempted to roll to his left away from his wrecked shoulder. As he made his second attempt to rise, for some unknown reason, his extended arms blocked his ability to move. The intolerable pain in his extremities returned, but before he passed out yet again, he looked up through bleary eyes to see his wrists handcuffed to the leg of a large piece of furniture.
Another 30 minutes passed before his consciousness returned, this time for good. The pain in his aching head was so intense it made him wish he was still comatose. His eyes fluttered open, but his vision remained fuzzy at best. He tried to recall where he was and how he'd gotten there. Suddenly a hazy recollection of his wrists handcuffed to a piece of furniture entered his mind. Grant was mildly surprised when he tilted his stiff neck up to see that he hadn't actually dreamed that memory; both his wrists were in fact bound to a large wooden object that he now recognized as the oversized credenza in the sitting room outside of his office.
The same distant alarm that he'd heard previously banged loudly in the distance. This time the sound's importance resonated in the warden's mind; it was the strident wail of the prison's level V security system. The level V alarm sounded only when something truly catastrophic happened at San Quentin.
Mayhem was actually taking place all over the maximum security prison at that moment, but the most catastrophic event for the warden was actually occurring in his office next door.
Suddenly Grant's mind focused on another sound. It was a sound he'd heard countless times before, but something about it was different now. The sound was the shrill of metal against concrete, the sound that the feet of his desk made whenever it was moved or bumped unintentionally on the concrete floor in his office. The sound always resonated in his mind, as to Grant Rawlins it was like nails against a chalkboard.
Right now the sound was occurring in a rapid consistent interval as if the desk was being bumped around the room hurriedly. The teeth-clenching screech was pre-empted each time by another sound that reminded Grant of body parts slapping together. At that moment, the recollection of the distressed woman and her pleas followed by the threatening deep-voiced response and the slapping of hand against skin returned to the warden's mind.
Just then he heard a similar loud slap followed by the same man's gravelly voice, "You like it when I spank your hot little ass slut? You gonna squirt on this big fucking cock again...huh? Answer me bitch!"
For the first time since the huge bookcase had fallen on him, Warden Grant Rawlins remembered that he hadn't been alone in his office before it happened...
*****
Earlier that afternoon, his beautiful wife snuggled in his arms with her large breasts pressing into his chest while looking up at him with a naughty gaze on her gorgeous face, "This morning was fun; I'm really glad you took the day off, I don't care if it's raining cats and dogs out there, we can spend the whole weekend in bed as far as I'm concerned!" Her long eyelashes fluttered cutely, "I'm sure the show will be great, but I would have been just as happy if we'd just gone up to the Ranch for the weekend!"
The "Ranch" as his wife Liv referred to it, was the weekend home they'd purchased the previous summer up in the Northern California coastal berg of Sea Ranch, California, a hundred miles north of their home in San Anselmo. The Rawlins' had been spending most of their available weekends up at their seaside vacation getaway.
"I know, I would have liked that too, but I bought these Hamilton tickets four months ago and I got us a pretty nice room at the St. Francis. There are worse ways we could spend our anniversary."
She reached down and playfully gripped his cock through his jeans, "Actually, I don't really care where we go, I just want to get in your pants big boy. I bought a couple new things I think you're going to like!" Her big blue eyes flashed as she smiled mischievously.
"Damn, you know I love that sexy lingerie on you. Now I'm questioning my choice to go to that fucking show after all! Making love to you in front of the fireplace overlooking the ocean at the Ranch sounds pretty damn good to me!" They both laughed and kissed before he continued, "I can't believe it's been seven years honey, the time has flown by, but you look better now than when we first got married."
"Oh shut up Grant, you're just saying that...no one looks better at 34 than they did at 27!"
He held her tightly, "I'll be the judge of that when I see you in those new outfits this weekend!" He kissed her deeply again, "But we should get going, don't forget I have to stop by my office and grab a couple of things before we head down to San Francisco."
His "office" as he referred to it, was the official workspace for the Chief Warden at San Quentin State Prison, the highest maximum security facility in the state of California. San Quentin was located on a large piece of property on the edge of San Francisco Bay in Marin County, just six miles to the Southeast of their home in San Anselmo and ten miles north of the Golden Gate Bridge.
Grant Rawlins, 44, had been Chief Warden at San Quentin for the past six years and during his time there, the prison had seen significant change. Rawlins was a believer in the power of rehabilitation for inmates who demonstrated a desire to atone for their crimes and invest in the countless programs he and his staff had instituted for that purpose.
But the warden was also a firm disciplinarian who showed no sympathy for those within the prison populace who challenged authority or caused problems for guards or other inmates. And since San Quentin housed the largest population of death row inmates of any prison in the Western Hemisphere, there were lots of bad apples. Most of who regularly incurred the wrath of Rawlins' uncompromising authority.
The warden was not a well-liked man by the majority of the prison population at San Quentin.
*****
The couple loaded up their new Range Rover and headed out the circular driveway of their 1920's Tudor-style home in the affluent neighborhood of Marin. The drive over to his office usually took about 15 minutes in non-traffic hours, but the rain was coming down so hard, they gave themselves an extra 15 to get there tonight. "Shit, I haven't seen it come down like this in a while!" Grant opined as the big knobby tires of the Range Rover splashed through a large pool of standing water at the intersection of their quiet cul-de-sac and the main road.
"I know, they are calling for heavy rains all weekend. I hope we don't have any trouble getting in and out of the city."
"Not in this badass mofo," Grant boasted as he patted the handsome dashboard of his newest baby, "Besides once we get over there, we won't have to go out in it much. Aside from the ten minute ride from the St. Francis to the Orpheum Theatre, we'll spend most of the rest of the weekend at the hotel. I have spa reservations tomorrow and Sunday and dinner reservations both nights."
"Sounds good to me, but I already told you what I want to do most of the weekend." His wife replied in a sultry voice with the same mischievous look on her face that she'd flashed back at the house.
He smiled and looked over in her direction, "Yes, I think you've made that pretty clear!"
Liv sat with her back against the passenger door with her spectacular body turned partially in his direction. The dark tinted windows obscured anyone from seeing into their supercharged SUV. Grant looked over in her direction and noticed another mischievous look as she bit her bottom lip while slipping her hand down her right thigh.
The warden reveled in this sort of flirtatious interaction with his young wife, knowing that the rest of the world observed her as an attractive, gifted pediatrician and conservative hospital administrator. Only he was aware that when she allowed her outward, caring professional persona to be unmasked, a sexual, sometimes kinky tigress resided beneath the cloaked image. He was the very thankful beneficiary of that side of his sexy wife's divergent personality.
The two of them had met following his divorce from his first wife. She, like Liv, had been nearly 10 years younger than Grant, but his first wife quickly became disillusioned with the marriage when it was discovered that he was incapable of having children. He caught her cheating with one of his best friends and the divorce followed soon thereafter.
Her affair and the subsequent break-up had nearly killed him at the time, but a chance meeting with a beautiful young doctor via a friend's urging changed all that. He and Liv fell in love quickly and within a year of his bitter divorce, Grant Rawlins got remarried to one of the most eligible young professional women in Marin County. She was also a stone cold fox.
Grant's reproductive inadequacies were of no consequence to his new wife as she was fully committed to her career; and moreover, she believed her calling in regards to children was to be the best pediatrician in Northern California, not as a mother. Based on her early career path, she was well on her way. At her young age, she had received countless acknowledgements for her cutting-edge cancer treatment programs for children of all ages. Liv Rawlins had already achieved the title of Director of Children's Health at Marin General Hospital by the time she turned 33.
Now as the rain pelted against the Range Rover's windshield and the wipers strained to keep up, Grant glanced over in her direction and watched in fascination as her slender fingers gripped the bottom of her mid-length silky skirt and slowly slid it up over her knees and past her smooth well-toned thighs, "Oops, it looks like I forgot something," she purred as her pantiless pussy came into view.
A sly smile came to Grant's face as he ogled her little dark patch and shimmering thick vaginal lips, "You know this isn't the safest activity in this kind of weather. I could easily be distracted when I should be paying attention to the road!" Grant joked as he alternated between checking out his gorgeous wife and the rain soaked road ahead.
"Go ahead and watch the road if you're so concerned, you don't have to pay any attention to me." She teased in a pouty voice before softly touching her clit and moaning erotically.
"We both know that's not going to happen!" He admitted, tongue practically hanging out.
"Suit yourself, but it's also kind of warm in here. I was thinking about taking off my sweater, but clearly you aren't capable of handling that either!" She teased again, not really planning on doing it, but wanting to arouse him more.
Grant's cock was already hard as a rock as he checked out the swell of her big natural tits under her tight sweater. He'd spent the better part of his glorious morning sucking and squeezing his wife's luscious D-cups. "Just wait till we get to the city, I'm gonna tear that sweater off of you!" He growled in mock authoritativeness.
She giggled, "Oh is that what you big bad warden's do to your female inmates? You tear their clothes off?"
"No, but it's what we do to sexy doctors who tease us with exposed pussies and big beautiful breasts! Then we spank 'em!"
Liv laughed as she let the hem fall back down over her waist. She knew they were only minutes from the guard gate but that didn't stop her from sliding across the seat and rubbing his hard cock, "I'll be waiting for my spanking warden!"
*****
They arrived at the southeast auxiliary guard gate at 4:30 p.m. Grant lowered his window and greeted Phil Johnstone, the lead guard, with his customary smile, "How's it going today Phil? Anything the warden should know about?"
"Nope boss! Another quiet afternoon, just the way we like it here, except for this Goddamn rain!"
"I know it's really coming down, isn't it? It took us an extra 12 minutes to get here from my house."
"Well I hope you and the Missus aren't going too far in this shit!" He lowered his head and looked over at the warden's gorgeous wife with a warm smile, "Pardon my French Mrs. Rawlins!"
"You're excused Phil, this SHIT really sucks!" All three of them laughed loudly.
Warden Rawlins glanced around at the large staff manning the auxiliary guard house, counting the customary 7 individuals. This was the secondary entrance to the prison, used for administrative staff access and special deliveries. Much smaller in scale than the main gate, it still obviously maintained an immeasurable level of security detail, "Shift change at 7:00 p.m. tonight Phil?" The warden asked, already knowing the answer, but wanting to hear his lead guard verify it.
"Yep, the night crew's gonna have to deal with a dark, dreary one tonight boss!"
"Yes they are. That's why we hire the best Mr. Johnstone. Liv and I are just running in for a bit before heading down to the city for the weekend. You take care and stay safe my friend!"
"10-4 sir, you and the Missus do the same yourself. Don't drive in this SHIT anymore than you need to! But I will say, I really like the new wheels." Phil Johnstone said as he admired the warden's Range Rover before the guard pressed the lever and the 12 foot high razor wired thick chain linked gate slowly slid to the right.
As they entered, Liv said to Grant, "I really like that guy, he always makes me laugh!"
Grant agreed.
That was the last time they would ever see Phil Johnstone alive.
They passed through two more 12' tall chain linked gates where Grant used his identification card and thumb impression to gain access. When they came to the final concrete barrier, Grant reached for a radial armed retina scanner that he pulled to the driver side window. He placed the virtual reality-looking mask against his face. Moments later the 8" thick, 12' foot tall concrete barrier slowly slid open. They drove inside, Grant pressed another garage door opener above his visor and the roll-up door to his personal parking garage opened quickly. After exiting the car they stood just inside the small garage and wearily observed the weather. "It doesn't look like it is going to let up anytime soon." Grant spoke as the incessant rain and mid-January calendar date made it feel like it was nighttime, even though it was only 4:40 p.m.
"They say it's supposed to come down like this all weekend," Liv acknowledged.
"Oh shit, I forgot to take off the Yakima," Grant groaned as he noticed the sporting storage container attached to the roof of the Range Rover. "Glad this garage has that oversized door or it would have ripped that fucker right off!"
"Yeah that would've sucked. We need to make sure the garage at the St. Francis can handle it!"
"Great call honey, I'll call down there from my office; if push comes to shove I can take it off here, leave it in the garage and reload it on Tuesday."
They slipped on their raincoats and each grabbed an umbrella. There was no one around as they made their way from the detached mini-garage towards the administration building.
"What's with all the construction fencing? Don't tell me they are finally building you a covered walkway from your garage into the building?" Liv yelled out over the heavy rain while trying to avoid the huge puddles dotting the old parking lot.
"Fraid not on the covered walkway...remember I told you we are in the process of remodeling the infirmary and we're using the downstairs of the administrative building as a temporary medical ward while we do the build-out. Of course as usual, the construction is over budget and already a month behind. It's been a huge pain in the ass, but the new building will hopefully be done in a couple of weeks." Grant shouted back in response.
"Do all the inmates use this temporary facility? Is it safe?"
"We put a shitload of safeguards and lockdowns in place and each inmate gets escorted into the facility by a personal guard who cuffs them for the visit. It's certainly not an ideal situation as it's costing us a fortune in overtime and frankly it's not as secure as I would prefer it to be, but we aren't bringing any of the deathies over here. The medical staff is forced to see those fuck-ups over in the C-block where they reside. That's the part giving me the most indigestion."
"But you still have some pretty bad apples coming over to this building....lifers and such? I can't say I'm excited to hear that! Are you sure it's safe for you and your staff?"
"Yeah, like I said it's not a perfect situation but we've run a thousand what-if's and I'm comfortable we've thought through all the contingencies. My guards know to shoot first and ask questions later. And like I said, hopefully it's only a couple more weeks."
"I still don't like it, they seem way to close to you all!"
Grant slipped his access card into the entry doors and they entered through the main entrance to the administration building. They shook the rain from their umbrellas, removed their raincoats and hung them in the foyer. As they entered the lobby, Grant pointed out how the temporary infirmary was divided from the administrative wing by a concrete wall and several other checkpoints that required badge identification or electronic thumbprint safeguard access.
Seeing the extent of the security gave Liv a little better piece of mind that the environment was safe for her husband, but she still didn't like it.
They hurried up the stairs and were greeted along the way by several of Grant's administrative staff, many of whom were collecting their things in an effort to make a hasty exit before 5:00 p.m. to beat the Martin Luther King holiday weekend traffic.



Just outside Grant's office sat Lisa Taggert, the warden's personal assistant and basically the left half of his brain. The 63-year-old woman had worked at San Quentin for the majority of her life including the past 25 years as personal assistant to a handful of warden's. And while Grant Rawlins ran the place as tight as a drum for the inmates, he was a great boss and far and away her favorite warden. They worked together with the efficiency of a Swiss watch. And she absolutely adored his young wife.
"Oh this is a wonderful surprise!" Lisa beamed as she rose up out of her chair and gave Liv a huge hug. "I didn't know you guys were coming by here before heading to the city. Honey, I think you get prettier every time I see you! I hope this guy is taking good care of you!"
The feeling of love and admiration that Lisa felt for Liv was reciprocated by Grant's young wife. Lisa Taggert was a shining star and the older woman did everything in her power to make Liv's husband look good 24/7 365.
"Yeah, he's not making me mow the lawns or take-out the trash too often these days!" Liv joked.
They all laughed.
"Lisa, I have to make a quick call and then you can debrief me on the day..."
"Sure thing boss, but in the meantime I'm going to get caught up with your better half!"
Lisa took a step back and admired Liv's outfit. "You always look so darn cute honey, that little figure of yours probably looks good in anything you wear though!" She sighed, "I remember way back to the days I could dress like that, my old Hank used to get so excited seeing me all dolled up!"
"I'm sure he still does, you don't look a day over fifty Miss Lisa!" Liv responded affectionately.
"Oh aren't you sweet honey, but I assure you, this old body doesn't look near as good as it did when I was your age. I used to surprise him with some really naughty outfits when he came home from the docks!"
"I bet you did!" Liv giggled, suddenly mindful of the fact she wasn't wearing panties herself.
"Okay, TMI let's not forget I'm still in the room ladies!" Grant reminded with mock seriousness.
"He is such a slave driver honey; I don't know how you put up with him!" Lisa quipped. She then followed her boss into his office and gave him a complete briefing of everything that transpired throughout the day. It would have taken most admins at least ten minutes to communicate what she did in two.
"10-4 Lisa, sounds like everything is on track for my meetings next week. Why don't you bug out of here a few minutes early and beat some of the holiday traffic, I will see you on Tuesday."
"Sure thing boss, Hank will be happy to see me. Maybe we'll drink some white wine and I'll dig up one of those old naughty outfits!" She said as she looked over at Liv and winked.
"As I said before, that is 'Too Much Information', now get out of here before I change my mind and make you clean the toilets over in the C-block Mrs. Taggert."
They laughed again before she quickly packed up her stuff and headed towards the door. "You guys have fun at that show, I've seen it three times, it's wonderful!"
"Drive safe Lisa, it's raining cats and dogs out there!" They urged simultaneously. "By the way hun," Grant spoke after Lisa departed, "remind me to take off the Yakima when we get down to the car, I just got off the phone with the St. Francis and their garage has a low ceiling height."
*****
Mylo Dickenson stood by the bars inside his cell waiting for the guard to escort him to the infirmary for his afternoon insulin shot. The 42-year-old convicted serial rapist looked forward to this process each morning and night as it allowed him a brief respite from the depressing confines of one of the most notorious cell blocks anywhere in the country.
Mylo was a lifer who shared the C-block at San Quentin with hundreds of the most violent men anywhere in the country. Many of whom were on death row...Deathies as they affectionately called them at the Q. He had himself been in this hell hole for the past 18 years since right around the time of his 25th birthday.
Now as he neared his 43rd, Mylo had seen and heard just about everything there was to know about San Quentin State Prison. The place was not a hospitable home for inmates like Mylo. Never considered a rule follower, he had incurred his fair share of personalized punishment over the years in the big house, especially since this current warden had taken the reins of the old prison six years previously.
Mylo had come to Quentin in 2001 following a plea deal that spared him from death row in exchange for a life sentence without the possibility of parole. He plead guilty to 2nd degree murder and twenty rapes around the Bay Area from 1998 to 2000. He had been officially nicknamed the Webvan Rapist due to the M.O. by which he chose his victims.
*****
Mylo was born as Myles Dickenson in Fresno California in 1976. He was a bastard son who, following an overdose by his addict mother, bounced in and out of foster care from the time he was 5. He lived a brutal life throughout his childhood and obviously didn't have a lot going for him as a youngster except the fact that he was blessed with a surprisingly high IQ and when on the few occasions he was cleaned up, he was actually a very good looking kid.
Still, despite his intelligence he rarely went to school and actually dropped out by the 10th grade. Myles was constantly in and out of trouble for everything from petty theft, to breaking and entering, to torturing animals. By the time he was 16 he had an arrest record as long as any juvenile in Fresno County.
Unfortunately for Myles, his home life, if you could call it that, was more fucked up than his one on the streets. The teenager was sexually abused by more than one set of foster parents. As a result, he grew up with a fucked-up respect for authority and a general dislike for family values. All of which would have been enough to retard most juveniles, but in addition for Myles Dickenson, one very unique deviation occurred in his life, which along with his other experiences, ultimately led him down a path to severe sexual deviance.
He went through puberty.
Over the course of that year, his penis grew, and grew, and grew. By the time his adolescence concluded, his huge dick was 8 inches long when limp and close to a foot when aroused. And not only was it incredible in length, but the girth compared favorably to the thickness of a grown man's wrist. In addition, his testicles dropped and formed into a massive pair of lemon-sized semen producers that nearly defied comprehension.
During his teenage years, lots of girls were drawn to his good looks and bad boy persona. Once they got a taste of his cock, they were his for the taking. He fucked a lot as a teen. Along the way he also nailed a handful of his foster moms including the current one who was a stripper at a large club in Sacramento where they'd moved to the previous year.
Now 18, Myles would accompany her to the strip joint on a nightly basis to do odd jobs and sweep the floors. It wasn't a bad gig; he made a few bucks while checking out hot, naked women every night and stealthily pounding down half-full leftover beers. On a good night, he'd discover a leftover roach in the parking lot and smoke it to his head.
The strippers were all friendly to him, not just because he was Missy's son, but he was really cute and filled out his muscle-tees nicely. It wasn't long before he hooked up with one of the younger strippers. After that first night when he fucked the young blonde senseless, word got out about the kid's incredible endowment and other horny strippers were soon sucking and fucking the young stud.
When Billy Smith, the club owner, learned of Myles' special gift, he approached the kid about a steadier job than sweeping up floors and cleaning up empty beer cups. Smith told Miles he had a stable full of horny women, each with loads of cash pouring out of their g-strings, more of which he wanted to keep in house. He offered to pay Myles $10 for every stripper he fucked and told him he could keep any tips he got in addition. "You can make as much money as those big nuts of yours are capable of producing!" Smith told the excited kid. "These ho's get two twenty minute breaks during their shift, based on what I know about most of them, I wouldn't be surprised if they'd like to sneak some big cock into those horny holes at least once a night! Can you keep it up after you nut kid?"
Myles looked at him with a confused gaze.
"After you blow your wad, can you get hard again?" Smith clarified.
"I'm not sure what you are asking Mr. Smith, I can keep it hard as long as I want."
"Wait...you're telling me you don't get soft or lose feeling after you cum?"
"No sir...as long as there's pussy around, I can keep going forever, is that not normal?"
"Shit kid, if that's true, you're like the superman of fucking. How many times can you nut in a night?"
"I don't know, probably 8-10...maybe more."
Smith laughed in amazement, "What? C'mon kid...nobody can cum that many times without their balls falling off!"
"No disrespect sir, but you're wrong about that. A couple of weeks ago, Missy brought a few of her friends over and I fucked the four of them all night long. I guarantee I nutted at least 10 times that night. One of the gals had to go to the hospital at 6 a.m. to have her stomach pumped cuz she took too much of my jis down her throat!"
Billy Smith looked at Myles incredulously. When he finally got over the shock of what the kid just told him, he spoke, "Okay, I'm going to fix up the back room. I'll get a big bed and a couch in there, when can you start?"
"Tonight if you want Mr. Smith!"
"Shit, that back room is a fucking mess right now, I'll tell you what, I'll throw a blanket down on the couch in my office, you can use that tonight until we get the other room ready. Go tell Johnny I said it was okay to pour you a beer, then go wait in my office and I'll let some of the girls know. Hopefully someone takes us up on it tonight. Don't worry about collecting cash, just mark down anyone you fuck and I'll settle up with them, take my cut, and pay you your portion. Hey and let's keep this on the downlow, no sense letting Uncle Sam get his grimy paws on any of it. Oh, one more thing, no more giving that shit away for free, every ho that wants that big thing has to pay for it from now on. If I hear you are giving it away on the side or trying to cut me out of the deal, your ass is out of here! You got it?"
"Sure Mr. Smith, what about Missy?" Myles asked, referring to his foster mom.
"You are 18 now kid; make that fucking slut pay for it too!"
"Yes sir!" Myles responded enthusiastically before heading to the bar.
The couch in Billy Smith's office got plenty of action that night...as did the back room inside the club over the next couple of years.
Despite his past experiences, perhaps due to his young age, that first couple of nights Myles had been slightly unsure of himself and somewhat tentative. But it didn't take long for him to learn that he had the attributes and skills to make these older women do anything he wanted. Much like it had with some of his foster mom's and previous girlfriend's, Myles' big cock could convert any woman into a submissive slut in no time.
Over the next two years, Myles pounded more pussy than any man in Sacramento County. Much of it came from the endless supply of strippers flowing through Billy Smith's clubs, but he also did very well on his own, fucking countless young hotties as part of his assault on Sacramento's robust nightlife scene.
It was during this time in his life that Myles also got seriously into body-building and martial arts. By the time he turned 21, he had gained an additional 30 pounds of muscle on his 6'-3" previously wiry frame. Much like his cock, his hands and feet had also grown disproportionately large for his body when he was younger. Those attributes, combined with a focused dedication led Myles to achieve a 3rd degree black belt in Taekwondo during the time he worked at the club.
Women would swoon over his muscle covered physique and once they got a taste of what was in his pants, he could demand anything in the sack.
However with so many experiences under his belt, around the time of his 21st birthday, he began to get bored with typical one on one sex. He engaged in more and more multiple partner hook-ups, but even those did not satisfy his unquenchable thirst. He began to realize that rougher, less-consensual sexual encounters were what really got him off. He found that he loved forcing himself on initially reluctant women only to turn them into sexual glutton's who eventually could not get enough of his huge cock. But as Myles' desire for more deviant sex became more pervasive, some of the girls at the club began to complain to Billy about him. Eventually it became so bad, that the club owner had no other choice but to let his lucrative huge-cocked gigolo go.
After the firing, Myles ended up following one of the hot young strippers down to the Bay Area. Tiffany, as she was known, was one of the few girls from the club that was into the rough, kinky, reluctant, sometimes mildly violent deviance that had become the mainstay of Myles sexual appetite. They were sexual peas in a pod and initially they fucked like animals for weeks on end. One new fetish that Myles developed was a desire to videotape their sexual encounters and watch them back either together or on his own. It wasn't long before Myles built a large library of some of the dirtiest sex tapes imaginable.
But the two of them quickly learned that Tiffany's strip club job was not enough to sustain them in the expensive Bay Area, so Myles, out of work and short on cash, answered an ad for a new startup dot-com company called Webvan. And while his juvenile criminal record would never have passed their standards for employment, Webvan reviews were only permitted to look at 18-year and older backgrounds. Lucky for Myles, in spite of his sociopathic tendencies and questionable employment history, he had kept his rap sheet clean since he turned 18. He was also able to get Billy Smith to write him a letter of recommendation from one of his more reputable businesses, which helped Myles get hired by the fledgling company desperately looking for drivers.
Webvan certainly didn't know what they were getting when they hired the 22-year-old as a grocery delivery driver to work their San Francisco peninsula territory.
For the first couple of months, Myles kept his nose to the grindstone and worked as diligently as he was capable. But eventually, seeing all those young, rich housewives answering the door dressed in everything from tight workout gear to swimming pool cover-ups, was too much for the rapidly developing sexual predator to take. Myles began having ongoing sexual visions about some of the young wives he delivered to. And while he didn't share them with Tiffany, he began acting them out while fucking the hot stripper. She became the outlet for his pent-up fantasies and the only thing keeping him from actually acting out on some of his disturbing desires.
Unfortunately, the unthinkable occurred one night when he returned from work to find a couple of cop cars in front of his apartment. The cops asked if he was one of the inhabitants and when Myles reluctantly admitted he was, they asked if he knew a woman named Tiffany Blackstone. When he replied that he did, they informed him that she had been shot and killed while standing in a convenience store line in Oakland waiting to buy cigarettes.
In the days that followed, Myles didn't feel any sadness about Tiffany's death, but he did quickly realize that for the first time since he was 18, he didn't have an unending supply of pussy at his disposal.
He started hitting the bar scene pretty hard again and captured enough new quim to satisfy most men, but Myles Dickenson was not most men. He had an insatiable appetite for sex, a dirty obsession that couldn't be achieved merely through consensual barfly one-nighters. He needed more.
And he needed to feed his growing desire for control, fed only by rough, non-consensual sex.
In an effort to pacify his newly formed addiction, Myles watched a lot of the aggression-filled videotapes that he and Tiffany filmed before her death. But while masturbation relieved some of his pent-up sexual energy, Myles soon realized he wouldn't be satisfied unless he acted out his deviant sexual fantasies.
One afternoon, while making a delivery to a large mansion in Hillsborough, Myles caught a glimpse of a great set of camel-toeing pussy lips through the bikini of a hot 29-year-old stock broker's wife. The young brunette was wearing a shear mid-thigh cover-up over her skimpy white two piece, but to his delight the sexy garment parted at the perfect moment and provided Myles with a glimpse of her swollen lower lips. The encounter aroused him on a level unlike any he could remember since taking the job at Webvan. Suddenly he visualized bending the young wife over the counter, tearing off her clothes and fucking the shit out of her right on the spot.
He maintained his composure, but the encounter triggered something within him. Myles' senses were now in overdrive as he stealthily scouted around and made mental notes about the huge place. He observed the layout of the house, the location of the alarm system control panel, vulnerable window and door locations, and finally the shape of the young wife's big tits as she gave him a measly $2 tip. "This rich, stuck-up bitch lives in her fucking multi-million dollar house and gives me this shitty little tip, wait till she gets my tip, followed by my head and the rest of my cock in her tight little bitchy cunt!"
When he got back out to his delivery truck, he pulled out a notepad and made a handful of notes about his encounter. He noted that the young wife apparently had no children and since he had not delivered dog food, nor had he seen one on this or previous deliveries, he made a note of that too. Finally, he confirmed the address and the name of the young wife...Carla Youngblood.
The grocery delivery man rubbed his massive cock through his work pants. He would see Carla Youngblood again...regardless if she ever placed another order with Webvan.
Over the next month, Myles collected similar information about a handful of other hot WILF's and MILF's during the course of his in-home deliveries. He was amazed at the useful details that some women would volunteer without him even having to ask, things like: Their husband's travel schedule...what nights of the week they were out...and whether they liked to sleep with the windows open. He quickly realized some were in fact flirting with him, but he purposefully did not return their amorous advances as he needed to keep a low profile if and when he ever followed through with his plan. He did not want to give off the impression that he was there for anything other than business.
He was, but it was not the business of delivering groceries.
Myles did his best to distract himself from focusing on his intensifying sexual urges by thoroughly researching everything he could to ultimately help him carry out his inevitable plan. He studied things like improved lock and security alarm systems, the most effective restraining devices, and new incapacitation weapons known as Tasers.
Back in his thieving days, there was not a lock or alarm that Myles couldn't break, but that was in Fresno, California where most of his targets either didn't have the resources to install high level security or simply didn't have enough valuable stuff to bother. Nonetheless, he was good at his craft and while these rich San Francisco peninsula folks had the resources for better systems, they came across to him as naïve and way too comfortable in their big, safe homes. He suspected many didn't even lock their doors or engage their security alarms at night.



Myles had also become obsessed with a new electronic control technology that many Bay Area police departments had recently invested in for their officers, called Tasers. The new device could incapacitate its victims for an extended period of time by sending heavy electrical charges into their bodies via copper wired darts through their skin.
While he knew he could likely just overpower most of the husbands or boyfriends that he might encounter, Myles wanted to ensure that he would have the upper hand if he came across a formidable foe, plus he just couldn't wait to zap somebody's ass with one of the cool new weapons. He tried to acquire one through black market means, but the technology was new enough that they weren't readily available and he didn't want to call attention to himself in the process, so he decided to steal one instead.
There was a cop who lived in his apartment building who Myles knew liked to drink a lot when he was off duty.
Myles observed that the Walnut Creek police officer, Michael Billings, would come home especially drunk after Raider games on Sunday afternoons, so he waited around the following weekend for Billings to arrive after the game. As luck would have it, the AFC West contest went into overtime and the Raiders actually won for a change. The hours passed and Myles suspected the cop was probably out celebrating with his buddies.
Eventually around 8:30 p.m., Billings' big four wheel drive screeched into the apartment parking lot. Myles watched from his window as the burley cop stumbled from his truck and unsteadily reached into the back of his extended cab and retrieved his weapons vest and a bottle of something from the rear seat. Myles smiled as he noticed the Taser holstered on the opposite side from Billings' firearm.
The drunken cop tripped over the curb and cursed loud enough that Myles could easily hear from his open window 40 feet away. Myles watched as he staggered up to his apartment door and took the better part of three minutes to find the correct key and unlock his door before stumbling inside. Myles waited until it was very dark outside and until he suspected Billings would be passed out. He was a bundle of nerves as he approached the cop's door with his lock picking equipment. While he expected the cop was probably sawing logs, the thought of breaking into the house of a trained police officer still sent his heart racing.
Myles could not have been more relieved when he slowly turned the knob with his gloved hand and Billings' door opened quietly. Billings was not quiet however; the sound of his snoring from the bedroom practically shook the walls. Myles quietly stepped inside with his penlight on. To his amazement, the fucked up cop had actually plugged the Taser into its charger on the shelf above his television.
For all of his nervous thoughts leading up to this moment, the theft turned out to be as easy as taking candy from a baby (albeit a very drunk baby). Within a minute Myles Dickenson quietly strolled back to his apartment with a satisfied grin on his face and a fun new toy in his hand.
It wouldn't be long before hot little Carla Youngblood's stock broker husband experienced what 50,000 volts felt like coursing through his body.
******
The following Friday at midnight on a surprisingly warm late September night, Myles Dickenson stood just inside the gated entrance to Tom and Carla Youngblood's Hillsborough estate, backpack strewn over his shoulder. His body was filled with nervous excitement as he pictured the sexy little brunette and her fat pussy lips that he'd seen through her skimpy bikini bottoms. He could feel his massive cock swollen in his shorts as he made his way towards the huge house. Myles reached into his pack and removed his dark colored beanie; he pulled it over his head and aligned the eye, nose, and mouth cutouts.
As he suspected, several first floor casement windows were cranked open allowing the breeze to enter and confirming his suspicions that these were not people who feared a rapist breaking into their home in the middle of the night.
They should have been.
Myles snuck around the back of the house to a position where he could observe the alarm control panel through one of the cracked windows. All the lights were red, suggesting the system was not engaged, he immediately thought to himself, "This may be easier than I thought!" He took several steps back and examined the large home; it was all dark except for some dim lights in an upstairs bedroom on the far side of the house. He suspected it was the master bedroom.
Before bothering to slice open one of the window screens, Myles simply depressed the handle of the dining room French door with his gloved hand and moved inside when it opened without issue. "Fuck yeah!" He made his way to the bottom of the stairs and quickly ascended. From the top, he could see light coming from the room at the end of the long hallway. Moments later he stood outside the slightly cracked master bedroom double doors listening in disbelief as to what he heard, "Baby, I don't know if it's true or not, but I read somewhere we are more likely to have a boy if you get behind me!"
"Carla, that's obviously an old wives tale, and you know my thoughts about doing it like animals, the Lord says it's wrong. Let me get on top like I did last night and I always do."
Myles could hear a disappointing tone in Carla Youngblood's voice while her panting husband lined up his small dick with her fertile-cycle pussy, "...yeah I guess you're right honey, I'm sure we can make a beautiful baby however we do it..."
Suddenly her husband's body convulsed and shook as the electrical current blasted through his veins.
Moments later the young wife screamed loudly as her husband's stiff, twitching body was pushed aside and a man whose face she could not see pinned her to the bed. Myles worked quickly wrapping zip ties around both her wrists before rolling her on to her stomach. He pulled each arm behind her back and fastened them together with another. Myles grabbed her husband's pillow and shoved it under her hips, propping up her tight bubble-shaped butt.
He then aggressively spanked her perfect naked ass with one of his big hands. The young wife yelped in fear and pain.
Myles Dickenson knew at that moment his plan was going to work...
He moved confidently off the bed to where Tom Youngblood's convulsing body twitched incessantly. The stock broker's contorted face lie smashed against the carpet while his stiff legs remained propped up towards the ceiling against his marital bed...the same bed on which his beautiful naked wife lay bound and sobbing uncontrollably.
"Oh my God, what did you do to him?" Carla Youngblood screamed.
"Nothing...I guess he was just shocked to see me. I have this affect on people. Don't worry, he's just going to be out of it for a bit. It'll give us time to get to know each other a little better." Myles stood back and admired the scene.
He circled around and roughly dragged the helpless stock broker across the room to a sitting position, he lifted his lifeless arms and quickly bound them the same way he had the man's wife. Myles connected his wrists above his head to the handle of the large sliding French doors. He repeated the binding process with the man's ankles. "Damn, that Taser really fucked this dude up!" Myles said to himself giddily.
Carla Youngblood continued to scream and cry while face down on her large bed.
Myles retrieved some duct tape and an old sock from his bag. He quickly shoved the sock into Tom Youngblood's mouth and tightly wrapped several layers of the tape around his head to secure it in place. Myles rose and disconnected the taser darts from behind the husband's shoulder before returning the apparatus back into his bag.
He now stood and admired his work. The burgeoning rapist was now in his element and knew this was his inevitable calling.
Against the wall, the incapacitated naked husband sat twitching and groaning with his arms bound above his head while his hot little wife's naked ass sat propped up like a target for Myles' huge cock. Myles licked his lips as he admired the fat pussy lips that he'd seen camel-toeing against her bikini previously. The irony was not lost on him as that event, that moment in time, ultimately became the trigger for this whole diabolical control fantasy.
Now he was here to make this hot little rich bitch pay for her measly $2 tip.
Myles located the bank of light switches and dimmed the overhead lights to their lowest point, creating a darkness level that allowed for only the shadowy outline of images to appear from across the large room. His heart raced as he returned to his pack and retrieved more zip ties, a dark black piece of cloth, and his large hunting knife. He climbed up on the bed and admired Carla Youngblood's sexy body before he wrapped the blindfold over her eyes and tied it tightly in the back.
"Oh my God, what are you doing?" She screamed. "Please don't hurt me, my husband has lots of money, we'll give you anything you want...please..."
Myles yanked off his own beanie cap and tossed it back towards his bag before he used his knife to cut the tie connecting her wrists and quickly yanked one of her arms up and connected it to the headboard of her large bed with another tie. He then did the same with her other wrist.
Myles said nothing as he inhaled his first scent of her perfumed body. The young wife had applied her husband's favorite fragrance liberally in an attempt to arouse his libido as they'd targeted this as the week to officially try and get pregnant for the first time. They'd made beautiful unprotected love the past couple of nights; Carla couldn't wait for her husband to put a baby in her tummy.
Now another man's virile sperm would be joining the party....And this man's massive balls happened to produce a hundred times the semen potency as the hot brunette's husband's middling testicles.
...And he wouldn't just be making a single deposit.
Myles quickly removed his clothes as the bound wife continued to whimper and beg for her release. A minute later, with his clothes scattered around her bed, Myles Dickenson moved on top of the prone hottie. She begged him again not to hurt her.
With his teeth clenched tightly and a handful of her thick hair in his fist, he moved near her ear and growled menacingly, "I don't want to hurt you, but I will if you don't shut the fuck up and take what I'm going to give you."
"Please no, like I said, my husband has lots of money, we'll give you anything you want!"
"Shut up bitch, your husband can keep his God-damn money, I'm going to take something far more valuable...spread your fucking legs cunt!" He threatened as he used his muscular legs to push hers apart. He took the opportunity while he was raised up to spank her perfectly shaped ass once again.
She screamed out loud.
Then suddenly she felt something that wasn't his hand pushing against her butt. Myles fell back on his knees, grabbed his huge cock and slapped it playfully against her taught ass cheeks several times. He then rubbed the fat head against her asshole before sliding it down her crack to the fat pussy lips that had been and still were his object of desire. He pressed his cock against them and admired the way they softly compressed and accepted his ministrations.
The young wife was not as accepting as her swollen pussy lips, "Oh God no, don't put something inside me, it feels too big whatever it is..."
"That's my cock bitch and you better get ready cuz it's going in your hole right now!" Myles growled as he pushed hard until the fat head parted her lips and popped inside.
Carla couldn't believe what he'd just said, "There's no way that could be his penis," She then begged, "Oooohhh Nooohhh...please...God...no...it's too big...jeez...I...can't take it...God...please don't!"
"Yeah it's fucking big slut, but it'll fit, trust me. Your God made it so it would. You just need to cream on it a little and give this big fucker some encouragement."
"No please, I'm married. My husband is in the room. Please stop...please!"
Myles glanced over in the direction of the husband. While it was too dark to make out the features of his face, Myles could see his head bobbing more coherently than he'd seen before. Myles pushed more of his cock into the young wife's tight hole, "Yeah he'll be joining the world of the living very soon, and when he does, he's going to witness what his hot wife looks like getting fucked by a real man."
She groaned as another inch of his fat cock spread her open, "No, please don't do this...oh God...you can't...ugh...too big...God...please don't make him watch this!"
"He's going to watch and you are going to show him how much you love my big cock! Each time you cum, which you will do...you are going to announce it out loudly so he knows exactly how much your tight little pussy loves it! Is that clear bitch?"
"But it hurts too much and I would never orgasm for you! You're a fucking pig!"
"You wanna bet bitch!" He growled as he spanked her ass again. He liked that she was finally putting up more verbal resistance. He pulled back briefly before shoving a couple more inches back inside her incredibly tight hole.
"Oh Jesus, no more please, it's too big...ugh!"
Myles got a dirty smirk on his face before he reached around and tickled her clit, "We'll see how it feels when it gets all wet slut! I heard you tell your pussy of a husband you wanted it doggy style, clearly you and I have no problem doing it like animals, regardless if he does." He spanked her again.
"No, my husband was right, it's dirty...too dirty like this...jeez...please don't touch me there!"
Myles toggled her button for another minute until he could feel it begin to stiffen. All the while, he uncompromisingly pressed his fat cock further into her stretched pussy.
"Ugh...please...oh God...please don't touch me like that!"
"How about like this?" He asked mockingly as he reached forward and squeezed her firm C-cup natural tits. "Yeah those are some sweet titties bitch! You like it when I touch em' like that?"
"No, please not there either..." she gasped.
Myles sensed her mind was beginning to lose the fight with her body. He kept one hand on her fantastic tits as he moved the other back to her clit...it was much wetter than before. He could also feel the tight resistance in her pussy begin to subside as her slick juices coated his fat dick, "That's it bitch, put a little of that married pussy juice on my big cock!"
"No...please no more, I can't take anymore...please stop...ugh..."
His cock was only halfway in.
Just then Tom Youngblood snapped out of his foggy malaise. He had only a vague sense of where he was as the mild sounds of bed springs caught his attention. His mouth felt dry and suddenly as his senses began to reformulate; he realized something was stuffed in it. He tried to remove the gag, but his arms wouldn't move..."WTF?"
Just then he heard a woman's distressed voice that sounded very much like his wife's, "Oh God...that's too deep...I've never felt anything...anything like that...UGH...you're going to split me apart...please take it out...please!"
"Only a couple more inches bitch, you're almost there...here comes!" A man's rough voice announced followed by a sinister laugh.
Suddenly Carla Youngblood shrieked loudly as Myles Dickenson jammed the last two inches of his massive cock into her.
"That a girl! I knew you could take it all slut!" Myles bellowed triumphantly as his huge nuts slapped against her smooth thighs.
Finally comprehending what was transpiring on his marital bed, Tom Youngblood fought against his restraints and yelled incoherently into his gagged mouth.
"Ah looks like the hubby decided to join us just in time for the good parts!" Myles laughed as he slapped the young wife's hot little ass again. He could begin to feel wetness oozing from her splayed lips, dampening his balls as they pressed against the back of her legs.
"...nooo...please...stop...hurts...God...uhn...uhn" the married brunette complained, less energetically than before.
Over the course of the next few minutes Myles worked into a steady pace and was soon hammering into the young wife as he held her hips tightly, "Yeah uhn, that's what I'm fucking talking about...hubby you should feel how tight and wet this horny bitch of yours is right now! Your wife's gonna get me a nut soon...let's see if we can get her one first!"
Myles could sense in Carla Youngblood's body language that despite her rape, she was losing her battle to keep from giving him what he ultimately wanted.
Carla's mind was a jumbled mess...so was her pussy. The fact that her husband was now awake and likely okay, provided her with a huge sense of relief; but also realizing that he was now watching the scene unfold on their marital bed tormented her. Worse yet, the pain she'd felt from being sledge-hammered unendingly by her huge-cocked rapist initially, had subsided significantly and was now being replaced by a pleasure that she hadn't previously known possible.
She tried to convince her body to not respond, but her pussy was not on the same page. Her clit felt satiated in a celebration of sensations as Myles huge cock tugged it in and out on each powerful thrust, only to be massaged by the slapping of his scrotum against it each time he bottomed out. Meanwhile, every sensitive nerve ending for nearly a foot inside her tight wet tunnel embellished the rough veiny contours of his incredible dick. He pounded away.
Carla Youngblood had dreamed about sex like this, but certainly not from a rapist. Still, she now found herself challenged to differentiate the pleasure from the depravity. Her breathing was becoming very erratic and Myles sensed she wasn't far from surrender.
He confidently slipped his middle finger into his mouth before placing it on her puckered asshole.
"No please don't touch me there," the young wife begged. Not because she didn't really want him to, but because she knew she wouldn't be able to control her response if he did. She suddenly remembered back to a night in college when a fraternity guy had taken her home and during the course of their drunken sex, had slipped a finger in her ass while taking her from behind. The sensation had provided her with one of the most incredible orgasms of her life. Unfortunately for her, no other man, her husband included, had ever done it since.
Now Myles Dickenson was about to...
The rapist tickled around her puckered opening before pressing his wet finger inside to the first knuckle.
Carla Youngblood screamed out once again. Myles continued his forward pressure, meanwhile he let a huge saliva stream slip from his lips and splatter against the lower half of her exposed sphincter. We worked the wetness inside as his finger penetrated completely.
The gorgeous wife let out a loud moan for the first time.
Tom Youngblood sat helplessly watching the shadowy scene that played out on his master bed with tears in his eyes. It had taken a fair amount of time for him to gain focus from both the affects of the Taser and the low level lighting. But once he did, he was dumbstruck by the outline of the size of the cock that was being thrust relentless into his wife's slim body. He'd never heard his wife make the kinds of sounds she was at the moment.
The bound stock broker didn't know it, but he was about to watch his beautiful wife cum all over her rapist's incredible dick.
The beleaguered husband had observed how his wife's initial vocal pleas for mercy had now become breathless grunts for reprieve. Her breathing had become heavy and erratic and the unmistakable resonance of sodden body parts slapping together combined with the squeal of overworked bed springs rang out in a mind-numbingly disturbing chorus.



Myles immediately knew that the finger in her ass had unlocked Carla Youngblood's key to climax. His huge cock had fucked the young wife to the edge and now she was ripe for release, "Yeah bitch, are you ready to give me that cum? I can feel your juice dripping off my balls. Tell me you want to cum on my huge cock!"
"...no please stop...uhn...I can't...husband...shit...please...uhn..."
"Tell me slut!" Myles growled as he wiggled his finger in her ass and fucked her even more aggressively.
"OH GOD...please don't...uhn...uhn...JESUS!"
Overwhelming sensations were permeating Carla Youngblood's sexy body from her fingertips to her toes. Her rock-hard nipples scraped wonderfully against the bed sheets and unrecognizable mews escaped her open mouth as her left cheek lay pressed against the bed; the intensity all the more vivid due to her bound wrists and blindfolded eyes. An orgasm unlike anything she had ever experienced was building within her.
Myles Dickenson knew it. He'd seen countless women respond to their fucking by his glorious cock in the same way. But this was different, he was taking this hot little rich bitch against her will to a place he knew she'd never been, while her husband watched from inside the room. This was the fantasy he'd pictured in his mind so many times since he'd first seen her fat pussy lips through those skimpy bikini bottoms.
Myles realized that consensual sex could never again bring him the level of excitement and arousal that he was experiencing at this moment and that this was an act that he would play out again and again...in other homes...in other bedrooms...with other young wives...
But those thoughts were for a different day...right now he had a job to finish.
Myles could feel the familiar sensation building in his huge balls as they slapped against the sexy thighs of the hot little wife. Her tight pussy was now bathing his cock in a slippery cocktail of juices that he could tell, even in the limited light, had formed a milky ring around his dick and coated her own swollen pussy lips. He released her hips and used his free hand to tickle her clit one final time.
"Oh God...don't...please...Fuh...Oh My God!" she groaned loudly, followed by one final plea, "...please stop...I don't want to..."
"Don't want to what bitch? Cum on my big cock? Sorry no can do slut, I'm about to get my nut and obviously you are too!" Myles screamed as he pounded into her mercilessly, finger still buried in her ass.
"...no please...no protection...not here...not now...Oh God...Oh God...uhn...uhn...please...Oh shit..."
"Say it bitch, tell me you're gonna cum on my dick...SAY IT!"
Carla Youngblood had felt her orgasm building for a long time, but when it finally arrived, it overtook her in a way she couldn't have imagined. Her toes curled and her hands tightly gripped the round wooden posts on her headboard. Every sensitive nerve ending in her lithe body pulsed in a pleasurable symphony of orgasmic bliss, "Oooooh...Uhhhhh...uhn...uhn...I'm sorry honey...he's making me...making me...Oh God...I'm cuuuummmmiiiinnnnggg!"
"YEAH BITCH...I told you you'd cum on this big fucking cock! I'm going now too slut! This tight little pussy is milking my big nuts...HERE IT COMES...UHN...UHN...UHN...FUCK YEAH...TAKE IT SLUT...TAKE ALL OF IT...UHN!!!"
Myles grunted like a bull as his massive balls slapped one final time against her skin while he thrust as deeply as he had any point in the night as a torrent of semen blasted so deep inside the wife's pussy that all of her husband's feeble remaining sperm from their past couple of days of love-making were washed away in an instant by a new wave of horny tadpoles. And then another wave joined, and then another, and then another....
Their climatic mating lasted nearly a full minute.
When it was finally over, the rapist and young wife lay there gasping for breath. Myles pulled back and his semi-hard cock slipped out with a thud. A thick wave of semen paste immediately formed at the young wife's weathered entrance. Both of them were covered in sweat. Myles playfully smacked her gorgeous ass before moving from the bed. He glanced over at the bound husband who was frantically fighting against his restraints while incoherent screams emanated from his muffled mouth.
"That's some really good pussy you got there dude," was all Myles said to him; neither being able to make out the expression on the other's face in the near darkness. Myles walked downstairs to the kitchen, he carefully used a pot holder to open the refrigerator door, not wanting to leave any fingerprints behind. He found himself a Bud Light and pounded it quickly. He grabbed another.
Then he went back upstairs and pounded Carla Youngblood three more times.
*****
Over the course of the next two years, Myles Dickenson raped more than 20 women on the San Francisco peninsula in similar fashion. One might think that he perfected his craft as time went along, but the truth was, his masterful fucking of Carla Youngblood had been pretty much flawless on his first try.
Myles was always careful to avoid households where he had previously met the husband or boyfriend, for fear of being recognized in the course of the assaults. He also engaged in the least amount of dialogue during his deliveries with his female targets in an attempt to keep his voice from sounding familiar when he fucked their brains out.
On his third assault, a young couple living in Half Moon Bay, Myles was taken aback to find video equipment on a tri-pod facing their big king-sized bed. After he shocked, gagged and secured the professional surfer boyfriend, he made the perky little redhead tell him how to work the video equipment. To his surprise and delight, the camera was a high-end model that filmed clear video images in the dark. Myles followed her camera usage instructions and big-titted Kimmy Kennedy followed Myles' instructions on how to lick up his cum when he concluded her titty fucking by splattering a huge load on her tits and pretty face. When he was finally done with her, Myles proudly went on his way with the video equipment in one bag and a big empty set of balls in another.
He filmed every encounter from that point forward.
Most of the assaults went as smoothly as the first one, but about a year into his spree, while fucking the shit out of a blonde trophy wife in the Los Altos Hills, her older husband, a well-known venture capitalist, died from a heart attack while bound to a piece of exercise equipment in his master suite. The autopsy was inconclusive as to whether the shock from the Taser or the shock from watching his hot young wife cum all over Myles Dickenson's big cock had triggered the massive coronary. Regardless, Myles Dickenson, in addition to being one of the most sought after rapists in Bay Area history, was now also a murderer....
I hope you enjoyed chapter 1, if so please take the time to comment and/or vote. I also welcome feedback via email and do my best to respond as quickly as possible. Make sure if you contact me that way to include your email address.
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Police departments from San Francisco to Mountain View converged to create a special task force to hunt down and capture the elusive Peninsula Rapist, as he was known at the time. Myles Dickenson had fueled the frenzy by calling into the assault case hotline following each rape from a payphone near the location to provide the crime scene address and other sordid details. He would make sure to provide highlights of each woman's naked body and the position they would find her in when they arrived. He would also tell them how many times each victim came on his huge cock.
The task force grew more and more frustrated with each passing assault. While DNA science was still quite elementary at the time, the physical evidence pointed to the same brazen perpetrator in each case. While they were unable to come up with a composite sketch of his face, certain well-documented facts helped create a distinct profile of the assailant: 20 to 30 years old; Caucasian medium colored skin; Light-colored short cropped hair; 6'-1" to 6'-3" in height; Approximately 200 pounds; Muscle covered physique; Extremely long and thick penis; Enormous testicles that produce large volume of ejaculate; Insatiable appetite for sex.
The details from nearly every victim and crime scene were basically the same as well: Young, attractive wife or girlfriend; Significant other almost always present at time of assault; Affluent background; San Francisco Bay Area Peninsula resident; Male victim Tasered, bound, and forced to watch; Female victim bound, blindfolded, and raped repeatedly; From the third assault on, the perpetrator videotaped the crime.
Based on the case similarities, especially the fact that each victim was extremely attractive and possessed a very desirable body, the task force was convinced these were not random acts, but rather a choreographed plan by a cunning individual who in some way was familiar with his victims prior to his crimes.
In meeting after meeting, the most seasoned detectives in the area, with assistance from the FBI, racked their frustrated brains trying to figure out the connection between the crimes. None of the victims knew each other, nor did they share any social connection or past geographical similarities other than currently residing in a 40 mile radius on the west side of San Francisco Bay.
Meanwhile, the rapes continued.
One evening about 2 years after the first reported assault, detective Larry Golding, a grizzled veteran of the San Mateo Police Department, sat in the study of his Belmont home reviewing the details of the Peninsula Rapist case as he had so many nights before. Suddenly, he heard the ringing of his doorbell. At first it struck him as odd that someone would be visiting their home at 7:30 p.m., but then he recalled his wife telling him at dinner that she was trying out a grocery delivery service and they'd be coming over later.
He went about his work as he heard his wife answer the door and welcome the delivery driver. A few minutes later his wife and the man shared a laugh as she walked him to the door. Not really listening, but unable to ignore the conversation, Larry overheard the delivery driver say, "San Francisco to Mountain View..." At first it didn't register with him as he glanced down at a dotted map showing all of the Peninsula rapists assault locations, but then something clicked in his brain just as he heard the front door open and his wife say, "I'm sure going to like having this service, I hope your company leaders figure out a way to make money doing it without raising prices..."
"Yes, me too," the driver answered, "I really like the job, it has lots of other fringe benefits as well!" He said before he laughed loudly.
Just then Larry Golding popped his head out of his office and eyed the tall, well groomed, mid-20's delivery driver, "Hey there, did I hear you say something about San Francisco to Mountain View?"
"Oh yes sir, I was just telling your wife here, that is my delivery area."
"Hmm...what is the name of your company again?"
"It's called Webvan sir, we are an online grocery delivery service, I'm sure you've seen our trucks around..."
"Yes, I'm sure I have. Say, how many drivers do you have working there?"
"There are about 100 of us that work out of the Foster City warehouse, but only a handful of us have been around since the company's beginning."
"And how long ago was that?"
"A little over two years ago, time flies when you're having fun!" The driver replied with a big smile. "Speaking of that, I should get going, I have another delivery to make tonight!"
"A little over two years huh?" The detective asked with a quizzical tone in his voice.
"Oh Larry, that's enough with the third degree, let this nice young man get to his final delivery so he isn't out all night!" Barbara Golding said to her husband with a small irritated laugh.
"Sure thing honey..." the detective replied as he turned back towards his office. He took a couple of steps in that direction before he turned and asked the delivery driver, "Hey I didn't catch your name son...?"
"Myles...Myles Dickenson sir!"
*****
That night a gorgeous Asian wife and mother of two received Myles Dickenson's final delivery...it just happened to be captured on videotape.
Three days later, following a search of his Antioch apartment, the Webvan Rapist was behind bars. Less than a year later, Myles Dickenson was shipped to San Quentin and Webvan.com declared bankruptcy.
*****
Webvan had really fucked up hiring Myles Dickenson. The grocery delivery company had been on rocky ground its entire short-term existence, but this inexcusable tragedy was the final straw in its ultimate demise.
The trial had been quite the circus, as for most Northern Californians it was as much an examination of the well-documented failures of the once promising dot-com darling, as it was about the brutal crimes committed by one of the most brazen rapists in Bay Area history.
The trial venue was moved across the bay to Berkeley at the request of Dickenson's lawyer, an up and coming public defender named Mark Lambert. It was a brilliant move on the part of the young attorney as he knew that most of the judges in that jurisdiction were more liberal than any in the state.
The San Mateo County D.A.'s office barely objected to the motion as they had so much evidence against Dickenson they believed a change of venue was nothing more than an inconsequential inconvenience.
During the warranted search of the defendant's apartment, the task force detectives and criminologists discovered the backpack that Myles had used during the course of each of his crimes. Inside they found the stolen video equipment and tri-pod, the stolen Taser device, a six-inch hunting knife, a dark beanie with eyes, nose, and mouth cutouts, duct tape, rubber gloves, two blindfolds, and a bag full of zip ties. The zip ties were an exact match to those used at each and every crime scene.
But all of that evidence paled in comparison to the treasure trove the library of video tapes provided.
The D.A. lawyers and detectives had all gotten together and celebrated at the stupidity of the high school dropout who videotaped nearly all of his heinous crimes, essentially implicating himself before ever going to trial. The prosecution team believed that with all the physical evidence, the video tapes, and testimony by the victims, they had an iron clad case for multiple rape convictions and one case for murder in the first degree. They intended to pursue the death penalty.
But Myles Dickenson and his young, talented attorney had other ideas.
Lambert knew that Dickenson was guilty of all of the accused crimes; Myles had basically told him as much in their pre-trial planning meetings. But as the two of them formulated their defense, they felt quite confident they could keep Myles from the gas chamber and possibly achieve other concessions from the exceedingly liberal judge, Andrew Townsend III.
Unfortunately for Mark Lambert, Myles Dickenson had a bombshell to drop on day one of the trial which would put the defense on their heels right from the outset...but it nonetheless provided Myles a deranged sense of "rubbing it in the noses of his victims and their families" satisfaction. He waited until the trial began to unveil it.
As they led the smartly-dressed, ruggedly-handsome defendant into court, Myles glanced around at all of his attractive former victims and their significant others with a cocky, prideful grin on his face. Most of the women couldn't bring themselves to make eye contact with him...not because they were afraid, but because of how ashamed they were at how they had responded when he fucked the shit out of each and every one of them.
When the judge announced, "The Case of the People of California vs. Myles Dickenson," Myles rose and interrupted with his unanticipated request, "Excuse me your honor, but I have a document that shows my name has been legally changed and I would ask that the court refer to me by it throughout this trial."
Murmurs permeated the crowd as Mark Lambert and the judge both stared at Myles in disbelief.
"Mr. Dickenson, this is highly unusual behavior as your lawyer is the appointed voice of your defense and all motions and objectives should be channeled through him...but I will make an exception as you are new to this courtroom. Bailiff, can you please retrieve the document from Mr. Dickenson."
After reading the court approved legal document, the judge announced to the courtroom, "I'm not sure how he achieved this while incarcerated, but the defendant has legally undergone a name change, let the record show that we will now try the case of, "The People of the State of California vs. Mylo Dickenson."
The former Myles rose again, "Sorry to be a pain in the ass your honor, but you are also mispronouncing my last name."
"Mr. Dickenson, I gave you one warning, any additional outbursts or use of profanity in this courtroom will result in you being held in contempt of court. Now what are you talking about? Is "Dick-en-son" not the proper pronunciation, I've never heard that surname pronounced any other way?"
"Your honor the proper pronunciation is 'Dick-is-in'! It's kind of like the Green Bay Packers quarterback Brett Favre being pronounced 'Farve'."
More gasps, murmurs, and a few thoughtless chuckles filtered through the courtroom.
Judge Townsend immediately understood the intended ruse being played by Mylo Dickenson, but he was powerless to overrule the defendant's request. He glared with a look of disgust at Mylo who was smiling from ear to ear, "Okay please let the record show that the defendant's surname is pronounced 'Dick-is-in'! Now if there are no other interruptions let us begin the case of, "The People of the State of California vs. Mylo Dickenson."
Again there was unrest in the courtroom when the judge pronounced the accused rapist's name as My-lo Dick-is-in.
The shit eating grin never left Mylo's face. His lawyer looked at him and thought to himself, "I can't believe I am defending this piece of shit."
Over the course of the first few days of the trial, the prosecution succinctly presented the evidence against Mylo with little objection from the defense. All of the physical evidence pointed to Mylo as the clear and obvious perpetrator in each and every one of the rapes.
It wasn't until day 4 of the trial that the prosecution called Carla Youngblood to the stand.
Myles thought she looked really hot in her conservative below the knee dress. He could see her pert tits jiggle beneath the fabric and immediately recalled how good they'd looked when he sprayed his final load all over them before departing her house that night.
Carla led the district attorney through a tearful account of her rape at the hands of the accused. She recounted being bound and assaulted repeatedly while her husband was forced to watch. When her testimony was complete, the jury, made up mostly of women, appeared horrified at the unthinkable way that Mylo Dickenson had assaulted the poor young housewife. Eventually the prosecution said they had no more questions.
The first question asked by Mark Lambert on cross examination was, "Did you orgasm when you were allegedly assaulted by Mylo Dickenson?"
Immediately the D.A. objected.
The judge overruled.
Carla Youngblood was not prepared for the question and immediately a panicked expression came across her face. She looked at the D.A. and then at her husband who sat in the front row holding their two-year-old child. Finally she spoke, "...um I...um..yes..."
"Sorry Miss Youngblood, I don't believe everyone heard your response, can you repeat it more loudly."
"...Yes...yes I did."
At first, the jury members looked at her with a compassionate gaze, wondering how this was relevant and why the judge let the question be asked in the first place. Then when the second question was answered, most had a distinctly different reaction.
"Miss Youngblood, please tell the courtroom how many orgasms you experienced the night of the alleged assault?"
Again the young brunette looked around the courtroom like a dear in headlights, "Um...I don't really remember sir..."
"Let me remind you Miss Youngblood you are under oath, was it more than five?"
"Carla Youngblood stared down into her lap before subtly glancing at Mylo for the first time, she answered, "Yes, I believe so..."
Murmurs again rang out through the crowd.
"Miss Youngblood is it true that you announced each time you orgasmed with a statement similar to 'I'm cuumminngg'?"
"Objection, how is this relevant your honor," the assistant D.A. shouted.
"I will allow the question, but Mr. Lambert please bring this line of questioning to a point or I will be forced to shut you down! Miss Youngblood, please answer the question."
"Oh God...uh Yes I believe I did..."
Again the crowd in the courtroom became unsettled before the judge quieted them down.
"Last question, so Miss Youngblood, you suggest that you were taken against your will and forced to have sexual intercourse with the defendant, all the while experiencing at least 5 orgasms and announcing each of them while your husband watched and listened? Wow...I don't know, but if you were my wife I'm not sure I would actually believe you were being taken against your will!"
"Objection your honor!"
"Objection sustained, jury please disregard that last statement by Mr. Lambert. Please strike the comment from the legal record. Counselor anymore outbursts like that and you will be held in contempt!"
"Understood, no more questions your honor." Mark Lambert replied as he made his way back to the defendant's table. He and Mylo both knew the damage had been done as Carla Youngblood sobbed uncontrollably and made her way back to where her husband was sitting.
Several of the jurors who had originally thought of her as a believable victim were now questioning whether she wasn't more of slutty bimbo.
The judge excused the proceedings for the day and as the deputy led Mylo past the bench where the Youngblood's sat consoling each other, they both looked up in time to make eye-contact with him. He smiled wickedly and then looked down at the little boy in Tom Youngblood's arms, "Handsome kid...I bet he grows up with a huge cock!"
Tom Youngblood only refrained from taking a swing at the cocky son-of-a-bitch because he held the toddler in his arms.
Ironically, nearly three years previously when Carla missed her period following the assault, she tested positive for pregnancy. The Youngblood's prayed for guidance as they had themselves engaged in procreation the previous two nights before her rape. Ultimately their religious beliefs, especially their faith that their marital bond was stronger than the power of her rapist's incomprehensible semen production, led them to follow through with the pregnancy. They agreed that they would never strive to determine the paternity of their son and would love him as their own forever.
*****
They did their very best over the years to convince themselves that Tom was the boy's biological father, but when the handsome boy turned 14, it was very clear when his penis grew to be 11" long that his father was not the person who had raised him, but rather he was the bastard sitting in a prison cell 50 miles away who had fucked the living shit out of his mom one night in his parent's bed.
*****
The following day, the jury heard similar testimony from the 2nd victim. The prosecution painted a picture of a horrific scene where the defendant brutally raped the young mother against her will while her unfortunate husband was forced to watch the unfathomable assault while helplessly bound. The defense countered with a similar line of questioning before the victim admitted that much like the first victim, she orgasmed repeatedly and announced it verbally each time. The jury walked out of the courtroom feeling much the same way about the victim as they had following Carla Youngblood's testimony.
The prosecution team got together that night and circled the wagons. They had seen and heard the same testimony from their star witnesses that the jury had over the past two days and were growing concerned that the focus of the trial was moving from the brutal execution of the bondage and unwanted physical contact, to the later reaction when the endowed defendant apparently pleasured each victim to the point of climax. But day three of the trial would bring a different element to the proceedings; one the prosecution believed would sway the tide back in their favor....they were badly mistaken.
On day three of victim testimony, the prosecution presented the first videotaped assault as evidence. The jury and everyone in the courtroom watched in complete shock as the defendant roughly bound and tore the clothing from the clearly frightened young redhead Kimmy Kennedy while her boyfriend sat limply following his tasering, secured to a chair not far from the bed. He was gagged in the same fashion that had been described in the previous assaults. Meanwhile, Kimmy's huge tits bounded amazingly when Myles cut her bra away with his hunting knife. She begged and pleaded with him not to hurt her.
The crowd in the room gasped when they saw Myles' huge cock for the first time. And when he roughly shoved it into the hot little redhead and she screamed in pain and fear, the prosecution sat back in their chairs with satisfied looks on their faces...this was clearly all the evidence the jury would need to be convinced of the undeniable guilt of the defendant. They played the next several minutes of the assault as the young woman begged repeatedly for him to stop. Eventually the video stopped and the prosecution rested their arguments.
The judge recessed the courtroom for lunch and nearly everyone adjourned with the strong sense that what they had just watched, combined with what was sure to come when the murder evidence was introduced, that Mylo Dickenson was headed for the gas chamber.
However, two people in the courtroom knew there was countering evidence that would likely make people feel differently.
It turns out the prosecution had not done a good job of dotting their I's and crossing their T's. They had wrongfully assumed that the end of the portion of the video they had introduced exposing the third rape represented the end of the tape. However, Mylo Dickenson and his lawyer knew otherwise. Mylo had told Lambert that he had inadvertently pushed a timer button that shut the video equipment off after 20 minutes. On the night of the assault, when he rose from the bed to take a piss after his first fucking of Miss Kennedy, he discovered the issue. Not wanting to take a chance that he would accidently record over the previous segment, he fast-forwarded to a spot further into the tape and started it again...two additional hours of video portrayed a much different scene than the one previously watched by the jury.



Kimmy Kennedy, much like Carla Youngblood had started off pleading and begging for Mylo to stop his rape of her. But also like the first victim, eventually the pleasure she experienced overcame her ability to resist and she was soon climaxing uncontrollably on Mylo's massive cock. The judge, jury, prosecutors, and courtroom audience watched in awe as the big-titted redhead orgasmed time and time again as Mylo fucked the hell out of her.
Worse yet for the prosecution were the filthy dialogue and basic hard core amateur porn that ensued in the subsequent scenes on the large TV screen in the courtroom.
"You love my big fucking cock don't you, you horny fucking slut?" Mylo shouted.
"Oh God Yes, your dick is amazing, I'm going to cum again, fuck me!" The young redhead screamed in response.
At about that time, Kimmy Kennedy walked quietly out of the courtroom with her head down and sunglasses on. Her boyfriend was nowhere to be seen, he had kicked the slutty bitch out of his apartment years earlier immediately following Mylo's rape of her.
The other victims watched as the guilt-ridden redhead exited the large courtroom, a few other wives feeling much the same way, well aware they had responded similarly when Mylo Dickenson raped them. Meanwhile, everyone else in the courtroom remained in place as the fuckfest continued. On the tape, eventually Mylo released Kimmy from her restraints, but instead of attempting to escape or free her boyfriend, the horny slut used her hands and mouth to pleasure her alleged assailant.
The video finally drew to a close when Mylo erupted yet again. This time instead of planting his seed in her hungry pussy for the third time, he impressively splattered her pretty face and huge tits upon the completion of one of the hottest titty fucking scenes anyone in the courtroom had ever witnessed.
The following morning the prosecution team, including the Assistant D.A., were removed from the case. The lead District Attorney Bob Stanley himself took over. He was able to get the judge to grant a one-day recess for the change of lawyers.
The new prosecution team reviewed all the remaining videotapes in painstaking detail and much to their vexation, in many of the subsequent rapes, the female victims responded to Mylo's fucking in much the same way as Carla Youngblood, some had even slutted it up as much as Kimmy Kennedy. One notable example, Tess Simonton, the gorgeous trophy wife of billionaire venture capitalist, Terry Simonton, became a foul-mouthed fuck slut after taking Mylo's huge cock in her ass at the couple's huge Los Altos Hills estate.
The 29-year-old blonde former playboy playmate had started off kicking and screaming like Mylo's other victims, but eventually she succumbed to the power of his incredible cock while her 73-year-old husband sat slack-jawed and bound against the large fireplace in their master suite. When Mylo taunted the young wife by suggesting that their mating looked to be killing her old man, the prosecution team watched in exasperated disbelief when the hot wife responded by reaching back between her legs and fondling her assailant's massive balls, while breathlessly commenting, "Fuck me in the ass with your huge cock, my old-fuck husband can't even keep it hard these days, it's probably killing him to watch you fuck me so good! And I don't even care!"
The hot young blonde and her husband had been on rocky ground for the past six months since she walked into his office one afternoon and caught him getting a blow job from his young Latina nurse.
"Oh my God," the D.A. yelled out exasperatedly, "The stupid bitch says she doesn't even care if it kills her husband to watch her fuck the rapist and then the old dude up and dies in the process...we absolutely cannot show this to the jury! Someone get Dickenson's attorney on the phone, we need to cut a deal!"
Just then one of the nerdy assistant D.A.'s spoke, "Uh sir, don't forget he pronounces it 'Dick-is-in' now."
"Oh shut the fuck up Melvin! Where's that fucking call with Mark Lambert?" Bob Stanley screamed at the top of his lungs to everyone and no one in particular.
An hour later, Mark Lambert sat in front of Bob Stanley's massive mahogany desk, "Do you really get any satisfaction from defending pieces of shit like this Mark?"
"It's my job, don't forget you were a court appointed defense lawyer once upon a time too Bob!"
"Yes, that was a long time ago and I don't remember ever defending anyone as fucked-up as your client," he laughed, "But I probably did. So you probably know why I called you here on short notice, thanks to my bumbling team of morons, we made your loser of a client look like the second coming of Don Juan to the jury. And the way I see it, it is likely only going to get worse if we continue to show these disturbing videotapes to them. So what I'm getting at, if we pull the gas chamber off the table, would you guys be willing to make a deal?"
"I assume you watched the video of the playboy bunny wishing her husband would die while she was fucking my client?"
"Yeah," Stanley sighed, "We'd be willing to go with murder in the 2nd on that one if we can come to an agreement on the rest of this shit. Obviously I'm not willing to take life without parole off the table, in spite of how bad we've fucked this thing up; we still have 20 rapes and the croaking of the old man on videotape. You'd be risking your client's life if you don't take it!"
"Let me talk it over with Mr. Dickenson and I'll get back to you ASAP."
Two hours later Mark Lambert called the District Attorney back and said, "Ok Bob, we'd be willing to take life without parole, but if and only if, one additional concession is made. You know those clinical professionals we hired, the Hypersexual Behavior Specialists who along with your own doctors determined my client is far and away the most sexually compulsive individual that any of them had ever studied?"
"Yeah..."
"Well, do you also recall that their unanimous determination was that if my client, due to unfathomably high testosterone levels, does not get regular relief from the constant build up of reproductive fluids within his scrotum..."
"...get to the point Mark, what are you asking for, that one of the guard's sucks him off every day?"
"No, we are requesting...excuse me, demanding...that my client be provided pornographic magazines and a secluded place twice-a-day everyday to relieve himself for the entirety of his sentence!"
The District Attorney laughed out loud, "You think I can convince a judge to allow that stipulation for a serial rapist? I was thinking more along the lines of chemical castration Mark!"
"Make it happen Bob, or each of those videotapes is going to be played from beginning to end." Mark Lambert responded before hanging up.
Bob Stanley knew Mylo Dickenson was going to be convicted of something significant, but he couldn't risk a compassionate jury siding with the rapist who, along with his lawyer, had done a good job of deferring the focus from the brutal rapes to the reaction of the victim's. Now the D.A. was also faced with the very real possibility that none of the remaining victims would be willing to take the stand following the humiliation experienced by the first three. He knew he had to take the plea deal, life without parole would still be considered a victory, especially in the liberal Bay Area where most didn't support the death penalty anyway. The only question now was how to convince the judge to agree to the smut magazine masturbation demand.
The same laughter that escaped his mouth when Mark Lambert made the demand to him spewed from the judge's lips when Bob Stanley presented it to him. When he finished chuckling the judge said, "Bob, I would have expected something like this from a rookie attorney, but I can't believe someone of your experience would have the nerve to actually bring this across my desk. The answer is absolutely no!"
Bob Stanley swallowed nervously, "Andy I hate to bring this up, but do you remember a certain young black man, a hotel room and a Batman suit from that convention in Vegas?"
"How dare you bring that up after all these years Bob! You would really expose that to get this concession for this piece of shit Dickenson?"
"Andy, you know how bad this would look for me if we don't get at least life without parole, and his lawyer has threatened to show all those fucking videos if we don't. You and I both know this court and all those families do not need to go through that. And besides, you can lean on the medical expert recommendations for your justification, they all but said it would be cruel and unusual punishment if this loser's big balls aren't emptied a couple of times a day."
"Jesus Bob, I can't believe you are asking me for this. If I agree, you have to promise this is the last time you ever mention anything about that night in Vegas!"
"You have my word judge!"
Two days later the jury trial was terminated as a plea deal was agreed upon by both sides. A lot of relieved rape victims experienced a bittersweet sense of satisfaction as the man who had brutally assaulted them was now headed to prison for the rest of his life.
None however, would ever admit that no other man had ever provided them with more sexual satisfaction before or since, than what Mylo Dickenson did on those faithful nights.
******
18 years later
"Okay Mylo you know the drill, hands behind you up against the cell bars." San Quentin guard Jerry Kincaid ordered as he reached between the bars and attached the handcuffs to Mylo Dickenson's thick wrists. After the restraints were secured, the guard unlocked the heavy door and led the serial rapist down the long corridor past the cells of some of the most brutal killers who had ever "graced" God's green earth.
Many made comments along the way, most referring to Mylo's eventual date with his right hand. Mylo simply smiled the same shit-eating grin that he had every time he'd made this walk twice-a-day for the past 18 years.
But, before the two men would circle back to the room here in the C-block allotted for the relief of Mylo's swollen testicles, they would make the trek across the prison grounds to the temporary infirmary for Mylo's twice-daily insulin shot. Eight years previously, Dickenson had been diagnosed with Diabetes and the guard group came up with this schedule where they would take Mylo to the infirmary followed by his twice-daily masturbation sessions.
"What's it gonna be today Mylo? Another one of those big fat ugly pigs with hair growing from her nipples or a little of that faggot porn?" Jerry Kincaid teased laughingly.
"Probably the fat ugly bitches...by the way, when did your mom start posing for magazine porn Jerry?" Mylo responded with his typical wit.
"Fuck you Mylo," was the only response from the guard who was overmatched intellectually and knew he would lose a verbal sparring match with the convicted rapist. Nonetheless, Kincaid's line was a common teasing theme heaped upon Mylo Dickenson by the Q guards ever since Grant Rawlins had been hired as warden.
For the first twelve years of Mylo's incarceration, he had been supplied with hot mags like Playboy, Penthouse or Hustler for his twice-daily jerk sessions. But not long after the new warden arrived, while familiarizing himself with Mylo Dickenson's bio as he did for all of the inmates, Grant Rawlins carefully studied the court order requiring that the serial rapist be provided porn and a secluded place to satisfy himself twice-a-day. The astute warden observed that there was never a stipulation listed as to the type of porn required.
From that day forward, Mylo Dickenson had been forced to pleasure himself while gazing at fat, ugly, hairy pigs in some of the most tasteless sexual situations, or worse yet for him, gay porn. The new warden, seeking to put his stamp on his San Quentin rein, saw no reason to provide the serial rapist with high-arousal porn materials.
Mylo, with the help of his lawyer, fought like hell to get the previous quality porn reinstated, but their requests were all denied. Mylo resorted to recalling the experiences from the best of his previous sexual conquests for arousal, but he often couldn't achieve climax in the twenty minute window stipulated by the courts without the help of the sexy women from the quality porn mags. He experienced many excruciating days and nights with his blue balls brimming with semen.
Mylo vowed to get revenge on the new warden as the new policy obviously frustrated him to no end and eventually led to him becoming one of the most disruptive inmates in the East Wing. It had remained that way for the past six years.
Now, following a ten minute walk, the two men approached the entrance to the temporary infirmary. Once inside, Jerry Kincaid signed the consenting paperwork authorizing Mylo Dickenson's second insulin shot of the day...
*****
Meanwhile in a large office on the 2nd floor on the other end of the building, Liv Rawlins approached her husband with a flirtatious glint in her eyes, "Hey, I don't recall getting my bad girl spanking..."
The warden smiled, "You'll get it tonight, I made a note in my log that you deserve a special kind of punishment!"
"What if I don't want to wait till later?" She teased. "All your staff left for the long weekend, we have this whole place to ourselves, you could bend me over your desk and administer my punishment right here in this correctional facility. I have been naughty lately..."
"Oh is that right, what naughty things have you done lately?" He played along with a sly smile on his face.
The warden's gorgeous wife pushed her big tits into his chest, "It's more about what I haven't done. I've been married to the same great guy for seven years and tomorrow is our anniversary and I haven't gone down on him in a while..."
"Hmm, that does sound like a punishable offense. But I bet you could get a stay of your sentence if you were to drop to your knees and do it right now!"
"You think he would be okay with that, I bet he is tender down there from all that build-up?" Liv said as she cutely bit her lip.
"Yeah, I think he could make an exception just this one time..."
She looked at him mischievously before she slowly dropped to her knees and ran her tongue along the outside of his pants just below his zipper.
The warden groaned, it had been way too long since his wife had given him head and he was now excited beyond control. He ran his fingers through her thick hair as she reached for his belt and quickly had it and the top button of his jeans undone. His gorgeous wife then proceeded to tantalizingly unzip his fly with her perfectly gleaming white teeth.
Moments later the warden leaned back against the large floor to ceiling bookcase as his pants fell around his ankles. His 6" cock was rock hard and tenting his boxer briefs towards his sexy wife's full pursed lips. The gorgeous brunette reached out and gripped his bulge with her small hand, "Someone looks kind of angry, are you sure he's going to be okay with my naughtiness?"
"Won't know till he's released from his confinement..."
The two of them stared into each other's eyes as she bit her lower lip again before slipping both hands into the band of his briefs and slowly pulling them down, stretching the material to accommodate his stiff cock. Like his pants, she let his boxers fall down around his ankles.
"...He does look kind of angry, let me see if I can make him feel a little better," the warden's sexy wife purred as she reached up and tickled his balls while sliding her slippery tongue from the underside of the base along his length before flicking it playfully on the sensitive skin just under the head.
Grant's head rolled back in complete contentment, "Oh fuck baby, that feels good..." But something then clicked in his head, "Oh damn, we should lock my door hun, I can't get caught doing this in here!"
"Are you serious Grant, you want me to stop?" She asked incredulously before tonguing one of his balls.
"Of course not, but can you just run over and do it...I promise I won't go anywhere!"
His beautiful wife licked her lips before rolling her eyes and letting out a heavy sigh as she rose from her knees and moved towards the door.
*****
Mylo Dickenson sat on the edge of the exam table with his wrists handcuffed behind his back. The infirmary physician, Doctor Dan Schwartz stood in front of him with a syringe in hand as guard Jerry Kincaid stood behind looking at his cell phone.
Without warning, an earthy groan unlike anything any of them had ever heard roared from a place miles below their feet. Suddenly the ground began to shake...
...and shake and shake...
The infamous San Andreas Fault had just ruptured in a manner not experienced in recorded history.
The epicenter was located just off the coast outside the mouth of the Golden Gate between San Francisco and Marin, no more than twelve miles from San Quentin prison. The massive quake immediately registered at a previously incomprehensible mark of 8.8 on the Moment Magnitude Scale.
The devastation caused by this earthquake in such a densely populated area, would make all natural disasters worldwide before it pale in comparison. For Warden Grant Rawlins, it would be even worse...
The ground shook at an unimaginable level for nearly three minutes. Immediate devastation ensued in the Bay Area unlike anything ever seen as buildings, bridges, and freeway overpasses collapsed like a child's tinker toy set. Several East and South Bay reservoir dams burst catastrophically and in the aftermath cities like Livermore, Morgan Hill, and parts of San Jose were instantly washed from the map. The BART tunnel underneath San Francisco Bay was immediately crushed as a Tsunami that dwarfed those in Japan and Indonesia swept across the Bay and virtually cleared the land of everything in its path in the lower lying areas of Berkeley, Emeryville, Alameda, and Oakland. All seven of the Bay Area's bridges sustained heavy damage, none more seriously than the iconic Golden Gate. When the shaking finally stopped, the Northern most tower of one of the most recognizable landmarks in the world leaned perilously in a southern facing direction.
The loss of life was beyond comprehension...and the fires had barely yet begun.
The old prison on the shores of San Francisco Bay was not exempt from the devastation. The central guard tower at San Quentin collapsed into a pile of rubble, immediately killing all 8 guards on watch. In moments, all of the prison cell structures experienced severe damage including the full implosion of the roof on the B-wing building. Luckily (for them) most of the inmates were in the central dining hall at the time of the catastrophe.
Opportunistically, a huge contingent of inmates used the distraction created by the earthquake to bum-rush the guards and overpower them in short order. Within minutes, even as the shaking continued and debris fell from the ceiling, the unyielding horde had disarmed the 25 dumbstruck guards and secured the entire building.
The inmates were now armed and in charge.
*****
In the temporary infirmary, the doctor, guard, and prisoner Mylo Dickenson froze in uncomprehending shock at the extreme shaking the room was experiencing at the moment. Suddenly there was a deafening boom from behind where Mylo sat on the exam table. The doctor's eyes grew huge and a horrified look appeared on his face as he peered over Mylo's shoulder in the direction of the loud sound.
Mylo quickly turned his head to see what had caused the doctor to respond in such a way. As he did, blood spurted from the mouth of guard Jerry Kincaid. Mylo then noticed the huge shard of glass that had pierced his jugular and still protruded from both sides of the dying guard's neck. Unlike a standard infirmary exam room where the tempered window glass would have exploded into a thousand little pieces, the interior window of this converted office was annealed glass that shattered in large shards. One of those huge daggers had exploded from the window frame and impaled the unfortunate guard before he knew what hit him.



Dr. Schwartz froze in terrified disbelief.
Mylo Dickenson didn't...
The third degree black belt immediately thrust his head forward and head-butted the unsuspecting physician. The impact caved-in the jaw of the doctor and sent most of his front teeth flying. He crumpled to the floor. Mylo quickly jumped off the table even as the room still shook and unsteadily moved around to Jerry Kincaid's limp body; he lowered himself down until his handcuffed hands were up against the exposed keychain attached to the dead guard's waist. The chain held upwards of 50 keys, but only a few that Mylo knew to be handcuff keys.
The intense shaking finally stopped as small glass shards cut painfully into Mylo's ass. He could barely feel it however, as the excitement of potentially freeing himself coursed through his veins.
Without warning the room was suddenly cast into complete darkness as all power to most of Marin County was lost as a huge transformer in Novato was destroyed when a 300-year-old redwood tree fell and crushed it. Mylo fumbled in the darkness for nearly a minute before the backup generators kicked in and replenished most of the prison grounds with auxiliary power. He worked more urgently, not knowing how long he would have light. While doing his best to crane his neck in a manner to provide some visibility behind him, he tried frustratingly over the next ten minutes to not only locate the correct key, but to actually fit it into the handcuff keyhole. Finally, he heard a loud click and his right hand sprung free. Moments later he freed the other.
An excited feeling that Mylo had not experienced in 18 years now flowed through him. He wasn't exactly a free man, but it sure felt like it, "Now what do I do?"

Mylo stripped out of his prison garb and quickly peeled the bloody guard uniform from Kincaid's body. He thought about taking the doctor's clothes instead, but Kincaid was much closer to his size and Mylo figured a guard moving around the prison grounds would look less out of place than an infirmary physician. He also reasoned that he probably wouldn't be the only guard with blood on his uniform following the massive temblor.
He carefully placed the dead guard's gun and two pairs of handcuffs on the exam table as he dressed in the blood soaked uniform. When he was finished, he retrieved the insulin syringe from the floor and gave himself the shot. He then took a long minute to calm his nerves before he found a doctor's leather examination bag and began filling it. Mylo really had no idea what lie ahead for him, but he packed the bag like he would if he were a free man on the run.
He went into the adjacent room where the medications and medical equipment were stored. He excitedly rummaged through the pharmacy, first prioritizing enough insulin and syringes to last for an extended period of time. He then found the cabinet containing the opioids. He grabbed several containers of Vicodin and Oxycodone and tossed them in his bag. The next cabinet contained bottles of morphine, not sure he would need a painkiller of that magnitude but figuring it made more sense to have it and not need it than need it and not have it, he tossed several bottles in his bag.
Then to his amazement, the next cabinet actually contained clinical cocaine. Mylo couldn't understand why the pharmacy of a prison infirmary would contain coke, but he sure was happy they did. He grabbed several plastic containers of the white powder. Before he tossed them in the bag he poured a nice little pile on the counter and frantically looked around for something to snort it with.
He found the doctor's drink container and removed the straw. He then opened several drawers before he found what he was looking for. He removed three scalpels and used one to quickly trim the straw. He then excitedly used it to snort a huge line of the medical grade pure white powder. The rush was so intense he actually felt his big cock hardening.
Mylo grabbed one last pharmaceutical before exiting the pharmacy.
He calmly walked back into the exam room and used the scalpel to cut the thumb off of Jerry Kincaid's right hand. He wrapped the bloody digit in a plastic bag and put it in his pocket. Mylo then retrieved the key chain and electronic identification card from near the guard's nearly naked body. He attached the chain and ID card to the belt of his uniform. He also removed the doctor's ID card and slipped it into his pocket. Lastly, he attached both sets of cuffs to his belt before holstering the gun. He returned to the other room and loaded several rolls of gauze and medical stretch wrap in the examination bag just before he placed the two unused scalpels inside.
He looked around, and aside from the unimaginable mess created by the fallout from the intense shaking, the place seemed quite peaceful. There was a loud alarm blaring from a distance away, but Mylo felt incredibly confident as the coke coursed through his veins. He patted the gun on his hip.
Mylo didn't have a plan, but had already decided that this crazy act by Mother Nature was the sign that his time at San Quentin Prison and perhaps his time on Earth would come to a conclusion one way or the other. He was never going back into a prison cell. He would go out in a blaze of glory before he would be captured again.
Heading back into the prison from the direction he'd come made no sense, so as he exited out of the infirmary, he did it with the intent of finding another way out. He walked down a long hallway until he came to a set of steel doors. One of the thumb imprint readers that he'd watched the guards use countless times sat on a kiosk next to the doors. Mylo pulled the severed thumb from his pocket and held his breath as he pressed it against the reader. A familiar click sounded and the door opened immediately, Mylo stared at the ajar door in disbelief, "Oh fuck, that actually worked!"

He used Kincaid's thumb twice more before he came to a set of doors that required the thumb imprint, Kincaid's key ID card, and one of the large master keys from the dead guard's keychain. Once he had completed all three, the door opened like the others. Mylo now found himself in a large office lobby that looked significantly different than the institutional surroundings he'd just departed. The lobby and neighboring offices were an unadulterated mess. Toppled furniture, computer monitors, desk chairs, wall-hangings, potted plants and broken light fixtures cluttered the entire area. Several false ceiling panels dangled from above. "Damn this place is fucked up," Mylo said out loud as he gazed around at the deserted office complex.
Suddenly he heard the terrified scream of a female voice from up the stairwell to his left, "Please someone help...please I need help! Is anyone there, please help me!"
Mylo was torn, he knew he should make a beeline for the front door which was now within his sight, but there was something about the woman's frightened voice that kept his feet from moving towards the door. Then when he heard the follow up plea, his decision was quickly validated, "Please help me, my husband...the warden...is hurt, I need help...please if anyone can hear me...please!"
"The warden? Are you fucking kidding me? This catastrophe really did happen for a reason, now's my chance to pay that motherfucker back for all the shit he's put me through the past 6 years!" He barely felt his legs moving as he raced up the stairs, motivated by the situation and zooming from the blow.
Mylo Dickenson certainly wasn't prepared for what awaited him when he entered the warden's office.
Standing next to a huge fallen bookcase was one of the hottest women Mylo had ever seen. The gorgeous brunette looked positively fuckable in spite of the fact she was practically hysterical and had mascara-mixed tears streaming down her face. Her eyes got wide when she saw Mylo, "Oh my God, thank God you're here! The phones are down and so is cell service, I didn't know what to do, my husband is trapped under there!" Liv screamed as she pointed at the book case.
"Did you say your husband is the warden?" Mylo asked as he ogled her big round tits through her tight sweater.
Seeing his bloodstained uniform, she gasped, "Yes...I hope you aren't hurt too badly yourself to help me lift this book case, I haven't been able to budge it...please can we hurry?"
A million thoughts went through Mylo Dickenson's head as he tried to reconcile the good fortune that had befallen him. The serial rapist fought to keep a smile from forming on his face as he now fully understood his choices were bountiful...and they all concluded with his huge cock buried deep in the pussy of the warden's smoking hot wife.
He pondered his options.
On one hand, he could simply shoot the warden in the head, putting the asshole out of his misery before raping the shit out of his wife. Or he could tear her clothes off, bend her over the warden's desk and fuck her senseless while her husband remained pinned under the bookcase.
But both of those options lacked the revenge component that he so badly wanted to inflict on the mother-fucker who had made his life a living hell for the past six years...
The third option, and the one he chose, was to help the piece of shit out from under the bookcase and assuming he wasn't dead, to fuck the living shit out of his hot wife while he suffered.
"Guard...guard...did you hear me, we need to get him out from under there as soon as possible...please!" Liv Rawlins screamed at him.
Mylo snapped out of his momentary trance. His first thought was to grab the brunette by the hair and teach her never to scream at him like that, but he maintained his composure, "Yes ma'am I understand, let me get the heaviest section in the middle, you go on the right side near his head and lift. Once we have it raised enough, you pull him out, okay?"
"Yes, sure...but please hurry!" She responded frantically.
Mylo and the warden's wife positioned themselves before he counted to three. As he did so, Liv observed Mylo's big biceps and barrel chest; she thought to herself how fortunate it was that such a muscular and obviously strong prison guard had been the one to hear her cries for help. Oddly, she was surprised she hadn't met him before.
"One...two...three...lift!" Mylo shouted. They both used every ounce of energy to lift the 800 pound case. Mylo was surprised at just how heavy it was and suddenly wondered if it was a worthless cause, "This asshole is probably dead already!" Nonetheless, the two of them were able to lift it enough to where they could see part of the warden's torso just below his shoulders.
"I think that's probably enough for me to pull him out, can you hold it by yourself?" She yelled.
"Yeah I got it," Mylo grunted, every muscle in his neck bulging and his face flushed with redness.
Liv Rawlins dropped to her knees and gripped her husband under his arm pits. As she did so, Mylo admired her sinewy figure, he thought to himself this was obviously a woman that spent a lot of time in the gym. She possessed that perfect combination of femininity mixed with athleticism, interrupted only by the swell of her big tits and what looked to be a tight bubble ass under her medium length skirt.
When Mylo had first felt the weight of the case, he contemplated dropping it back on the son of a bitch, but now as his prize had her arms extended under it, he certainly wasn't going to let it fall now and damage the goods.
Liv Rawlins pulled with all of her strength and initially her husband's body wouldn't move, but as she gave it another yank, it finally pulled loose and she was able to slide him out from under the case just as the last of Mylo's strength gave out and the massive case crashed back down on the concrete floor.
As Mylo remained hunched over gasping for breath, he was shocked to see the warden's naked ass staring him in the face; the man's pants and underwear were bunched around his ankles, "Wtf?"
Mylo watched as the warden's wife quickly pressed two fingers to her husband's neck, checking for a pulse. A relieved smile came to her face as she looked up at the guard, "He has a bad head trauma, but his pulse is pretty strong and he's obviously breathing. I can't thank you enough for coming along when you did, not many men could have lifted that case by themselves!"
"Anytime ma'am..." Mylo answered as he admired the features of her gorgeous face...Large blue eyes, high cheekbones, unblemished skin, bright white teeth, and full lips that looked like they were specifically created for sucking dick. He would later learn that her tongue was quite the feature as well. All of this in spite of the fact her mascara was stained down her face...
Both of them now glanced awkwardly down at the warden's naked ass, it had just donned on Mylo as to why his pants were around his ankles, "These two must have been getting it on before that fucker got crushed!"
The warden's wife looked back up at him sheepishly as she did her best to change the subject, "Say, I didn't even catch your name, I'm Liv Rawlins," she gestured thankfully while extending her hand to shake his.
In the blink of an eye, Mylo pulled one of the sets of cuffs from his belt and latched it around her extended wrist. He quickly yanked her around and attached the other one to her left wrist. She shrieked in surprise. He spun her around until she was facing him with her hands bound behind her back, "Nice to meet you Liv, my name is Mylo Dickenson!"
An already terrified look on her beautiful face took on a whole new level of fear when the name registered with her, "...No...how...you can't be...please...don't..."
Mylo calmly reached out, grabbed the neckline of her sweater and powerfully ripped the expensive cashmere garment from her slender body. To his unimaginable delight, her huge tits jiggled joyfully in the tiniest of lacy red bras. The warden's wife screamed loudly as Mylo Dickenson, serial rapist, approvingly ogled her fantastic boobs.
"Wait here honey!" Mylo ordered with a sadistic grin as he turned and grabbed her husband by the same hand as his shattered shoulder and dragged him across the floor into the sitting room just outside of his office. He cuffed the warden's wrists to the leg of a large credenza and stared down at the unconscious man victoriously, "She'll never be the same fucker...trust me!" He chuckled at the warden's shriveled dick before he kicked the unconscious man in his already broken ribs.
As Mylo re-entered the room, the warden's stunning wife stood staring like a deer in headlights with her perfectly smooth round tits spilling out of the tiny red bra and her hands bound behind her back. She sobbed uncontrollably. The serial rapist simply grabbed her by the upper arm and roughly led her over to her husband's huge desk. He bent her over and yanked her skirt down to her knees. Conveniently the sexy wife wasn't wearing panties.
She screamed and begged him not to hurt her.
Mylo Dickenson dropped his pants and pulled out a bigger cock than Liv Rawlins could ever imagine entering her slim body, "I can't guarantee that bitch!"
*****
An hour later Grant Rawlins lay helpless, horrified and handcuffed to the credenza outside his office praying that the unmistakable sounds of rooting bodies slapping hurriedly in his adjacent office were part of a lurid mating that didn't include his beautiful wife. He had listened agonizingly while muffled screams, grunts, and moans resonated loudly since he'd regained consciousness.
The warden tried to reconcile how any of this could possibly be taking place.
Suddenly his thoughts were interrupted by a muffled female climactic squeal and the triumphant wail of the deep voiced man, "Yeah bitch, milk all that cum out of my big cock again...fuck yeah...that tight squirtin' pussy...so good...cum on it again slut...oh...good shit...yeah take my seed...UHN...UHN...UHN!"
Moments later the ever-present mating sounds and the gritting pierce of his desk screeching across the office floor finally came to a merciful end.
Two minutes later something far worse happened.
A tall, muscular, sweat-soaked man emerged from his office. He was naked. He calmly walked over to the prone warden and stood above him with his huge cock hanging semi-limp over a massive set of balls. The warden hadn't yet looked at the man's face as he was unable to remove his focus from the incomprehensible size of the man's genitalia. Grant Rawlins wondered momentarily if his head injury had somehow caused his vision to magnify images, but he'd remembered looking down at his own shriveled cock earlier...that clearly wasn't the case.
Finally when the warden focused his gaze on the face of the endowed man, his heart nearly stopped as an unbelieving realization overcame him..."No...it can't possibly be...how...Oh my God...you're...you're... Mylo Dickenson!"

"Bet you didn't expect to see me strolling out of your office, huh warden? But I have to say, you didn't look half as surprised as your pretty wife did when I came in!" Mylo laughed as he tossed the tattered remains of Liv Rawlins skimpy lace bra down on the face of the dumbstruck prison leader. "Did you buy that for her, if you did, I have to commend your taste in sexy lingerie! But you'll have to get her another one, it looked so good on her, I tried my best to keep it on, but...you know...eventually I couldn't help it! And I have to say I was a little surprised that horny bitch wasn't wearing the matching panties!"
"You mother-fucker, you better not have hurt her!"
"That depends on your definition of 'hurt' warden. If it includes spanking, nipple biting, and/or stuffing something way too large into a hole that had never been stretched like that, then yes I would say she was in some pain, but based on your wife's eventual response, I would say 'hurt' is not an appropriate description!"
"What did you do with her?"
"I fucked the living shit out of her chief...oh, oh I'm sorry that isn't what you were asking was it...my bad...she's resting on your desk. Hey, that reminds me, just a heads-up for the future; I'd recommend not fucking that squirting pussy of hers on your desk, all your papers and shit got kind of soaked. Anyway, I'm going to go help her get cleaned up and the three of us are going to go on a little road trip, how does that sound?"
"What the fuck are you talking about?"
"I'm talking about the way your wife's horny pussy sprayed and splattered juice all over your desk...oh, oh I'm sorry again, my mistake, you were asking about the road trip. Warden, you just wait here patiently while she and I get dressed, then I'll give you all the details."
"You won't get away with any of this asshole!"
A vengeful look came across his face as Mylo knelt down and slapped the warden's face with his still dripping heavy cock, splattering sex juice from the man's forehead to his chin, "I already took what I wanted fucker, a kind of poetic justice from my perspective you prick! All those nights I spent locked-up in solitary, thanks to you, while you were home making love to your hot little wife; now you got to spend the past couple of hours locked-up, thanks to me, here in your own little solitary, while I banged that hot little slut till she screamed!"
He continued, "But I do appreciate that you chose to share that sweet tight shit with me after 6 years of all those fat pigs from those magazines. I assure you the only fat thing in your office was the head of my big cock reeming deep in your wife's gushing pussy. By the way, how's her cum smell coming off my dick ASSHOLE?" The rapist laughed before he rose and strolled back into the warden's office.



As he watched the naked man stride away, tears formed in the eyes of the tormented San Quentin warden. All of what he'd just seen and heard created a pain in his chest that far exceeded his more serious injuries at the moment, but the one comment that resonated the most in his head, "...I'd recommend not fucking that squirting pussy of hers on your desk..." The tormented warden pondered insufferably, "How could Dickenson know she does that if she didn't orgasm?"
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Mylo Dickenson entered the warden's big office and surveyed his handy work. The warden's naked wife lay face down on her husband's desk with a handkerchief stuffed in her mouth and held in place by one of his neckties tied tightly around her head. The rapist had gagged her at some point during his earlier assault as she was screaming and crying too loudly; not knowing who might wander into the building, he muted her, not wanting to take any chances of them being discovered from the first floor lobby.
Her narrow wrists were cuffed behind her back and the only clothing item that remained on her spectacular nude body were her 4" heels, which due to her bent knees, were pointing up at the ceiling as another of her husband's neckties connected her ankles to her wrists behind her back.
She struggled against her restraints as indistinguishable cries escaped her muffled mouth.
As Mylo strolled up behind her, the redness of her well-spanked tight little ass framed her swollen pussy lips from which a slurry cocktail of their combined juices oozed out onto her husband's desktop. He contemplated taking her yet again, but decided if he was ever going to attempt an escape from San Quentin Prison, the time was now.
But that inviting pussy was impossible to ignore...
Mylo had to admit, that the warden's wife was one grade-a hot piece of ass. After 18 years in the big house, he'd come to accept long ago that his big cock would never again have an opportunity to ream out another tight wet cunt. But as he stood here now, admiring the robust creampie oozing out of her gaped pussy lips, he couldn't help but wonder how the stars had aligned and provided him with such good fortune. He'd already pumped a couple of big loads into the gorgeous brunette and despite her objections; she'd climaxed on his big dick a handful of times herself. Mylo had fucked enough squirters to realize after her first one, the warden's wife's quim was an unabashed little gusher.
The huge head of Mylo's massive cock began to swell and that familiar yearning formed in his ever-churning balls as he looked hungrily upon her. He contemplated his choices at the moment: Untie this bitch and attempt to break out of San Quentin Prison, probably getting killed in the process or stick his big fucking cock back in the hot slut's tight dripping hole and plant another deep load where only he had ever deposited one (well two actually, but who's counting) previously.
He opted for door number two...well not literally, that fun place would have to wait until later.
"HEY CHIEF, REST UP FOR A BIT! CHANGE OF PLANS!" Mylo yelled out to the tortured handcuffed warden in the adjacent room.
Mylo roughly pulled Liv Rawlins' sexy hips back to the edge of the desk and gave her a hard spank. The sound from the heavy impact and his wife's muffled cry was loud enough for the warden to hear. Mylo pounded her sodden pussy lips with the head of his rapidly swelling cock, splattering their previous cum cocktail across her husband's desk. He then pressed the bulbous knob against her hole and smeared the thick gruel up and down the crack of her gorgeous ass, paying special attention to her asshole. He had inserted one of his big fingers in there earlier, causing her to moan through her gag and squirt all over her husband's desk not long thereafter. He contemplated breaking in her puckered sphincter now while her husband listened, but he wanted that to be a longer, more drawn-out process that that mother-fucker would be forced to watch. Right now the rapist just wanted to drain his heavy balls again.
Her tight, wet pussy would do just fine for that purpose.
Mylo lined himself up and shoved the huge head between her juicy lips. The warden's wife groaned loudly as Mylo proudly observed a thick wave of their combined juices get displaced, ooze out around his veiny dick, and finally splatter on the concrete floor at his feet.
Liv Rawlins couldn't believe this man was capable of having sex again so soon. While she knew he had nearly 20 years of pent up sexual energy flowing through his muscled body, the idea that he could recover so quickly after ejaculating so recently seemed inconceivable. She'd been amazed that he'd remained rock hard after his first climax and had fucked her so thoroughly for what seemed like forever before exploding a second time, but doing it again now was impossible to fathom. Yet here he was stuffing his long thick rock-hard cock back inside her again.
Their earlier fucking had been one of the most emotional experiences of her life. Her knowledge of who was assaulting her and the brutal means by which he was doing it was the scariest thing she had ever endured. Handcuffed and stripped naked in her husband's office and then being bound and raped on his desk was a terrifying fate she never could have imagined in her worst nightmare. The fact that it was a notorious rapist with a massive penis administering her assault made it all the more torturously frightening.
But after the horrifying act had begun, the scariest part wasn't the rough physicality or the filthy dialogue Mylo Dickenson inflicted upon her unrelentingly. No the scariest part was the way her naked body responded to the depravity while her husband lie injured and unconscious in the room next door. The young wife experienced incomparable pleasure unlike anything she'd ever imagined...all from an evil man who by all accounts should never have had sexual intercourse again in his life.
The life-sentenced felon clearly made up for lost time when he took her more aggressively and confidently than any man ever had. And in spite of her reluctance and unending pleas for relief, she couldn't help but respond when he repeatedly did things in pleasurable ways she'd never known possible. Every bite of her nipples or spank of her ass sent erotic chills through her body that, in addition to the unimaginable enjoyment his magnificent cock provided deep within her, eventually moved the young wife toward climax after climax.
And these weren't just ordinary orgasms. These were cums unlike anything Liv Rawlins had ever known; every nerve ending in her body experiencing such sated enjoyment that each climax culminated in ejaculations that had only previously occurred on the rarest of sexual occasions.
Mylo Dickenson made her squirt like a fountain every time she came.
Now here he was fucking her hard and fast yet again. He was so deep, the fat head of his cock reaching places she'd only ever experienced once before...less than a half-hour ago. The same feelings of undeniable pleasure permeated her overworked pussy.
And yet she did her best to resist, trying hard not to moan or grunt as he plunged into her repeatedly.
Mylo Dickenson had no such inhibitions, "Fuck yeah bitch, damn your fucking pussy is tight! I can feel your juice dripping off my balls and yet it still feels tighter than I remember em' back in the day! But fuck is it GOOD!" He made sure he shouted loud enough that Grant Rawlins heard every word. Then he slapped the warden's wife's sexy ass yet again.
The warden lay in the adjacent room helplessly tormented by every sound coming from his office. Just then he heard the teeth-gritting squeal of his desk being bumped around his office again. His stomach churned as he sickly considered the force it must take to move the heavy desk as easily as it appeared through the frequency of the squeals. He also couldn't stop thinking about the size of the sex organ that was administering the onslaught within his poor wife.
Mylo reached forward and untied the necktie holding Liv Rawlins gag in place. She breathlessly spit out the handkerchief, "Please stop this madness...you've gotten everything you've wanted and I can't take anymore...please."
Grant Rawlins could now hear his wife's voice, but couldn't make out what she was saying.
"Oh you can take a lot more, and trust me bitch, you will!" Mylo taunted before he spanked her hard again.
This time the warden heard his wife's screaming response.
Mylo leaned forward and gripped her huge tits in his big palms. He squeezed them tightly as he leaned into her ear and growled, "I really like these big fuckin titties, do you have any idea how much of my cum is going to be dripping off of them?"
She looked back at him with fear in her eyes, "Please just let us go...uhn...oh God..."
The warden's wife couldn't even finish her plea as Mylo pounded into her with more vehemence. He could tell her mouth was saying one thing, but her body, specifically her pussy, was feeling another.
"Are you sure you want me to stop slut? Your pussy is dripping like a faucet and your big nipples are hard as stones. You sure you ain't gonna gush all over your husband's desk again?"
The warden listened agonizingly for his wife's response as he heard skin slapping and the ever-present squeal of his desk scraping across the concrete floor.
"No...ugh...please...you need to...God...you need to...uhn...uhn...stop...pl-ease..."
Mylo had been sucking on his finger as he listened to her half-hearted begging. Before she could say another word he slipped the thick digit into her puckered hole once again.
"No please not in there again...Mr. Dickenson...sir...please take it out...uhn...uhn...uhn...God...uhn...Fuh...Jesus!"
"You didn't seem to mind it so much last time baby!" Mylo shouted before laughing loudly. He could only imagine how painful this must have been for that asshole warden to hear him fucking the living shit out of his gorgeous wife. This time, unlike earlier when he'd first regained consciousness, the mother-fucker in the next room would know exactly whose pussy was getting reamed and better yet, he'd know whose huge cock was enjoying his wife's hot hole.
Now Mylo was going to make sure the warden heard his wife cum all over his massive cock. "Tell me bitch...tell me you want to cum on my big cock!"
"...No...no...not again...uhn...no...can't...won't..."
"Say it...say it bitch!"
"God...don't do this...Jesus...oh...oh..."
"C'mon slut...you know it's coming...let it go...you know you've never felt anything like it. Gimme that fucking cum!"
The warden listened for his wife's response but all's he heard was more slapping of skin, deep guttural moans, and the shrieking of his desk.
"FUCK THAT'S SOME GOOD PUSSY!" Mylo screamed out as he wiggled his finger in her ass more aggressively knowing they were both only moments away.
"...God...please don't...OH GAAAWWWDDD! OH MY GOD," was the last thing Grant Rawlins heard his wife scream before Mylo's triumphant wail.
"YEAH YOU HORNY BITCH, SQUIRT THAT SHIT ALL OVER MY DICK. HERE COMES MY LOAD BABY, I'M GONNA FILL YOU UP...UHN...UHN...UHN...FUCK THAT'S GOOD...TAKE IT BITCH!"
The warden lay bound and injured, helplessly wrecked by what had just transpired again in his office. He wondered how this could possibly have happened and what the chances were that the one inmate to come along following the catastrophe, when he and his wife were most vulnerable, would be Mylo Dickenson, one of the most notorious rapists in San Quentin's history.
The warden was suddenly reminded of a passage he'd read from a report filed by a renowned clinical psychologist in Mylo Dickenson's file years before. She and a couple of other noted PhD's had done an exhaustive behavioral study on some of the most infamous sex offenders ever captured. The passage that had always resonated in Grant Rawlins' mind read: "This man is the worst kind of sociopath. He has no cares or feelings for other human beings in any way shape or form. I've never encountered an individual who shows less remorse for his crimes than Mylo Dickenson. He truly believes he did all those women a favor by raping them so brazenly while their husband's or significant others were forced to watch. His sexual drive is higher than any predator we have ever studied, in fact, his numbers did not even register on the chart we've used for 20+ years. He is a man you would never want to spend even a moment with your wife or daughter...he should never be allowed out of prison."
Warden Grant Rawlins got tears in his eyes...his beautiful, confident, intelligent, outgoing wife had just spent two hours with that monster...
Back in the warden's office Mylo pulled his softening cock from the warden's wife's gaped pussy. A sticky string of sexual juices stretched from her hole to the tip of his cock as it flopped out and he pulled away. Both of them were still breathing hard and their sweat soaked bodies bore evidence to the intensity of their mating. He spanked her one final time before he turned his attention away from her dripping pussy in search of her purse.
Mylo opened her wallet and was pleasantly surprised to find $300 of cash inside. He confiscated it and found a dry spot of the desk to place it. He found a couple of sets of keys, one containing key faab's to her BMW and her husband's Range Rover. The same chain also held a couple of other keys that Mylo suspected were house keys of some sort. The other set he found contained only a single key that said "Sea Ranch House" on the chain. He tossed both sets on the desk with the cash.
Mylo went over to the warden's closet and perused his collection of business suits. Grant Rawlins kept most of his business clothes at work as he typically worked out in the facility gym in the morning before showering and getting dressed for each day at work. He found one of the warden's workout towels and dried himself as best he could.
The rapist slipped on one of the pairs of suit pants and was pleasantly surprised they fit him pretty good except for being tight in the thighs and the crotch. He picked out a dress shirt and slipped it on. He turned to see Liv Rawlins watching him dress. Mylo smiled before slipping on the matching suit coat. It too fit him snugly, but no one who saw him in it would question the appearance.
The shoes were a different story. Mylo's size 15 feet weren't about to fit into Grant's 11 ½ sized dress shoes. He would have to make do with Jerry Kincaid's 13 ½ black work boots under his pant legs. The boot combo and suit pants didn't look great and his toes were smashed, but Mylo thought it was passable. He looked at himself in the full-length mirror and was actually impressed; the last time he'd worn a suit was at his trial 18 years previously.
Mylo slipped both sets of keys and the cash into his pocket before reattaching Jerry Kincaid's key ring to his belt and fastening the gun belt around his waist. The rapist then began rummaging through the drawers of Grant Rawlins' desk. As he sat in the rolling chair, Liv Rawlins' pussy stared him in the face. Much of his creampie had now seeped down her lips and puddled on her husband's desk. Mylo didn't find much in the drawers except a large pocket knife and a humidor with a case of Cuban cigars inside. Mylo slipped the knife into his pocket and placed the wood box on the desk.
"Okay baby, we need to get you dressed so we can go on a little trip, I'm going to take off your gag, I don't want to hear a single peep out of you or I'll use this pocket knife to cut his little dick right off, do you understand me?"
She stared at him blankly.
"DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME BITCH, MAYBE I SHOUD CUT OFF ONE OF HIS TESTICLES FIRST?" Mylo yelled as he pulled the knife from his pocket and opened up the 5" blade. Grant heard the outburst from the adjacent room.
Liv Rawlins eyes grew huge as she now nodded her head nervously.
"That's more like it slut! Okay, remember our deal, if you make a single noise, unless you are asked a question, I cut off the warden's little dick, are we clear?"
She nodded again.
"I don't want to gag that hot little mouth of yours again if I don't have to; I have far more important things planned for it. Do you understand?"
She nodded less enthusiastically.
"Good, now let's find you a shirt to wear, obviously your bra and sweater aren't in good shape..." Mylo said with a shit-eating grin as he returned to the closet. "Only your husband's dress shirts in here, but one should probably be okay if you tuck it into your skirt."
Mylo cut the ties that connected the warden's wife's ankles to her bound wrists; she breathed several deep breaths before straightening her legs. Mylo grabbed her by the torso and stood her up. Her big tits jiggled as she stood for the first time in nearly two hours. Mylo looked on approvingly at the smattering of hickey's he'd planted around her pebbled areolas. Her swollen nipples still bore the redness of his sadistic teeth. Now as she stood, her flawless heavy tits perched invitingly over her flat stomach. Mylo reached up and squeezed them with his big hands as she averted his gaze, "You got some nice big fuckin titties bitch!"
Mylo gave the soft round mounds a final squeeze before he bent down and retrieved her crumpled skirt from the floor. He had her lift one heeled foot at a time as he slid the silky floral print garment back up her long, well-toned legs. As it passed her thighs, Mylo proudly ogled the young wife's dark furry patch. Her pubes were matted and clearly bore the evidence of a significant semen bath. The skirt wasn't much less soiled; it had received its fair share of overflow from the sloppy mess spilling off the desktop above. Large wet spots and sticky patches blended haphazardly with the floral print.
Mylo stood, "I'm going to release your hands now, but if you try anything stupid I'll cut your tits right off!" He warned before cautiously removing her handcuffs. She immediately rubbed her aching wrists before doing her best to cover her full D-cups.
"Put your hands at your sides, I'll tell you when you can touch your tits bitch!"
Liv Rawlins reluctantly lowered her hands to her sides. She stood still as Mylo pulled one of her husband's button up dress shirts from the closet, "Put this on." She slipped her arms inside and pulled it closed as fast as she could. He watched as she buttoned it hastily; it looked like a dress on her slim 5'-5" body. "Tuck it in," he directed.
"Okay, we are going to go collect your piece of shit husband before heading out on our little trip, keep the conversation to his injuries and don't try anything stupid. I swear I will kill him if you do!"
The two of them walked out of the warden's office, Mylo leading the way with Liv Rawlins following not far behind. When Grant saw the hollow, almost absent appearance on his wife's typically confident face, he knew she had been through quite an ordeal.
While listening to the sounds coming from inside, the warden's mind had conjured up images of the treatment she was undoubtedly receiving from the rapist, but it wasn't until he saw her sullen face that the indescribable reality materialized. Besides her distant appearance, her face was swollen, her hair and make-up were a mess, her skirt was covered in wet spots, and her obvious braless tits jiggled freely inside one of his oversized shirts. She also walked with a limp.
Liv Rawlins couldn't bring herself to make eye contact with her husband.
Mylo addressed the warden as he held out his arms and admired his "borrowed' outfit smugly, "Hey shithead, your stuff all fit me pretty good wouldn't you say...actually I should clarify that statement...most of your shit fit me pretty good, there was one thing that was really tight and took some effort," he looked over at the warden's wife, "but with a little help from some squirtin' lubrication, we were able to stretch it out and make it fit pretty good too, weren't we baby?"



"Fuck you Mylo!" The warden shouted.
"Fuck me? Yes asshole, your wife fucked me! Actually she got fucked by me, but that's just semantics chief!"
For the first time Grant Rawlins made eye contact with his wife. Her sorrowful, guilt-ridden look told him all he needed to know.
Mylo interrupted, "We need to get you up off that floor so we can go on a little trip together. As I told your wife, don't try anything stupid or I will kill you both. Don't forget, I'm already in prison for life, I have no motivation not to do it...except maybe to fuck your hot wife some more!"
Mylo unlocked the cuffs on Rawlins' wrists. "Wifey, come over here and help your husband up and make sure to pull his fucking pants up, I don't want to look at that shrimp dick anymore than I have to."
Liv Rawlins moved quickly to her husband's side, "Don't try to get up yet honey, let me have a look at this head wound first." He had a deep inch-long gash along his forehead that still leaked blood, but not as profusely as before.
"Do you have a headache or dizziness?"
"Yeah, I feel very dizzy and it hurts behind my eyes. I'm also hearing ringing in my ears."
"Okay, what else hurts?"
"My shoulder is in really bad shape, I can't move my right arm."
Mylo watched as Liv Rawlins' examined her husband's badly damaged shoulder. He could tell quickly she knew what she was doing.
"Can you lift your arm at all?"
He tried, but was not able to lift it more than a couple of inches.
"You look to be laboring while breathing too?"
"It hurts to breathe; I think it's my ribs."
She felt around his rib cage and asked him to try and take a couple of deep breaths. Her husband wasn't able to inhale much without wincing in pain.
"Okay babe, what about your lower body, any pain down there?"
"My left knee aches; I haven't tried moving it though."
Mylo watched, holding back a laugh as the hot brunette knelt along her husband's body with his little exposed unit pointing upward. Her pussy had felt unusually tight, now seeing the average cock that she was accustomed to, he could see why.
"Honey, do you think you can deal with the pain if I slide your underwear over your knee and on?"
"Yeah, sure." He replied, trying not to show any further weakness in front of Mylo.
As Liv Rawlins pulled up her husband's underwear, she was careful not to hit his knee, as she did so she could clearly see that his knee cap was not in the proper position on his leg...she also happened to notice how different her husband's penis looked than the one that had been pistoning into her for the past couple of hours.
The young wife turned in Mylo's direction, "He has a severe cut that will require stitches on his forehead. I'm guessing based on his other symptoms he incurred a significant concussion as well. Without an x-ray I can't tell for certain, but I'm pretty sure he has a broken clavicle and may also have a serious subluxation in the shoulder. His ribs are either broken or he has significant cartilage damage, maybe both. As for his knee, he has a dislocated knee cap, probably caused by a tear of the patellar tendon. We really need to get him to a hospital right away!"
"Wow he got pretty fucked up under that bookcase; that makes both of you damn lucky I came when I did!" Mylo flashed an uncaring smile, "He didn't die from his injuries and you almost did from your pleasure..."
His comment was followed by a long awkward pause as Liv tried desperately to avoid looking at her husband.
"Tell me, how do you know so much about medical shit anyway?"
"I'm a medical doctor...pediatrician actually."
"Oh good, than you can take care of his sorry ass. Every hospital that didn't collapse from that big ass quake is going to be inundated with people much more fucked up than him. Besides, even with my limited knowledge of medicine, I know there ain't really shit you can do for a broken collar bone or cracked ribs. As for the knee, I've heard you just pop those back into place, so go for it doctor lady!"
"You can't be serious; he really needs a more thorough examination with proper equipment!" Liv shouted back at him.
Mylo's lips curled angrily, he quickly thrust one of his big paws out and grabbed a chunk of Liv Rawlins' hair. She screamed in fear as he pulled hard. "Don't you ever fucking yell at me bitch. I could just as easily put a bullet in his head right now, so you decide, he either dies right now or you get him up and ready to travel in five minutes!"
"Okay...okay, please don't hurt him," she pleaded before addressing her husband, "...honey, I have to pop your knee cap back into place, typically we would do this with pain medication, but obviously we don't have that luxury right now, are you ready?"
Her husband nodded nervously before clenching his teeth.
Mylo smiled inwardly, remembering he had a medical bag filled with painkillers.
"One...two...three..." Grant Rawlins' sexy wife counted before quickly popping the displaced knee cap back into its proper position. The warden screamed like a little girl as the intensity of the pain nearly pushed him back into unconsciousness yet again.
Mylo laughed, "Glad that was you and not me ass-fuck!" He then observed that another little puddle of his cum had leaked out of the warden's wife's pussy onto the floor beneath where she worked. In addition to his pain, the warden's anxiety returned, he saw the pool of cum as well.
As the warden remained on the floor dealing with his throbbing aches, Mylo hurried back into his office and returned with a handful of his neckties and a roll of gauze from the examination bag. "I suppose you need something to sling that shoulder with, can you use one of these?"
"Yes, I should be able to make that work. Can you help me sit him up?"
Mylo eyed her suspiciously, "You can't do it yourself?"
"Please, with the condition of his shoulder and his ribs, he really should be moved cautiously."
"Okay just know that if either of you tries anything, I will but a bullet in his Goddamn head!" He said before he knelt down and helped her raise him slowly.
The warden yelped in pain from his broken ribs. Once he was in the sitting position, his wife worked carefully to fashion a sling for his right arm using one of the ties. The support device was welcome relief for his aching shoulder and ribs. She then used the roll of gauze to wrap his head and stem the flow of blood down his face.
"Let's get him up," Mylo ordered.
They worked together again before finally getting him to his feet. He stood wobbly on his wrecked knee and from the dizziness in his aching head. "I'll hold him up while you pull up his pants." Mylo directed.
The young wife knelt and carefully raised her husband's jeans and buttoned them.
"Hand me his wallet and phone from his pockets; you hold him up." Mylo grabbed the items from her as she took his place steadying her husband. The felon was pleased that both of them carried cash. He emptied nearly $700 from the warden's wallet before tossing it aside. The rapist then pulled one of the pairs of cuffs from his belt and attached the wife's right wrist to her husband's left ensuring she wouldn't make a foolish run for it.
Mylo took the warden's phone with him back into his office, retrieved the wife's from her purse and put both into the top drawer of the warden's desk. He stuffed the humidor into the examination bag before grabbing her purse and returning to the sitting room. The couple stood whispering to one another as he did.
Mylo could see tears streaming down the wife's pretty face, "You telling him how many times you came on my big dick bitch?"
They both stared back at Mylo with hatred in their eyes.
"I bet you guys are wondering how I made it in here in the first place..." Again they stared at him, doubtful that he would actually tell them the truth.
"I thumbed a ride from that asshole guard Jerry Kincade!" Mylo responded proudly as he pulled the bag containing the bloodied thumb from his pocket and held it for them to see.
Liv yelped sickly while the warden glared at him with disdain.
"But now I have yours so I have no need for this!" Mylo laughed as he tossed the severed thumb across the room like a toy. "Okay, let's get moving."
The Rawlins' stared in horror at the uncaring means by which Mylo operated, both fully understanding they were dealing with an evil man.
The backup generators continued to supply power to the crippled prison, enough so that they were able to transport the injured warden down the elevator. It took them nearly 15 minutes to assist him to his personal parking garage. Along the way they got absolutely drenched by the incessant rains. When they reached the garage, Mylo spoke, "Warden, you are going to drive, Titties, you are going to ride shotgun and I'm going to be in the back seat with a gun pointed directly at both of you.
Liv Rawlins' stared at him incredulously with her perfect breasts and rigid nipples plastered visibly against her drenched shirt. She knew better than to question him, but she wondered how in the world her badly injured husband was going to drive a car. Grant Rawlins didn't object as he knew this wasn't going to be a long ride, in his mind there was no way Mylo Dickenson would be departing San Quentin Prison alive. He just hoped that he and his wife would.
Mylo removed the handcuffs from both of their wrists before he and the young wife carefully helped the injured warden into the driver's seat. Grant Rawlins had the use of his right leg and left arm, so driving, while difficult, wasn't impossible.
Mylo led Liv Rawlins around to the passenger door and opened it for her. As she moved past him to climb into the seat, he grabbed her by the waist and pulled her curvy body to his. Before she knew what was happening, he slipped his long tongue between her lips as he dropped his hands and groped both of her ass cheeks tightly while pulling her hips against his huge bulge. She tried to push him away, but he was too strong; his tongue was already deep in her mouth searching for its counterpart.
Grant Rawlins watched helplessly as Mylo Dickenson's huge hands groped his wife's ass roughly across the console from him, powerless to do anything about it. Finally the rapist released his grip on the surprised woman and climbed quickly into the back seat. The warden's wife settled into the front seat embarrassingly, again not making eye contact with her tormented husband.
Mylo pulled the gun from his waist, leaned between them and brought it to their attention over the seat console, "Okay warden, you get us out of the first couple of gates and we'll talk about the plan before we get to the guard gate. Understand?"
He nodded.
"Answer me when I talk to you asshole, do you understand? As a matter of fact, when you talk to me from now on, you'll refer to me as Mr. Dick-is-in, is that clear?"
"Yes...yes it is Mr. Dick-is-in." The warden groveled.
They pulled out of Warden Rawlins' personal garage and approached the first main concrete gate.
"What's the deal here chief, how do you get this one to open?"
"It's operated by a retina scanner Mr. Dickenson. I have to hold it to my eyes and it'll open."
"Okay, don't fuck it up!" Mylo warned his excitement level rising.
Grant Rawlins pulled up to the gate and reached for the radial armed retina scanner. As he moved his face towards the device, he closed his eyes as tightly as he could. When he pressed his face to it, nothing happened. "That's weird, it always works on the first try," the warden said as he pressed his face to it again without success. "It must be something to do with the auxiliary power. They can open it remotely from the guard gate, but I don't have my phone to call them Mr. Dickenson. You left it in my office; it looks like we're S.O.L." The warden said, almost triumphantly.
"Try it again!" Mylo ordered.
This time as the warden held it to his face, eyes closed, Mylo smacked his injured shoulder with the butt end of the gun. Warden Rawlins' eyes shot open in surprise and pain and the retina scanner registered immediately. The huge concrete gate began to open.
"You'll pay for that little stunt fuckhead!" Mylo threatened ominously through clenched teeth. "You try anymore shit like that and I'll cut your wife's nipples off right here," he said as he brandished the knife blade.
"Yes Mr. Dickenson I understand, I don't know why it didn't work until that last time," Rawlins lied.
Mylo wasn't buying it.
They were able to pass through the next two gates without incident as the warden used his ID card and thumb print to access both. As they pulled through the final one, Rawlins watched as it closed behind him just as the two previous gates had.
Now they sat parked 500 feet away from the final barrier keeping serial rapist Myles Dickenson from being a free man.
*****
2 hours earlier
Fred Culverson pulled his tanker truck off the rain soaked 101 freeway at an overlook point a half mile north of the Golden Gate Bridge. His chest felt like it was being crushed by a two ton weight. The 66-year-old driver had just endured the scariest 3 minutes of his life.
He had been heading Northbound out of San Francisco doing only 30 miles an hour due to Friday afternoon commute traffic and was at about mid-span of the iconic bridge when the quake hit. At first he thought he had blown a tire, but before long he realized what was actually happening. Most of the vehicles hit their brakes as the road bed heaved and twisted up and down and side to side. To his disbelief, he watched in horror as one large tractor trailer and a car carrier loaded with new Tesla's fresh off the plant floor in Fremont, teetered side to side before simultaneously tumbling over the side of the bridge and falling 200 feet into San Francisco Bay. Cars were bouncing off each other like bumper cars as the massive cables connecting the two enormous towers wavered like spaghetti noodles.
Fred knew he had to get off of this bridge, and fast. He did his best to weave the heavily weighted semi through the mine field of smashed cars, even as the road felt like it could collapse at any point. The shaking was so intense he was having trouble holding the steering wheel.
Finally as he was nearing the north end of the bridge, the vertical support cables that connected the road bed to the massive looping suspension cables began snapping like rubber bands. As they did so, some snapped back down on the road bed with unimaginable force. Fred watched as one impaled a Chevy Tahoe and sliced the large SUV in two. He continued past the crippled vehicle even as several family members lay strewn across the rain-soaked pavement.
Finally just about the time he reached the Marin side of the bridge, the quaking stopped. Still shaking like a leaf himself, he pulled his rig into the large overlook parking lot just north of the bridge and madly searched through his backpack for his glycerin pills. His heart was beating a million miles an hour and he wasn't sure he wasn't having a mild heart attack. He popped two pills under his tongue and waited breathlessly for the inevitable relief. It took a long time as he rested, traumatized by the horrific experience. He couldn't remember ever being more scared in his life.
The old trucker sat and watched as dozens of other cars and trucks trickled into the lot, the drivers and passengers obviously as shaken as he was. As he sat recalling the three minutes of horror, he made up his mind at that moment that he was done with this profession. He and his wife Esther had been saving their nest egg to buy a place in Idaho and escape the California rat race. The time had come.
Fred picked up his cell phone to call his wife to make sure she was okay and to tell her he was. But as soon as the number was dialed, he got a message saying all lines were busy and to try his call again later. He tried five times in a row, but got the same message each time. He tried a couple of other numbers but got the same response ...clearly cell service was inoperable throughout the region. Fred tried the radio, but there was silence across both the AM and FM dials. His CB radio had quit on him weeks before and he hadn't taken the time to get it repaired. It was useless to him now.
The tanker driver waited around contemplating what to do or where to go. But the truth was he was actually scared to get back on the road. Finally after nearly two hours he decided he would head back to the refinery in Point Richmond, just across the Richmond-San Rafael Bridge. He was only 10 miles away.
He had no idea the Richmond Bridge was impassable.
It didn't matter; Fred Culverson would never make it there anyway.
The old driver pulled his rig out onto the 101 freeway. Never in his life had he seen it more deserted. The lifeblood of the northbound direction of 101 was the Golden Gate Bridge, but the bridge authority and CHP had closed the architectural marvel following the quake and not a single vehicle had crossed in two hours. Chaos was ensuing on the San Francisco side, south of the bridge, as thousands and thousands of commuters remained trapped like mice with nowhere to go.
Meanwhile the ceaseless downpour continued.
Fred Culverson drove cautiously, cognizant of all the abandoned vehicles along the side of the road. Aside from his headlights, visibility was terrible as the seasonal fog and torrential rains combined with the power outage made the typically bustling freeway feel like a very dark ghost town. He drove a handful of miles before he turned off on the back access road to the Richmond Bridge. He'd used the shortcut road countless times over the years to avoid traffic on the 101 and 580 freeways. As he did so, in the distance he could see lights illuminating over the hilltop.
The road sign directly in front of him said, "San Quentin Prison...2 Miles".
*****
Mylo Dickenson's pulse raced as he contemplated the thought that only one barrier now stood between him and freedom. He couldn't have dreamed up the surreal events of the past couple of hours if he'd ingested all the drugs he stole from the prison infirmary...the massive quake...escaping into the administration building by using the dead guards hacked-off thumb... finding the warden trapped underneath the massive bookcase...fucking the shit out of the warden's outrageously hot wife...getting through the past three barriers without issue...
Now only one remained. Unfortunately it would be the toughest of all and he knew it might live to make it through. But Mylo had already decided he wouldn't be taken easily if it came to that, he had every intention of going out in a blaze of glory if necessary.
"Okay folks, it's now or never. Here's the way it's going to go down: We are going to pull up to that gate and warden you are going to ask if everyone is okay in the guard house, obviously being the caring asshole that you are. You are then going to ask for a status report on the rest of the prison. As the guard begins to give his update, I'm going to interrupt from the back seat and suggest that you are in need of hospital care immediately and whatever issues that might be going on within the prison will have to wait."
Mylo continued, "Do the guards at this gate know Dr. Schwartz from the infirmary? I'm going to use his ID card if asked."
"No, I wouldn't think so, the infirmary staff accesses the grounds through the main gate and we don't mix the guard assignments often," the warden lied.
"Okay, good. Once we're out, I will give you driving instructions on where to go. And I don't think I need to remind either of you, that any cries for help or purposeful distractions will result in a bullet in the back of both of your heads! Is that clear?"



"Yes Mr. Dickenson," they both answered.
Grant Rawlins' made subtle eye-contact with his wife to reaffirm what they had hurriedly discussed when Mylo had left them alone briefly while retrieving items from his office. While obviously nervous about the very real possibility of a shootout between Mylo and the guards, Grant felt confident his staff would know exactly what to do when the Range Rover pulled up to the gate with an unauthorized passenger in their vehicle. Especially one who was using the ID card of a man the guards would know he wasn't.
Only 45 days before, the entire guard staff had gone through an exhaustive new training protocol including exactly this scenario. In addition, the training organization implemented a "doomsday word" that if ever used in a conversation when unusual circumstances (like an unauthorized passenger) arose, would trigger a delayed three second response. At that time without warning, the guard on duty would subtly reach for their firearm and shoot the unauthorized passenger to kill. Grant had quickly explained to his wife that as soon as she heard the doomsday word to count to three in her head and duck down immediately to avoid being in the line of fire.
Warden Grant Rawlins had already rehearsed in his mind how he was going to mix "Alcatraz" into his conversation.
The warden glanced at his watch, it read 6:59 p.m., under normal conditions the shift change would be taking place right now, but after tonight's catastrophe, it would be all hands on deck. He expected a large welcoming party at the guard gate.
"Okay, let's roll." Mylo ordered anxiously.
*****
Just as those words rolled off Mylo Dickenson's tongue, it hit.
The first major aftershock following the massive quake struck 2 ½ hours after the big one. It was no small temblor in its own right. Registering 7.6 on the Moment Magnitude Scale, it wasn't much smaller than the colossal quake that had devastated San Francisco in 1906 and was itself, substantially larger than the Loma Prieta quake that claimed over 50 lives and did billions of dollars in damage in the Bay Area in 1989.
*****
Fred Culverson felt the shaking immediately and this time realized exactly what he was experiencing. That didn't make things any easier for the old driver as he nervously steered his gasoline filled tanker truck down the steep two lane road. Unlike the rolling craziness of the bridge roadway, this time it felt like his rig was being jerked side to side violently like an amusement park ride. And suddenly when an enormous boulder twice the size of the cab of his truck cascaded from the steep hillside to his left across the roadway right in front of him, it was too much for his weak heart to take. He suffered a massive heart attack causing every muscle in his body to tense. His right foot pressed to the floor against the gas pedal of the rolling bomb. The tanker suddenly careened out of control down the rain-soaked road.
*****
The three people inside the Range Rover watched the incomprehensible scene as if it was occurring in slow motion. It wasn't. By the time the tanker truck struck the first section of 15' high barbed-wire fence, it was traveling nearly 70 miles an hour. It cleared 60 feet of fence and four steel structural poles in less than three seconds...then it hit the guard shack.
The explosion was like something right out of a Hollywood movie. Fifteen San Quentin guards and one 66-year-old tractor trailer driver were eviscerated in the blink of an eye.
Grant and Liv Rawlins stared in horrified astonishment as the shaking continued and the fireball reached 150 feet in the sky. The heat from the conflagration reached all the way to their SUV parked 500 feet away. Neither would have a chance to grieve their dead friends.
Mylo Dickenson didn't hesitate.
Before she knew what was happening, the handcuffs were circling Liv's left wrist and connecting the open end to the steering wheel of the Range Rover. Moments later, San Quentin's Chief Warden had a gun to the back of his head. "Turn the ignition off and open your door fucker!" Mylo ordered.
Grant Rawlins did as he was told, even as the reality of the situation finally crystallized in his faculty-challenged mind. His wife screamed and cried as she fully understood what was about to happen.
Moments later, Mylo Dickenson stood outside his open driver door with a gun pointed at the warden's face. The serial rapist yanked the injured prison leader from the vehicle and roughly dragged him around to the back. As the rear door opened, Mylo cuffed the warden's wrists before lifting and shoving him into the back of the large SUV. The pain Grant Rawlins felt as his wrecked shoulder and broken ribs crashed into the rear section of the Range Rover was beyond comprehension. He screamed in agony.
Mylo pulled the rear section cover closed, thrusting the crippled warden into complete darkness.
He returned to the driver's door and jumped inside. Without discussion, he detached Liv Rawlins' cuff from the steering wheel and connected her wrists together. The convicted felon popped the rig into 4-wheel drive and punched the accelerator.
One minute later the turbo-charged $150,000 SUV bounced aggressively up the muddy embankment west of the former guard gate. It bounded easily over the remnants of the previously impenetrable razor-wired outer fence of the 167-year-old prison.
Mylo screamed in jubilation...for the first time in 18 years he was outside the bounds of San Quentin State Prison.
For the first time in 18 years, felony rapist Mylo Dickenson was a free man!
Grant Rawlins lay in the back in total darkness, cuffed, injured, and realizing his worst nightmare had just come to life.
Liv Rawlins realized it too as the wild-eyed former Webvan rapist peered over at her with the hungriest gaze she'd ever seen on a man's face. He nonchalantly reached across, tweaked one of her big nipples through her rain soaked shirt and winked.
The beautiful wife of the prison warden gulped nervously, handcuffed and fearfully wondering what lie ahead.
*****
Five minutes later, two county sheriff patrol cars crested the hill and witnessed the breathtaking inferno emanating from the location that had once housed the auxiliary guard gate at San Quentin Prison. They neared the area just as the last remnants of the muddy tire-tracks from the Range Rover washed away in the torrential deluge.
*****
The 101 freeway remained like a darkened ghost town as the Range Rover merged and powered through the relentless rainstorm. The roadbed remained in surprisingly decent condition compared to countless other vehicular arteries across the Bay Area. It had suffered an infinite number of cracks and small fissures in the two quakes, but none large enough to alter the path of north bound travelers, of which there weren't many.
The sides of the road were littered with mangled, abandoned vehicles, but for the most part the center lanes remained uncluttered, requiring Mylo to only have to slow occasionally to navigate random pile-ups. Emergency vehicles raced, lights flashing, and sirens wailing down the southbound lanes and on the access roads on both sides of the highway. Besides a smattering of house fires dotting the landscape, those were the only lights they could see for miles of blacked out expanse.
There weren't a lot of them around, but most of the drivers on the roads wore worried, stressful appearances on their faces...Mylo Dickenson couldn't wipe the smile off of his.
He pulled the "Sea Ranch House" key chain from his pocket and held it out to Liv, "What's the deal with this place?"
"What do you mean?"
"What the fuck is it? A vacation home?"
She hesitated, "Oh it's...uh...nothing, just a friend's place."
Mylo didn't think she sounded too convincing. He skidded the SUV to a screeching halt in the middle of Hwy. 101. She screamed in a surprised panic, "What are you doing, we can't stop in the middle of a freeway?"
He yanked the gun from his waist and shoved it against her neck, "I told you to never raise your voice to me! Now don't lie to me bitch, you wouldn't have a friend's keychain in your purse, is this your place?" He screamed loud enough for the tortured warden to hear from the back.
"YES...YES...it's our place! But it's far from here, especially in this weather!"
"Sounds perfect. I don't give a fuck about the weather! Lead me there!"
"Grant always drives, I don't remember exactly how to get there," she lied.
He put the gun against her temple, "Time to remember slut!" Mylo growled as he punched the gas and the Range Rover's wheels spun before accelerating quickly northbound on the rain soaked roadway.
*****
It had been 20 years, but Mylo was vaguely familiar with Sea Ranch, California. He'd only been there once, but the experience was quite memorable.
Following his first 6 months at Webvan, he was approached by his boss one afternoon and asked if he wanted to make some extra cash on the side by making a "special delivery". He told Mylo that one of the company executives had recently built a vacation home at a coastal resort town called Sea Ranch on the Northern California coast. The executive and his wife were hosting a massive housewarming party at their new estate the following weekend and he was leveraging his corporate positioning to secure most of the party materials, non-perishable food items, and robust alcohol stash. He had asked Mylo's boss to find a driver who would be willing to deliver the stuff and make some cash on the side.
Mylo had departed on a Friday afternoon following his shift. The drive took nearly 4 hours from Foster City in weekend commute traffic. The company had reserved a room for him at a local motel, but he decided to go by the house when he arrived on Friday night to see if he could get a jump start on the unloading in hopes of an early morning departure and return to the Bay Area in time for a planned Saturday evening rape of a young wife in Palo Alto.
He barely made it back to work on Monday morning...
When he arrived at the gated entrance to the impressive property on a large bluff overlooking the Pacific Ocean, the executive's wife answered the intercom and remotely opened the gate. He pulled the large van into the circular drive and was greeted welcomingly by a sexy 30-year-old hot blonde who introduced herself as Janine Carlson, Zach Carlson's wife. She invited him in and thanked him for making the long drive on a Friday afternoon. She brought him a cold beer.
An hour later Janine Carlson's throat was stretched to capacity as the unforgiving head of Mylo's huge dick pressed towards her lungs. The delivery driver held the pretty blonde's thick hair as he guided himself across her active tongue, "That's right...suck it bitch! Glad your husband ain't coming up here tonight, I'm gonna fuck you all night long!"
The horny wife pulled the obscenely fat cock from between her wet lips, a long saliva stream mixed with Mylo's pre-cum connecting them, "He's not coming up at all this weekend, you aren't getting out of here before Sunday stud!" She breathed huskily before stroking her wetness along his fat shaft and holding him up as she hungrily assaulted his swollen balls with her fluttering tongue.
"You think you can handle it all weekend slut?"
"I'll die trying. You can't leave!" She pleaded as she planted wet kisses up and down his glistening shaft.
Mylo and Janine Carlson fucked liked animals all weekend long including a Saturday afternoon fuckfest on a picnic blanket on a grassy knoll overlooking the Pacific a couple miles north of the executive's property.
About nine months later, Mylo returned from his route one afternoon to find light blue balloons decorating the office and a big cake in the break room, "What's the occasion?" Mylo asked one of his fellow driver's.
"I guess one of the executive's wives had a baby yesterday, obviously a boy. I don't really give a shit, but this cake is pretty fuckin' good, so more power to him!" Mylo's friend Jake laughed before shoving another bite into his mouth.
Mylo did some quick math in his head, "Hey you don't know the executive's name do you?"
"...Uh...Carlson? Yeah, that's it, Zack Carlson...why?"
Mylo laughed, "Uh nothing...for some reason I knew you were going to say him."
*****
"Hey, try to get something on the radio." Mylo directed Liv Rawlins as he rubbed her leg just above the knee. He'd been teasingly trying to get her to return his gaze for the past five minutes since he'd threatened her regarding the Sea Ranch house.
"Find it yourself, I'm handcuffed remember..." she responded defiantly.
He pulled the gun from the holster again. The warden's wife immediately observed the threatening darkness of his cold eyes, "I'm sorry...uh...mister Dickenson...I'll find something." She replied apologetically as she hastily reached up with both hands and powered on the stereo.
"Bitch, you need a lesson in manners, which trust me, you will get. And since you don't seem to realize who's in charge here, let me remind you...take off that fucking skirt!"
"Please, I promise I won't respond like that anymore, please let me keep it on!"
From his cramped, dark, excruciating position in the back, Grant had only been able to make out muffled conversations up until that moment. He clearly heard the next directive, "TAKE THAT FUCKING THING OFF NOW!"
*****
As Grant Rawlins lay in the dark, he suddenly thought about all the run-in's he'd had with Mylo Dickenson since he became warden at San Quentin. The warden prided himself on treating every inmate appropriately based on their past history and current adherence to the unbendable rules set forth by him and his staff. Most of the inmates understood that life was much better if they simply went along with the program.
Mylo Dickenson, unfortunately, hadn't been one of them.
The porn magazine confrontation had set things in a negative motion from the outset, but further events led to an utter hatred between the two men.
If forced, Grant Rawlins would admit that Mylo Dickenson was one of few inmates that he'd managed with a heavier hand than most. Due to the warden's extreme dislike for the man who in his opinion should have been on death row, he authorized harsher than justifiable treatment including frequent food rationing, restrictions on yard time, and extended, sometimes inhumane lengths of stay in solitary confinement.
But the worst of the heartless punishments inflicted on Mylo Dickenson by the warden followed a dining hall fight that the rapist had instigated about a year after the Rawlins' tenure had begun. The melee had resulted in numerous injuries amongst the inmates, but worse yet, two of San Quentin's guards spent weeks in intensive care afterwards.
The warden was so incensed by the incident that, even against the recommendations of his usually brutal lead guard Carl Jenkins, Rawlins paired Mylo with Tyrone "Anaconda" Jones for an assuredly sadistic overnight cell stay.
Jones was the biggest, baddest inmate at San Quentin. The enormous black man had played defensive end for a couple of years for the Raiders before he was banned from the NFL for a laundry list of transgressions including domestic violence, drug possession and assault. His life went downhill from there. Not long after his playing career ended, Jones was sentenced to life in prison for beating three men to death in a road rage incident in Oakland.
The former NFL player gained the nickname "Anaconda" at San Quentin for his incomprehensible 13" ebony cock that had, for many unfortunate white inmates, been inflicted upon them as a means for the ex-NFLer to take out his hatred on "the man". Jones had developed quite the flavor for white boy asshole in his years at the Q. Once Jones claimed someone as one of his bitches, all the other sodomites would leave the "white girl" alone for fear of incurring Jones' wrath themselves. Eventually Anaconda's unquenchable thirst got so extreme that the guards had to permanently separate him from the Caucasian prisoner population.
Mylo Dickenson was one brother that very few dudes fucked with...white, Hispanic, or black. His giant cock was like a badge of honor that provided him an enhanced form of respect in the prison hierarchy. That, coupled with his third degree black belt, made him someone most other inmates simply avoided.
Anaconda Jones was not like all other inmates.
The two had fought like a couple of lions when the guards brought Mylo to his cell that faithful night, but while the massive black man suffered his fair share of significant injuries in the process, eventually he overpowered his "prey" and spent the remainder of the night giving Mylo the black version of what he had himself imposed on all those female rape victims.
Now as he lay in total darkness, injured and bound by the same man he'd imposed such a heavy handed wrath upon, Grant Rawlins shuddered to imagine the depth of Mylo Dickenson's loathing for him. His revenge was sure to be thorough and unforgiving. The warden's thoughts turned to his wife...
*****
At that moment, with tears in her eyes, Liv Rawlins slowly pealed her skirt down her raised hips at Mylo's demand. The felon watched expressionlessly. The silky garment was soon crumpled around her ankles on the floorboard of the Range Rover exposing her pantiless pussy.
"If you talk back again, that fucking shirt will join your skirt on the floor, now find something on the radio!" Mylo threatened as he viewed the dark little patch between the warden's wife's tightly closed legs.
She fruitlessly searched up and down the AM & FM radio dial; nothing but static came from the speakers.
"You got anything else?"
She opened the glove box and exposed the CD exchanger, "My husband has a bunch of his music in here, but I doubt you'll like it."
"Try me."
She put on the first pianist concerto CD.
In the far back, Grant Rawlins' felt a mild sense of relief for the first time in hours as the melodic tune helped sooth his anxiety. It lasted only seconds before Mylo threw it out the window. The convicted felon did the same with one after another until the classical albums were all scattered across Hwy 101.
Only one CD remained, it was one of Liv's. She hit the play button and Lynyrd Skynyrd's 14-minute live version of "Freebird" blared from the speakers.
"FUCK YEAH, NOW WE'RE TALKING!" Mylo screamed. He thought to himself, "What an appropriate song for me at this moment! Free as a bird...yeah..."
The warden lay gritting his teeth as the large Bose speakers blasted the southern rock band's classic hit in his already ringing ears. He and wife saw eye to eye on most things, but musical preferences weren't one of them. He had grown up the only child of Ivy League parents playing the violin and had acquired a rich taste for classical music since he could remember. His hip wife on the other hand, was raised in southern California public schools and cut her teeth on everything from Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers to Blink-182.
Grant tried to picture the scene in the front of his SUV...convicted serial rapist Mylo Dickenson cruising his Range Rover down the darkened highway with his gorgeous wife sitting across from the monster in some unknown state of undress, while hillbilly rock that she loved, cranked from the expensive sound system.
Unbeknownst to him, he was basically correct in his vision of the scene, except for one detail...his wife's high-heeled foot unconsciously tapped in rhythm to the music on the floorboard underneath her bunched up skirt.
The Skynyrd CD played over and over for nearly two hours, even after they'd pulled off the interstate onto a darkened side road.



*****
Grant finally felt the SUV come to a stop. Mylo had pulled the Range Rover over at a supermarket in Guerneville. Grant heard muffled dialogue coming from the front. Seconds later the back door opened and Mylo's face was soon pressed in front of his, "How's it going back here fucknut? I'm going in to pick up a few supplies; you need to keep your fucking mouth shut while I'm out," the rapist threatened as he shoved a bunched-up wad of gauze into the warden's mouth before securing it with several wrapped layers of the same material around his head.
The rapist was away from the SUV for nearly an hour as he navigated the cluttered disaster inside the store; every aisle littered with countless items that had fallen from the shelves during the quakes. Guerneville was far enough north however, that while the place was in disarray, it escaped structural damage unlike so many stores in the Bay. Regardless of the mess, Mylo giddily filled two shopping carts with everything from cigarettes to Cheerios. He paid with cash and conveniently loaded his stash in the Yakima container on the roof of the SUV. He got soaked to the bone in the unending downpour, but he didn't care, understanding this was what it felt like to be a free man for the first time in nearly two decades.
Grant and Liv had spent the better part of the hour yelling, screaming, and rocking the SUV in an attempt to attract attention. But their muffled pleas and ineffective shaking were fruitless in the far reaches of the darkened parking lot.
This wasn't Mylo Dickenson's first captivation rodeo.
As the SUV exited the parking lot, Mylo looked over at Liv with a shit-eating grin on his face. She followed his eyes as he lowered his hand and patted his rain soaked pants about halfway down his thigh. Her mouth fell slightly open; amazed that he was tapping the outline of his thick cock so far down his leg.
They drove several blocks before Mylo slammed on the breaks and made an urgent u-turn. He hurriedly pulled into another parking lot, this one had a well-lit green cross on a white square background, "There's something beautiful I've never seen before! I love California!" He shouted as he admired the recreational marijuana store sign.
"Okay bitch, I've heard about these places from other inmates, they require a driver's license to buy pot, so you are going in there with me. If you say or do anything to tip anyone off about what's happening here, I will put a bullet in your head and kill everyone else in the place. Then I will come out to this fucking car and cut your husband's fingers off one at a time before I cut his eyes out! Then I'll slice the head off his little cock! Are we good?"
She nodded her head nervously.
Mylo removed her gag and disconnected her handcuffed wrists. Liv Rawlins' rubbed her aching wrists before reaching down for her skirt.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Mylo barked.
"I thought you wanted me to go with you, I was just getting my ski..."
"Leave that shit on the floor, your shirt is good enough!"
"But..." she started to object before she noticed the same angry look on his face that she'd seen before.
Minutes later, they were standing at the front desk of a cute 20-year-old blonde hostess as Liv removed her driver's license from her purse. Mylo stood next to her with one of his large hands tightly gripping her naked ass cheek beneath the oversized shirt.
The aroma wafting through the building was literally intoxicating to Mylo. Liv Rawlins had never been in a pot store before, but even she would have admitted that the smell was surprisingly pleasant.
"Okay Mrs. Rawlins, is there anything in particular you are looking for?" The friendly girl asked as she curiously wondered if the beautiful brunette was wearing panties under her shirt. She could clearly tell the woman's large breasts weren't supported by a bra.
Mylo spoke up, "My wife and I haven't been to one of these places before, is it true you sell pre-rolled joints?"
"Sure, we have just about every strain you might want. What are you using it for?"
Mylo playfully covered Liv's mouth, "My wife is embarrassed to talk about it, but she likes to smoke it before we make love!"
"Oh my God, I knew you were going to say that, my favorite for fucking is called Sour Diesel. I have some of the most intense orgasms when I smoke that shit before sex! Have you ever tried it?"
Liv and even Mylo's eyes opened wide in surprise as the hot little blonde spoke so freely about it.
"...Uh no, I can't say we have, but it sounds like just the kind of thing that gets her off," Mylo quietly joked as he pointed to her from behind. We'll take 10...no make it 20 Sour Diesel blunts! Do you have any recommendations for when she's...uh..."
"...Sucking your cock?" The blonde interrupted.
Mylo glanced sideways at Liv whose mouth was agape in a shocked expression at the young girl's brashness. He laughed before responding, "Yeah, you're like a mind reader honey! My wife's mouth is always good, but she blows me especially good when she has a nice little buzz, don't you honey?" Mylo squeezed her ass cheek incredibly tightly, reminding her to not say anything she would regret.
"...Yeah, I like to do it when I'm stoned," she answered without emotion.
Mylo clutched her ass so hard she almost yelped, "That didn't sound very exciting baby, what is it you like to do so much?"
"I...uh...really love to suck your big cock when I'm baked honey!"
"Yeah you do babe," Mylo grinned before kissing behind her neck.
He returned his gaze to the receptionist, "Any dick sucking recommendations...uh...Jen?" He asked after reading her name badge for the first time.
"My boyfriend really likes one called Blue Cheese. It'll mellow you out, but give you a burst of energy at the right time...if you know what I mean?" She giggled.
"Sounds fucking good to me, give us 20 of those too!"
Liv Rawlins looked at him with fearful astonishment in her eyes.
Minutes later they were back in the Range Rover, "Smell that shit!" Mylo ordered as he held the open bag in front of the warden's wife's gorgeous face.
"It smells like illegal drugs to me," she said straight faced. Liv had smoked her fair share of pot in high school and college, but hadn't imbibed in nearly 10 years. Her husband certainly would never condone it.
Mylo laughed, "Not in California bitch!"
The warden suddenly picked up the scent of unbelievably strong smelling green pot from his spot in the back...he had no idea he was about to smell the burning variety.
Mylo gripped the fat Blue Cheese joint between his lips as he lit the match from the book Jen had given him inside.
"We'd appreciate it if you didn't do that in our new car..." Liv voiced, actually serious.
Mylo got a big grin on his face as he held the Blue Cheese smoke in his lungs before billowing a smoke-filled exhale in her face, "Hit that slut!"
"I don't smoke marijuana!"
Mylo laughed again, "You do now cunt, hit that fucking thing right now!"
Grant was irate that the son of a bitch was smoking pot in his new rig. He couldn't make out the specifics of their conversation, but he suspected Mylo was coercing his wife into doing it too. Moments later he heard her have a coughing attack as Mylo cackled loudly. Before long Grant felt himself getting a contact buzz as his suddenly acquiescent wife and the rapist filled the Range Rover with exhaled smoke.
"The road gets pretty windy from here, you can't drive like this!" The warden's wife warned as she felt the immediate effects herself.
"Let me worry about that, how much further?"
"About 40 minutes."
They pulled out onto the rainy two-lane road. Fifteen minutes out of town, they came to an unplanned roadblock. Two cars were in front of them as construction lights flashed and a roadside flagman held up an illuminated stop sign on the otherwise darkened road. They waited, listening to "Simple Man" for the third time as the worker left the car in front of them and walked back in their direction with his flashlight. Mylo reminded Liv to not make a sound as he kept the music up loud enough that the worker could not hear Grant's grunting pleas.
"We had a mudslide up here around the bend, we got two big cats and a backhoe clearing it as we speak, but it's going to be at least an hour." The worker shared as he picked up the stimulating scent wafting from inside the Range Rover.
Unlike the pissed expressions on the two previous driver's faces when learning of the delay, the construction worker was surprised to see a smile form on the face of the SUV driver. "At least an hour you said?"
"Yep, probably closer to 75 minutes."
The construction worker watched in mild surprise as the Range Rover flipped a quick u-turn and sped back in the direction from which it came.
Two minutes later Mylo hurriedly splashed the 4WD down a pitch-black, muddy side road to an expectantly vacant campground. Along the way, he caromed the front passenger bumper off a large boulder that was nearly impossible to see in the dark, rainy conditions. He sloshed the rig to a stop in a big open area before jumping out quickly and slogging through the mud to the passenger door. Mylo yanked the warden's wife from the front seat and held her in his arms as he swung the back door open. She screamed, kicked, and fought as he pushed her inside.
Grant Rawlins listened helplessly as doors opened and closed while his wife screamed defiantly. One final slamming door confirmed his wife and the rapist were back inside the Range Rover. The seat in front of him shifted violently; the previously distant sounds were now directly in front of him. He could feel humidity emanating from their sopping wet clothes.
The drenched clothes weren't going to be on for long.
"Don't fight me bitch, you know what's coming. And you know it's good shit!" Mylo pulled the insolent Liv Rawlins into his lap until she was facing and straddling him. He hungrily kissed along her slender neck as she yelped helplessly but turned her head to avoid his aggressive lips. He held her rigidly, his strength incomprehensible. The warden's wife felt him suck and bite her neck roughly and place another hickey on her previously unblemished skin. Mylo pulled her hips down hard and ground her naked pussy against his rain-soaked crotch.
The girl at the pot store was right about the weed; Mylo felt blood rushing swiftly to his hardening cock. Liv Rawlins' was more stoned than she'd been in a very long time.
"No...please...not again...it's too big...please...please..."
Grant Rawlins could now hear every heartbreaking word clearly. The pain from his considerable injuries disappeared as he screamed helplessly into his gagged mouth...his beautiful wife was at the mercy of a monster and there was nothing he could do about it.
At just that moment, that same monster powerfully ripped the warden's shirt from his wife's stunning body, sending all the button's flying and causing her big tits to bounce freely. "FUCK YEAH!" Mylo shouted before biting down on one of her hardened nipples causing her to yelp loudly again. The experienced rapist roughly squeezed both of her heavy breasts in his huge hands, "Yeah bitch, I like these big fucking tits!"
The warden lay in tortuous agony as Mylo's words and the shaking of the seat confirmed what he knew to be happening only a few feet away.
"Down on your knees! Get down on the ground...now slut!" Mylo ordered as he pushed her shoulders downward. "Take off my pants bitch! Hurry up...my nuts are turning blue!"
"Blue? But you already came...uh...ejaculated before...?"
"Damn right bitch, but that was a couple of hours ago; now they ache again...get down there and do what I fucking tell you! Now!" He ordered as he reached up and flipped on the overhead light.
Grant Rawlins could hear his wife shuffle off the seat onto the dirty carpet courtesy of Mylo's filthy mud-covered boots. He then heard the zipper of Mylo's pants being lowered followed moments later by an unfamiliar thud and then a startled scream from his terrified wife.
He couldn't possibly fathom the sound he'd just heard was the smacking of the rapists' heavy meat flopping out and hitting his wife in the face.
"Oh Jesus...Mr. Dickenson...please don't make me do this. It's huge, I can't...can't do it."
"Fuck yes you can! Grab hold of it...! Use both hands...there you go, stroke it first ...yeah like that...uh-huh. Long strokes bitch!"
From that point forward, Grant could only hear deep masculine grunts and authoritative dick-sucking instructions directed by the rapist to his less than experienced wife.
"Yeah...fuck...like that...spit on it slut! Uh-huh, now stroke it...get it all wet and slippery. Do it again...yeah, that's better. Spit on it again! Long strokes...lick around the head! Uh-huh...yeah...uhn...suck that big cock bitch!"
The warden listened as similar wet-smacking sounds and occasional masculine grunts continued for the next 10 minutes.
"Okay, faster now slut! Play with those big fucking nuts with your other hand...there you go. You ever held anything as big as those before?"
The warden couldn't make out his wife's muffled response.
"Haha...I didn't think so! Now lick 'em...fuck yeah...you might get the hang of this yet bitch!"
Grant Rawlins listened disbelievingly as the high school dropout convicted rapist instructed his respected, professional physician wife how to pleasure him with her mouth as if she was some cheap hooker he'd just picked up off the street.
"Okay, not bad slut...but that's enough of the knob-polish, time to take it down your throat cunt!"
Grant couldn't make out her response, but Mylo's reply clarified it, "Yes you can, open wide...wider...open it bitch! Like that slutty pussy of yours did earlier, it'll stretch...there you go, suck on the head and swirl your tongue...uh huh...fuck...yeah! Don't stop stroking it...both hands...uh huh...fuck yeah, suck it! Okay, time to take it deeper, here it comes!"
Again, Grant couldn't make out his wife's response, but suddenly a loud choking cough escaped her throat.
Mylo laughed out loud, "Yeah it takes some getting used to, but trust me, you're going to get lots of practice slut. Do it again!"
A minute later more instructions rang out, "Yes you can...relax your throat...uh huh...that a girl. Uhn...yeah...deeper...oh fuck that's good! Now the head's in your throat, just keep breathing through your nose while I shove it deeper...Oooowww you fucking whore...no teeth!"
This time Grant heard his wife's breathless apologetic response, "I'm so sorry, I just have never had anything like this in my mouth before, it's really hard to breathe! I've never taken one down my throat like that...especially one so big..."
"Like I said, you're going to get lots of practice. But right now I need my nut, so let's try something else, wrap those big titties around my cock! Yeah, hold 'em like that while I fuck 'em."
Grant could feel the seat shift before it began to thrust forward and back, "Yeah bitch, those sweet tits feel good around it, all right, now lick it when it gets near your mouth! Uh-huh, yeah just like that...uhn...uhn...now take it in your mouth...all the way! God damn...yeah those soft titties and fuckin dick-sucking lips feel good! Don't stop...suck me bitch!"
The warden lay torturously listening for the next ten minutes as the seat rocked and wet smacking sounds filled the air between satisfied groans. In spite of what he knew about the rapist's endowment, he couldn't fathom the idea that Mylo Dickenson's cock could actually be fucking his wife's flawless tits while she sucked it at the same time...
His thoughts were interrupted by a loud grunt and Mylo's gruff voice, "Eighteen long fucking year's I've waited for this shit slut...uhn...yeah...I'm gonna cum all over these big titties...suck it...yeah...oh fuck...shit!"
The warden obviously couldn't see, but he imagined the scene as Mylo pulled his huge cock from between his young wife's drooling lips just as the first blast streaked thickly across her pretty face; the powerful discharge was followed by several others before the insatiable rapist aimed his heaving cock at her spit-soaked tits and painted them sloppily in a hot whitish gruel.
"FUCK YEAH!!" Mylo shouted in satisfied jubilation. He looked down at the warden's wife's cum-coated face and tits and noticed an unmistakably guilty pleasurable look in her eyes..."This horny slut liked that!"
Liv Rawlins knelt on her mud covered knees staring down at her cum plastered tits. She couldn't see out of one of her eyes, but the astonishment through her one clear eye at the volume of semen on her breasts nearly took her breath away. Her untrained jaw hurt from being stretched so widely for such a long period of time. She could taste Mylo's salty discharge, as at least one of his unwieldy spurts had found its way between her lips and inside her gaped mouth. Her breathing was already strained as the incomprehensibly erotic sex act had caused a stream of wetness to flow down her thighs onto her bunched up skirt.
Warden Grant Rawlins lay helplessly only a few feet away in a darkened solitary hell. The unfathomable events of the past six hours all culminating moments before in a mind-numbing sexual crescendo between his beautiful wife and one of the most notorious sex offenders ever housed in San Quentin State Prison. The very prison he was responsible for managing... but to his unimaginable dismay, the three of them were no longer inside the confines of San Quentin State Prison.
...nor was Warden Grant Rawlins any longer in charge.
*****
I hope you've enjoyed the first 3 chapters, if so please take the time to comment and/or vote. I also welcome feedback via email and do my best to respond as quickly as possible. Make sure if you contact me that way to include your email address. As you might imagine...chapter 4 is going to be really good, but won't post for a while.
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Justin Dawson woke with a pounding head and terrible taste in his mouth. Morning sunlight streamed through the raised awning windows as he groggily glanced down at his watch and did a double-take, "Oh shit, ten-fucking-thirty?" He rose from the basement couch and unsteadily got to his feet. He looked around at the mess of red solo cups that lay scattered around the room and on his beer covered ping pong table, "Son of a bitch, I have to get that shit cleaned off before it ruins the surface." Then his pounding head reminded him that before he did anything else, he needed to get some Tylenol, "How can those damn college kids drink so much, and why the fuck did I try to keep up with them?" An image of Frank the Tank from the movie Old School flashed in his mind as he thought back to his behavior from the previous night. Justin made one last disgusted perusal of his filthy basement before he embarked on the herculean effort of ascending the stairs.
The college diving coach made a bee-line for the kitchen after reaching the top. The upstairs looked better than the basement, but as he moved into the kitchen, the familiar scatter of red cups and beer scent rekindled his senses. The large bottle of Patron that he'd pulled out early the previous night, while not empty, had been significantly dented. He filled a clean glass with water and chugged it down before even reaching for the Tylenol bottle. Justin popped two big pills and washed them down. He stood motionless for a moment as he fought the urge to hurl right back into the sink, "What was I thinking, I'm getting too old for this shit?"
As he stood with his back against the counter he noticed the large car key filled jar that sat on his counter, "At least I did something right last night!" He picked it up and moved to the front door. Justin opened the door wearily and placed the jar down next to the mat outside where he had told his team they could pick up their keys in the morning, "Thank God I got that out before anyone arrived...I don't need any of them seeing me like this!"
Justin closed the door behind him and immediately his thoughts turned to Abbie, "Shit, I don't even remember saying good night to her!" He walked towards their bedroom with thoughts of crawling in bed next to her and sleeping away his hangover. Hopefully at some point, he would get to do more than sleep next to her. The door was open slightly; he pushed his way in quietly.
What he saw took his breath away.
The room was dimly lit, but not so much that he couldn't make out his gorgeous wife lying completely naked in a fetal position on their bed. The sheets and blankets were pulled completely back and resting messily on the floor at the base. He thought, "That's odd, she never sleeps naked and she certainly doesn't do so with the sheets pulled back." As he moved slowly towards the bed, his eyes were suddenly drawn to the TV across the room. The sound was muted, but on the 52" screen, the video image of a large black man pounding aggressively into a thin, large-breasted blonde girl shone brightly. He recognized the video as one that he'd purchased in one of his attempts to tempt his wife into kinky sex.
Justin immediately felt a stirring in his loins, "I recognize that video, I've tried to get Abbie to watch it together...never with much success! Oh my God...was she actually watching porn on her own? Was she masturbating to it?"
Before he could process that exciting thought more deeply, he heard the toilet flush in his master bathroom.
Justin froze, trying to make sense of what he'd just heard. Before he could formulate any additional thoughts, the bathroom door swung open and out walked Nick Thomas. The muscle-covered black man was naked except for his Hornet Speedo. The obscene bulge that Justin had seen hundreds of times looked bigger than he could ever remember.
Justin Dawson realized immediately, this was a moment he would never forget.
His diving protégé moved in his direction as a million thoughts now crossed the coach's mind, "Oh my God, did that hung son of a bitch fuck my wife last night?" As Nick approached, Justin welled with anger, fully expecting the black man to guiltily grovel and apologize for what had undoubtedly transpired in this room the previous night. But instead, Nick got a little grin on his face as he walked up and quietly asked, "How are you feeling this morning coach? You were pretty lit last night!"
"How am I feeling? How the fuck do you think I'm feeling? What THE FUCK happened in here last night NICK?" The coach demanded angrily, trying his best to keep his voice down.
The smile disappeared from Nick's face as they both glanced over at Abbie's sexy naked body. He looked back at his coach and said, "Perhaps we should talk about it in the other room."
"GOOD IDEA!" Justin spat, as the realization suddenly occurred to him that another man currently stood in his bedroom while his gorgeous naked wife lay exposed on the bed.
As they moved towards the living room, the ridiculousness of Justin's previous thought re-crossed his mind, "Why do I care that he sees her naked now, he must have been IN that bed with her all night!" He pulled the door closed behind him as they exited into the living room. The young husband turned back around and jealously observed the physical specimen that confidently strode away from him. Somehow the physique that he'd seen thousands of times in the same Speedo looked more impressive than ever before.
As Nick approached the couch, he turned back in Justin's direction, "So you are upset about this coach?"
Justin's eyes nearly bugged out of his head and his nostrils flared; it took all of his self-control to keep from taking a swing at the star diver, "Of course I'm upset, it's pretty obvious what happened in that room last night! How could you ask me that?"
"She said you wouldn't be," Nick stated matter-of-factly.
"She who?...Abbie? She said WHAAATTT?" Justin questioned incredulously, again trying to keep from yelling.
"Your wife said it was a fantasy of yours for her to fu...uh...make love...to another dude!"
Nick's statement hit Justin like a freight train, there were so many hidden components to the remark. First off, it confirmed that Nick had in fact had sex his wife the previous night. Secondly, according to the man standing in front of him, his wife suggested he would be okay with it and in fact it was a fantasy of his. Lastly, Nick's callous delivery made it sound like it wasn't a big deal.
"So you aren't denying that you and my...uh...wife, did it?"
"C'mon coach, it's kind of obvious, I just gave her what she wanted!"
"Oh don't bullshit me Nick, I've seen the way you look at her, are you trying to tell me this was all her idea?"
"No coach, I've always wanted to...uh...you know, but I never would have done it without consent! But last night your wife wanted it bad, and she said you'd be fine with it, so I gave it to her!"
Justin couldn't help but glance down at the huge bulge in Nick's suit as he contemplated what the black man had just said, "Jesus...he gave her THAT thing!"
"I can't discuss this with you while you stand here practically naked, put your clothes back on Nick!"
The black man turned and retrieved his tee-shirt from the couch and slipped it over his muscle covered physique, "Coach, my shorts are...um...in the other room."
"Oh of course they are," Justin replied snidely, "Anything else? How about your...uh...underwear?"
"I wasn't wearing any."
Justin looked at him shockingly and asked without thinking, "Do you always wear your swim Speedo under your shorts?"
"This thing? Fuck no, it's uncomfortable as hell on my...junk! It was in my backpack last night, but Ab...uh...your wife insisted I wear it into the bedroom...some kind of fantasy or something. I wasn't going to tell that horny bit...I mean Coach Abbie, no! I only put it back on this morning, cuz I was still...uh..."
"Still what?" Justin asked in an irritated tone.
"Leaking coach...you know?"
Justin looked at him incredulously, "So you two did it again this morning?"
Nick hesitatingly looked at his coach before he spoke, "We did it a lot...I tried to sleep a little but...you know..."
"No I don't know, what am I supposed to know Nick?"
"Well you know Justin, Coach Abbie is pretty...what's that word...insatiable? She didn't want to stop, you're a lucky man coach, I haven't known many who like to suck it that much!"
"My Abbie?...INSATIABLE?...A COCKSUCKER?...I can rarely get her to suck my dick..." The dumbfounded coach thought to himself as he tried to process what he'd just been told by his wife's black lover.
Justin gathered himself, "Oh, is that so?" The coach rhetorically asked, as a vision of his naked wife slutishly sucking Nick's huge black cock appeared in his mind.
The previously heated conversation had now taken a more subtle tone.
It shouldn't have's given the sensitive nature of the topic, but the black man now realized why...a noticeable tent had formed inside the front of his coach's khakis. Nick immediately suspected this was confirmation of what Abbie had told him about Justin's fantasy of wanting her to fuck a black man, "So coach, should I go in and get my shorts?"
The question seemed to snap Justin out of his momentary trance, "No...no I think you've spent enough time in our bedroom already, I'll go get them, do you know where they are?"
"Somewhere near the footboard, that's where she begged me to strip for her."
Justin didn't respond, he only looked at his diving protégé with a disbelieving look, "My conservative wife begging another man to strip for her in our bedroom?"
"Near the footboard huh, anything else in there?"
"No, my flip-flops are here on the floor."
Justin eyed him again before turning and walking towards his bedroom. He quietly opened the door and peeked inside. For whatever reason, the smell of sex permeated his senses more this time around. His wife still lay naked in the same position, more light filtered in through the partially covered windows. Justin felt relieved to find Nick's shorts quickly. He was surprised he hadn't seen them the first time around, but his eyes were then drawn again to the interracial porn flick that was still playing silently and realized it along with his wife's naked body was probably the reason he hadn't noticed anything else on his first visit.
As he turned back towards the door, he glanced at his nude wife still sleeping soundly; Abbie looked stunningly hot. Seeing her sleeping peacefully and knowing what had transpired in his bedroom, had his cock not already been rock-hard before, it felt like steel now. Before he turned away, he noticed a couple of open packs of condoms, several wrappers, and a bottle of baby oil on his night stand next to the bed, "At least they used protection..."
As he reentered the living room, Nick stood looking at his phone dressed only in his tee-shirt and Speedo. He looked up at Justin, "Ah that was fast, they must have been where I said."
"Yes, right at the base of my bed where you dropped them before having sex with my wife!" The dive coach answered mean-spiritedly.
Nick could still see the tent in his coach's shorts and wondered if he was in fact pissed, or actually aroused, "Coach, as I said before, I wouldn't have done it if she didn't say it would be okay with you!"
"Well she was wrong..." Justin responded, this time with a lot less conviction in his voice.
Nick knew Abbie would never have done it unless she truly felt her husband was okay with it. Now hearing his former coach's unconvincing denial and seeing the hard-on in his pants, it was all but confirmed, "Well then coach, I am sincerely sorry, but I think you and your wife have a lot to talk about. I'm going to get my keys and go."
"Yeah, I think that would be a good idea!"
"Hey do you mind if I change out of these nut-huggers before I do?"
Justin looked at him irritatingly, "No, do whatever you want, your car keys should be in the jar on the porch."
"Sounds good Coach," Nick said before he turned and dropped his Speedo to his ankles. His muscle covered black ass flashed back at his former coach. The flabbergasted coach noticed what appeared to be fingernail impressions on both cheeks of Nick's ass. The black man stepped out of the swimsuit and bent to pull his shorts over his right foot. As he did so, his enormous balls swayed heavily back and bounced against the inside of his muscular thighs.
"Holy shit, they look like a pair of black lemons..." The coach thought to himself. Then he noticed the massive plump head of the black man's cock hanging down beyond his dangling ebony nut sack, "Jesus..."
"I didn't realize you were going to change right here!" Justin complained frustratingly.
"Nick glanced back over his shoulder as he stood buttoning his shorts, "Oh sorry about that coach, I guess I didn't think you would care."
"I think it's time you left Nick."
"Sure coach, I'll grab my keys off the porch. We'll see you around."
As he turned towards the door, Justin spoke, "Hey Nick,"
The diver turned, "Yeah coach?"
"Um...thanks for at least using protection."
"Yeah about that..." Nick hesitated, before finishing his response, "yeah...uh...you're welcome coach." He said sheepishly before he exited out the front door.
Justin stood motionless for several seconds before he heard Nick's engine start up. He glanced through the window as his Mustang sped away. "You're welcome?...You're welcome?, what the hell?, I can't believe I just thanked him for using a rubber when he fucked my wife!"
But the coach's cock was still rock-hard in his pants.
*****
2 ½ years previously
Abbie Dawson and her husband Justin sat in their office reviewing video tape of potential new recruits. As Division II college diving coaches at a relatively small state school in California, they were limited to a handful of scholarships each year. That, combined with the fact there were lots more desirable schools in the state, made the process of replenishing their team all the more difficult. In spite of the challenges, the couple always looked forward to this process, fully understanding there was no room for misplaced resources; they had to make sure they thoroughly scouted the best prospective candidates. This was their chance to replenish the ranks of young athletes who had made Sacramento State University a D2 diving powerhouse for well over a decade.
Justin and Abbie had now coached the men and women's diving teams at Sac State for the past 3 years, making the fall of 2017 the third time the Dawson's had gone through the recruiting process. They came to the school as a package deal following their senior year at the University of California at Santa Barbara. The two had both been team captains and state diving champions during their junior and senior seasons at UCSB.
Having already completed the process for the women's team, the couple was now down to their final scholarship decision for the men. The Dawson's had narrowed their choice to two athletes, Jimmy Yu and Nick Thomas. For the two young coaches, this decision was quite different from any they'd made in the past, as these two recruits could not have been more dissimilar, each bringing a unique skill set to the equation. They again reviewed each dive video submitted by the two athletes.
Jimmy Yu was an accomplished high school diver who Justin and Abbie felt could help their team over his 4-year career at Sac State, but he was a slender kid who would need some time to fill-out and realize his full potential. They were both pretty certain Jimmy wouldn't bring much to the team in his freshman season.
Thomas on the other hand, was unlike any athlete they had ever recruited. Muscular and tall, he was the antithesis of many of the athletes currently on their team. Unlike Yu, Thomas was a junior college transfer who had performed quite well on club teams and the occasional JuCo meets he participated in.
The recruiting visits between the two athletes also could not have been more divergent. Jimmy attended with his Asian parents; the well-dressed Yu family was extremely respectful and polite. Abbie and Justin took Jimmy as a shy, reserved kid who only talked when he was asked a question. Jimmy's dad did most of the talking.
Nick Thomas attended with only his attractive single mother and while she was quite pleasant, both Abbie and Justin were a little put off by Nick's seemingly cocky and potentially aloof personality. But in spite of his questionable attitude, there was something charismatic about him. Justin and Abbie both picked-up on it.
Nick was also one of the most distinct looking individuals that either of them had ever seen. From the dive tapes, they were already familiar with his impressive muscular physique, but now sitting across the table from him, his facial appearance was unmistakable. His medium skin was a Beyonce shade of brown, his high cheek bones, full lips, and sparkling white teeth gave him a male model appearance. But his most unique facial feature were his mesmerizing light-shaded hazel colored eyes that looked out of place on a black man. They reminded Justin of those on former Green Bay Packers receiver Randall Cobb. To Abbie, they just looked kind of hot.
Still, they weren't sure about him...
*****
Nick Thomas didn't feel the same way about them. On the ride back to Stockton, his mom asked him what he thought of his potential new coaches. "I think they're just what I need. The dude seems pretty capable technically. And the wife...well...she'll make me look forward to going to the pool everyday!" He joked.
"You dumbshit, you better not let that thing in your pants fuck this up. I agree she is very pretty, but don't you dare try and get in her pants; I shouldn't need to remind you this is the best chance you're going to get to leverage your special skills into something better!"
"I was planning on using my special skills mom!" He smiled mischievously and glanced down at his crotch.
Angie Thomas looked back at her son with a glare of concern, "Don't forget you've been down this path before and it didn't end well the last time!"
"I'm just kidding mom, trust me, I know this is a great opportunity, I'm not going to fuck it up!" He assured her, well-aware she had a right to question his motives. It had been a similar circumstance his senior year in high school when Nick hooked up with his young new math teacher and the pair were caught fucking on her desk after school. The pretty blonde teacher got fired and was eventually divorced by her husband as a result of the incident. The only thing that kept her from going to jail, was the DA could not prove that the two of them had ever fucked before Nick turned 18. It was a big story in the Stockton papers and it was also the final strike in leading to Nick Thomas's expulsion from high school.
And while Nick was sincere in reassuring his mom he wouldn't jeopardize this opportunity the same way, he didn't share with her that he'd picked-up on a very small glint of intrigue from the hot-looking dive coach.
*****
Following the interviews, Justin and Abbie's first inclination was to gravitate to the safer of the two choices; Jimmy Yu would be a better cultural fit and easier kid to coach. They would also have him for the full 4 years. However, at the end of the day, this decision wasn't all about that. The tape didn't lie. While Yu possessed the better technical acumen, the power and athleticism of Thomas' style was undeniably impressive. Perhaps it was that physical dominance, but somehow despite their concerns about his attitude, they both believed he could be an athlete unlike any they'd ever coached.



"I'm not sure I've seen a diver do the things this kid is capable of," Justin gushed as he replayed the tape of some of Thomas' powerful 3 meter springboard dives. I think with a few refinements, we could have him pushing for the medal stand in no time."
"I can see the potential too honey, but do you really think he will take to our coaching? I didn't like his attitude at the interview, he came across as cocky!" Abbie reminded.
"I agree, but don't forget he is still young, he's never had a father figure in his life, I think I can get through to him."
"I wouldn't call him young, he's going to be 21 in September, I'm just nervous about him, we've never had one like him before Justin!" Abbie responded again, concern still in her voice.
"I know babe, but there is just something about him, I know you felt it too. In spite of his cockiness, he just seems to have that it factor. If we play our cards right, I think we could be looking at a future diving superstar."
"Yeah, either that or we will have made the biggest mistake of our coaching careers; Jimmy would be a lot less risky."
"Abbie, we already have a really good team full of Jimmy's, I think Nick could bring a certain confidence and potential leadership to our group that could be just what the team needs. Remember, while our Junior and Senior male divers are talented, none of them have much in the way of leadership skills, especially Tommy."
Justin was referring to senior state diving champion Tommy Wilson who was the unquestioned superior diver on the men's team, despite a personality that left something to be desired.
"Yeah, it's too bad we don't have anyone like Amber on the guy's team, but I'm not sure we should assume Nick could take on any kind of leadership role, I'm still worried about him causing more problems with team chemistry than solving any. Let's go through his bio again," Abbie suggested, "...so he was raised by his single mom in a gang-filled neighborhood of Stockton; dad wasn't ever in the picture?"
"No, when I talked to her at the interview, she said she works two jobs to support the family as his father was never involved in his upbringing."
"I know this doesn't matter, but the dad must have been black?" Abbie asked.
"I didn't ask her, but I think that's pretty obvious. She's very fare skinned and the kid obviously is not. Why do you ask?"
"I don't know, we just don't see too many colored kids in this sport."
"Well, as I mentioned before, his mom was a state diving champion herself at UOP, so naturally she introduced her son to the sport she knew best. Most of his friends were undoubtedly playing football or basketball while Nick took up dive. She told me she thought this sport would be his best avenue to a college scholarship. Smart lady. Unfortunately for her, the plan nearly failed when Nick basically flunked out of high school. He was kicked off the team two months before he was expelled. If it weren't for the JC route, he would probably be flipping burgers at Mickey D's."
"Or a lot worse. So again I ask, why are we considering him for one of our few precious spots? Jimmy would be a lot safer pick!"
"Safer yes, but look at the power and athleticism," Justin gushed again as he replayed the tape. The young coach was well aware of the true circumstances leading to Nick Thomas' expulsion from his high school team, but he saw real potential in this kid and knew his wife would never sign-off if she knew the actual reason for his expulsion; so he conveniently neglected to tell her about the sordid details regarding Nick's relationship with the young white teacher and why he was kicked out of school.
"What about the tattoos? Do you think judges will hold those against him? This is a pretty conservative sport Justin." Abbie reminded.
Her husband looked again at the exotic artwork that covered most of Nick's impressive torso, "I don't think they are anymore likely to hold those against him than the color of his skin, which who knows, might be an advantage."
"I hope you're right honey..." Abbie was not a fan of tattoos or body piercings, the latter of which were not evidenced on Nick's muscular body, but the former were prevalent. To her, tattoos looked like human body graffiti, especially the type that covered Nick's torso, lots of small unidentifiable images blending together to look like obscure modern art gone wrong. She purposefully ignored his body art, besides, her eyes were focused on something else...
What neither of them commented on, but both hadn't failed to notice, was the obscenely large bulge in the front of Nick Thomas' Speedo swimsuit. As Justin and Abbie did their very best to focus on his diving technique, both were inexplicably drawn to the massive lump between his legs.
"No wonder he's so cocky, if I was sporting a package like that, I would be too!" Justin thought to himself.
"OMG...what's in there?" Was all Abbie wondered?
The young wife snapped out of her trance when her husband spoke again, "Okay it's the moment of truth. You know the drill; we've done this before when we've been on the fence between two recruits. Both of us will take two pieces of paper in our hand, one with Jimmy's name and one with Nick's. Remove the name of the person you do not want to offer the scholarship to. We will then open our hands at the same time. If we pick the same person, that will be our binding decision, if not, we will give it more debate. Are you ready?"
"I guess so," Abbie replied, "I wish we could take them both."
"Me too, but that can't happen," Justin reminded as he handed her both pieces of paper. They turned their backs to one another, Justin quickly dropped Jimmy's name to the floor behind him.
Abbie took several seconds longer to make her decision. Her heart beat fast as she thought about the strange way Nick had looked at her during the interview on campus. It was subtle glare that she hadn't shared with her husband, but now as she turned back towards Justin with only one piece of paper in her hand, butterflies filled her stomach. The couple faced each other and opened their palms...NICK THOMAS was the name on both pieces of paper. A certain rush of adrenaline gushed through Justin's veins...a gush of something else rushed between the legs of his beautiful wife.
The coaching couple stared into each other's eyes, somehow suspecting this decision would lead them down a path that they hadn't explored before, "I hope we made the right decision." Abbie breathed nervously.
"Somehow, I know we did!" Her husband responded assuredly with a big smile on his face.
There was no way the couple could have known that the decision they just made would eventually change their lives forever.
Justin looked at his watch, "Now that that's done, what'd ya say we get drunk and have little fun?"
Abbie giggled and replied, "What do you have in mind Mr. Dawson?"
"I was thinking about that sexy red babydoll and those velvet handcuffs I bought last month!"
Abbie laughed, "No I was asking what you wanted to drink." She then bit her bottom lip and smiled mischievously, "But if you play your cards right, I might slip into something a little more...um...comfortable."
"Hot Damn! And the cuffs?"
"Not gonna happen pervert," she laughed, "I'm not a slut, I'm your wife!"
"I wouldn't mind if you acted a little sluttier once in a while," Justin said with a big grin on his face as he moved around behind her and slipped his arms through hers.
"Oh, is this where you ask me to watch one of your horny porn movies again?" She asked playfully.
"Yes, I was just getting to that," Justin whispered in her ear as his hands continued forward and cupped his wife's big tits.
Abbie giggled again, "You know how I feel about those dirty movies, go pour us a cocktail and quit while you're ahead!"
They had Thai food delivered and spent the next couple of hours drinking Justin's famous Moscow Mule's. After they'd each put away several and were feeling no pain, Justin turned to Abbie, "Hey, I'm really fired-up about our decision to give Nick the scholarship. I really think that kid has some untapped potential."
"Yeah, I do to, but I'm just nervous about him. I hope he doesn't come in here all cocky and challenge our authority. The last thing we need is him undermining our credibility with the rest of the team."
Justin got a sly smile on his face, "Say, speaking of cocky, you didn't happen to notice the bulge in the front of his Speedo?"
Abbie's mouth went dry before she responded untruthfully, "No, I didn't, should I have?"
"Oh c'mon, don't mess with me, there is no way you could have missed it!" Justin teased.
Abbie stammered momentarily as the image of Nick's huge bulge re-entered her mind, "Jeez Justin, I've seen thousands of guys in Speedo's since I started diving in high school, I can't say I pay attention to one versus another." She lied.
"Oh, good answer babe..." Justin said sarcastically as her denial only raised his suspicion about whether she'd been checking out their newest recruit's package. He let the subject go for now as they were both feeling pretty looped and he had other things on his mind.
In spite of her denial, Abbie was still aroused from watching Nick's dive videos. She looked at Justin naughtily, "Hey, I'm going to head into our room, why don't you come join me in fifteen minutes."
"Fifteen minutes, why so long?" He whined.
"Good things come to those who wait!"
*****
Fifteen minutes later Justin excitedly pressed the lever on his bedroom door and slowly peaked inside. Candles flickered, soft music played and his gorgeous wife lay on their bed dressed only in thigh high stockings and high heels. His eyes nearly bugged out of his head as Abbie's fingers danced playfully between her spread legs.
In over five years of marriage, he'd rarely seen her touch herself erotically and certainly he'd never witnessed her doing it so provocatively. In a sultry voice she moaned, "I told you good things come to those who wait!"
"You can say that again Ab, you look so hot!" Justin gasped as he moved towards the bed removing clothing items along the way. Lying before him was one of the sexiest 27-year-old WILF's imaginable, "Damn, that's my wife!" Abbie's lithe body looked every bit as good now as it did the first time he'd seen her naked following that fraternity party many years before. She was a bit curvier now than she was when she was 20, but the added sinew had all formed in the right places, adding a desirable five pounds to her now 5'-5" 120 lb. spectacular body.
Abbie's dark brown hair laid spread on the pillows framing her gorgeous face painted with a pleasure-filled gaze. Justin always considered his wife one of the prettiest women he'd ever seen, but there was something about her look when she was in the throes of sexual bliss that made her intoxicatingly hot. With her head tilted back slightly, eyes unfocused, and succulent lips open slightly, Justin could tell she was already more aroused than he'd seen her in some time.
He couldn't wait to join her on the bed, but hesitated momentarily to take in his naked wife's beauty. Her lithe neck, narrow shoulders and slender torso gave her a feminine look that belied her spectacularly large natural breasts that heaved ever so slightly at the moment. He was always amazed that a woman his wife's size could have such perfectly formed big tits on such a lean frame, but despite their D-cup proportions, they looked flawlessly sculpted for her body. In addition, her nearly silver-dollar sized areola and engorged nipples complemented the size and shape of her tits to perfection.
But as much as Justin loved her tits, his eyes were uncontrollably drawn further down Abbie's slender body at this moment...his naked wife's long legs were spread and she was actually playing with her pussy! A sight he had rarely, if ever seen in their five years of marriage.
"Justin, please come use your tongue...I'm really horny tonight baby, I want it here!" She purred as she lifted her hand and directed her gaze down her sexy body. While she'd denied it earlier, seeing Nick's huge bulge on those dive tapes had set off a craving that her fingers were now working diligently to satisfy.
Justin didn't need to be asked twice. He quickly ditched the rest of his clothes and crawled up on the bed between her wide-spread legs. His wife slowly pulled her slick fingers through her pubes and up her flat stomach leaving a trail of wetness across her flat tummy as he moved closer.
"Baby, please don't stop, I want to watch you touch yourself." He begged, excitedly checking out the wetness coating her dark little furry patch and glistening splayed lips.
"Justin...I can't do it in front of you, please just use your tongue!"
"I will honey, but I want to watch you first, please Abbie!" He pleaded again as he inhaled her essence and kissed slowly along the inside of her smooth thighs.
"Oh that feels good Justin, I love it when you kiss me there!" Abbie moaned as she slowly slid her fingers back down and tangled them in her dampened bush. Justin continued nuzzling between his wife's legs as he excitedly watched her hand descend past her cute little muff. His cock was as hard as he could remember as he witnessed Abbie's middle finger slip past her sopping hood and find the object of its desire. She toggled her button playfully before sexily slipping the swollen nub between two slender fingers and expertly massaging it. A small moan escaped her lips as her head lay pressed back into the feathery bed pillows; her eyes squeezed tightly shut. Justin kissed and licked along her heavenly thighs as he watched the intoxicating scene. He had rarely seen his wife touch herself erotically, but watching her now, he surmised she was no novice and deliciously wondered how often she did this when he wasn't around.
The young coach reached up and softly squeezed one of his wife's big tits, bringing another delightful moan from her sexy lips. Lying in this position, her large breasts flattened ever so slightly and expanded into firm round mounds of feminine perfection across her narrow chest. Justin never tired of exploring Abbie's wonderful tits with his hands, mouth, or on special occasions, his cock. He slid his hand up to one of her rock-hard nipples and gently tweaked it. Abbie always loved having her large nubs fondled and sucked...thankful that over their years together, her husband had perfected his technique, "Yeah honey, keep doing that, your fingers feel so good, you know how much I love it when you touch them like that!"
Justin kept up his aroused ministrations as his wife's fingers moved hurriedly on her sex and her hips began to gyrate ever so slightly, "God Justin, it feels amazing, do you like watching me do this?"
"Fuck Abbie, you look so hot!" He panted between kisses and nibbles of her tender thighs, "Keep playing with it, I'm so turned on right now!" He gasped as he kissed along her leg and then wetly caressed her succulent labia with the flatness of his tongue.
"Oh God Justin...yes!"
He wasn't sure he'd ever seen his wife any sexier than she was at this moment. This was so out of character to see her act like this, but he couldn't get enough, hoping they had turned over a wonderful new leaf. Abbie's sexy hips began to roll more urgently as breathless moans and gasps escaped her mouth, "Uhn...Justin please don't stop, you're making me feel so good!"
Justin dry-humped the comforter as he lay on his stomach with his face between his wife's legs while contemplating the words that had just emanated from her beautiful mouth. While he knew his fondling of her tits and teasing of her pussy lips was having a profound effect, clearly her own assault on her swollen clit was the driving force behind her burning arousal.
His eyes darted back and forth between watching her beautiful face contort and moan in ecstasy and her blurring fingers, now dripping with her juices. Her pussy was so wet. Justin picked up his own pace and fluttered his tongue hungrily along her swollen lips while he tweaked her rigid nipple between his experienced fingers.
Abbie moaned loudly, "Oh shit...oh God Justin...umph...yeah...don't stop baby...I'm almost there...uhn...uhn...uhn...YES...I'M CUMMMIIINNNNGGG!"
Justin watched, captivated as his wife's hips lifted off the mattress and rolled wildly while her fingers continued their luscious assault on her slippery sex. With one final gasp, her back arched and a small amount of cum gushed from her climaxing pussy.
In all their years of marriage, he'd never seen her squirt until that moment.
He slowly nuzzled her cum drenched lips before she gripped his head in her hands and slowly pushed him away, "I'm sorry honey...it's too sensitive right now."
Justin kissed along her thighs one final time before sliding up next to her as her breathing remained labored and her beautiful chest heaved. He kissed around her neck and shoulders for several minutes before whispering, "Oh my God Abbie, that was so hot...I loved watching you make yourself cum!"
She didn't respond as a sudden feeling of embarrassment enveloped her.
"What came over you tonight, I've never seen you do that! You actually squirted when you came baby."
"Justin, don't...I...I...can't believe I did that in front of you!"
"Are you kidding Ab, I loved it. I want to see you do it again every time we make love!" He gasped emphatically, suddenly wondering if her choice of words confirmed that she did this more often than he imagined. He reached over and gripped one of her beautiful tits, "What made you do it tonight?" He asked, wondering if Nick Thomas' tapes had anything to do with it.
"I don't know honey, I'm just really horny tonight...maybe it was the cocktails." They kissed and snuggled together.
Justin still wondered if his wife's arousal had less to do with the cocktails and more to do with the cock.
Suddenly she surprised him again, looking at him naughtily before moving quickly and straddling his chest, her beautiful tits now hanging heavily in front of his face, "I'm still horny Mr. Dawson, and I'm not through with you yet!"
"Yeah baby, I like this new you!" He growled before he plunged his face into her chest. She giggled playfully and wrapped her arms around him holding his head tightly between her succulent tits. She pushed her bubble ass back and slid her sodden pussy over his rock-hard cock, "Can you feel how wet I am?"
"Ab, that feels so fucking good, you're fucking soaked!"
"Stop talking and fuck me!" She urged as Justin's cock found its way between her folds and popped inside. "Uhn...yeah...umph...God yes Justin...now I want to cum on your dick!"
He couldn't remember her ever acting this way, but he certainly wasn't going to complain. He grabbed her hips and pulled her down roughly onto his cock, fully aware that he was already on the edge, "I hope you're gonna cum soon Ab, I'm not going to last long!"
"Shoot it into me baby, I want to feel it!" Abbie begged as she brought her lips to his and they kissed passionately as she rolled her hips urgently.
Hearing his conservative wife pleading for him to shoot his load and now feeling her hungry tongue swirl in his mouth while she gyrated on top of him was too much to take; within seconds the excited dive coach exploded into her heavenly warm wet tunnel.
"Yes baby do it, shoot it into me!" She pleaded. "Oh yes, cum in me Justin!"
"I am Ab...uhn...uhn...can you feel it?"
"Oh yeah...sure. Oh...yeah...uhn...yeah...it's so hot!" She stretched the truth as she humped him excitedly and did her best to assuage her huffing husband. It worked, his hips moved elatedly and actually lifted her off the bed with one final thrust.



"Ffffffuck me Justin...yeah!" She screamed out as he climaxed.
When he was through, he apologized for cumming so quickly, but promised he would do better if-when she acted that way again.
She giggled and assured him it was okay as she was still glowing from her earlier orgasm. They cuddled and kissed for a long time until he finally hardened again. They made slow, passionate love and climaxed together with Abbie's legs gripped tightly around him and her nails digging into his shoulders. Justin passed out immediately as Abbie lay in bed watching him sleep and thinking about how much she loved him.
Minutes later as Justin lay sleeping on top of the sheets next to her, Abbie naughtily bit her lip before slowly lowering her hand and gripping his limp dick and balls tenderly. Her husband sighed and groaned contentedly in his sleep causing Abbie to pause her ministrations. When he began snoring lightly again, she held him in her hand as her thoughts turned to the images she'd seen on Nick Thomas' videos. With her husband's scrotum cupped in her fingers and his cock lying snuggly in the palm of her hand, an obvious, but inquisitive conclusion came to her mind, "Based on that tape, there is no way I could do that with Nick's package...I'm not sure I could hold him with both hands!"
She hadn't admitted it to Justin nor to herself for that matter, but it was those amazing images of Nick's muscle covered body and that incomprehensible lump in his Speedo that had gotten her so hot tonight. She eventually dozed off with idyllic images of it in her mind...
*****
I hope you liked chapter 1, if so please take the time to comment and/or vote. I also welcome feedback via email and do my best to respond as quickly as possible. Make sure if you contact me that way to include your email address.
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College diving coach Justin Dawson moved around in a mindless stupor as he processed what Nick Thomas, his protégé, had just told him about the wild sex he and the Justin's wife had had the previous night. Finally after several long minutes following Nick's departure, the confused coach headed back into his own master bedroom. Something was pulling him to have another look around...perhaps to validate in his mind exactly what took place between his gorgeous wife and her black lover.
His cock remained hard in his pants.
As he re-entered the room, Abbie still hadn't moved; she remained out like a light. It was now 11:30 a.m. and the formerly dimly lit room, while still shadowy, appeared subtly brighter than before. Justin stared at her nude body, still struggling to believe what Nick had confessed about what the two of them had done in their marital bed. Justin determined the porn video that still shone on the flat screen TV must have been on a replay loop as he recognized the same hot interracial couple that he'd seen fucking before. He spotted the remote on his nightstand next to a pair of condom boxes; the distracted coach moved in that direction to retrieve it.
As he walked around to his side of the bed, he suddenly felt a sticky substance squish between his toes. He looked down to see a used pile of oversized condoms lying haphazardly on the hardwood floor. The contents of each had oozed out and formed a milky pool of goo which his toes now rested in. The puddle had already partially enveloped one his slippers as it lay resting next to the bed.
Now in addition to the gross feeling between his toes, Justin couldn't believe his eyes, the pool was incomprehensively large, "Is that all cum? And OMG, they fucked three times? We rarely do it more than once..."
The three wrinkled condoms looked absolutely enormous as they lay soaked in the filthy puddle.
Despite his feelings of disgust, Justin peered over at the two condom boxes and numerous open plastic-wrap packages on his nightstand. The first three-pack box was familiar; it looked like the Trojan brand stash that he kept in his nightstand drawer. He could see one unwrapped rubber remaining in that box. Justin didn't recognize the brand on the larger box: BIGFOOT XXX MAGNUM PLUS. That box was empty. Strangely, there were also a couple of open condoms laying between the scattered wrappers still on the nightstand. As he looked at them more closely, his heart suddenly thrust into his throat, both prophylactics were in pieces. "Jesus," he said to himself quietly, "Did they rip?"
Justin instinctively turned and looked at his wife's tight little round ass. Her puffy pussy lips sat framed by the deep cleft of her perfectly bubbled butt cheeks; her lips were swollen, reddened and splayed open. He did his best to focus in the limited light, "No fucking way...it can't be!" Justin leaned further to get a closer look; as he did so, he put his hand down to balance himself. Immediately his open palm and fingers were engulfed in wetness; the bed sheets were soaked. He overcame the temptation to pull away, instead he leaned in closer.
Unfortunately for Justin Dawson, his eyes had not deceived him, a thick milky substance coated and oozed from his wife's vaginal lips and down one of her ass cheeks. A large pool had formed on the sheets beneath it. The diving coach immediately realized what he was looking at..."Jesus, to think I actually thanked that son of bitch for using protection!"
Although he struggled to pull his gaze from her sex-filled pussy, Justin took a moment to observe the rest of his wife's spectacular body in the dim light. He was able to make out large red hand prints on both of her ass cheeks and at least two hickeys on her neck. As he strained his head forward he also saw several red marks around her areolas and what appeared to be a dried white flaky substance on her chin, neck and tits, "Did Abbie let that son of a bitch do anything he wanted?"
His cock remained as hard as he could ever remember.
Finally the coach moved slowly off the bed and pulled the flat sheet from the pile on the floor and carefully covered her naked body. He gently tugged on the drapes to more adequately darken the room before he quietly exited while pulling the door closed behind him.
Justin limped into the kitchen trying not to allow his sticky toes to make contact with the floor along the way. Once he cleaned Nick's spooge from his foot, he resolved himself to the dutifully task of cleaning up the previous night's mess.
And while he moved as if in a fog, the Tylenol had now done its job and his head was no longer pulsing from pain...only anxiety and arousal. His big head wasn't the only one pulsing from arousal, the hard-on in his pants hadn't subsided; it was as if he'd taken one of his...Oh my God!...he suddenly thought to himself as he collected another set of red solo cups, exposing his own bottle of Viagra as he did so. It lay on the counter with the top off. He pondered the thought, "Son of a bitch...they used that too?"
After mindlessly finishing the kitchen, he went downstairs and cleaned up the basement. The place was a mess, but he was thankful the spilled beer hadn't left any permanent stains on his ping-pong table. As he cleaned, countless images of Nick's huge black cock fucking Abbie's brains out entered his mind. Visualizing the young muscle-covered man's black skin against Abbie's smooth tanned slender body was one of the most erotic images he could imagine.
And the words Nick had said before he departed, resonated over and over in Justin's mind..."But last night your wife wanted it bad, and she said you'd be okay with it, so I gave it to her!"..."Your wife insisted I wear my Speedo into the bedroom...some kind of fantasy or something. I wasn't going to tell that horny bit...I mean Coach Abbie, no!"..."Coach Abbie is pretty...what's that word...insatiable? She didn't want to stop, you're a lucky man coach; I haven't known many who like to suck it that much!"
"Your wife is a horny bitch? She wanted it bad? Insatiable? I haven't known many who like to suck it that much...?" Justin stood in the basement replaying those comments in his mind, "Could that really be MY ABBIE he was talking about?"
Finally once he was done downstairs he again quietly went back up and entered his bedroom. He studied the shape of his wife's body under the covers, it didn't appear that Abbie had moved much, but the pillows behind her had, and now a pair of velvet handcuffs dangling from the headboard were exposed. Justin recognized them immediately; he'd bought them a few years earlier as an anniversary gift. Unfortunately, Abbie had never let him put them on her, she said they weren't the kind of thing married couples should use.
"Apparently she had no problem busting them out the first time she fucked her black bull!"
The coach walked into his closet and slipped on some shorts, a tee-shirt, and his Golden State Warriors 2018 Championship cap. Justin then went into the bathroom and applied deodorant and brushed his teeth. The foul taste in his mouth finally subsided. He stared into the mirror at his bloodshot eyes and actually felt his age for one of the first times he could ever remember.
He walked quietly back towards the door. He studied his sleeping wife one final time before heading out.
As he drove downtown he tried to envision what it must have actually been like in their bedroom the previous night. He reached down and stroked his cock through his shorts, "I can't believe she did it, knowing I was only downstairs...wasn't she worried I would walk in, especially when they fucked again this morning?"
Justin parked and entered the drug store hoping not to run into his softball teammate Chuck Zeller again. The pharmacist had assisted Justin and Abbie on a recent visit when they'd gone looking for pregnancy aids. Justin now wandered aimlessly in the same store for a couple of minutes before an older woman came up and asked, "Can I help you find something?"
"Yeah...uh...I'm looking for those morning-after pills."
She looked at him a little surprised, "Follow me sir, we rarely get men in here looking for those, most of the time it's panicked young girls. I have to say that I'm very impressed that you are the one taking responsibility for your little 'mishap'."
Justin nodded as they walked together down the next aisle. But in spite of her earlier compliment, the woman still couldn't help from lecturing him, "Just remember these pills aren't foolproof and they don't do anything to protect against STD's! Condoms are still the safest form of protection!"
Justin nodded again, "Yeah we had a little accident."
At that moment the woman noticed his wedding ring, "Oh I didn't realize you're married, have you guys thought about just going on the pill?"
"It's complicated..." Justin replied, ready for the conversation to be over.
"Okay, here we are, good luck!" The woman said as she pointed to the pills before heading towards the back of the store.
Justin perused the labels before picking out the most expensive brand, "Hopefully that means they work the best!"
As he neared the front of the cashier line, suddenly his softball buddy Chuck approached and sent the young girl working the register on her break. Chuck immediately noticed Justin standing behind the customer who was currently at the register, "Hey buddy, how'd those things we pulled together last time work for you?"
"Perhaps too good Chuck," Justin replied before tossing the morning after pills on the conveyor.
The pharmacist thanked the customer in front of him before looking down at Justin's merchandise, "Wow, I didn't expect to see you buying these, I guess you changed your mind mid-stream?" The softball shortstop joked as he scanned them through the machine.
"Yeah, we got a little cold feet, it's a heavier commitment than we realized."
"Just keep in mind these things aren't foolproof, you might just get what you set out to accomplish in the first place buddy!"
"God I hope not..." Justin thought to himself before he responded back to his teammate, "Yeah I know Chuck." He collected his stuff and walked absently towards the door.
"Hey what time do we play Thursday?" Chuck called out from behind.
"I don't know man, check the website!" Justin responded without even looking back over his shoulder. Softball was the last thing on his mind at the moment.
"That was weird..." Chuck thought as he watched his typically talkative friend exit through the double doors.
Justin's anxiety grew as he neared his house. He expected Abbie to be up and knew they'd soon have one of the toughest conversations of their lives. He wasn't sure how either of them would respond once the subject was broached. Justin knew they both had plenty of culpability in this, but that fact didn't make it any easier. His thoughts returned to the images in his mind of Nick's huge cock pistoning in and out of Abbie's little pussy while her big gorgeous tits jiggled in the full sexy circles that he loved so much, "Now another man has enjoyed that vision!" He reached down and stroked his hard cock again through his shorts.
Justin had to wait in the car for a couple of minutes without thinking about his wife's interracial tryst in an attempt to shrink his hard-on. When he finally entered, he was surprised to see the door to their bedroom still closed. Abbie was always an early riser, even on the weekends. It was now nearly 1:00 p.m.
Justin quietly opened the bedroom door, she was still fast asleep but had rolled onto her back and the sheet had slid down to just above her nipples. Her amazing cleavage looked fucking sexy, even as she lay on her back. Justin stared at her angelic face and could swear her full lips had an ever so discernable satisfied smile on them. He then noticed more of the pasty white residue on her neck and chest than he'd been able to see in her previous position, "Is that cum?" He asked himself incredulously before he noticed large clumps of her hair matted together against the white background of her oversized pillow, "Jesus, it has to be!"
The hot water from the shower felt really good pouring over his conflicted head. On one hand he still couldn't believe that Abbie had actually done it, "My wife fucked Nick Thomas...Nick and that huge black cock! Damn...she actually fucked him!" He knew he should feel betrayed and upset, but he didn't. No, the emotion that kept coming to him was disappointment. But strangely it wasn't a feeling of disappointment about what had happened, but rather one of not having been there to experience it, "What's wrong with me, my wife just got fucked by a black bull and all I can think about is what it must have been like in that room!"
Justin reached down and stroked his rock-hard soap-covered cock. He tried to visualize Nick's huge cock knifing into Abbie's little pussy time and time again. He stroked feverishly as he imagined the sounds of pleasure that undoubtedly escaped her beautiful mouth as she writhed in ecstasy. He pictured the cum-filled massive condoms spilling on the floor next to his bed and when Justin thought about the soaked wet sheets and how many times his wife must have orgasmed, he couldn't hold out any longer, his own load shot from his cock and splattered against the shower tile.
At that moment Abbie walked in wearing her robe. She witnessed her husband masturbating and his ejaculation through the clear glass shower doors just as she entered, "Oh my God Justin, what are you doing?" She practically screamed out loud.
"Jesus honey, have you ever heard of knocking?" Justin yelled back as he quickly pulled his hand away, exposing his hard-on.
"I have to use the toilet really bad, please hurry." Abbie pleaded as she pulled the door back closed. Had she not just caught him beating off, she would have simply sat down on the toilet next to the shower, but that was extremely awkward now.
"I'll be out in a minute," he yelled as she exited. He stroked the final remnants from his quickly softening dick. Justin quickly washed the soap from his hair and soaped his genitals one final time before turning off the water, "She's the one who fucks around, and I'm the one caught in the embarrassing situation, how fucked up is this?"
Justin dried himself quickly and slipped on his robe. He momentarily looked for his slippers but quickly remembered they were soaked in his wife's lover's cum. As he exited the bathroom, Abbie pushed past him in a near blur to reach the toilet. In her haste, she neglected to close the door all the way. Justin quickly heard the loudest gush of pee he'd ever heard exit from his wife. It seemed to go on forever as Justin thought about the other bodily fluids that were undoubtedly mixed with those being flushed out at the moment.
The coach sat down in the loveseat on the adjacent wall to his side of the bed. He could see Nick's large cum puddle and the used condoms wallowing in it from this vantage point. He still couldn't believe what he was looking at; the pool looked like it had expanded since he first stepped in it.
Suddenly he heard the toilet flush and moments later Abbie stepped nervously out of the bathroom.
"Aren't you going to wash your hands? You know what they say, cleanliness is next to Godliness." Justin said mean-spiritedly as he glanced over at the cum puddle next to their bed.
Abbie's eyes followed his to the sex mess before returning back to him, "Obviously we need to talk Justin..." She spoke just above a whisper as tears formed in her eyes.
"Yeah I think that's probably a good idea!" Justin responded condescendingly as he again noticed the large clumps of matted hair framing her face.
"Do you mind if I take a shower and make myself a little more presentable first?"
"No not at all, you've already spent most of the day and night in this room, what's another hour?"
She looked at him with hurt in her eyes.
******
Ninety minutes later Abbie emerged from their bedroom looking much more bright-eyed and refreshed than Justin expected.
He had moved to the outside covered lanai and was sitting, sipping a Racer-5 IPA, "Hair of the dog," he thought to himself while staring absently at his phone. Abbie grabbed a large glass of ice water and made her way out to join him. She sat down straight across on the matching outdoor loveseat. Her thick dark hair bound tightly in a large braid and slung over her shoulder and across her left tit. He figured out quickly she was wearing her hair like that in an attempt to obscure one of the hickeys near her neck. The one on the other side was exposed, but it was obvious she'd used a lot of cover-up to try and disguise it.
"That took a while..." He said dryly.
"Yeah, I cleaned up more than just myself," She answered back with an apologetic yet hopeful expression.
"It was quite a mess," Justin said matter-of-factly.
"Yeah it was..." Abbie replied, her eyes down, seemingly searching for more words with which to respond.
"...And the room was dirty too!" Justin cracked.
Abbie looked up to see a small grin on his face. "Fuck you asshole!" she responded with straight face. She then took the opportunity to fire back, "I would have been out sooner if I hadn't had to clean up the shower walls too!"
"...touché!" He muttered.
They both laughed nervously before Abbie stopped and asked in a hesitant tone, "So you know what happened...?"
"...yeah, I have a pretty good idea."
"Are you mad?"
"I don't really know how I feel at the moment..."
"Do you know who?"
"Yeah, he was still here when I emerged from the basement this morning."
"So you talked to him?"
Justin nodded.
"What did he say?"
"Not much, aside from the fact that you two were up most of the night. You sleeping past 1 p.m. more or less confirmed that!"
Justin could see tears forming in Abbie's big eyes. "I'm so sorry Justin. I'm not really sure what to say. I guess I was confused by all the things you'd said to me over the past couple of years. I never expected to actually do any of the things that you teased me about, but last night...I was drunk...it was him...I couldn't help it. Before I knew what was happening, we were in our bedroom. After that I couldn't stop."
"Couldn't stop or didn't want to stop?"
"I don't know, isn't it kind of the same thing?"
"You weren't worried about me walking in on you?"
"Of course I was, but I thought about all those things you said, and I wondered if it wasn't what you really wanted anyway. Then after a little while..."
"After a little while what Abbie?"
"...I just got lost in the feeling."
"You mean because of him?"
"I don't want you to be mad Justin..."
"I'm not going to be mad Abbie, tell me!" Justin responded more emphatically.
"Yes because of him. Maybe it was because of all the times I had..." she dropped her eyes and struggled with her words.
"Maybe it was because of all the what times Abbie?" Justin asked, knowing what she might say, but wanting to hear her say it.
"All the times I'd seen him...seen it...at the pool...you know, in his Speedo." She finally admitted.
"Tell me Abbie what you'd seen so many times in his Speedo."
"Justin, please don't make me do this..."



"Say it honey...say it for me!"
She looked at him incredulously, "The huge bulge Justin, I've looked at it so many times over the past couple of years!"
Justin's assurance swelled as his wife finally admitted what he'd suspected for so long, "I know you have Ab. And now you've done more than just look at it. How was it?"
"Justin, let's not go there...you don't really want me to..."
"Yes I do Abbie, I want you to tell me about your night with him...with it!" He demanded as he cut her off.
"Jeez Justin...you can't be serious?"
"Abbie..."
Finally, after the past couple of years of encouragement and now hearing his pleas and watching him move forward on his seat in anticipation, she decided it was time, "Oh God honey, where do I even start...it was such a wild night; I can't believe it actually happened..."
"Tell me about when you first saw it; I want to know what was going through your mind baby."
Abbie hesitated several seconds before she looked him in the eyes, "Oh God Justin, it was so much bigger than I could have ever imagined. When it came out, I almost died."
"He said you asked him to strip for you."
"He told you that, I guess you talked more than you said?"
"Yeah, he told me a few things, but I want you to fill in the blanks Abbie. Tell me all about your night...and morning."
She looked at him embarrassingly before taking a long drink from her glass and finally opening up, "God Justin, it started after that crazy game of beer pong. I had gone back upstairs and Nick and some of the others were doing Patron shots in the kitchen. They talked me into doing several with them. Eventually people started leaving and before I knew it, Nick and I were the only one's upstairs. I felt uncomfortable being alone with him, so I said I wanted to see what was going on downstairs. He followed me down and again I was a little shocked that everyone had left. You were passed out on the couch with a red cup still in your hand. I tried to wake you, but you wouldn't move, so I took the cup and covered you with a blanket and we went back upstairs."
She continued, "I thought Nick would leave, but instead he grabbed another beer and proceeded to tell me how happy he'd been to be on our team the past couple of years and how much he appreciated what you and I taught him during that time. He said he was now looking forward to working alongside me in the Exercise Sciences Department and as an assistant coach for us on the team."
"Yeah, I bet that is what he was looking most forward too..." Justin replied sarcastically.
Abbie rolled her eyes at her husband's response, "I told him we were looking forward to working with him too. But then he surprised me when he asked what I was most looking forward to about working with him again at the pool. I started to say something about his impact on the younger kids when he stopped me and asked what I was really most excited about. I said I didn't understand his question, then he looked me in the eye and asked if I wasn't really most anticipating seeing him in his Speedo again next year. His question caught me off guard and I stammered before he said that he'd seen me look at it hundreds of times over the past couple of years. I guess he didn't believe me when I started to tell him he must be mistaken. He interrupted me and asked if Coach Justin knew that I stared at his bulge that much."
"He asked you that? "
"Justin I don't know what came over me at that moment, but I blurted out that you would be okay with it if I did! He got kind of a cocky grin on his face before he asked if we were into swinging. I said absolutely not. He then asked, "But he's okay if you check out another guy's package all the time?"
Abbie continued, "I stammered again before I nervously responded, 'I don't look at it all the time, but I think so...' He again got a big grin on his face before he told me to go sit on the couch while he used the restroom."
"He left the room at that moment? After asking if you liked looking at his junk?"
"I know, I thought it was weird too, but a minute later he came out dressed only in his tee-shirt and Hornet Speedo. He walked right up in front of me removed his shirt and tossed it aside. I looked up at his muscle covered chest and rippled stomach before my eyes lowered down to the bulge in front of my face. He said, 'Now you can look at it all you want!' Justin, I couldn't believe how it looked so close to me; every inch of the fabric was stretched so tight I thought it was going to burst. My mouth was watering; I bit my lower lip and looked up in his eyes, we both knew that I...I wanted it."
"Shit Abbie! Did you touch it?"
"I wanted to, but he told me to go into our bedroom, take off my clothes, and wait for him on the bed."
"Jesus Abbie...did you do it? Did you go?" Her husband asked excitedly, pants swelling.
"I couldn't help it Justin...yes, I would have done anything for it at that moment! When he came in a few minutes later I was up on the bed dressed in that little pink baby doll. You know the one you loved so much?"
"Uh-huh, you look great in that sexy thing Ab! But why did you say loved...I still love it?"
Abbie got an apologetic look on her face, "I'm sorry honey...it got kind of torn...well really torn. Nick got a little too excited at one point and the thin little straps got ripped off."
"Oh my God Abbie..." Justin muttered as he tried to envision the scene as the muscular black man tore the sexy lingerie off of his wife's stunning body.
"I was waiting up on the bed when he entered the room. Justin, I was trembling...I couldn't believe how hot he'd gotten me! When he came in I saw his muscular chest and the dark color of his skin; it gave me the weirdest sense of fear mixed with excitement. Even his tattoos were turning me on. I was actually disappointed that he'd put his shorts back on. But when he asked if I wanted him to strip for me, I nearly begged him...'YES PLEASE NICK!' I said without even thinking about what I was saying."
"Fuck Abbie, that doesn't sound like you..."
"I know honey, but I wasn't thinking straight. Maybe because I was so drunk or maybe because I had repressed those feelings for so long, but I couldn't help it. I anxiously moved down to bottom of the bed and got up on my knees."
"Damn Abbie, I can only imagine how good you must have looked at that moment!"
"I think he thought so. He eyed my body before he moved slowly forward until he was right in front of me like he was doing one of his stripper shows. He teased me with the buttons on his shorts before asking me what I wanted."
"I told him I wanted those shorts off...now!"
"He grinned and responded, 'Good things come to those who wait bitch!'"
"He actually said that? He used that word?"
"Justin, I feel so bad saying it now, but it turned me on when he talked to me like that; I told him I couldn't wait any longer! I practically begged him to take them off again."
"Damn Abbie, I'm trying to picture it..."
"It was hot honey. Nick laughed and said, 'I can tell that by the look in your eyes!' He proceeded to slowly unbutton his shorts before dropping them to the floor."
"What did you do Ab?"
"I watched so excitedly before gasping out loud and moving closer to him...to it."
"Did you touch it this time?" Justin asked with heavy breath.
"I tried to, but he pushed my hands away. He moved forward and told me to kiss it instead."
"Oh my God Ab, it sounds like a fucking porn flick!"
"I was so nervous Justin, I licked my lips before I slowly leaned forward and kissed it through his suit. As soon as my lips came in contact, I felt an energy that made my body tingle all over. I was breathing so hard. That's when I noticed the intoxicating masculine scent...I hope you don't mind me saying this honey, but I had never experienced anything like it. For the first time ever in my life, I felt like I would die if I didn't have sex!"
"Jesus Abbie..."
"I know Justin, I couldn't help it. I moved back in and started running my lips along it, I could feel the heat coming off through his suit."
"Did you take it out?" Her husband asked in a high-pitched voice.
"No, I tried, but when I started to reach up, he pushed my hands away again. He told me to keep kissing and licking it. Justin, it was such a surreal experience, I felt like I was in a dream. I did what he said and before long it started getting harder and bigger."
"You mean you were on your knees, on our bed, dressed in that hot babydoll with your boobs hanging out, kissing along his shaft and he wasn't already rock-hard?" Justin asked incredulously.
"No...I mean yes, I was surprised too! But then he put his hands in my hair and moved my head along it. It didn't take long after that, it grew so fast, his suit stretched as much as it could before it all sprang free. I practically jumped when it exploded out."
"Fuck Ab...how big was it?"
His wife looked at him with wide eyes, "...Oh my God Justin, I couldn't believe it...SO BIG...and it had these thick, rough veins all the way down it. He held my head in his hands, not letting me move; I think after the past couple of years, he wanted me to see it up close. I was breathing so hard, the scent was so strong I could practically taste it. I stared at every incredible inch for what felt like 10 minutes. It was so dark and thick and powerful looking. But in spite of its threatening appearance...it looked so fucking beautiful. I had to have it!"
She continued, "Finally after sensing my anxiousness, he let me move my head forward and this time I kissed along it without the suit being in the way. The heat and electricity I'd felt before was nothing compared to what it was like when his dark skin finally touched my lips. I was so nervous Justin. After I kissed and licked it tentatively, he told me to stick my tongue out further, as I did so, he let go of my head and grabbed a hold of himself. He brought the huge head to right in front of my mouth and told me to stick out my tongue and taste the little bit of fluid at the tip. I did what he wanted and wiggled my tongue around the big hole at the top before he grunted and rubbed it more forcefully around my tongue and lips. God Justin, I can't tell you how much I wanted to have it inside me at that moment!"
"In your mouth or...uh...?"
"...Both I guess, I don't really know, I was so turned-on but really nervous about whether I would be able to handle it. He then asked me if I liked giving head. I didn't hesitate, I nodded excitedly, so he brought it to my lips and said 'Show me!'"
"Damn Abbie, since when do you get excited about sucking dick?"
"Everything was crazy Justin. I opened up as wide as I could and he pushed it between my lips. My mouth was stretched out so much! But even though it was so full, I found I could still use my tongue underneath. He told me to keep doing that whenever the head was in my mouth and from that point on, he showed me how to please him...Justin it felt so strange that I had coached him for the last two years and now he was teaching me what to do. You know I haven't done it much for you over the years, I felt so embarrassed at first, but before long he said I was doing better."
"He taught you how to suck his cock?"
"...yes, I guess you could say that. He said he thought I would have been better at it to begin with, but I did what he said and after a while he started breathing more heavily and getting more excited. He started squeezing my boobs and playing with my nipples. He then pulled me down until I was sitting on the edge of the bed; he was now standing between my legs."
"He told me you really loved sucking it Ab...more than just about anyone he's ever had!"
"I don't know what came over me Justin, the more I did it, the more I wanted to do it more! I didn't want to stop!"
"But you've never been that into it? What changed?" Justin asked in amazement.
"Don't be mad, but there was something about it...I guess you would say...masculinity, but I couldn't help myself!"
"Did you taste him...did you swallow?"
"...yes...more than once. One time he did it in my mouth, the other times I cleaned him up after."
"You mean after the condom came off?"
"Each time he told me to do it afterwards; he said he didn't want any of it to go to waste! But the reality was, he didn't have to convince me. I couldn't believe it Justin, but I wanted to do it..."
"Jesus Ab, I can't believe what you're saying right now. I can't believe you actually did that. Did you use your hands too, what were they doing the whole time?"
"Once it got all wet, I used them both to grip and stroke it over and over. My fingers couldn't even wrap all the way around it, but he really liked when I licked and kissed it while I stroked him. He also had me play with his balls a lot..."
"Oh my God Abbie, I saw them when he changed out of his Speedo before he left, they're huge!" The coach gushed.
"...I know...I couldn't believe it Justin! I could practically hold one in each hand. As I played with them, he went back to squeezing my boobs."
"Squeezing...like hard?"
"No...well yes...kind of...harder than you ever do, but I was surprised how much I liked it. His hands are so big, they felt really good whatever he was doing...then he told me to show them to him!"
"He told you to...like it was an order? Did you do it?"
The apologetic look now reappeared on her face, "Actually no...I could tell how excited he was getting...obviously I was too, but I decided to tease him first."
"Tease him? What'd you do?"
"I looked at him with a naughty grin and told him my husband is the only one allowed to see them."
"You really said that babe? At that moment?" Justin asked incredulously.
"Yeah, unfortunately it might not have been the best idea...moments later the babydoll got ripped."
"Oh my God, what happened?"
"Nick said that my tits belonged to him now! And when I playfully denied him again that's when he reached out and yanked down hard on my top and the straps both snapped..."
"Oh shit Abbie, did you get pissed?"
"It surprised me so much Justin, I think I screamed out loud. His eyes got really big when he saw them, but before I could react, he squeezed them and told me how good they felt. Then he pushed his thing between my boobs and told me to hold them around it. I reached down and did what he said...it was so hard and thick at that point, but I was able to still wrap them around it pretty good. He told me to spit down between them so there would be more...you know...slipperiness. Justin, I can't tell you how excited I got watching it slide in and out. Seeing the contrast between the big black head and my soft white skin was such a turn-on. He started moving faster and I took him back in my mouth. Before long I could feel his balls slapping against my breasts while the tip was far back in my mouth."
"You mean he was thrusting all the way past your tits to your face?"
"No, I was sucking on it while he was sliding it between my boobs Justin!"
"Are you fucking kidding me Abbie? How is that possible? How long was it?"
"I told you it was big...and really long. I didn't even have to hardly tilt my head. We did it like that for a long time. It got so wet and I guess you would say sloppy. He held my hands on my boobs and made me squeeze my nipples. I could tell he really liked it so he kept doing it faster and faster and then I heard him groan really loud. I pulled back as I thought I had hurt him or something and then all the sudden it happened..."
"What Abbie? He came, didn't he?"
"Jesus baby...YES he came...and he came...! Some went in my mouth, but most of it went on my face, my hair and all over my boobs. There was so much, I didn't even know what to do."
"Oh my God, that was the dry flaky stuff I saw this morning, wasn't it?"
"Yes...well some of it...there was more later." She answered, somewhat embarrassed. "Oh shit Justin, that reminds me, I need to go to the drug store!"
"Why honey?" He asked, knowing she had likely just remembered about the unprotected sex.
"Justin, don't hate me...I tried to be so careful, but he...I mean we...had kind of had an accident..."
"YOU FUCKED HIM WITHOUT PROTECTION ABBIE?" Her husband screamed.
"No...I mean...not really...they broke Justin."
"The rubbers broke, like more than one of them? How is that fucking possible?"
"Oh honey, it was this morning...his big ones were...uh...all gone. We tried to use yours...I mean the ones we keep in your nightstand, but each time I tried to stretch them over...you know...they ripped."
"Wait, are you telling me they broke before you even had sex?"
"...yes...yes honey, they didn't fit...so finally we ended up doing it without anything. But I swear, I made him promise to pull out!"
"You couldn't just abstain? Hadn't you done it enough?"
Abbie just looked at him with blank stare.
After not getting a response, he continued, "But if he agreed to pull out...why do we need to go to the drug store?"
"Oh God Justin, I'm so sorry. Once we got started again...we...I mean I...couldn't stop. He was going to pull out, but I held him in and told him to...do it..."
"You told him to cum in you without protection Abbie, what the fuck were you thinking?"
"I hope you don't hate me honey...it just...it just felt so good, I couldn't stop. I didn't want it to stop. I actually wanted to feel it shoot into me. I was having...what do they call it...reoccurring orgasms?"
"Multiples...you were having multiple orgasms?"
She nodded her head, "...yes Justin, and when I felt it spurt into me, I had the biggest one yet!"
"Jesus Abbie, but he could have...might have...knocked you up. Where are you in your cycle?"
"I'm not sure Justin, you know how irregular mine is, and that's why we need to go to the drug store!" His suddenly worried wife replied with a panicked look on her face.
Justin dropped his head into his hands for affect as he contemplated how he would respond next. His wife didn't know it, but his cock was rock hard and he'd already come to grips with the fact that her black lover had implanted his potent seed deep in her fertile womb. Finally he spoke, "Abbie would it surprise you if I told you I already made a trip to the drug store?"
"What?"
"This morning when I came into the room, I saw Nick's stuff leaking between your legs, so while you were still passed out, I went down and picked up some of these morning-after pills." He said with a slight grin as he opened his hand and showed them to her.
"You son of a bitch! You made me go through all that, and you already knew?"
"Don't start blaming me for this Abbie, you didn't have to fuck him without protection. I might have some culpability in driving you to do it, but I would have expected you to have enough self-control to not take that kind of risk! If we're lucky enough that he didn't get you pregnant, what if he has an STD or something? We both know that cock of his has enjoyed a lot of pussy before yours!"
Abbie began to cry. "Fuck you Justin! I'll admit I could have been more careful, but don't lecture me about how we came to this point, you all but told me to fuck him. We both know that things like this could happen once we crossed that line!"
Justin moved forward and wrapped his arms around her, "You're right honey, I think we both could have exercised better judgment. Here, take one of these."
She swallowed the pill and washed it down with her water.
"So where do we go from here?" Justin asked, a more understanding tone in his voice.
"I don't know. I think we need some time to think all this over."



Justin nodded. He decided this wasn't the time to probe her for the details of their actual mating, but as he subtly brushed his stiff cock, he fully intended to soon.
*****
6 years earlier
It so happened that the legendary Sacramento State dive team coach, Earl Sumner, was set to retire at the close of the school year. Sumner's teams were one of the only sporting programs at Sac State that kept the Hornets on the athletic map. The school and its Athletic Director badly wanted to carry on its rich diving tradition by replacing the legend with a worthy successor.
Justin and Abbie's coach at UCSB at the time, Kevin Blaylock, had been one of Sumner's protégés years before and was the first to approach the pair about their plans following graduation. The diving pair had gotten engaged on Valentine's Day and were going to be married in August following UC Santa Barbara's graduation. Coach Blaylock asked if they had any desire to remain in diving following college. He told them about the opportunity at Sac State and suggested that with his support, his relationship with Sumner, and the Sac State Athletic Director Charlie Kaplan, they would have a hell of a chance of getting hired if they were interested in becoming the new dive coaches at the northern California central valley institution.
They took several days mulling the opportunity and discussing it with their parents. While the job would be time-consuming, they concluded they could take it on and still pursue their careers in physical therapy. Justin planned to go into private practice work and Abbie wanted to pursue a career in teaching. After a lot of debate they eventually decided to give it a go. While the coaching job didn't pay a ton, it would be a nice cushion to help support them as they embarked on their 'real' careers.
As luck would have it, Sac State had a position open in their exercise sciences department and the university loved the idea of getting two coaches for the price of one. The athletic director also thought that as recent graduates, the two youngsters would relate well to today's millennial athletes. Within a week of their interviews, they got hired for the coaching job and Abbie landed the assistant professorship. The couple moved up to the Northern Central Valley a month ahead of their wedding date.
*****
It was at UCSB that Justin and Abbie originally met and fell in love. However, their relationship didn't develop overnight; the fact was, they didn't really like each other much the first couple years of college. While all of the guys, including Justin, thought Abbie was hot as hell, the diving star had mistakenly taken his future wife's reserved persona as being one of kind of a stuck-up bitch. Justin never had any trouble hooking up with plenty of other Santa Barbara hotties, so aside from checking out Abbie's smoking body at the pool, he basically ignored her.
That all changed at the Gaucho's first away meet their junior season. A big group of the upper class men and women divers attended a fraternity party following their meet at Chico State, and after several joint visits to the Kamikaze chair, Justin and Abbie hooked up. The rest was history. They moved in together their senior year and Abbie couldn't have been happier when he proposed on Valentine's Day. Justin was pretty happy himself when Abbie practically fucked his dick off the entire weekend.
Abbie hadn't had many sex partners prior to Justin, and while she knew that he had, she was amazed at how comfortable he made her feel when they made love. Her lack of experience in the bedroom hadn't come from a dearth of opportunities, but more as a result of her unwillingness to sleep around. Guys had been hitting on her since her sophomore year in high school, but she remained a virgin until her freshman year at UCSB.
Abbie's initial sexual experiences weren't all that fulfilling as both frat guys that she let go all the way just wanted to lay claim to her phenomenal body, so when she finally experienced Justin's caring and compassionate love-making, she fell for her talented dive teammate quickly.
In high school and her first few years of college, having always been on the conservative side, Abbie felt somewhat self-conscious that she received so much attention around the pool. However, she came to understand that despite her best efforts at covering it up, having a body like hers and wearing a swim suit as part of her sport, made it pretty much impossible not to get lots of attention. She had always had long, well-toned legs, but the summer of her sophomore year in high school, the rest of her body really caught up. Her hips became shapely and her breasts grew two cup sizes. When she returned for her junior year, none of the boys failed to notice her newly formed body, highlighted by her jaw-dropping perfectly shaped D-cup breasts.
Her new body created some challenges with her diving acumen, but she adapted quickly and it wasn't long before Abbie, while still somewhat uncomfortable with the process, learned to use it to her advantage. The brunette was a good diver before, but after her body blossomed, whenever male judges sat poolside, her scores improved significantly. Abbie also learned that diving, like a lot of female sports, contained a fair number of lesbians as competitive coaches and judges. And while she had no attraction to women, she was obviously very popular with them too. Most of her diving competitors looked thin or plump in their one-piece suits; Abbie looked more like a swim suit model. That fact, combined with her superior diving skills, led to a lot of top scores for the gorgeous brunette.
Ultimately, her diving prowess led to more than just accolades, along with a 4.2 GPA, she was able to parlay her impressive resume into a substantial scholarship to the college of her choice, the University of California at Santa Barbara.
*****
August 2017 - 4 years after marriage
The excitement of a new school year and the promise of a potentially talent-rich dive squad had Abbie in a great mood as she made her way onto campus for the first time since the summer break kicked-off three months previously. It had been a great summer, highlighted by a recent week-long houseboat trip on Lake Shasta. She and Justin had spent the fun-filled week with four other UCSB couples water skiing, wake boarding and partying like they did back in college.
Earlier in the morning as she stood nakedly in their bathroom, Justin couldn't help but comment on how fucking hot she looked with her newly acquired tan, "Damn baby you got dark up there last week, I thought you couldn't look better than you did back at UCSB, but I think your body, especially with that tan, looks better now than it did back in college...your tits sure do!"
"Oh, shut up Justin, you're just more hard-up than you were back then..." Abbie giggled in response to his compliment. But inside, she knew he was right. The past several years of Pilates and kick-boxing training in addition to the hundreds of laps she still swam at the pool every week had transformed what once was a God-given sexy body into one that deserved to be in magazines. As for her boobs, Justin was right about those too.
She'd recently bought a couple of new swimsuits for the houseboat trip. While trying on bikini tops, Abbie came to the realization that depending on the style, the 34D tops she'd worn in the past were challenged to contain her ample tits these days. She couldn't bring herself to upgrade to 34DD (she'd always been a D-cup after all), as a result everyone on the boat was treated to the sight of Abbie's perfect tits pressed into bikini tops that were a half-size too small.
That fact hadn't gone unnoticed by all of Justin's friends. The four other girls on the trip had to put up with constant sexual cravings from their husbands, as all of the guys were exceptionally horny from drooling over Abbie's magnificent body day and night.
*****
Abbie located her new office on the second floor of the Exercise Sciences professor's building; as she rolled her portable dolly into the small space she thought to herself that these work-space cubicles seemed to shrink more each year. She parked the rolling cart, dropped her box of personal stuff on the desk, and spent the next hour nesting it into her new little home away from home for the upcoming school year.
She was suddenly startled by the friendly voice of one of her colleagues, "Abbie Dawson...look at you all tan and shit! As if any of the rest of us stood a chance getting attention from any of these cute college boys before, we sure don't now as you've upped your game over the summer!"
"Oh shut up Anna!" Abbie smiled as she stood up and hugged her good friend and colleague Anna Wilson. "How was your summer?"
"Too fucking short! I can't believe we are back here already...I could've used another month!"
"Tell me about it, we just got back from Shasta, I would have loved to stay for at least another week!" Abbie giggled.
"It looks like you were there a month already Ab, damn girl you're so fucking tan, if I was a lesbian I'd jump your bones!"
Abbie laughed again and embarrassingly changed the subject, "Did you guys do anything fun?"
"Hell no! Jack decided that re-landscaping the backyard was more important than taking me to Cancun."
"Well at least you have a new backyard to show for it." Abbie rationalized.
"Fuck that...I'd rather this backyard," she turned and pointed to her oversized ass, "Would've been on a chaise lounge with a bunch of cute shirtless Mexican boys bringing me Tequila Sunrises one after another."
Abbie laughed.
"So Thursday night I'm organizing a ladies only back to school bar hop downtown, can I count you in Ab?"
"Thursday? Oh shit, our new dive team orientation meeting is that night. No can do Anna."
"Can't Justin handle it on his own, we could use those big boobs of yours to attract cute guys!" Her friend joked with a desperate smile on her face.
Abbie laughed embarrassingly, "Fraid not Anna, you guys will have to make do without me." Abbie always had a good time hanging out with Anna despite the fact the redhead and her friends were a lot more on the wild side than her.
"Okay, we'll survive without you this time Ms. Dawson, but all those lame excuses you used last year aren't going to fly this time around. It's good for you to get out and let your hair down once in a while. Justin can hang out with his buddies, or for that matter he could hang out with Jack occasionally; lord knows my husband could stand to get away from those losers he spends most of his time with!"
"Okay, I promise I will make it out with you guys more often this year!" Abbie giggled.
"Good, let's get together for lunch this week. Now I have to go find my new fucking digs, hopefully my office is near Mr. Johnson this year, I like staring at that man's ass!" Anna joked as she bolted out of Abbie's office and headed down the hall.
Abbie laughed, "This is sure to be another fun year at work!"
*****
"How was your first day back? Justin asked.
"Oh, it was fine. I ran into Anna, she wanted me to go out with her and some of the girls on Thursday, but I got a pass due to our orientation meeting. Say, that reminds me, do we have RSVP's from everyone?"
"All except Nick Thomas..."
"New to the team and already slow to communicate, I hope this isn't a foreshadowing of things to come!" Abbie replied with an I-told-you-so response.
"Yeah me too, but let's give him a chance before we start jumping to conclusions. All the new kids are just getting up to speed with their new student email and schedules. They all need a little time to adapt, but we can cover the importance of timely communication on Thursday."
*****
Justin and Abbie beamed as their 2017/18 team filtered into the campus classroom for the season orientation meeting. This was sure to be the best team they had had in their short tenure at Sac State. Not only was the team talented top to bottom, but the upper class group, most of whom they had recruited, looked to be the unquestioned strength of the squad. They also had a phenomenal recruiting class, including a JuCo transfer named Nick Thomas.
The Hornets had several talented seniors on the men's side, but the top performer was unquestionably state champion Tommy Wilson who had been the assistant team captain his junior year and most expected him to replace graduated senior Eric Johnson as captain this year.
But while Justin and Abbie knew Tommy was the unquestioned leader on the diving board, they weren't so sure about him as a leader out of the pool. The truth was, Tommy was kind of a putz and they weren't sure they wanted to risk having him in such an influential position over the younger divers on the team. In spite of his unmatched prowess in the pool, not much of what came out of Tommy's mouth outside of it, resonated with the younger divers (or the older ones for that matter). Most thought he was kind of a tool who always seemed to find a way to bring the conversation back to himself.
Tommy was one of the few divers remaining on the team that had been recruited by the previous coaching regime, but in the past couple of years under Justin and Abbie's tutelage, he had developed from being a raw, wide-eyed freshman, into one of the most technically savvy divers in the country. There was a lot of talk in diving circles that with a strong season, Tommy was a good candidate for an invitation to the U.S. Olympic trials the following summer.
And yet, for all of his accolades in the pool, he still wasn't very well liked out of it...except by the only person who really mattered. And that person happened to carry a lot of credibility and admiration throughout the entire Sac State diving squad. Not only was Amber Tisdale Tommy's girlfriend...she was the unquestioned hottest chick on the Hornet's dive team.
Tommy's girlfriend also carried the mantle as the most well regarded diving talent on the woman's squad. However, her talents as a diver, while quite impressive, paled in comparison to her other attributes. In addition to her popularity, the 21-year-old was the object of all the boys' desires, including the coach.
Amber had joined the team the previous year as a junior college transfer and every guy on the team realized immediately, that aside from Coach Abbie, the new blonde was the finest thing on the pool deck. Amber was the typical Orange County beauty with long flowing hair, piercing green eyes, and full lips that looked like they were sculpted specifically for dick-sucking.
Before attending Sac State, Amber had applied to UCLA, Irvine and Santa Barbara, but while she was a good student, she wasn't a good test taker which ultimately led to her attending the most accomplished Cal State diving school instead of one of the more prestigious California Universities.
Their loss was the Hornets gain. Never had a day gone by the previous season that Justin hadn't appreciated that Amber didn't get into one of the UC's; he, along with the rest of the guys on the team, got to ogle her phenomenal body every single day in her tight swimsuit.
*****
The previous fall when Amber's application and dive tape arrived in their shared home office, Justin remembered Abbie's reaction when he showed it to her.
"Oh shit, she's going to be a distraction. None of the boys are going to be able to concentrate with her strutting around the deck with that body!"
Justin laughed at the time, "Ain't that the pot calling the kettle black, don't you remember how all the guys used to drool over you at UCSB? Kevin had to eventually change the men's and women's practice times because none of the guys could concentrate or take their eyes off of you!"
"Oh Justin, you are exaggerating, I don't remember it like that!" His beautiful wife responded with a guilty smile.
"Bullshit Abbie, you know it's true. I thought you were a bitch at the time, but like all the other guys on the team, I still wanted to fuck your brains out!"
"Well, you got your wish that weekend at Chico and now we're going to have to try and manage a bunch of horny boys trying to get into Amber's one-piece!"
"Yeah, but these college kids are horny all the time anyway, I'm sure she's used to dealing with guys gawking at her. But regardless of her looks, she's a hell of a good diver, we are damn lucky she chose to come to Sac State."
"You're right about that, but she is still going to be a distraction..."
Justin moved stealthily up to his wife, wrapped his arms around her waist, and said in a teasing voice, "Not for me, I hadn't even really noticed her long legs, big tits, and gorgeous ass!"
"You pervert..." Abbie giggled as she playfully tried to pull away from his grasp, "Don't forget, you're going to be her coach Justin Dawson; you better learn to keep it in your swim trunks! And if I catch you making any moves on her, you'll force me to go on a Speedo search of my own!"
Justin laughed, "There you go teasing me again baby!"
With a sour look on her face, Abbie leered back over her shoulder, "Justin Dawson, you are so messed-up! How can you possibly fantasize about your wife checking out other guy's packages?"
He smoothly slipped his hands up her sides and cupped her heavy tits, "Not just any guys baby...just those with massive dents in their Speedos!"
"Jesus Justin, not this again...I shouldn't have brought it up. You need to go take a cold shower!" Abbie joked as she half-heartedly tried to pull away while giving him a teasingly-irritated gaze.
"You aren't getting off that easy," he breathed into her ear as he pulled down on her stretch pants.
Ten minutes later Justin groaned as he felt his balls press up against Abbie's wet pussy lips, "Fuck you feel good baby, I can't believe how tight it feels!"
"Appreciate it now," she joked, "If we do try and get pregnant in the next couple of years, you might not be able to feel the sides afterwards!"
"Oh, now that's a fucked-up thing to say!" He laughed nervously, "If that's the case, you can count me out of the whole baby thing!"
She giggled, "Just kidding stud, I will always be able to feel your wonderful thing."
He thrust into her more forcefully than he had previously to validate her comment.
"Uhn...yeah...see what I mean!" Abbie grunted as she bit down on his ear, "I love it just the way it is!"
Justin dropped his head and took one of her sensitive nipples between his lips.
"And no one could ever make me feel better with his mouth than you baby!" She moaned as her fingers roamed through his hair and encouraged him to keep pleasuring her chest. They hornily fucked in this position for several more minutes.
"Hey babe, why don't you climb up on top and put these beautiful tits in my face, I'll show you what my mouth can really do then!"
Abbie didn't need to be asked twice. They maneuvered around until her pussy hovered over him; she immediately lowered herself fully onto his 6" rock-hard cock. Justin lay back against the pillow-protected headboard and watched his wife's unbelievable D-cups rise and fall heavily with each roll of her sexy hips, "Do you like it when I do it like this baby," she asked huskily before she reached up and tweaked her own big nipples.
"Fuck Ab, you are so sexy, I love watching you play with your tits! Baby, I still want to videotape you one of these days; it would be such a turn on to watch you cum on video. For that matter," he joked, "we could make millions if we sold sex videos of you!"
"Stop it Justin, that's never going to happen!" She groaned somewhat irritatingly.
"Hey, why can't I fantasize about it? I'd love to imagine guys all over the world checking out sex videos of your hot body climaxing wildly!"



Justin had mentioned this topic previously during sex and Abbie knew it got him off, so she decided to play along for a change, "You mean sex videos of us, right baby? Justin...oh yeah that feels good...uhn...fuck me baby," she breathlessly replied before picking up her intensity and humping him more wildly.
"No, I mean sex videos of you and a guy with a really big cock! Guys all over the world would pay a lot to watch you have wild sex with a really well-hung dude honey, I know I would!"
Abbie wasn't far from orgasm and could tell by his breathing, that Justin wasn't either, so she kept up the teasing, "Uhn...uhn...like how big?"
"Oh shit Ab, like 8 or 9 inches and fucking thick...like a soda can. His huge cock would pleasure places inside you that I could never dream of reaching. The swollen head would scrape roughly along every luscious nerve ending in your slippery pussy! His thick veins would tease your clit till you screamed."
"Oh God Justin, do you think I could take something that big...uhn...uhn!"
"Yes, he would make you take it and you'd love every fat fucking inch of it. After he got done sucking your tits Ab, he would roll you over onto all fours and his big balls would slap against your clit while he fucked you hard doggie style; it wouldn't take long before you were begging him not to stop and cumming all over his fantastic cock!"
"Oh shit Justin...uhn...unh...yes...I'm going to cum!"
"Cum on that huge dick Ab...think about those videos we've watched where the guys with the big cocks made all the chick's cream! Come on baby, fuck me like you're doing it with one of those hung studs! Cum for me Ab!"
"Oh God Justin, do you really think I could handle something that big...you always make me feel so good...it feels unbelievable right now!"
"Of course you could Ab, I bet he'd even make you squirt! Your tight pussy would love it so much, you'd beg him to keep fucking you hard while your orgasm lasted forever!"
"Oh shit...God...oh my God...fuck Justin, his big cock feels amazing...I'm going to CUM ON IT! YEAH...OOOOHHHHH! I'M CUMMING ALL OVER IT RIGHT NOW! GOD YES! FUCK MEEEEE!"
Justin watched in aroused fascination as his gorgeous wife's tits bounced wildly and her head fell back while wild grunts and moans escaped her lips as she experienced one of the most intense orgasm's he'd ever seen her have. His own balls contracted and he sent his load into her just as he felt a wash of wetness coat his cock and run down his balls.
When Abbie was finally done, she collapsed breathlessly onto his chest.
He held her tightly for several minutes before he spoke, "Damn Ab, that was really hot! Was it as good as it looked?"
"Jesus...yes Justin...one of the best I've ever had..." she admitted sheepishly. "...you felt so big inside me."
"Ab, you know I haven't gotten any bigger, it must have been you fantasizing about one of those well-hung studs from the videos. Did it turn you on to imagine being fucked by a cock that big?"
"Oh God Justin...I don't know...I just know it felt really good!"
"When you came you said his big cock felt amazing!"
"I did? I don't know what I was thinking about..." she lied. In actuality, she'd been imagining Nick Thomas fucking her hard from behind.
"Well whatever it was, you need to do it more often; I loved watching you climax like that! We are going to have to change these sheets!" He teased.
"Yeah, it got pretty wet didn't it..."
"I would call it a squirt Ab."
"Shit Justin, I don't know. Did it come out that much?"
He laughed, "Yes babe, I'm soaked down there, it's dripping off my balls!"
"Okay, that's enough about that...I'm embarrassed enough." She replied with a gasp and a shameful grin on her face.
"All right Ab, but don't try to tell me those porn videos don't get you aroused! We need to watch more of them in the future!"
"That's enough Justin! Can't you just accept it was you, not some guy on a video that got me off?" She concluded the conversation, still with a guilty smile on her beautiful mouth and a vision of Nick Thomas' bulging Speedo on her mind.
*****
I hope you enjoyed chapter 2, if so please take the time to comment and/or vote. I also welcome feedback via email and do my best to respond as quickly as possible. Make sure to include your email address.
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September 2017
Team Orientation Meeting
Now as their 2017/18 Sacramento State Hornets talented dive team assembled in the classroom, coaches Justin and Abbie Dawson made small talk with the kids sitting near the front, including team leaders Tommy Wilson and Amber Tisdale who were sitting side by side.
New recruit Nick Thomas was the last person to filter into the room. Justin and Abbie both looked up in time to see his entrance; the black 20-year-old wore dark sunglasses and partially visible large Beats headphones underneath a charcoal-colored hoodie. He had on unlaced red Jordan high tops, a tight tee and a torn pair of jeans that rode way too low on his hips, being held up by only his belt (and probably his cock). He truly looked more like a gangbanger than a college student.
Murmurs filtered through the room as most turned to observe the previously unknown new member of the team. Everyone in attendance assumed the hoodlum had wandered into the wrong room by mistake. Abbie Dawson shot a concerned gaze over at her husband who had a similar look on his, immediately questioning if he'd made a huge mistake in recruiting someone from such a significantly different socio-economic background than the rest of the team.
Nonetheless, the coach called the meeting to order. After welcoming everyone to the team and giving a brief pep talk, Justin covered housekeeping items including how to access the team blog, communication expectations, and the fall (offseason) schedule. He reviewed the team rules, including travel guidelines, cell phone usage on the pool deck, and finally a very strict no cursing policy.
He then turned the meeting over to his gorgeous wife. Abbie stepped forward with her business casual low-thigh form fitting dress and 3" heels on. Her hair was up and she wore her new sexy librarian glasses. Justin admired her lithe neck and the swell of her big tits under the navy dress. He didn't get to see her dressed up too often as most of the time they both wore sweats and other casual clothes when they were in coaching mode. She looked exceptionally hot at the moment. As he stepped back to let her take the lead, he watched as most of the boys in the room stared intently at their sexy coach. Justin glanced to the back of the room and noticed Nick Thomas remove his sunglasses for the first time. Over the next twenty minutes, the coach observed as the new recruit appeared much more engaged when his wife spoke.
Abbie circulated a flyer from the apparel company for the 2017/18 Hornets dive team wearables. She stressed that one of her and Justin's most unbending expectations was that the team would look like just that...a team. Offseason practices were no exception, all members were expected to attend the first team practice on September 20th with the Hornet authorized suits and warm up gear. She reminded them that time was short and if they wanted to avoid higher shipping costs and/or team fines for improper attire, they would need to get their orders placed as soon as possible. When after asking if there were any questions and not getting any, Abbie again welcomed everyone to the team and turned it back over to Justin.
The head coach spoke, "Obviously, we have quite a few new names and faces on this year's team, so we are going to close tonight's meeting by going around the room and having everyone introduce themselves, state your class level, talk briefly about your background, and then share one of your season goals with your new teammates. Any questions?"
"Okay, why don't we start here in the front, Tommy you go first..."
The handsome shaggy blonde senior stood, "Hi, as ALL of you know, I am Tommy Wilson, I'm a senior, I'm one of the leaders on this team, I was a STATE CHAMPION in the 3 meter last year and my goal AND EXPECTATION is to be a repeat champion this year!"
He received a smattering of half-hearted applause.
After hearing him talk and observing the response from his teammates, Nick Thomas quickly formulated his opinion that while the guy might be a good diver, the pretty boy in the front of the room was a braggadocios tool.
Nick's thoughts quickly turned to someone far more interesting when the next person rose to talk...
"Hi my name is Amber Tisdale; I transferred here last year from a JC in Southern California and I'm so happy and proud to be a senior Sac State Hornet. I'm from Orange County, but there is nowhere I'd rather be than with all of you here in Sacramento." She looked over at Tommy with a proud smile on her face, her boyfriend returned her gaze with an uncomfortable smirk on his. Amber then looked back out on her teammates, "My goal this year is to not only lead by example, but to help each and every one of you achieve your individual goals and to help lead us to another conference championship!"
Everyone in the room, including Nick applauded loudly.
For the next 30 minutes, Justin went around the room, giving everyone a chance to introduce themselves, discuss their backgrounds and state their goals. Most of the responses were canned and fitting for each person's role on the team.
Finally it came to Nick Thomas' turn to speak.
Everyone felt an uncomfortable sense of anxiety as he rose; now fully realizing he was not some homeless guy, but actually a member of the team. Nick slowly removed his hoodie and the sunglasses he'd replaced after Amber finished speaking. He looked around before he spoke confidently, "My name is Nick Thomas, I just transferred here from San Joaquin Community College in Stockton," he looked right at Tommie Wilson and said, "NONE of you know me, but you all will soon." He then pointed at Amber and said, "My goal this year is have her help me achieve my individual goal of beating that guy in the 3 meter!" He pointed at Tommy Wilson with a confident smile on his face.
Amber's eyes got really big; she turned several shades of red before covering her mouth from embarrassment. Tommy hadn't been listening to most of the divers talk, instead obliviously studying his Instagram on his phone. But when he heard the oohs, ahs, and murmurs after Nick spoke, it suddenly registered with him what he had just heard. He stood and leered to the back of the room only to see a gang-banger looking black dude pointing in his direction with a cocky grin on his face.
The room fell silent for a moment before snickers and light laughter permeated through it. Everyone wondered who this new guy was who had the nerve to call out the state diving champion and imply that he was going to beat him with his own girlfriend's help.
Abbie glared over at Justin with an "Oh shit, what have we done?" look. Justin acknowledged the concerned appearance on his wife's pretty face, but as he glanced around the room, he observed most of the team staring curiously at the handsome black man in the back of the room.
Nick Thomas' big smile only grew. Then he took a bow.
A handful of team members snickered again and a smattering clapped light-heartedly before he sat back down.
Justin thought to himself, "Maybe, this is exactly the person we need on this team!" But sensing a need to stem the uncomfortable situation, he spoke loudly to the group, "Well, it looks like we are not going to have a shortage of confidence on the team this year. I like that, but let's not forget we are a team first and foremost! We will see all of you on the 20th. Go Hornets!"
As the team rose to exit, Justin called out to the new junior recruit, "Hey Nick, can I have a word with you?" The coach watched as his team filtered out of the room and as Nick and Tommie cautiously eyed each other as they passed one another in the center aisle.
When the last of the team members exited the back door and Nick approached, Justin asked, "So Nick, how's it going here at the school so far?"
"Fine coach!" He answered as he stared unblinkingly at Justin before looking over at Abbie.
"That's good to hear, it always seems like transfer students like yourself acclimate so much faster than the freshman."
Nick nodded, concluding quickly the coach didn't ask him to stay after the meeting just to talk about his schedule or living arrangements, "Was there something else you wanted to discuss coach?" He again looked over in Abbie's direction, she nervously dropped her gaze, but not before feeling the glare from his mesmerizing hazel eyes.
"Yeah Nick, I just wanted to say again, that I am the first to encourage confidence by all athletes who dive for this university, and I'm glad to hear you have the goal of being a state champion, but I also think it is important that as a new member of this team, you show respect to the leaders who have paved the trail for team success at this school, does that make sense?"
Nick looked at both Justin and Abbie, "Are you referring to that exchange I had with the pretty boy in the front of the room?"
Abbie had held her tongue long enough, "That pretty boy happens to be the state diving champion; he has earned the right to be respected by everyone on this team!"
Justin subtly glared at her, they had agreed while the team was filing out of the room, that he would do the talking.
Nick looked at Justin, not Abbie and spoke, "All due respect coach, but I didn't exactly get the sense everyone in the room respects that dude. He might be a great diver, but my mom taught me a long time ago that if you have to tell people you're a leader, then you aren't a leader at all. True leaders lead by example...that girl who talked next...what's her name?"
"Amber...Amber Tisdale."
"Yeah Amber, she seems like a lot stronger leader, I could tell she has the respect of everyone on the team."
Justin glanced over at Abbie with an 'I-told-you-so' look. This kid from the other side of the tracks had clearly assessed in a couple of short hours the team leadership dynamic challenges that had been a source of countless discussions between the two of them since the end of the previous season.
"Your mom's a smart lady Nick, I...uh...we...couldn't agree more and you might be onto something, but there is always a time and place for establishing leadership hierarchy's, you might want to temper your opinions for awhile, at least until you've had a chance to get to know everyone on the team. That said, we like your confidence, we'd love to see you challenge a state champion in his best event, competition like that is good for the whole team."
"Yeah, I get it coach, sometimes I get a little overzealous when I see something I want!" Nick acknowledged as he subtly glanced in Abbie's direction. She lowered her eyes again.
Justin picked up on the exchange.
"Well, we are looking forward to you bringing that confidence to the pool in a couple of weeks; we'll see you on the 20th Nick!" The coach voiced as he patted the muscled athlete on the shoulder.
Nick smiled at both coaches, "You can count on it!" He grabbed his stuff and headed out of the classroom.
*****
Justin and Abbie stopped by a recently opened new brewery as they headed back to their Citrus Heights condo. After ordering a couple of IPA's Justin asked, "What'd you think of Nick's challenge to Tommy?"
"I'm not going to say I told you so, but I can't say I'm surprised. I just didn't think he would have the balls to do it so soon and worse yet, bring Amber into it!"
Justin got a sly smile on his face and quipped, "Well we both know he has the balls..."
There was a brief moment of silence before they both busted out laughing.
"Okay, that might not have been the right choice of words, but it doesn't change the fact it was a disrespectful thing for him to say!" Abbie clarified with a cute smirk.
"Yeah, but there is something about his cockiness I really like, and besides, we both know Tommy isn't exactly the pied piper when it comes to leading the team. I think if we can manage the team through it initially, it could turn out to be a good thing. Competition brings out the best in everyone!"
"Are you totally sure about that? It will be interesting one way or the other," his gorgeous wife replied with a nervous smile, "I think we are going to have to do some of our best work this year Coach Dawson!"
He smiled and lifted his glass for a toast before lowering his voice, "I agree for me, but you already did some of your best work in our bedroom last Saturday baby!"
"Ssshhh!" She giggled embarrassingly.
Justin leaned close and whispered in her ear, "What do you say tonight we watch one of those videos I teased you about last weekend? And I'd really like to watch you touch yourself again..."
Abbie playfully slapped him on the shoulder, "You're terrible Justin Dawson, do you ever think about anything else?"
"No, all I could think about tonight when you were standing up in front of that group talking so confidently with your sexy glasses and form-fitting dress on was getting you back home and tearing off your clothes! I don't think I was the only one checking you out either, the guys all seemed to get glossy-eyed when you were up in front of the group."
"Eeww Justin, I'm their coach and like 5-6 years older than most of them, I'm sure they are much more interested in the girls their own age like Amber and Christina!"
"I know they are interested in them too, but there is no way any of them weren't checking out your tits in that outfit, I know I couldn't take my eyes off them."
Abbie giggled embarrassingly again, "Just because you're a perv doesn't mean all of them are!"
He laughed, "You might be onto something there, but I did notice that our newest recruit seemed a lot more engaged when you were talking than when I was..."
"Who? You mean Nick? He was all the way in the back of the room with his sunglasses on. As far as I could tell he didn't even appear interested in any of it until he stood and spoke at the end!"
"You must not have picked up on it, but he removed the shades when you and Amber both addressed the group."
Abbie swallowed nervously, before lying, "No, I didn't notice that, but even if he did, I'm sure it was just a coincidence." The beautiful coach had in fact observed when their newest recruit removed his glasses. As much as she had tried to avoid it, she and the handsome black man locked eyes several times during her portion of the presentation. His gaze had seemed so intense that she felt like he was looking right through her clothes.
A knowing smile came to Justin's face before he responded good-humoredly, "Yeah, I'm sure you're right, it was probably just a coincidence... Hey, you didn't answer my question about those videos?"
Abbie actually appreciated the change of topic, she giggled, "That is all you think about Justin Dawson! No promises porn boy!"
"So you're saying there's a chance?" He answered in his best Jim Carey impersonation from one of his favorite movies, Dumb and Dumber.
Abbie laughed again and rolled her beautiful eyes, "You're hopeless."
They tipped back another IPA before heading home. Although it was a work night, Justin popped a bottle of cabernet and the two of them sat out on the patio listening to one of their favorite bands and fellow UCSB alumni, Rebelution, for over an hour before Justin headed inside. Abbie told him she wanted to finish up going through some stuff on her Facebook and would be in in a bit.
As she sat looking at her phone, Abbie's thoughts turned to Justin's observation that Nick had removed his sunglasses only when she and Amber spoke. She tried to convince herself it was just a coincidence. Still, she couldn't get the intense gaze that Nick had exhibited out of her mind.
She polished off the last of the wine and was feeling pretty drunk when she went inside.
When she entered their bedroom, it was dark except for two dimmed bedside lights. Justin was sitting up in bed with his shirt off and the covers pulled up to his waist, "I was beginning to wonder if you were ever going to come in?"
"Oh you were, were you?" She responded with a knowing smile. She then noticed one of his favorite black lace teddy's laid out on the foot of her side of the bed. His gaze followed hers to the sexy lingerie, "I don't remember leaving that out..." she questioned playfully.
"Hmm...I'm not sure how it got there if you didn't..." He played along, hopeful his suggestive ploy would be met with interest. His cock was already hardening under the covers at her initial promising reaction.
Abbie moved towards the bed, retrieved the small garment and tantalizingly held it up to her face before breathing deeply, "...uuummm...smells like me doesn't it?"
Justin's cock practically lifted the covers, he didn't know who had abducted his previously conservative wife and replaced her with this new provocative version, but he wanted to shake the person's hand, "I can't smell it from here, but I'd be willing to make an educated guess..." His voice cracked excitedly before he admonished himself internally for not being able to come up with something more erotically profound.
His wife held back a laugh as she ignored the odd remark, knowing the affect her playful banter was having on him. She responded in a deep sexy voice, "Trust me lover it does...I guess I need something to wear when I get out of the shower...I hope this will do?"
"Ya...Yeah...hun, I'll be fine with that!" He replied excitedly, practically hyperventilating that his preemptive move was being met with approval.
Abbie took the lingerie into the bathroom before coming back into the bedroom and nearing the bed, "You sure you won't be asleep when I come back out? She teased.
"I can guarantee it!" He said as he admired her swollen tits underneath the mid-length dress she'd worn to the meeting.
"Can you unzip me baby?" Abbie asked flirtatiously as she leaned down backwards against the bed.
Once undone, she took a couple of steps away so he could see the entirety of her body. With her back to him she slowly slipped the straps from her shoulders and let the upper half sink around her waist. Justin eyed the slender lacy bra that pressed against the skin of her narrow shapely back. From behind it was obvious the petite garment was working hard to support the contents on the other side. Justin could see the rounded contours of his wife's spectacular tits around the edges of her sinewy ribcage.
She shimmied the dress over shapely hips and let it fall to the floor.
Justin's cock swelled to full throat. His hot wife was rocking a thong and the depth of her tight bubble-shaped butt cheeks practically obscured the thin strip of material that defined the rear portion. Abbie wiggled her ass ever so slightly before bending at the waist until her chest was practically pressed against her rigidly straight diver's legs, "Here, let me get this dress off!" Abbie teased as she impressively slipped the dress off both of her heeled feet one at a time without falling.
"Fuh...how can you do that babe...you're so fucking flexible? Are you sure you need to take a shower?" He asked distractedly as he stared at her camel toeing pussy lips with his tongue hanging out like a thirsty dog. "Why don't you skip it and come closer to this bed."
Abbie giggled again before responding sexily, "I'll be out soon stud, I promise..."
*****
Twenty minutes later Justin Dawson's stunning wife exited the bathroom dressed in the black lacy teddy and three-inch heels. His eyes nearly bugged out of his head as he ogled every inch of her, wondering to himself how he'd actually gotten this woman to marry him. She hadn't wet her hair and had kept it up while putting the sexy librarian glasses back on. He loved the look on her, she reminded him of one of the hot models from one of those Victoria Secret catalogs. He let his eyes fall to take in the rest of her.



The sexy lingerie gripped her hot body like a glove, accentuating every perfect contour to perfection. Justin loved everything about Abbie's mouth-watering figure, but her flawless D-cups never failed to grab his attention first. Her large round breasts pressed heavily against stretchy fabric, practically pouring out of the plunging deep cut neckline and creating cleavage that bordered on illegal. Abbie's recently acquired tan accentuated the whiteness of her full chest creating a mesmerizing backdrop for the tastefully located lacy designs of the hot lingerie. But in spite of the designer's attempts at playful obscurity, Abbie's big nipples gave away what lie beneath. She had touched herself in the bathroom with the full intent of stiffening herself for his arousal. It had worked to perfection...Justin's cock was hard as steel; he couldn't take his eyes off her swollen luscious nipples.
She moved to edge of the bed, "Is this what you had in mind?"
He stuttered, "I...I...could never imagine anything as good as this...you look fucking hot Abbie!"
"Speaking of hot, is it warm in here or is it just me?" She teased in a husky sexy voice.
"Oh it's just you! That I'm sure of..."
"Maybe your right..." Abbie slowly moved her hand down over the semi-sheer silky fabric of the teddy until it came to rest on her pussy mound. With deft gracefulness she moved her fingers between her legs and unsnapped the sexy garment, letting both sections of material dangle invitingly and exposing her thick pussy lips, "Umm, that's much better..." She breathed sexily.
"You fucking bet it is!" Justin growled as he grabbed her around the ass and yanked her into bed. Abbie squealed and laughed as he pulled her down and rolled on top. Moments later their lips mashed like teenagers as he squeezed her tits and grinded his hard cock between her legs.
After fifteen minutes of rolling around and kissing, Justin pulled away and looked into her eyes, "I think I better check on why this teddy opened inadvertently down below..."
Abbie bit her lower lip and smiled mischievously, "I think that's a good idea sir..."
Justin kissed and licked his way down her body, paying special attention to her hard nipples through the fabric of the lingerie until he reached his destination. He playfully flipped up the front unsnapped portion of the teddy and feasted his eyes on her cute little dark fur patch. He used his thumb to gather wetness from around her hood and slide it up into the tuft and playfully spread it around. He pulled tantalizingly on her pubes before he lowered his fingers and spread the slippery cover previously obscuring her sensitive love button. He loved the way that Abbie's clit would swell when she was aroused, it was well on its way at the moment.
Justin lowered his mouth and let a large saliva stream drip agonizingly on her exposed bump. He watched as it seemed to contract momentarily before re-dilating. He did it again as Abbie moaned. Justin did it a third time before flattening his tongue and teasing her clit with repeated succulent licks and teasing sucks. Abbie moaned more loudly and begged him not to stop.
Justin didn't need additional encouragement; he couldn't wait to bury his face in her beautiful slit.
The horny coach proceeded to eat his wife's delicious pussy to a handful of toe-curling mini-orgasms over the next half-hour. Eventually he kissed his way back up to her beautiful heaving neck. He planted numerous wet kisses along her jaw before whispering in her ear, "Ma'am, I did my best to fix the problem down there, but the garment appears faultily designed, I think you should take it off."
Abbie played along, "...Oh sir, your reparation talents were quite impressive. I trust your recommendation about the mis-manufactured lingerie, but it's kind of hard to get off, how about if I just do this instead?" She looked at him naughtily before sliding both thin straps off her shoulders and pulling the top down below her heavenly breasts. She lifted her hips and bunched up the remainder of the sexy negligee around her tummy, "How's that sir?"
Justin got wide-eyed and a big grin came across his face, "Works for me!" He leaned forward and squeezed and sucked her big tits. Eventually he pulled away and looked into her gorgeous eyes with a shit-eating grin on his, "Say, since you complemented my reparation talents earlier, what do you say we watch a 'how-to' video; I get some of my best skills from watching those things!"
Abbie quickly knew what her husband had in mind, "Yeah, I have to say you've earned it! And if those videos are really that helpful, who am I do deny you access to them?" She giggled.
Justin quickly reached for the remote. He had already scouted and ordered a hot pay-per-view flick. He purposefully searched for one where the first sex scene did not contain a well-hung guy, but all of the subsequent scenes did. He wanted to see if Abbie would react differently to a stud with a huge cock. As the video came on their bedroom big screen, Justin moved Abbie sideways on the bed and mounted her missionary style. They could both see the couple making out on the TV when they turned their heads to the side.
Both porn actors were attractive, but neither contained a body to write home about. The pretty redhead had small tits, but a really nice ass. The guy was just kind of a guy. Eventually the redhead dropped to her knees and started sucking his cock. His hard dick was a little longer and fatter than Justin's but certainly wouldn't be considered big by porn actor standards.
As Justin thrust into Abbie he noticed as she stole occasional peeks at the TV, but her attention was far more focused on him. Abbie kissed and sucked on Justin's neck and used her hands and legs to hold him tight and in fact pull him more deeply into her. They fucked lovingly in this position until the first scene neared its conclusion, as it did, Justin continued thrusting into Abbie but both turned and watched the TV more intently as the male actor moved towards climax while the slim hottie feverishly sucked and stroked his cock. Finally the guy yanked his dick from the girl's mouth and spurted 3 or 4 semi-meager times around her lips and chin.
Justin immediately thought to himself that this guy would never be confused with the renowned king of cum Peter North. Nonetheless he wondered what Abbie's reaction would be when the girl started licking around his head and cleaning him up. Abbie had never been one to swallow, even on the few occasions that she brought Justin to climax with her mouth.
Justin was mildly surprised when she showed subtle indifference and went back to finger-nailing his back and kissing along his neck.
As the second scene started, Justin pulled Abbie on top of him with her back on his chest. He kissed along her neck and whispered his appreciation for her allowing the movie. Abbie turned her head and stuck out her long tongue. He got the hint and hungrily licked along its wetness before they locked together and the slippery digits erotically tangled outside of their mouths. Justin squeezed her amazing tits and teased her hardening nipples while his cock pressed against her pussy lips.
"Justin, that feels so good, let's stay like this for awhile...oh...uhn...yeah baby...don't stop what you're doing! I love the way you're touching me right now..." She panted huskily.
The new scene on the higher-quality video now showed a very different young athletic looking couple kissing on the elevated deck of a gorgeous beach house overlooking the ocean.
Justin subtly glanced at the TV with excited thoughts on his mind; he wanted to see how Abbie would react to this scene. He suspected that in spite of her seeming apathy to the first one, she couldn't help but get aroused when she witnessed this hot young couple fucking. The girl was a blonde rocket with tits that could give his wife's a run for their money. The dude was a chiseled stud with a huge cock.
Abbie's eyes remained closed as she slowly rolled her hips against his hardness as she absorbed all of Justin's wonderful ministrations. Little moans and grunts escaped her beautiful lips.
Justin watched as the girl on the video let the sundress fall from her shoulders and her sweet tits bounce playfully. He noticed as Abbie's heavy eyes opened slowly when the girl on the screen moaned contentedly as her boyfriend sucked her rigid nipples. Justin could tell his wife was mildly surprised when she saw the quality of this video and the erotically tasteful scene, not to mention the attractiveness of the actors. Over the next few minutes Justin watched Abbie's eyes open and close languidly as she became more engrossed in the entire experience, "Put it in me Justin, I want to feel you," she breathed more excitedly as she turned her head and kissed him again.
"You do it baby..." He replied as he tweaked both of her nipples simultaneously.
"Mmmmm...okay," Abbie groaned as she sultrily slipped her hand down her body and eventually between her spread legs. She gripped his already slick cock and rubbed the head along her wet slit until it was re-soaked in her juices. Abbie appeared to be in her own little pleasure world as she pressed it roughly against her clit with her eyes rolled back and contented moans escaping her pursed lips.
Justin suddenly wished he had mirrors over his bed as he squeezed her heavy rounded breasts and nibbled on her ear, "Does that feel good baby?"
"Oh Justin, you know it does, I want to feel you touching me all night long. I could never feel better than this..."
Suddenly they were both drawn towards the TV as the guy grunted loudly and said, "Yeah bitch, take them off, you know what's waiting for you!"
Justin turned to look immediately, Abbie took an extra second as she casually lowered her eyes just as the naked girl pulled the porn dude's slacks down to his ankles and exposed his g-string style banana hammock briefs. The hot little blonde cooed excitedly when she saw the huge lump in the stretched garment.
Justin tried to see if the stud's exposed package had any effect on Abbie, but he couldn't make a determination from his angle.
Neither Justin nor his wife made any kind of outward response, but both unintentionally did a comparison between the porn star's impressive bulge and that of Nick Thomas. Both came to the same conclusion....while this guy stretched his mankini-style briefs in a way that most guys would dream of, he was no Nick Thomas.
The girl on screen didn't give a shit; she wanted the huge cock underneath the suit in her mouth. She practically ripped the g-string from his muscled body and grunted when it flopped out and slapped her in the face.
This time Justin did observe a change of expression as Abbie's eyes opened wide and a small gasp escaped her lips. She pushed Justin's cock a little harder against her clit.
Justin returned the favor as he squeezed her tits more firmly than he had previously.
At the same time, the porn star gripped his semi-limp cock and rubbed it around the pretty blonde's face as her tongue and lips frantically moved to try and catch up.
Abbie now pushed Justin's cock into her slippery hole, never pulling her eyes from the TV screen, "I want you in me Justin..."
After slipping it inside, as Abbie started to move her hand away, he reached down and held it over her pussy mound before pressing it lower and whispering in her ear, "Play with yourself like you did last weekend..."
"Justin...no...you...do..." she objected momentarily before she distractedly relented as he pushed her fingers down to her clit. Justin held her hand in place and eventually started coaxing her fingers forward and back. It didn't take long for Abbie to take the lead and assume control. Justin eventually removed his hand and restarted his pleasuring of her phenomenal tits while he pushed his cock as far into his wife's pussy as he could from the angle of their meshed bodies.
Meanwhile the porn stud's cock had reached full staff, he told the blonde to open her mouth as he pushed the fat head between her full lips.
Justin took the opportunity to comment for the first time, "I think she likes his big cock..."
Abbie only nodded slightly but didn't take her eyes from the screen.
The porn star then pressed about half of his nine inch pipe into the girl's mouth; she sucked on it like it was her last meal.
Justin spoke softly again as he kissed along Abbie's neck, "She's obviously done that before."
Abbie didn't respond but continued to play with herself while she watched.
The actor grabbed a hold of the blonde's head and warned, "Okay bitch, time to take it deep, I'm going to fuck your throat!" He then proceeded to impressively push his cock further into her mouth and down her stretched esophagus.
This time a small gasp escaped Abbie's lips.
Justin pounced on the moment, "Can you believe she can take that fucking thing all the way down her throat?"
"...no." Abbie responded absently, her voice barely audible.
The girl deep throated him for several minutes before he pulled out and a long saliva and precum mixed stream stretched from her lips to the purple head of his engorged cock. It hung there for a long moment before it finally broke and splashed wetly on her heaving tits.
Abbie gasped in startled amazement. Justin smiled from beneath as he tweaked and tugged on Abbie's own hard nipples.
The actor rolled the blonde onto her hands and knees and lined up his cock with her dripping opening. He heavily slapped her ass and pussy lips before shoving nearly his entire cock into her on the first thrust. The porn slut screamed in ecstasy as he rammed it fully home on the second.
"Damn, she took that big thing without a problem..." Justin muttered, stating the obvious.
Abbie didn't respond verbally, but Justin noticed as she rolled her hips more urgently on his cock. They both continued pleasuring one another as they watched the big-cocked actor fuck the living shit out of the sexy blonde. Justin loved the way the girl's big tits bounced back and forth as he rammed into her. Abbie was equally aroused by the way his egg-sized balls slapped against her athletic thighs.
Justin watched as his wife's fingers moved faster on her clit.
Eventually the girl couldn't take it anymore and announced she was going to cum, "Fuck me...Fuck me harder!" She begged.
The actor grunted concededly, "Of course you are slut, give me that cum, cum all over my big fat cock bitch!"
At that moment Abbie announced in a whimpering response, "Oh God Justin, I'm going to orgasm too! You feel so good in me! Don't stop!"
As excited as he was at her clear reaction to the hot sex video, he had to hold back a laugh, it was clear her blurring fingers were having the biggest impact on her impending climax. Still he urged, "Do it Ab, cum like that slut is on that guy's huge hard cock! She fucking loves it!"
"I do too!" Abbie practically screamed as she climaxed intensely. Her fingers never stopped as she practically bucked herself off of him. Justin's own load splashed into her as he squeezed and massaged her tits until she finally collapsed on top of him exhaustedly. They both lay there breathing heavily as the porn star pulled his still rigid cock from the blonde and told her to clean her cum off of his huge cock. Justin watched Abbie's reaction as the girl sucked and licked her juices from his thick veiny member.
Finally when the actor announced he still hadn't gotten his nut and was ready for round two, Abbie said to Justin, "That's enough for me tonight babe..."
Justin responded that was okay with him, he was spent too. As Abbie climbed out of bed and entered the bathroom, the dive coach beamed with excitement, it was clear he had made progress tonight. He experienced a side of his usually conservative wife that he was looking forward to seeing again. "Small steps..." he reminded himself.
*****
The following week
"Knock-knock"
"It's open, come on in." Abbie shouted out.
"Hey coach, are you busy? I have something I need to talk to you about." Nick Thomas asked as he entered her office.
"Oh hi Nick, my door is always open, how are you getting along with your new classes and life here at Sac State?"
"Oh pretty good I guess, except I'm still having trouble with my electronics, but I have an appointment on Friday with the IT folks here on campus. I'm hoping they can figure out what's going on with my devices. I still can't get on the school email system," he responded, sounding less sure of himself than she'd witnessed previously. Suddenly she felt bad for questioning his attitude in the past; this new transfer student from the other side of the tracks seemed to have all the same vulnerabilities as the rest of the new students on campus.
"Sorry to hear that Nick, hopefully you get it resolved quickly. I've found the IT support staff at the school to be really helpful in the past. But did you say there was something you needed my help with?"
"I wanted to start off by apologizing for my approach at last week's meeting. I have a tendency to be a little over-confident at times and I probably should have toned it down a little my first time around the team." Nick said, saying what he knew she wanted to hear, but not at all what he believed.
The contrite admission was exactly what Abbie needed from the team's newest member, "As Justin said the other night Nick, your confidence is one of the things that drew us to you, but you'll learn there is a time and place for everything. I'm glad to hear you realized it might have come off a little strong for the situation, but acknowledging that is the first step in gaining the respect of your new teammates. You'll have plenty of opportunities to do that and hopefully this experience will help you moving forward," the beautiful coach replied with a supportive smile.
"You bet coach, I just wanted to let you guys know I have thought a lot about it. Say, do you mind if we close the door, the thing I really came to talk to you about is kind of personal." Nick asked, feigning nervousness.
"Sure let me get it," Abbie replied as she rose to close it. Nick checked out her hot ass as she did so.
A strange sense of nervousness coursed through Abbie as she found herself alone with him for the first time. She had forgotten how handsomely unique-looking Nick was with his mesmerizing hazel eyes impossible to ignore. Of course, his muscle covered physique, accentuated by his form fitting black workout shirt and shorts hadn't escaped her attention either. She was glad to see he had ditched the gangbanger garb that he'd worn to the meeting, "I hope your problem is nothing too serious Nick. Do you want me to include Justin, I can probably get him on the phone in his office?"
"No, I don't think that's necessary coach, it's really more embarrassing than anything else." Nick's voice tailed off as he purposefully lowered his eyes away from her gaze for affect.
In spite of his earlier cockiness, Abbie thought Nick's uneasy demeanor at the moment was kind of adorable. He was nearly 21, but she reasoned this was likely the first time in his life that he'd been away from his mother and figured he just needed a woman's opinion, whatever it was, "Oh, I'm sure it can't be too big a deal Nick, you'd be amazed at some of this things I have helped other athletes with over the past few years," she replied with a comforting laugh.
"Well I guess you could say it isn't really a big deal...but in actuality, the size is the problem."
"I'm confused Nick, what's actually the big problem?"
"Oh God, this is so awkward, I don't think it was a good idea that I came to talk to you about it..." He admitted sheepishly as he suddenly turned for the door.
"Wait Nick, don't leave. Whatever it is, please let me help!"



He slowly turned back in her direction, "Are you sure coach?"
"Yes, absolutely Nick, I'd really like to help if I can." She urged genuinely from her chair as she looked up at him.
Nick noticed as his gorgeous coach subtly glanced at his crotch which was positioned directly in front of her face before he finally spoke, "Okay, you know that apparel company information you circulated at the meeting?"
"MVP Sports? Yeah sure, they do a great job, Justin and I have used them since we came to Sac State, and UCSB has used their stuff for years."
"Well, they have not been too accommodating in helping with my...uh...issue."
"Oh wow Nick, that's the first I've heard of them having less than stellar service! What's the deal?"
"Well coach, I can't say they have bad service, but it's more a matter of their inability to solve my...challenge."
"I'm so sorry Nick, but that seems pretty weird, what's going on?"
"This is the embarrassing part Coach..." Nick said awkwardly as he looked down again.
"Nick, I can't help you if you don't tell me what the problem is." She responded empathetically with a smile.
"Well coach, you see I've kind of had this problem since I was like 13...I can't find swim suits...well specifically Speedo's, that I can...uh...fit into."
"How can that be Nick, they make them in every size from 26 to 56, I would imagine. Your waist easily fits in that range."
"No coach, the waist size isn't the problem...you see, they don't fit me in the...uh...front!"
Suddenly it registered with Abbie what Nick was communicating to her. Her gaze unconsciously dropped to the large lump in his shorts directly in front of her face. She was transfixed on it for several seconds before she realized Nick was still talking...
"Coach...coach Abbie?"
"Yes Nick, I...I...uh..."
"Do you understand what I'm telling you coach? I'm kind of...well...you know...different...down there, and none of the standard suits can...how would you say it...hold me. Does that make sense?"
Abbie found herself suddenly wishful that Nick had brought this problem to Justin instead of herself, "Uh no...I mean yes Nick...I guess that is a problem. Did...did you ask if they had any suggestions...alternative design styles or something?" She stammered, saying the first thing that came to her mind.
"Yeah I did coach, they make a version called "enhanced", but in the past those have never worked for me."
She looked at him nervously, hopeful she wouldn't have to ask the reason why the enhanced designs hadn't work for him either. After an uncomfortably long silence she finally did, "What's wrong with the enhanced designs Nick?"
"Coach, they don't fit either! I just received my Hornet Speedo shipment of enhanced suits yesterday and I tried them on, it wasn't a...uh...good situation."
He noticed her eyes get noticeably larger before he continued, "In high school and community college my mom had a friend who would sew extra material into my suits to accommodate my...you know...genials."
"I think you meant genitals Nick." Abbie corrected, still appearing dumbstruck by the topic.
"Oh yeah, genitals coach, I always get those words mixed up," he lied. He certainly knew the difference; he just wanted to hear her say the word. He continued, "Anyway, my mom's friend retired and moved to Florida last spring. I've tried to contact several other seamstresses locally," he lied again, "but I haven't had any luck finding anyone who could or would do it. I'm starting to get very concerned as I know I am supposed to wear the new gear to practice on the 20th, and today's already the 15th."
A million thoughts were now going through Abbie's mind as she pictured Nick's incredible Speedo bulge from his audition dive tapes. She wasn't thinking rationally as she spoke, "Yes, we do want everyone to be in uniform for that first practice on the 20th, is there any way you can wear the enhanced suits until we can come up with a permanent solution?"
"I'm afraid not coach," Nick responded, glad that his sexy coach had suggested that 'we need to come up with a solution'. He continued, "That first time I hit the water, I'm pretty sure practice will get X-rated in a hurry! I doubt you and coach Justin want that do you?"
An audible gasp escaped her lips before she spoke nervously, "Uh...uh...no I don't think we want that. I mean I know we don't want that." Nick picked up on her startled response, but didn't show any reaction. Butterflies were forming in Abbie's stomach as she had no idea what to say to him next. She bought herself some time by offering to make some calls to see if she could help find someone to help with his problem.
Nick thanked her enthusiastically. He gave her his cell number and asked her to text him if she had any luck finding someone to help.
As he walked out of her office, the muscled black man smiled to himself, he had just made his big problem Coach Abbie's big problem.
There was no one who Nick Thomas wanted more than his new married coach to be burdened with his big problem...
*****
After he departed, Abbie took a moment to calm her frayed emotions. She breathed heavily before she moved down the hall on her way to the ladies room. Once inside, she was surprised at how flush her face looked in the large mirror, "OMG, I wonder if he noticed how embarrassed I looked?" Abbie splashed some cold water on her face and suddenly realized her nipples were hurting from pressing against her bra. She adjusted her shirt before entering the stall. She pulled her pants down and immediately noticed a damp spot on her panties, "What's wrong with me, why did I get wet from that conversation?" The pretty coach relieved herself before making her way back to her office.
Abbie contemplated how to best handle the situation. She debated reaching out to Justin, but ultimately decided she would hold off on doing that for now. She pulled out her phone and Yelped Sacramento seamstresses and a long list came up. She perused the list before she found a Vietnamese store that claimed they specialized in solving the most unique alteration needs. They had a 4.5 rating, one of the highest on the page. She dialed the number and an older sounding woman answered in broken English. Abbie immediately thought to herself how difficult it would be to explain to this woman what she was trying to accomplish.
"Hi, your ad on Yelp says you specialize in unique alterations, I have a strange request, I hope you can help me..."
"Yes, you have strange quest? We hep you!"
"I'm not quite sure how to explain this, but I'll try...I need to get some swim suits...specifically Speedo swim suits altered to accommodate someone who has a...uh...large...bulge in the front."
"Hee hee," the old woman giggled into the phone before she responded, "How big is thing?"
"Well, I really don't know...I just know the...uh...bulge is quite large..."
The woman giggled again, "Is largeness due to bamboo or stones?"
"What? Oh...I don't really know, both I would guess. It's pretty, uh, well...really big." Abbie stammered after figuring out what the woman was asking. "Does it matter?"
"Do you have picture?"
"NO, OF COURSE I DON'T HAVE A PICTURE! It's one of my athletes; I'm a dive coach at Sac State."
"Weh, need picture or acture sampah arong with meashments."
"MEASUREMENTS? You mean like the length and...uh...girth?"
"Hee hee" the old woman laughed again, "No, no...not meashments of man bits, need waist size and meashment around rargest part."
"Wait, I'm still confused, did you say largest part?"
"Meashment around rear and biggest...what you cah it? Budge?"
"Bulge?"
"Yes budge!"
"So you need a measurement around his butt and where it...uh...protrudes in the front?"
"Yes protrudes. I yike word. Hee hee."
Abbie felt more embarrassed than she had at any part of the conversation, finally she answered absently, "Okay, I'll see what I can do. How long will this take to do?"
"Depends how yong take to get materiah...and I guess how much protrudes" the old woman giggled again.
"But you think you can do it?"
"We do anything, get me picture or sampah, meashments, have done quickwy!"
"He will have multiple suits for you to do."
"No probrem, we make temprate, rest easy..."
"Okay, I will have him send you information right away. Thank you!"
"You wecome...we take care of your big probrem yady! Hee hee."
Abbie hung up the phone feeling a small sense of satisfaction mixed with embarrassment that she had found such a quick solution for Nick's problem. Suddenly the image of his bulge from the dive tapes entered her mind again, "How in the world did I get in the middle of this?"
As Abbie sat thinking about Nick in his stretched Speedo, she began to wonder for the first time if she would have the will power to divert her eyes from looking at him in his suit every day? She thought back to how many times she'd seen male coaches stare at her tits since high school and hoped that being a woman would somehow give her the strength and professionalism to control herself, "I should be able to do it, I don't walk around all horny 24/7 like most men do..."
And while she was correct in rationalizing that she wasn't in heat all the time, her panties were damp at the moment...Nonetheless, she picked up her phone and texted Nick that she may have found a solution to his problem and asked that he contact her.
One minute later she got a response from him, "That's great news coach, I'm just outside the building hangin out, I'll come back up if it's okay?"
"Sure Nick, I'll be here," She texted back before adjusting her shirt again. Her hard nipples were still pressing roughly against her bra.
Five minutes later he entered her office, "Coach, thank you so much for your help. I can't believe you found someone so fast, I must have called ten places!" He lied.
"Yeah, amazingly it was the first place I called. I found them on Yelp." She smiled. "They said they specialize in unique requests."
"Hmm, I'm surprised this is such a unique request, I can't be the only guy with this problem, but I'm so glad you found someone who could handle it," Nick said with a straight face.
Abbie thought to herself, "You're the only guy that I'm aware of with this 'problem' in all my years of being in competitive dive or swimming!" She fought back her embarrassment and replied, "Okay, so they said they need the following from you for a quote: a sample of one of your current suits to use as a template, or a picture of you in your current suit with measurements."
"Measurements? Like of my junk?" Nick asked incredulously with a big laugh.
"No," she responded nervously, "I asked the same question. No they..."
Before she could finish, he interrupted, "You asked that too? Damn, that would be really embarrassing, having to measure it and shit!" He laughed.
Abbie got an uncomfortable look on her face, "No Nick, they need a waist measurement and...uh...one around your rear and where it...uh...protrudes...the most in the front."
"Protrudes, what does that mean?" He asked, obviously knowing what the word meant, but seizing the opportunity to have her explain it further.
She looked at him in astonishment, but kept a straight face as she didn't want to make him feel stupid, "Where it...uh...sticks out the most."
"Bingo," he thought to himself, "I now have her talking about it!"
He answered, "Okay coach that makes sense, I should have known what that meant. That shouldn't be too hard to come up with; I think a girl in my apartment building has one of those soft measuring tapes." He thought for a moment of asking if Abbie had one and if she would help in taking his measurements, but he figured he'd already taken this far enough and didn't want to make her too suspicious, plus he didn't actually have any of his Speedo's with him.
"I don't have a car to take them a sample, where should I text the picture and measurement information too?"
"Oh darn...I didn't get a cell number or email address. Let me call them again and get it. She re-dialed the number and hit the speaker button, after several rings the old woman's voice came on a recorded response, "Thank you for cahing Angie's Arterations..." Abbie and Nick smiled at each other. "...We not here right now but we sorve your arteration probrems! Leave message or emair us at Angiearterations@yahoo.com."
Abbie hit the off button and both of them laughed at the cute recording.
"Coach, thanks for taking time out of your schedule to help me with this, I know you must be really busy with school just getting going and fall practice starting up."
"No probrem Nick!" Abbie joked and they both laughed. "No seriously, glad I could help. Good luck!"
Nick then asked, "So assuming the quote is reasonable, I would then have to take them a sample of one of my existing suits and all my Hornet ones? Did they say how long it would take?"
"She said very quickwy..." They both laughed again. Nick thought to himself that in addition to his new coach being hot as hell, she was pretty fun to be around too. He hadn't really seen this side of her at the recruiting interview or the orientation meeting.
"Sounds great, could you write their address down for me."
"Oh sure", as she reached for a post-it note Abbie suddenly realized their shop was located in Citrus Heights, "Jeez Nick, I didn't realize they are just down the street from Justin and I."
Suddenly a devious thought occurred to him, "Wow, small world coach. Say do you know if there is a muni bus that runs up there from down here?"
"Yeah I think there is, but you taking a bus all the way up there just to drop that stuff off seems kind of silly...why don't I drop it off for you on my way home, if you want."
"Cha-ching!" Nick thought to himself again, "Coach, I can't ask you to do that, you've already done too much already. I can take the bus, it's no big deal."
"Nick, I drive right by there, I really don't mind."
"Thank you so much coach, that's a really nice gesture! I doubt there are too many coaches at this school that would do so much for one of their athletes, especially one that hasn't even taken a single dive yet!"
"Well you owe me one!" She giggled. "Come out to fall practice and show everyone that form that made you one of our top recruits this year!"
"You bet I will coach! How late will you be here today, I don't have class this afternoon and I could run back to my apartment and get the sample suit and my Hornet Speedo's."
"I'll be here till 4, but don't you want to wait for the quote first?"
"Nah, I'm going to try and get the girls upstairs from me to help with the measurements and then email them over to the seamstress with the photo as soon as I get back. I'll tell them it's urgent and hopefully they can get back to me quickwy!" He joked and they both laughed again.
"Sounds like a plan!" Abbie smiled and showed him out the door.
As she stood, Nick caught a glimpse of one of her nipples pressing firmly against her tank top underneath her open outer layer. Based on her earlier diverted response to his Speedo problem and now seeing her seemingly aroused tit, Nick suspected the first step in his devious plan had accomplished its objective. He felt his cock swell as he concluded his gorgeous 27-year-old dive coach might actually be an achievable conquest.
But as good as things had gone already, Nick Thomas wasn't quite done leveraging the Speedo problem.
On his way back to his apartment, Nick texted Tess Lewis; the cute blonde from Santa Cruz lived two floors above him, but she'd already spent several nights at his place. Nick had nailed the horny senior economics major the first weekend in his new apartment and now she was basically his little fuck slut, "Hey watcha doin?"
"Nothing...just hanging out."
"You feel like having a little fun?"
"When?"
"Now. I'm on my way back to my apartment. The door's open, go down there and climb into bed. I got something big and black that wants something pink and wet!"
"You're such a dick, I can't believe you think you can just text me in the middle of the day and ask me to meet you for sex!"
"I ain't asking, I'm telling! And bring that measuring tape thing you used to measure my cock with last week!"
"Fuck you asshole!"
Nick laughed when he read her final response, "She'll be there..." He said to himself as he hurried along the shade covered, tree-lined street in the Sacramento heat. He was sweating profusely when he got back to his apartment. He opened the door and immediately inhaled the scent of Tess's perfume; he smiled widely as he was correct in assuming the horny blonde would be waiting for him. Nick was already half-naked by the time he entered his room. The hottie was already in his bed...she wasn't wearing anything.
"I thought you told me to fuck off!" He said as he unbuttoned his shorts and let them fall to the floor.
Tess got a hungry smile on her face as she stared at the outline of his huge cock beneath his boxer briefs, "Yes, I did say fuck you, but what I meant to say was fuck me!" She giggled as she kicked off the covers and revealed her rocking naked body with her runner's legs spread wide, "You know I want that big fucking black cock all the time!"
Nick pulled down the band of his tight briefs and flopped out his heavy log, "You mean this, crawl over and come get some of it slut," he ordered as he moved towards the bed.
Within seconds her lips were engulfed around the fat head as her hands took turns squeezing his huge balls and stroking the unfathomable length that wasn't already in her mouth.
"That's it bitch, you know you need that black stick...suck it like I taught ya...uh-huh...that's it now! Ain't no white beach boys in Santa Cruz giving you that kind of shit is there?"
The hot little blonde only grunted and shook her head as she hungrily sucked his cock like her life depended on it.
He continued, "No slut, that right there is some grade-A valley-raised Stockton nigger dick! Suck that shit! Get it all good and wet!"
He pulled his cock from between her lips and slapped it heavily around her pretty face. She tried to follow it with her fluttering tongue, but his fat dick was still only partially hard, contributing to its teasing evasiveness and causing her spit to splatter from her forehead to her chin. Nick smeared it around before pushing it roughly back into her welcoming mouth. He wrapped his hands around her head and steadily pulled her mouth down his shaft.
Only two weeks earlier Tess Lewis had been simply a dome diva, but he'd since taught her how to relax her gullet and take him down her heavenly throat. Now a quart of blood flowed to his huge cock as it had sunk past the 6 inch mark and her tongue and warm wet throat coaxed maximum hardness from his magnificence, "Play with my balls...take one in each hand...uh-huh...yeah just like that slut!"
She sucked him deep for the next several minutes before she pulled it out with her saliva dripping from it, "Fuck me Nick, I want it so bad!"
"Get on your hands and knees bitch!" He grunted. Nick played it up, he'd learned that the little Santa Cruz hottie got off on the dirty talk.
She quickly rolled over onto all fours and wiggled her hot bubble ass in front of him as she looked back over her shoulder and swung her thick blonde hair to the side, "Don't make me beg Nicky, my little pussy is so wet for you!"
He gripped his dick and smeared the oversized head around her ass and pussy lips, "You want this shit slut?"



"God yes baby! Please put it in, I want it so bad!"
Nick brought the head to her puffy pink lips and pressed firmly. The head popped inside as Tess moaned loudly. Over the next twenty minutes the petite blonde climaxed three times as his big balls bounced off her sated clit and his cock took up residence in places never discovered by other guys before him. She collapsed on the bed completely spent following the best orgasm she could remember.
As she lay there covered in sweat and gasping for breath, she looked back over her shoulder, "Jesus, how did you not cum?"
"I wasn't ready yet, I need you to do something for me first..."
"First? First before what? What are you talking about, you just practically fucked my brains out?"
Nick's semi-hard cock popped from her soaked pussy lips as he scooted off the bed.
"Where are you going?" She asked while staring at his log as it flopped heavily from side to side, shiny from her juices. Nick didn't answer. He moved across the room and reached into his dive bag. He pulled out one of his practice Speedos and slipped it on.
"Why the fuck are you putting that on? Are you leaving or something?"
"No, I need you to take a picture of me in it." He said as he stretched the front of the suit over his swollen cock while pulling it on.
Her eyes got huge as she noticed how obscenely big he looked in the little suit, "A picture? Now? Are we even done having sex...you didn't even cum?" She asked, confused by the whole situation.
"No, I'm gonna get my nut in a minute when you suck me off, but I want my balls full for the picture!"
"Your balls full? I don't get it. Why now?"
"Don't fucking worry about it, I'll explain later, just get your phone and that measuring tape thing. I also need you to take a couple of measurements." She questioningly climbed off the bed and pulled her cell phone and garment tape from her purse. Meanwhile Nick dropped to the floor and started pumping out push-ups at a pace she'd never seen before.
"What is this picture for anyway?"
He didn't answer as he pushed past the 50 mark on his way to 100. When he was done, he stood and Tess immediately noticed how his chest and arms looked suddenly pumped up, even from their usual impressiveness. She watched as the black stud grabbed his now limp cock and big balls through suit and massaged them against the fabric. He looked down to confirm that some of their combined wetness seeped through the thin material.
"What are you doing?" She asked, now even more confused than before.
"Need to get my scent on it!"
"Your scent? On the Speedo, what the hell for...and I think you meant our scent?"
"Just get your phone ready, I want the pictures taken while I'm still yoked up. Okay, take the first one from the front, get my whole body in it." She did as he instructed. He then turned to the side, "Okay, take one from this angle." She did that as well.
"Let me see..."
She handed him her phone; he admired how good his muscled body and his huge bulge looked in both shots, "Okay, send those to me and then wrap that tape around my waist." Again she did as he requested. She sent the two photos to his phone before wrapping the measuring tape around his rigid six-pack abs, "Thirty-two inches," she announced.
"Yeah that sounds about right. Okay now wrap that thing around my ass and measure it in the front around where my cock sits."
"Why would someone need that measurement?"
He looked at her irritatingly. She got the hint and took the measurement, "Forty-six inches."
"Okay good," he said as he peeled the suit back over his cock and down his hips. As it dropped to the floor, he stepped forward and held his cock out in front of her face. Nick knew it would be a little tight getting back to campus before 4:00 p.m., but he had his priorities, he was going to get his nut first, "Suck that big cock baby!"
Twenty five minutes later he dialed the number from his cell phone.
"Hi, this is Abbie," his coach answered cheerily.
"Oh hi coach, it's Nick Thomas, are you busy?"
"Hey Nick, long time no talk!" She joked and they both laughed.
"Yeah, I spent the last couple of hours trading services with a girl from my apartment building. I gave her some intense personal training in exchange for her help with the measurement stuff...that's what I'm calling about. I hate to be a pain in the butt, but remember how I told you I was still trying to get my computer and email working. Well, I didn't think about it when we talked earlier, but I don't have a means to email those photos to the alteration shop. I called over there to see if I could get a cell number to text them, but there was no answer again. I hate to wait another day, so I was hoping I could text them to you and have you email them for me?"
Abbie hesitated momentarily, "Your friend couldn't email them for you?"
Nick hadn't expected that question, causing him to stutter, "Uh...uh...no she couldn't, she is...uh...having the same IT problems I am."
"Hmm...sounds like the school needs to get their IT act together, but yeah I guess I could do it for you." Abbie replied apprehensively.
"Oh thanks coach, sorry to be such a pain in your butt, but I really appreciate your help!" Nick said as he envisioned his cock pressed up roughly against his coach's tight bubble ass.
"Yeah, hopefully you can get everything resolved with your computer. I don't mind helping you out, but I can't make a habit of doing things like this..."
"Yes, I understand completely. Thanks again. I'll text the pics and then I'll leave soon to bring my suits over for you to take to the place."
"Okay, I'll see you in a bit." She answered, this time with a little less friendliness in her tone.
"Shit I hope I didn't take it one step too far, but I bet she won't be able to resist looking at those photos before she sends them!" Nick said to himself as he typed the text message to his coach, "Coach Abbie, attached are the two photos. Also can you pass along the following measurements: Waist = 32 inches; Largest point = 46 inches."
Minutes later, Nick Thomas walked onto campus with two bags in his backpack. One contained all of his new Hornet swimsuits, the other was a Ziplock with the "sample" suit inside. It would take him about 15 minutes to walk all the way across campus over to the Exercise Sciences department offices.
Meanwhile, Abbie Dawson's phone pinged. She looked down to see a text message from Nick Thomas. See suddenly felt butterflies in her belly as she clicked on the message. "46 INCHES..." was the first thing that jumped out as she read it. Then as she scrolled down to the images, she suddenly felt a tightness in her throat; both pictures showed Nick dressed in only his Speedo swimsuit. Abbie immediately noticed how buffed he looked in both shots. She comparatively recalled the dive audition videos and was surprised as to how much more muscular he appeared now, six months later. She forwarded the message to her email.
The email message popped up in her Outlook. Again with nervous anticipation she clicked on it and now much larger images popped up on her desktop screen. She resisted the urge to inspect them more closely, instead forwarding the email to the alteration shop with some detail about whose pictures they were and confirming she would be bringing the sample and the suits in need of alterations by the shop before it closed.
Abbie went back to her lesson plan preparations. She tried her best to concentrate on her work, but as the minutes ticked by, her mind kept wandering back to the images sitting only a click away. She checked her watch and tried to reconcile when she had spoken to Nick on the phone, "He couldn't possibly be here for another 10 minutes even if he left immediately..."
She returned to her Outlook and took a deep breath as she clicked on the email message.
Five minutes later, Nick walked quietly down the hallway towards the open door to Abbie Dawson's office. He approached from the hinged side. Through the crack between the jamb and the door, he could see a partial view of the back of Coach Abbie's shoulder and her computer monitor.
What he saw on her screen surprised even him.
A zoomed in image of his Speedo swimsuit filled her entire screen. He then heard her mutter quietly, "Jesus..."
Nick stood perfectly still and glanced down the hallway to make sure no one was coming. He watched in silence as his coach kept the blown-up image on her monitor for several seconds before she toggled back to the full-size image of him from the front. She then clicked on the other picture, moments later the zoom function engaged again and the focus was aimed at his Speedo bulge from the side view. Nick listened proudly as he heard her whisper breathlessly, "...so big..."
Nick could not have hoped for a better development, but decided not to push it any further at this point. He slowly backed away and moved twenty feet back from the direction he had come. He held his phone to his ear, moved back in the direction of his coach's office and spoke loudly, "Yeah I just heard about that, pretty fucking great huh? Hey man I gotta go, I have a meeting with my coach...okay bro, I'll catch up with you later!" His final words spoken just as he neared Abbie's door. "Knock, knock," he called out as he knuckled her open door.
"C'mon in..."
His coach was still sitting in her office chair with a lesson plan on her screen as Nick turned the corner. She smiled up at him, her face flushed, "I got your text and emailed it to the alteration shop. I saw the measurements; I assume the pictures were the ones the Asian woman asked for?"
"Oh I'm glad you just forwarded them, I felt very embarrassed sending them through my coach, sorry again for having to involve you in all of this." Nick lied. "I know you have much more important things to do than mess around with my stupid pictures!"
"They didn't look...uh...I mean...I'm sure they aren't stupid Nick, hopefully they will provide the seamstress with all she needs to alter your suits."
Nick picked up on her faux pas.
Realizing it herself and hoping to minimize her gaffe, she pointed to his backpack, "Do you have your Hornet suits in there?"
He lowered the pack from his shoulder and pulled out two bags, "Yeah coach, these are the five Hornet suits that need alterations. Also, I included one of my existing suits if she wants to use it as a...what do they call it?"
"A template?" Abbie chimed with a smile.
"Yeah, a template."
"Are you going to call the shop with a credit card?" His coach asked.
"Oh damn, I don't have a credit card. My mom says those things are evil. Do you think I can Venmo her? Either that..." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a huge wad of bills, "...or I could pay with cash."
Abbie's eyes got really big, "Do you always carry that much cash around?"
"...Oh this, shit no I don't usually have this much on me, but it was a good payout week and I haven't made it to the bank yet."
Abbie looked at him questioningly, "Nick, please don't forget that Coach Justin and I have strict rules about cursing and I don't think it's real safe having that much cash in your pocket, you should get to the bank right away. I'll ask the alteration shop if they take Venmo when I drop off the suits." She looked at her watch, "I better get going if I'm going to get there before 5:00 p.m."
"Sorry about the cursing coach, I'll do my best to not do that shi...oops." He grinned apologetically, "I better get out of here before I say something else stupid. Thanks again for doing this coach!"
"No worries, just make us proud this year Nick," she replied with a smile.
"I will coach, don't worry about that! You can count on it!"
His confidence was undeniable.
After he left, she collected her things and reached for Nick's bags. The larger one containing the Hornet suits rested on top, but as she picked it up, the smaller bag fell to the floor. She reached down to grab it, but as she did so, she quickly noticed something odd about it; there was condensation inside the bag, "That's weird, it must have still been damp when he put it in the bag. I should let it dry out before I drop it off," she said to herself as she opened the Ziplock. She was immediately struck by the aroma that wafted from the bag. At first she thought it was just a masculine smell, but as she inhaled again, the scent clearly contained another scent, "Is that a woman's vagina? OMG it is...it smells like sex!"
Abbie quickly closed the bag, "What the hell was he thinking, bringing a dirty suit to use as a sample...especially one that smells like sex!" She disgustingly stuffed both bags into her purse and hurried out of her office. A million thoughts were going through her mind as she hurried out to her car. It was pushing 100 degrees outside and a light sheen of sweat covered her face as she tossed her purse on the passenger seat and turned the air conditioner on high. Suddenly a thought occurred to her, "That's going to be really awkward handing off that damp suit...oh God, I don't want to open that bag again...shit."
Moments later she hesitantly pulled out the small bag, delicately removed Nick's Speedo and tossed it up on the passenger side dashboard. An overwhelming pungent aroma of sex quickly mixed with the hot air in the car. Abbie shook her head, "What the hell were Justin and I thinking in giving him that final scholarship...this guy is trouble! And what was with the huge roll of bills? College students don't have that kind of money, is he selling drugs or something? What did he mean by 'It was a good payout week?'"
She debated calling Justin, but decided against it. She still hadn't decided whether she would even tell him about this whole swimsuit escapade and besides she was already committed to making the drop-off at the alterations shop. She couldn't see any value in involving him at this point.
As she drove, the smell of sex grew stronger in her car. Abbie's mind began to wander; images of what she'd seen on her computer monitor began filling her mind, "He said he was going to get a girl from his apartment to take the photos and measure his "junk". Is that her scent on his suit? Did they have sex this afternoon? How many times did that horny bitch cum on his big black beautiful co...? Jesus Abbie, what the hell are you thinking about?" She scolded herself, but not before briefly rubbing her hand between her legs.
She tried to take her mind off of the afternoon's events by concentrating on her lesson plans, but the overwhelming smell of sex kept bringing her back to thoughts of him, "I wonder if he noticed that stupid slip-up I made about looking at his pictures, God I hope not!"
Abbie finally pulled into the parking lot of the alteration shop. She didn't know why, but she felt a strange sense of embarrassment as she packaged Nick's Speedo back into the bag and went inside. A small Asian woman who appeared exactly as Abbie had pictured her shuffled to the counter, "How can I hep you young yady?"
Abbie's face flushed, "Um...I'm the one who called you before about the swimsuit alterations..."
"Oh, you the yady with big probrem! Hee hee..."
"It's not my probrem...I mean problem," Abbie said flustered, "As I said before, he is one of the athletes on my team. Did you get my email with the measurements and pictures?"
"Yes...46 inch bery big budge...nice pictures...had to look twice! Hee hee..." The old Vietnamese woman admitted with a naughty gleam in her eye as she waved her hand near her face to suggest the photos had made her hot, "But no need meashments or pictures if have sampah, does fit him?"
Abbie's face blushed red again, "Does it fit him? I guess so...you saw the pictures. I don't think he would have given me a sample that didn't...so you didn't even need the measurements and pictures after all?"
"No no, sampah work...let see." The little Asian woman replied as she reached for the bags in Abbie's hands.
Abbie noticed a small amount of condensation still on the inside of the sample bag. She held her breath as the old woman raised and studied both bags, "This sampah?"
Abbie gulped and nodded.
The cute lady opened the bag and immediately frowned sourly, "...eeh stinky...we wash!"
"...Yeah...he...uh...didn't clean it...I don't think." Jenna admitted uncomfortably.
"You both have nooky-nooky before he try on?"
"No, of course not! Like I told you, this isn't my husband's suit!" Abbie suddenly felt like she was getting the third degree from a Vietnamese Doctor Ruth.
The old woman held it up and observed all the added material, obviously concluding that whoever wore it had quite the package, "Too bad for you...not husband! Hee hee! Fifteen dahyers each, we have ready day after morrow..."
Abbie cringed from initial comment, but then responded with a forced smile, "Oh, that's wonderful you can get them done so soon! Do you take Venmo?"
"No, only Visa, MasterCard, and cash!"
"Oh shit...I'll have to pay for it and have him pay me back," Abbie muttered under her breath.
"What you say?"
"Oh nothing, I'll pick them up in a couple of days. Thank you!"
"You wecome, glad we hep with your BIG PROBREM...Hee hee!"
Abbie gave her one final thankful yet irritated gaze before she walked out of the store.
*****
Back in Nick Thomas' apartment, Tess Lewis pulled his big black cock from her mouth, "So is she hot?"
"Fuck Yeah! Really Hot!" He answered before pushing the dark purple head back between her lips.
She sucked it enthusiastically before yanking it out again and licking excitedly around the head with her talented tongue, "But she's married right? Isn't her husband the other coach?"
This time he guided her mouth to his huge swollen nuts, "Yes, they are a coaching pair. He's cool, but I just get this vibe that they're into swinging or something. She seems pretty naïve, but I get this nervous sense from her that she's intrigued by a black man...yeah suck on em' like that...now the other one...uh-huh. And when I say a black man, I am referring to the man whose big black balls you are sucking right now slut!"
Between sloppy kisses of his ebony nut sack Tess breathed, "If she's smart, she'll convince her husband to let her have this amazing cock and cum-filled nuts! I still can't believe you got her involved in your Speedo shit show!"
"You got that right!" He laughed. "That bitch got her first close up view of my package in it today."
Tess ran her wet tongue all along his fat cock and nibbled and sucked the fleshy skin just beneath his dark dome before she spoke, "So the pics were really up on her computer screen and zoomed in on your junk?"
"Yeah, and I heard her gasp at how big that shit was. I bet that horny bitch hasn't stopped looking at those photos since!" Nick laughed as he removed Tess' lips from his cock and pulled her on top of him as he lay back on the bed, "Come ride this fucker slut!"
"You bet I will!" She smiled excitedly as she mounted his huge cock and gloriously impaled herself, "Oh God...fuck that feels good...I could never get tired of your awesome cock Nick!"
The diver grinned knowingly, she wasn't the first woman who had muttered those words to him. Perhaps it was the blonde hair and perky tits, but Tess reminded him of a slightly younger version of Faith Nichols, the married high-school math teacher that he'd fucked so thoroughly his senior year before they got caught having anal sex on her desk late one afternoon.
He squeezed her perky tits, "So say I get inside my coaches pants one of these days, you think you'd be up for a threesome at some point?"
Tess' hands roamed over his muscled chest as she slowly moved up and down on his fat cock, "Uhn...Jeez...God Nick, you think you can not only get her to break her wedding vows, but to also want to do a three-way? Uhn...yeah...oh...fuck, but if she's as hot as you said, of course I'd be up for fucking her with you!"



"I don't know if she'd be into it, but I sure would like to see her eat your pussy while I pounded her doggy! Actually now that I think about it, I'd like to see you two in a sixty-nine while I fucked you hard from behind and when I get ready to nut, I'd pull it out and spew all over her gorgeous face and big fucking tits!"
"Oh God Nick...that does sound good! Uhn...fuck...oh...yeah...Is she really that hot? Big rack?"
"Fuck yeah, D-cups I'm guessing...I bet she'd love to have your fucking lips around her big nipples. I saw one of those things pressing against her shirt today after she was looking at my junk."
"Ummm, sounds good Nicky. Now I'm going to be rooting for you to seduce that bitch too! I just don't want the husband in the room when we fuck her! That would be fuckin weird..." She said with a laugh before she grunted contentedly and kissed him along his upper chest.
"I knew I could count on you Tess!" Nick laughed before he reached around and smacked her ass. "But that's an adventure for another day, right now you need to ride this cock like the slut you are!"
*****
I hope you enjoyed chapter 3, if so please take the time to vote and/or comment. I also welcome feedback via email and do my best to respond as quickly as possible. Make sure to include your email address.
Chapter 4 is on its way...
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Warden Grant Rawlins woke in the pitch black rear section of his Range Rover in the same excruciating body pose he'd been in throughout the longest night of his life. The proud prison leader had pissed himself at least once during the night and the mounting pain in his shattered shoulder and broken ribs now defied comprehension. He tried to move into a more comfortable position but his crushed bones and bound wrists wouldn't allow it. He groaned in agony as his concussed head throbbed intensely.
As they had for the entire night, his nightmarish thoughts returned to Liv, his gorgeous wife, and the incomprehensible horror that she undoubtedly endured at the hands of that rapist beast Mylo Dickenson. The warden had no idea where the two of them were at the moment, but he assumed the abuser had taken her from the vehicle and had his way with her yet again. He thought back to the unbearable sounds of Mylo's seemingly endless rape of Liv in his own office the previous night and the oral sex the depraved predator forced upon her in the Range Rover while he listened injured, bound, and helpless in the far rear of the vehicle.
The warden estimated they'd driven about an hour following Mylo's triumphant climax at the conclusion of his wife's coerced blowjob and titty-fuck. Rawlins had heard the two of them exit the car upon reaching their current destination, but the only sound he'd heard since, was the unloading of the roof top storage container hours earlier.
The remainder of the night was as silently miserable as any he could remember.
Suddenly the back door of the Range Rover flew open and diffused sunlight cascaded through the frosted windows of his Sea Ranch, California garage door. Having been in absolute darkness for so long, even the muted light burned the warden's eyes. And then, another far worse image came into his blurred view, it was the smug toothy grin of escaped rapist Mylo Dickenson, "Good morning fuckhead, I hope you had as good a night as I did! Oh shit it stinks in here, did you piss your fucking pants?"
Grant stared at him through hateful eyes, unable to respond until Mylo reached out and pulled his mouth gag from his aching head.
"Fuck you Mylo, where are we?" The warden growled through clenched teeth.
The serial rapist roughly yanked the injured prison official from the SUV, making his battered body recoil in agony, "I think you'll recognize where we are pretty quickly cocksucker!" Mylo teased before a concerning realization formed on the warden's face.
"Pretty nice place you and the Missus have here. The State of California is obviously paying you way too much to be a fucking prick everyday of your life!" Mylo spewed.
"How did you find...I mean...how did we come to be...?"
Mylo cut him off, "Your wife is a pretty good navigator...certainly not her only job from the passenger seat as you undoubtedly heard...that slut was pretty good at her other responsibilities too! But even after she and I got really baked, we were able to guide this bitch to your vacation house despite that incessant rain," Mylo bragged as he pounded the Range Rover's sturdy hood. "The rainy shit still hasn't let up; I bet all those boys down in the Bay Area cleaning up after that fucking quake aren't real happy about that!"
The warden stared at the criminal with a disdainful gaze as his leg dragged behind while Mylo followed him through the garage at gunpoint. On the way, Grant cringed at the mud-covered mangled bumper and front quarter panel of his new Range Rover.
Mylo noticed the pained expression, "Dude, your rig got pretty fucked up when I bounced it off that boulder at that muddy campground!" The prison escapee laughed loudly. "But you have to give me a pass man, it was hard as hell to see in that fucked-up weather, I was really stoned, and I was dying to get my dick sucked. I admit I was probably being more careless than I should have...but you know what's it like when that need to empty your balls is the only thing on your mind...huh chief?"
Warden Rawlins stared despisingly at the brazen son of a bitch.
Just after they moved past the SUV, Mylo's attention turned to Grant's big Harley Davidson that he had admired in detail the previous night, "Nice bike ass-fuck! I might have to borrow that fucker while I'm here. Your wife told me where I could find the keys last night!" Mylo bragged with a sinister laugh.
Again Grant glared at him through hateful eyes, knowing full well Liv would never willingly offer him the keys to her husband's baby.
As they entered the spacious house, the warden's heart skipped a beat as the moaning sounds of a woman being soundly fucked and bodies slapping wildly in an energetic mating were the first thing he heard. For some inexplicable reason, Grant's mind flashed to Mylo's bio where he'd read about all the videotaped assaults the sick mother-fucker had executed in the course of his rapist rampage, "Did that son of a bitch find our video camera and tape himself having sex with my wife?"
The warden was relieved when he realized the sounds were coming from a porn video playing on the large screen TV over the living room fireplace.
Grant's anxiety returned when he recognized the scene as one from his and Liv's collection of porn videos, "Oh fuck he found our porn stash..." And the fact that porn played at all, only solidified his fears that sex was the central element to what undoubtedly transpired in his place the previous night.
The next thing that grabbed Grant's attention was the unmistakable scent of marijuana mixed with cigarettes.
"Thanks for smoking in my house..."
"It wasn't just me limp-dick, but I wouldn't worry about that, as you might imagine I'm gonna do far worse things in here...already have for that matter!" He laughed. "Have a seat fucknut," Mylo growled as he shoved the warden onto his own living room sofa. Rawlins landed with an excruciating shriek as all his broken bones seethed simultaneously.
Mylo parked himself in Grant's own personal recliner directly across from the couch. The rapist wore only satin boxers that the warden immediately recognized as his own. Mylo's biceps, large chest muscles and ripped six-pack abs were impossible to ignore; so was the head of his long fat cock as it lay exposed out the bottom of one of the boxer legs.
The pained prison official then noticed one of his own 50-year-old scotch bottles and two high-ball glasses resting on the coffee table between a half-dozen empty cans of Bud Light. Grant Rawlins had saved the scotch for a special occasion, but the expensive bottle was now nearly empty.
Next to the booze was an ashtray with several cigarette butts and at least one marijuana blunt scattered about. He immediately noticed that the roach and a couple of the cigarette butts had lipstick on them. Grant gulped at the realization, prior to this evening, Liv hadn't smoked pot since college and she was never one to put something as despicable as cigarettes into her body.
But the thing that concerned Grant most was the mirror that sat on the table with a large pile of white powder and a straw resting on it. The warden stared at the cocaine with uncomprehending concern. This son of a bitch was obviously forcing his wife to do things Grant couldn't imagine her doing on her own.
Just as disturbing to the warden's growing anxiety, a familiar red-colored satin box lay on the adjacent loveseat. Grant immediately recognized it as his and Liv's secret box of kink. Mylo saw him looking over at it, "Ah yes, I found your and the Missus hidden smut box in your closet last night. I got to give you credit chief, there's lots of really good shit in there!"
Grant swallowed hard at the thought that this convicted rapist from his own prison had uncovered him and Liv's secret box of sex toys and accessories. This was a private little component of their life that they would never have shared with anyone, and now it sat exposed, open for the crazed sexual deviant to peruse at his perverted desire.
"I have to say I was surprised that a straight-laced warden like you was into some of that kinky shit, but after spending the night with that hot little sex kitten, I can't say I'm as shocked about her! I hope you don't mind that I took the liberty of absconding a few of the box's contents already. The fuzzy cuffs, nipple clamps, strawberry motion lotion and the porn videos were all fun little compliments last night!" Mylo licked around his lips as an evil grin formed on them, "Umm...I can tell you chief, there's nothing quite like the taste of strawberry flavored pussy after you've been eating fucking prison food for twenty years!"
The warden bitterly held his tongue as he tried to wrap his mind around what the crazed rapist just said to him.
Mylo continued, "But I also have to say, besides her fondness for some of the kinky shit in that box, that wife of yours has some of the sexiest slut-wear I can ever remember. In addition to that hot little bra she had on in your office, her big drawer of lingerie would make some of the strippers that I used to know blush. Fuck she looks good in all that shit...I can't wait to see her in the rest of the stuff she didn't already model for me!"
The warden cringed at the comment but figured Mylo was just trying to get under his skin.
The muscled convict then moved from his seat and knelt next to a crumpled garment on the floor not far from where Grant sat, "Take this for instance," Mylo held up a skimpy leopard skin patterned shear snap-crotch stretch teddy, "she said it was something new she bought for your anniversary...oh Happy Anniversary by the way chief..."
Grant gulped at the incredulity that this mother-fucker had somehow coerced his wife into telling him it was their anniversary. He also didn't recognize the hot lingerie the convict now held in his hands.
Mylo continued, "Anyway I know you haven't seen her in this little number yet, but trust me it's fucking hot! She looked especially good in it while dancing and stripping for me!" The taunting rapist then held the unbuttoned crotch up to his nose and took a big whiff, "Ah yes...your wife's scent all-right! You know chief, I've only known her a short time, but I already consider myself an expert on the subject!" He smiled cruelly before tossing it into the warden's lap.
Rawlins clenched both of his fists and asked between gritted teeth, "Where is she?"
"She's passed-out in our bed, as you can imagine, she had quite a night...and morning!"
"You know I'm going to kill you Mylo!"
"Haha...you aren't in too strong a position to accomplish that fuckhead!"
"What do you want? You can have the car and I can make a withdrawal from the bank for however much you desire. You can be in Canada before they have any idea what's going on!"
Mylo laughed loudly. "Not sure how you would kill me under that scenario chief, but regardless...some fucking prison official you are! You run a maximum security shithole tighter than any warden I've seen, applying unbending rules and non-negotiable terms for a bunch of three-strike felons, gang thugs, rapists and murderers; but as soon as the shoe is on the other foot and it's you and the hot little wifey in trouble, you cower like a frightened puppy and offer a freedom path to a notorious rapist! I bet those Canadian Mounties wouldn't be too happy with your sorry ass when they find out you released me so my big cock could rape every hot housewife from BC to Ontario..."
The warden did his best to not show any emotion as Mylo continued, "...but truthfully I could make a run for the Canadian border with some cash in my pocket, but I'd be looking over my shoulder every step of the way and my right hand would be the only thing keeping me company at night. Eventually they would track me down and either kill me or send me back to prison. So no, I'm not interested in your offer asshole! Besides I have everything I want right here...Your house, your car, your bike, your booze, your bed, but most importantly those big fuckin' tits and that tight little squirtin' pussy of yours! No warden, I'm going to stay right here and enjoy every last second of the gifts you're going to provide me, while you suffer through every intolerable second!"
"They'll find us here in no time..." Grant responded, grasping at straws.
"Yeah maybe...but that's why I'm not wasting any time banging that hot wife of yours! They aren't going to take me alive, so I'm going to spend every last minute of my time on God's green earth enjoying myself with that little slut. But I'm not selfish, she'll be the beneficiary of that too...you know that fucking horny bitch came like a geyser all night long don't you?"
"I don't believe that for a second! You have an overinflated opinion of yourself Mylo! You think just because you tie women up, drug them, and take them against their will, that you are some sort of Don Juan! My wife would never be attracted to a fucking loser like you!"
"Oh yeah, let me show you something fucknut," Mylo growled as he grabbed the warden by the collar and lifted the two hundred pound man off the couch like a child. The warden tried his best not to show Mylo, but the pain was so intense he thought he might pass out yet again. His captor dragged him through the house as fast as his broken body and injured leg would allow. As they turned the corner into the master bedroom, the sight and smell that greeted Grant Rawlins made him forget about his injuries.
The strongest aroma of sex he could ever recall wafted strongly from the dimly lit room. His wife's sweet bubble ass sat propped up by a large pillow as she lay passed out on their bed. She was completely nude - her sinewy body face down and spreadeagle on top of the satin sheets, none of her long slender limbs bound in any fashion. Her typically taught, athletic frame looked fatigued and used. Dark red handprints adorned her puffy ass cheeks and a thick slimy goo seeped from her semen splattered asshole over her swollen pussy lips onto the sheets. The remainder of the bed was a wet mess too, covered in the bodily fluids from an obvious pair of sexually vibrant individuals.
Grant's ego always swelled on the infrequent occasions that he pleasured his wife to such heights that she experienced one of her squirting climaxes. He never even minded sleeping in the wet spot afterwards as his confidence was always at an all-time high following one of her euphoric ejaculations.
Right now, it was at an all-time low. He immediately concluded that this evil man must have taken his beautiful wife to pleasure places she had never known. The beast had clearly fucked her so thoroughly that few dry patches remained on their king-sized bed.
But despite Mylo's apparent sexual prowess, Grant still wondered how his faithful wife could respond like that to a sexual predator of his depths - she was a respected professional physician and he was a fucking serial rapist who dropped out of school in the tenth grade for God sakes...
The warden's thoughts were interrupted by Mylo's gravelly voice, "See what I mean asshole, that tight little pussy gushed like a fountain even when my big cock was depositing its precious cargo elsewhere," He paused with a Cheshire cat grin in a blatant attempt to convey to the warden that he had taken his wife in the ass...and better yet...she got off on it!
Grant's eyes widened as he comprehended Mylo's veiled reference about from where the viscous substance now leaked. In addition to that crushing realization, the warden was dumbstruck at the volume of semen splattered all over his wife's genitals.
Mylo continued his litany, "I don't know if it was the blow I stole from the prison's infirmary or what, but that bitch was like the fucking energizer bunny after she got it up her nose! And that amazing shit made her big nipples so hard, I thought they were going to put my fuckin' eyes out! I can't tell you how excited I am chief that there's a lot more where that shit came from..." He cackled spitefully "...but probably not as excited as your wife!"
The warden felt like he was being kicked in the gut over and over.
Mylo dragged the distraught, injured man back out to the living room and tossed him down on the couch again. The warden groaned in misery once more before the rapist continued, "So you still think I have an inflated opinion of myself you piece of shit? Apparently, as much as she might have wanted to, your slut wife clearly didn't share that opinion! How does it feel to know that while you were spraying piss in your pants last night, she was spraying cum all over my cock and tongue? I'm surprised you didn't hear her moaning and screaming from the garage..."
The warden sat staring at Mylo with tears in his typically proud eyes, grasping to come up with a response, "Why...why are you...what's it going to take for you to stop this madness?"
Mylo sprung out of the chair and was across the space between them in less than a second; he gripped the warden by the neck as vitriol spewed from his curled lips, "How dare you ask me that question mother-fucker! You have personally made my life a living hell for the past six years. Do you have any idea what it feels like to have a large black man stuff his massive cock in your ass? Well I do, thanks to you asshole! I swore that night, when you put that animal in my cell, I was going to get my revenge on your sorry ass someday...well someday has arrived! I should fuck you in the ass with my big dick just to teach you a lesson, but you're lucky I'm not a homo, so instead I'm going to give it to your wife so thoroughly she'll never feel that little dick of yours ever again!"
The warden cringed at Mylo's haunting words. He could see the pure hatred in the sociopath's eyes and truly feared for him and Liv's lives, yet he couldn't bite his tongue, "You're a fucking monster Mylo!"
"I'm not a monster, but my fucking cock is and he's the one in charge around here now! And I hate to tell you, but he's a loose cannon when wet horny pussy is nearby - and I can tell you that tight dripping shit in the other room certainly qualifies!"
The warden glared at him again before Mylo continued, "But that's enough talking for now, I don't want to hear another word out of your worthless mouth right now; sit there and shut the fuck up. We'll put the porn back on when the little woman wakes up, but in the meantime, show me how to work this fucking TV, I want to see what's happening down there following that quake!"
*****
Two hours earlier, a special task force of local law enforcement, California prison officials, and the National Guard met in a large conference room at the Marin County Civic Center. The building built in 1962, was one of famous architect Frank Lloyd Wright's masterpieces and was miraculously one of the few substantial structures in the area that was still in good enough condition following the devastating temblors to house the meeting.
The hastily assembled summit was organized to formulate a game plan to deal with the escalating situation taking place at San Quentin Prison.
"As you all know, we have a serious problem at Quentin!" San Rafael Deputy Police Chief Ryan Brogdon announced as he opened the proceedings. "I will give a report on what we know as of this point and then open it up for questions and roundtable before we establish our plan and assign protocols."



After receiving a room full of head nods, he continued, "As many of you have probably already heard, I can now confirm that during the first quake, San Quentin's primary guard tower collapsed at approximately 5:04 p.m. last night, apparently killing all eight guards on watch."
Most meeting attendees, even if they'd already heard the tragic news, winced in emotional shock at the incomprehensible report before the officer continued.
"The entire roof structure of the B-wing cell building also apparently collapsed as well. The inmates would have been in the dining hall at that time however, but again we really have no idea as to the injury and/or death counts associated with that structure failure."
He went on, "Not long after that, we have now confirmed that a very large group of inmates rushed the obviously shaken and stunned guard staff in the dining hall and overtook them. Again, we have no specifics regarding injuries or loss of life, but we can assume the number to be quite robust."
Significant angst appeared on the faces of all in attendance. But their response from that information paled in comparison to the next piece of news.
"At approximately 7:00 p.m. a gasoline tanker truck apparently lost control following the large aftershock and careened into the auxiliary guard gate. Catastrophically, it happened right at the time of the afternoon/evening shift change and we can now say with certainty that as many as 15 guards were killed instantaneously."
This time the room erupted in shocked horror.
Once he regained order, the deputy chief continued, "Obviously this is all tragic news, but our priority right now is regaining control inside the prison. Before any of you ask, we feel quite certain there was only a very short, one minute or less, power interruption in the third level electrocution fence surrounding the inmate housed areas between when the primary power supply went down and the auxiliary kicked in. We can say with confidence, it is very unlikely any inmates were able to bypass the first two barriers and the compromised third in less than a minute's time. For that reason we are relatively certain that all inmates remain inside the compound."
One of the prison officials asked, "What about the area around the auxiliary guard gate? Was there not some fence damage in addition to the guard shack obliteration?"
The deputy chief answered, "Yes, a large section of the fence was destroyed and it is possible someone could have gotten through, but it's extremely unlikely. They still would have had to navigate the first three barriers, although there is no electrocution fence in that area, but even at that remote possibility, two sheriff patrol units were on the scene within five minutes of the tragedy, making it highly unlikely anyone escaped the compromised area before they arrived. The area is now manned with a significant security detail while arrangements are being made to repair the fence."
Everyone in the room sat in silence trying to come to grips with the gravity of the situation before the deputy chief spoke again, "There is one final extremely concerning piece of news to report, we have reason to believe Chief Warden Rawlins and his wife may have been inside the compound at the time of the takeover!"
More gasps and disbelieving groans came from the group.
"We have spoken with Rawlins' personal assistant...a Miss...ah Taggert...Lisa Taggert, who confirmed that the warden and his wife, Olivia Rawlins, were still in the administrative building when she departed at approximately 4:50 p.m. yesterday afternoon. According to Taggert, Warden Rawlins and his wife were just stopping by to grab some things before heading down to San Francisco for their anniversary weekend."
A few in the room who knew Liv Rawlins suddenly got a mental image of the warden's hot wife being ravaged and gang-raped by a horde of crazed convicts.
The deputy chief continued, "There is obviously no sign-out log to confirm the warden's potential departure as he and his wife would have exited through the auxiliary gate, but sadly there is no longer a guard building remaining to house the log. Also, the quake rendered all the surveillance cameras inoperable and when the main power was interrupted, all of the key card and retinal scan log data for the previous eight hours was erased."
He continued, "To make matters worse, apparently the software managing the card and retinal logging data storage is purposefully programmed inoperable when being supplied by auxiliary power. Based on the lack of prison security data, we simply cannot confirm whether the warden and his wife departed the facility or not. However, when we checked with the San Francisco hotel in which they were registered, it was confirmed they never arrived. We sent a squad car to the warden's residence in San Anselmo but the house/dog sitter said the Rawlins' had not returned there either."
"Finally," the deputy chief said with a dour sigh, "we were still holding out hope that they may have been deterred in transit during or after the quake, but when we called Warden Rawlins' cell phone, it was answered by a male who claimed he was not the warden. Our officer could hear a lot of commotion in the background before another male came on the phone but would not identify himself, except to acknowledge that he was in the warden's office at that point. When our officer asked if the warden and his wife were there and if he could speak to either of them, there was a long silence before the man came back and said they were incapacitated at the moment. Before our man could ask any further questions the communication was terminated. We have made numerous attempts to reach them since, but the calls have all gone unanswered."
The deputy chief paused one final time and lowered his eyes before readdressing the group, "I think it's fair that we proceed with the assumption that the warden and his wife are being held prisoner inside San Quentin..."
The conference room erupted in unimaginable concern.
******
Grant turned on a local bay area news station and immediately he and Mylo watched in shocked disbelief at the absolute magnitude of the devastation being displayed in image after image as the first video footage from around the region began filtering in.
"Holy Fuck!" Mylo gasped when a video image from one of the high-rise hotels in Emeryville showed the unbelievable tsunami destruction as it occurred in the East Bay. Both men then stared in astonishment as another reporter illustrated the unfathomable damage and flooding in Pleasanton and Livermore after Lake Del Valle dam imploded and a fifty foot wall of water wiped out much of the inland tri-cities. And in yet another incomprehensible video report, one of the Channel 2 reporters displayed the catastrophic damage to the north tower of the iconic Golden Gate Bridge via a helicopter fly-over. Both men sat and watched in dumbfounded incredulity.
The final report came in from San Quentin Prison. The pretty young reporter was positioned outside the tall razor-wired chain-link fence surrounding the main gate. There was a lot of hustle and bustle in the background as the brown-skinned perky-titted reporter spoke, "As you can imagine, it is a pretty tense scene here as reports of mayhem taking place inside the maximum security prison are just filtering in. What we've been able to learn is that the main guard tower collapsed during the initial quake, apparently killing all the guards on watch. Sometime not long after that, the inmates were able to overpower the guards in the main cafeteria building and are now apparently in charge of everything inside this fence you see behind me...they are now heavily armed."
The warden and rapist watched in stunned silence before the hot reporter continued, "...we don't know how many guards are being held hostage or if any others have been injured or killed, but it is a harrowing situation nonetheless...and to add more catastrophic news to this story, it has now been confirmed that an out of control gasoline tanker truck struck the San Quentin auxiliary guard building following the large aftershock and may have killed as many as 15 additional guards...truly horrific news!"
The studio anchors gasped in shock before asking, "Dipika, we are hearing reports that the warden may now be a hostage, what can you tell us about that?"
"Bill, yes I was just about to get to that. A source told us there is some concern that Warden Grant Rawlins and his wife may be being held captive by the inmates as well! We hope to get more answers to these and other questions at a scheduled press conference an hour from now. We will bring it to you live when it convenes. Reporting live from San Quentin Prison, Dipika Singh, Channel 2 News."
The warden sat slumped on the couch with tears in his eyes at the horrific news that many of his men...his friends...had perished in the guard tower and auxiliary gate catastrophes. And now more concerning to him personally, the authorities might not actually be searching for him and Liv in the right place.
Mylo Dickenson didn't even acknowledge the tragedy, "Fuck me...the reporters didn't look like that the last time I watched the nightly news...nice fucking tits on that hot little Indian bitch...huh chief?" Mylo laughed without compassion for all of those who were just reported to have lost their lives in the tragedy.
But in spite of his heartless outburst, Mylo hadn't failed to absorb the report that the suspicion was that the warden and his wife were being held captive inside the Q. The felon made no acknowledgment to Rawlins, but his excitement rose at the suggestion the authorities might not indeed be searching for them. His dick swelled at the possibility of banging the warden's hot wife for longer than he originally anticipated.
******
Forty-five minutes later, Liv Rawlins' eyes fluttered open from an exhaustive sleep. It took a moment to validate her whereabouts as her fog-filled head attempted to reconcile the events of the previous night. Immediately, the pain from a nauseating hangover and tenderness around her ass reminded her where she was and how she came to be there. The taste in her mouth was awful - a rank combination of cigarettes, alcohol, and semen...his semen.
She lay in an unfamiliar position sprawled on her stomach above the covers; she was nude, achy, and her typically soft smooth skin felt tight with the remnants of dried bodily fluids. Liv could feel something pressing beneath her hips, pushing her ass up off the bed. She held her breath and cautiously turned her head to the left.
To her surprise and relief, for the first time in hours, Mylo Dickenson was no longer in bed with her.
The warden's wife shimmied her torso off the large pillow and was immediately taken by the wetness that enveloped her hips. She lay still in the wet environs contemplating the situation and what nightmares lay ahead for her and her injured husband. Countless muddled thoughts permeated her typically razor-sharp brain, but fear and shame were the two emotions having the heaviest effect at the moment. Tears welled in her still unfocused eyes.
The young doctor's thoughts turned to the unimaginable events of the past twenty-four hours. She'd awoken the previous day with so much excitement for what her anniversary weekend would bring. She had really been looking forward to spending the long weekend with Grant - just the two of them in San Francisco together.
The day had started off so beautifully, making slow blissful love together at their home in San Anselmo...but it ended inconceivably with one of his inmates, serial rapist Mylo Dickenson, fucking her hard in the ass as she climaxed for the umpteenth time at their vacation home in Sea Ranch 100 miles away. She barely remembered passing out exhausted and dirty following that final debased mating only an hour or so previously, "Jesus, we had more sex last night than Grant and I have in weeks! How could he do it that much? And...Oh God...he put it in my butt!"
In between the divergent couplings with her husband and the convicted sex offender, an incomprehensible set of circumstances transpired to bring her to this current horrifying situation. Liv's thoughts turned to the shock she experienced following the massive earthquake and her husband's gruesome accident beneath the bookcase. She remembered her initial relief when the lifesaving guard had miraculously come along and freed him, only to learn that the man was not a guard at all, but rather notorious rapist Mylo Dickenson. The brazen convict had then stripped her nude, tied her up, and fucked her roughly on her husband's desk before miraculously breaking them out of the maximum security prison.
From that point on, her terror had taken on a whole new level of incredulity as the escapee forced her into a spiraling wave of depravity fueled by drugs and booze which culminated in a night of unrelenting sex unlike anything she'd ever imagined. She thought back to how her reluctance and fight had remained steadfast for quite some time, but eventually the altering agents, threats against her husband, and Mylo's unwavering sexual prowess broke down every resistance barrier within her until she became his willing fuck toy.
The guilt she felt at the moment was excruciating.
Liv was sure her dauntless husband had experienced a night of incredible physical pain and mental anguish from his significant injuries and the knowledge that one of the most notorious sexual predators ever to walk this earth had spent the entire night with her. Yet as she lay shamefully on the wet sheets now, Liv Rawlins was fully cognizant that her own actions had ultimately contributed to the depth of the debauched outcome. The warden's wife had allowed herself to become Mylo Dickenson's bareback slut in spite of her initial pleas for use of protection.
As the long night progressed, the previously faithful wife stopped begging for protection and eventually pleaded with Mylo to shoot his virile cum into her fertile pussy.
Which of course he did - again and again.
In her defense, the drug and booze cocktail had robbed her of her first line of defense. It had been in college since she'd done illicit drugs, but never, even in her wildest sorority party days, had she experienced mind-altering effects like those forced upon her this night. The young blonde at the pot shop had been spot-on about the sexually-charged marijuana, but it was the combination of booze and pot mixed with the medical grade cocaine that had dissolved her brain function to the point that she had actually been unable to recall her husband's name at some point during the long night.
But be that as it may, the drugs and alcohol weren't the primary culprits for the young wife's inhibition breakdown and memory lapse. No, the sexual talents of a powerfully muscular man who had been locked up for the past twenty years were far more at fault. Mylo Dickenson's massive cock and deviously experienced tongue were two of the most wickedly overwhelming utensils of sexual pleasure any woman could ever experience.
Liv Rawlins, wife of the San Quentin Warden did - again and again.
Both assets of gratification and Mylo's powerfully rough hands had been on an unrelenting quest for her complete sexual submission throughout the dissolute night. Her captor had expertly eaten her pussy while fingering her to multiple pleasurable orgasms before he turned the tables and made the renowned children's doctor beg for his cock like a two-bit whore.
Over the remainder of the night, the incomprehensible length and rutted thickness of his amazing dick so thoroughly satiated every sensitive inch of her previously underfed pussy that she eventually could no longer deny any of his filthy demands. The big-titted wife ultimately became the escaped prisoner's pleasure doll to use as he pleased.
And he pleased - over and over again.
*****
When they first arrived at the Sea Ranch house, Mylo led her practically naked into the spacious living room - only the tattered remains of her husband's cum-covered shirt obscuring her jiggling tits from his ever-present ogling.
The warden's wife gasped at the mess as they entered - things were scattered in every room from the ground shaking that had occurred even one-hundred miles north of the epicenter. Nevertheless, Mylo was impressed by the large stylish home, clearly a sanctuary the Rawlins' had invested much of their time and money into for their regular weekend getaways. That fact only contributed to his satisfaction as he took charge with the intent of treating its rightful owners like the prisoners they now were.
Liv Rawlins looked like a deer in headlights as he roughly cuffed her to the sofa and brazenly squeezed her big tits through the shirt. He then set about unloading his shopping cache from the SUV. When he returned empty-handed following his final trip from the garage, she questioned why he hadn't brought her husband inside.
Mylo instructed her to shut the fuck up and worry about herself, but when she persisted, he grabbed her by the hair and threatened her with her husband's knife. A horrified expression appeared on her beautiful face as she came to the realization that he had every intention of leaving Grant in the back of the Range Rover for the night.
Mylo had far more important things on his mind...
The convict led her into the large master bedroom and cuffed her again, this time to the headboard of the king-sized bed. She watched nearly unclothed as he rummaged through her overnight bag, the large cherry dresser, and eventually the Rawlins' large master walk-in closet. Mylo's expedition paid off as he removed an item from her bag before discovering her large lingerie drawer in the dresser. He was instantly aroused at the robust collection of sexy negligee he would soon ogle on its curvaceous owner.
Lastly, after he entered and exited the closet with a satin red box in hand, he teasingly gazed at her with a questioning grin, "What do we have here?"
Liv's eyes opened wide and a nervous gasp escaped her lips. She immediately recognized her and Grant's private box of kink.
Mylo set the silky box down on the bed and proceeded to remove each item one at a time as she watched. "Wow, you are into some kinky shit..." he teased. He pulled a seven inch thick veiny black dildo out and tossed it aside, "You won't need that little fucker anymore..." He then removed a similarly sized sleek silver vibrator, a bullet vibrator, and a set of diamond studded nipple clamps - raising an intriguing eyebrow in her direction as he did.
She dropped her gaze and looked away.
Mylo continued removing items - he pulled out a pair of Ben Wa balls, two sets of fuzzy handcuffs, two ball gags, a butt plug, a couple of blindfolds, a wooden paddle, several sexy masquerade style masks, a zip bag filled with lubes and sex-lotions, a black leather horse crop, a bag of feathers, and finally a stainless steel chastity cock cage.
Mylo held that one up and snickered, it was made for a penis a hell of a lot smaller than his.
Lastly, he removed a soft-covered DVD holder containing at least two-dozen porn videos. "Damn, are we going to have some fun with all this shit slut!" Mylo bellowed knowingly at her.
He released the nervous wife's wrists from the cuffs and told her to collect as many lingerie outfits as she could carry. The sexy brunette scooped up about half the contents of the large drawer and headed back towards the living room. Mylo grabbed the item he'd pulled from her bag and followed, admiring her long shapely legs the entire way.
"Lose the shirt!" Mylo commanded when they arrived back in the living room.



The warden's wife looked at him pleadingly before realizing she had no choice. She dropped the bundle of lace at her feet before taking a deep breath and reluctantly releasing the two remaining buttons from her husband's shirt. She slowly slipped it from her narrow shoulders and let the ripped and ragged garment fall to the floor. Her big tits jiggled as she stood completely nude, except for her heels, surrounded by the pile of naughty bedroomwear.
Mylo eyed her approvingly.
Liv's arm instinctively crossed her chest and her free hand covered her pussy mound in a pathetic attempt to obscure her nudity. Mylo growled, "Put your arms at your side bitch...besides it isn't anything I haven't already seen. Shit, I can still see my dried cum all over your tits and pubes anyway!"
She reluctantly did as she was told.
Mylo's gaze traveled from the top of her head to her four inch heels. Twenty years was a long time without pussy and as he stood checking her out, he couldn't believe his good fortune. Only nine hours previously he had departed his jail cell - his fucking hell-hole of existence for as long as he could remember - on his way to the infirmary as he had done every other day for the past eight years. Like all the days before, his expectation was that he would get his insulin shot before being led back to a private room in the C-block for the daily draining of his swollen balls while masturbating to conjured-up images of his past victims like Carla Youngblood and Tess Simonton. He'd had to resort to those memories after the husband of the sexy bitch who stood nakedly in front of him now, had robbed him of his porn outlet years before.
But for whatever divine reason, this day would be different...Mother Nature's shocking tragedy would become his blessed miracle.
Now here he was, standing in the warden's own living room with the son of a bitch's own outrageously hot undressed wife awaiting his next directive. Mylo's cock swelled as he admired Liv Rawlins' stunning body. In spite of the length of time since he'd seen a naked woman, he felt justified in thinking this fucking chick had one of the best sets of tits he had ever laid his eyes on. Her D-cups were perfectly full, possessing that ideal slope on top that when combined with the full roundness of the lower half, caused her big nipples and pebbled areola to angle upward towards his ogling face. The pair perched heavily over her flat stomach...calling to him.
Mylo admired the flaky remnants from his dried semen that still coated her neck, upper chest, and amazing rack. He'd already had his fun with the flawless set, slapping and squeezing them in her husband's office before titty-fucking and thoroughly pasting them while the tortured warden listened helplessly in the back of the SUV at the campground.
He certainly wasn't done with them yet.
He let his eyes sink down over her well-toned stomach to her little dark patch - again his semen signature was evident. He nodded with a slightly devious upward tilt of his lips.
Mylo then held up a finger and spun it around, suggestively directing what he wanted her to do. Liv Rawlins understood his gesture and hesitantly did as he wished. Mylo's eyes widened as he checked out the spectacular naked ass that he'd already spanked owningly when he fucked her hard on her husband's desk. It looked just as good now, albeit with more rosy redness, as it sat perfectly formed on her narrow hips above her toned runner's legs.
He had her stand that way for an uncomfortably long time before she turned over her shoulder for the next directive.
"Don't rush me bitch..." He had her remain in that position for another minute as he pondered the possibilities, "Okay slut, grab that shit off the floor and follow me!"
To Mylo's surprise, instead of crouching down to retrieve the lingerie, the warden's wife bent at the waist and scooped up the pile with her legs perfectly straight. He admired her flexibility and studied her fat camel-toeing lips as they swelled between her tight ass cheeks..."Mmm-mmm, I'm gonna get me some more of that fuckin' shit!"
He thought back to how those juicy lips had enveloped his cockhead in her husband's office and nearly milked an immediate eruption from his big balls when he first sunk his cock deep in her amazingly tight hole. But in spite of his twenty year pussy drought, Mylo's impressive staying power won out and before long it was the warden's wife who couldn't hold back. The reluctant slut climaxed ashamedly when he shoved his fat cock far deeper into her married pussy than any had ever been. Almost immediately, she came all over her husband's desk, the first in a long line of grunting orgasms she experienced while he bounced her around the room bent over the heavy piece of furniture.
"That horny bitch hasn't felt anything yet!" Mylo now thought excitedly to himself.
He led her into the kitchen, "Okay slut, you are going to model for me while I get us something to drink!" He pushed open the saloon style shutter doors to the large walk-in pantry. He studied the space for anything she could use as a weapon before he nodded for her to enter. As she passed him with arms full, Mylo playfully spanked her sweet ass, eliciting a startled yelp. He smiled widely and turned to watch her enter. When the spring-loaded doors swung shut, Mylo could see her from the neck up and the thighs down. The pile of sexy lingerie fell at her feet again.
He rubbed his cock in anticipation for the gifts he would soon receive.
He spoke loudly, "Based on the size of your collection, I assume the warden likes you dressed in this sexy shit, now you're going to show them all to me one at a time! I'll find some stockings for you to wear later, but for now, do it without them!" He ordered before reaching into the now fully stocked fridge and cracking a beer. He plopped himself onto one of the bar stools, guzzled half the libation and dropped his pants to the floor.
Liv Rawlins emerged two minutes later in a sexy light pink baby doll with her tits pressed tightly together and nearly popping out the top - her firm legs looking particularly long and sexy.
In spite of the shit eating grin that immediately formed on Mylo's face, it was her eyes that opened widely and her lips that gasped when she saw his huge flaccid cock and swollen balls hanging off the stool.
Mylo took pleasure in the startled response, "Come here slut!"
Liv approached cautiously before he roughly wrapped his hands around and gripped her firm ass. He pulled the startled wife against him and before she realized what was happening, their lips were pressed wetly together. She could taste the beer on his breath even before his tongue entered and explored her mouth. He kissed her aggressively for the better part of a minute before he pulled away, spanked her ass and sent her back for the next delectable entrée.
Over the next 45 minutes he enjoyed a cock-hardening collection of teddies, baby dolls, corsets, bustiers, and hot bra and panty combos. Everything looked incredibly hot on the warden's busty wife.
Each time she exited, he made her model the new outfit in a different compromised position - hands behind her head, down on her knees, bent over the table, squeezing her own tits, twerking her bubble ass. Mylo also degradingly forced her to perform illicit responsibilities - stroke his cock, kiss his feet, massage his balls, suck his nipples, moan in his ear, and of course French kiss him deeply.
In between performing those responsibilities, she was required to guzzle at least half a beer while sharing several hits off a fat Sour Diesel pot joint with him. She tried her best to talk her way out of it, honestly pleading that she was still really stoned from the earlier one. But Mylo had no intention of relaxing her humiliation, instead he enjoyed every last tortuous second of it, "Hit it again slut!"
Finally after exhausting the lingerie collection, Mylo made her take one final swig before he retrieved the item he had removed from her overnight bag. The sexy garment was a leopard patterned semi-shear snap-crotch teddy with the retail tags still attached.
Liv eyed it dejectedly. She had bought it several weeks earlier to surprise Grant on their actual anniversary night.
"Something tells me I'm going to like this one the most!" Mylo spewed as he held it up with a sadistic grin on his face, "Was this supposed to be a surprise for the hubby? Don't worry baby I'll make sure to tell him all about it when I see him!"
Liv Rawlins now eyed him disdainfully. On top of her revulsion for him, she was now really fucked up and had finally built up enough courage to push back, "Fuck you asshole!"
The reluctant response surprised Mylo...it also really turned him on. He figured from her profession that she was not someone who was used to being told what to do and in spite of her current circumstances, he'd already picked up on a thread of defiance in her personality. Now experiencing her outward feisty side, he knew it would only add to his enjoyment as he shaped her into his pliant fuck toy. Eventually doing it for her asshole husband to witness would be all the better!
"Put the fucking thing on now!"
Liv could see the seriousness in his eyes and suddenly wondered if her inebriated response might not have been such a good idea. Still she couldn't hold back, "Why should I? You're just going to kill me and my husband anyway, why shouldn't I just fight you to the point you are forced to get it over with now instead of dragging it out for hours and perhaps days? Neither of us wants to die, but it beats being a pawn in your perverted fantasies!"
"Are you sure about that slut?" Mylo questioned with a knowing smirk. He was having fun messing with her and listening to her slurred rant. He knew based on her earlier reactions, she couldn't possibly prefer dying to the sexual pleasure he still had in store for her.
"What...what are talking about?" She complained.
"I mean, you didn't seem to mind it so much when I fucked the living shit out of you on your husband's desk!"
"You can't be serious? I screamed and begged for you to stop the entire time! You raped me!"
"It may have started off that way, but don't try to convince me you felt that way by the end - and that you would rather die than to experience the ecstasy you did when I pounded you to one squirting cum after another?" Mylo teased as he reached down and stroked his long flaccid cock.
"I didn't have a choice...and to answer your question...yes I would!" Liv answered.
Mylo didn't think she sounded too convincing. "Bullshit slut...I don't believe that for a second! But it's a moot point for now as I'm going to enjoy fucking your brains out a lot more than I would blowing them out! But your husband is a different story - I would have no problem putting a bullet in his fucking head right now unless you get your ass in there and put this thing on...NOW!" He screamed as he tossed her the leopard nighty.
Liv Rawlins stared at him insolently before she stumbled towards the pantry and did as she was told. Mylo smiled at her reluctant acceptance and rapidly diminishing motor skills before he headed back to retrieve the porn case and kink box.
From inside the pantry, Liv contemplated her situation. It finally crystallized with her that she was playing a very dangerous game by defiantly pushing back, realizing the sex offender had nothing to lose by killing her husband. As she pondered her circumstances more deeply, she came to the conclusion she was better off giving him what he wanted and staying alive until she and Grant could come up with a plan to free themselves or kill him, "I have to do it for Grant..."
The young wife stretched the tight silky fabric over her large breasts and slipped the spaghetti straps over her shoulders. She reached down between her legs and drunkenly fumbled with the metal snaps before finally fastening them in place.
The prison escapee was just powering on the living room television when she emerged from behind the swinging doors. The warden's hot wife stood, swaying slightly, as Mylo eyed her from head to toe - immediately thankful that he had saved the leopard patterned piece for last. Her huge tits bulged out the top of the low cut cups straining to be supported by two thin straps now pressing into her shoulder blades. The form fitting sexwear clung to her curvy torso like it was painted on. The lower half exposed her sexy hips and dove down enticingly between her smooth thighs. Mylo could see her big nipples pressing through the thin fabric and a hint of her little dark patch showing through the semi-shear material between her legs.
The aroused sex offender beckoned her closer.
Just as she made it over to where he was standing, the audio from the porn flick suddenly blared from the speakers. The video soon followed as several nasty teaser scenes flashed on the high-definition television. Both Mylo and Liv's attention was immediately drawn to the eighty-inch big screen. Mylo smiled in acknowledgement - something he hadn't enjoyed for twenty years was now being broadcast in high-definition while he and the warden's practically naked wife stood directly in front watching.
Liv gulped incredulously, she immediately recognized the video. It was a newer one that she and Grant had already watched several times. She certainly had no intention of sharing it with her captor, but it was her who had purchased the DVD from Amazon only two months previously.
Truth be told, nearly everything Mylo discovered in the Rawlins' box of kink had been purchased by her...
Mylo directed her to sit down on the sofa and watch as he headed back into the kitchen in search of the booze cabinet. She nervously observed the kink box sitting on the adjacent loveseat. He returned moments later with a bottle of Grant Rawlins' 50-year-old scotch in one hand and two high-ball glasses in the other. His heavy cock swung from side to side as he approached, "I think this occasion calls for the good stuff don't you?"
Mylo could see her subtle stare between his legs as he neared. The young wife didn't answer him...mostly because she was distracted by his huge cock, but she also feared her slurred response would only contribute to his disturbed enjoyment.
"What's a matter bitch? Cat got your tongue, since you're not going to answer me, stick it out and let me see it?"
Liv reluctantly let it slip between her full lips.
"All the way out! And wiggle it around!"
A pained expression came to her face before she did as she was told.
Mylo was immediately impressed by the length of the extended digit, "That's better...now let's see how it does flicking something other than air," he replied cockily as he moved directly in front of her. "Get down on your knees and do that same thing to the head of my dick. You'll even get to taste a little something leaking out of the tip."
"Please don't make me do that again, I already did it for you at the campground," she pleaded.
"Shut the fuck up slut! Yes you did do it for me at the campground, but that was amateurish, you have a lot to learn about giving head bitch! Lucky for you, you've now got a teacher with a cock big enough to require lots of practice. Grab a hold and lick it...like a fucking lollipop slut!"
She hesitatingly moved down to her knees. His huge cock now hung down directly in front of her face. In spite of having had it in her mouth earlier, the size, even in its flaccid state, still shocked her. She could see the large dollop of pre-cum forming at the tip.
Liv reached out and gripped the thick log in her small hand. As she lifted, she was reminded of its surprising weight. Her hand was shaking, but nonetheless she subconsciously stroked it slightly as she moved her mouth to the tip and extended her tongue. Mylo watched as the nimble digit came in contact with his rapidly swelling head. It danced around the crown until his oozing discharge was all lapped up.
"Uh-huh, that's the shit I'm talking about - tastes pretty fucking good doesn't it slut?"
She didn't respond but kept up her efforts.
Mylo filled one of the high-ball glasses half-full and handed it to her. The move surprised her, but she took it with her free hand. He directed, "Dip my cock in the booze and stir it around!"
She gazed back up at him with a disbelieving stare. The expression on his face made it clear this was an order not a request. She moved the glass from her right hand to her left and cautiously reached for his thick penis again. She still couldn't get over the fact it was at least twice the size of her husband's hard-on and he was still totally limp.
Liv brought the huge head to her glass and submerged it. Much of the liquid was displaced and nearly spilled over the top.
"Stir it around and don't spill any!"
After a minute he instructed her to take it out and suck it off. He watched as her full lips stretched wide and engulfed the purple knob. Mylo's head fell backwards at the incredible sensation of having his cock in a woman's mouth again...especially this woman. Her hot wet mouth felt phenomenal, "Swirl your tongue around and suck your husband's booze off of me!" His fingers instinctively weaved in her thick hair.
He grunted subtly, "Not bad, now do it again and use more tongue this time."
She submerged his thickening cock in the booze before taking it back in her mouth, this time using her slick tongue to slip along the sensitive skin beneath his oversized head. She could feel her stretched lips going slightly numb as the expensive scotch fused with her increasing saliva. After sucking and licking the head for a long minute, she pulled it from her mouth and looked up at him.
"I'm gonna expect much better tongue action than that slut! You think I'll be able to bust a nut with that kind of effort? I can live with your inexperience...you'll obviously get lots of practice on the technique...but I will NOT accept a lack of enthusiasm! You need to worship this pleasure stick bitch! Do you understand me?" Mylo threatened as he yanked it from her grasp and held it out directly in front of her face.
The warden's wife stared at it more intently, still trying to come to grips with its incomprehensible size. Finally she nodded her head apprehensively.
"Good, now bottoms up! Down that drink and pour us each another glass while I grab something from the other room. And don't get any ideas about doing anything stupid like grabbing a knife from the kitchen; I put them all in a safe place while you were changing smut outfits!"
Liv poured both glasses and glanced up at the porn. A big cocked stud was fucking a pretty blonde from behind while she had her face buried between the legs of a hot little brunette who was squeezing her own big tits and moaning loudly.
Mylo returned carrying the medical bag and a round mirror that Liv immediately recognized from their guest bathroom wall. He looked over at the porn, "You see that whore's tongue, that's the kind of action I expect when you're sucking my dick and licking my nuts!"
The warden's wife stared at him again before her eyes returned to the porn. The blonde was impressively tonguing the little brunette's pussy. Liv was familiar with the scene, it was one of Grant's favorites. She knew the guy was eventually going to reposition the girls in a sixty-nine before pulling out and shooting his load all over the blonde's swollen lips and the brunette's face.
Her thoughts were interrupted as Mylo placed the mirror on the table and dumped a huge pile of white powder on it. Liv gasped at the size of the heaping mound, realizing immediately what it was, "I don't do that stuff!"



"You do now slut!" He belly laughed as he lined up a couple of long, fat lines.
"Please, I...I mean we, never do drugs...please don't make me do them now!"
"I don't give a fuck what you and your loser husband do or don't do, tonight you and I are gonna inhale a bunch of this shit and get ourselves in a great mood for fucking! "Snort that big one now!"
She reminded herself, "I need to do what he says for Grant..." Liv hesitated before she nervously reached for the rolled-up bill. It took her four attempts using both nostrils to get it all down. It burned momentarily before she felt the stirring effects of the medical grade cocaine. It had been a long time since she'd done coke, but despite her apprehension, she was quickly reminded of the pleasurable rush it gave her.
But even back in those enjoyable experiences in college, she had never tried anything like this stuff before.
Mylo quickly snorted the other huge line before shouting jubilantly, "Holy Fuck...that shit is GOOD!"
In spite of the circumstances and her already wasted condition, Liv Rawlins couldn't argue. She felt her big nipples hardening under her lingerie as a rush of vivacity overtook her.
Mylo noticed immediately, "Wow, look at those fucking nipples, obviously you agree!" He laughed before he continued, "But don't feel bad slut, this shit makes my dick hard too!" Mylo practically shouted as he led her gaze to his now nearly rock-hard dick. It had extended several more inches and had swollen noticeably.
Now Liv thought to herself that it wasn't just significantly bigger than her husband's, but it also dwarfed the porn star's big cock too.
"Bet those two bitches would love to get some real dick! What do you think slut?" Her captor bragged as he stroked it in front of her face.
Liv stared absently at Mylo's fully hard cock - the irony of the moment not lost on her. A few weeks previously, Grant had actually teased her while watching this exact scene about whether she would love to have sex with a guy hung like the porn star. She denied it for quite some time until he finally broke her down and got her to admit that she was at least intrigued by it.
They had had a lot of wine to drink that night and after further persistence, he actually got her to admit that the entire scene really turned her on - including the lesbian action! Once that cat was out of the bag, she teasingly kept up the banter and asked Grant if it would turn him on to have sex with two women at once. He nearly busted a nut immediately when she admitted it might be something fun to try sometime.
Her thoughts were suddenly interrupted by Mylo's gravelly voice, "How bout' you honey, you ever done any muff diving? Any of those nurses ever get a taste of the hot doctor's squirtin' quim?"
She shook her head nervously, wondering in her fog-filled head if he could actually read her thoughts.
"Haha, that didn't seem like too convincing a denial, but since we don't have any pussy here for you slut, you need to get those pouty lips focused on this big cock! But not before you line up another one!"
Over the next half hour, Mylo led the young wife further down a dirty journey of booze, smoke, coke, and dick sucking. He got pretty fucked up in his own right, mixing in several beers along the way, but he remained in much better condition than her. He was having more fun than he thought possible, but eventually the master bedroom bed beckoned.
In spite of her consistent objections, he could sense her defenses waning - her expression going from one of defiance and reluctance to one of intoxication and resistive denial.
"Okay bitch, time to give me a show! Pull that big cock from your mouth, get up, and give me a lap dance! Strip out of that sexy slutwear as you do it!"
Liv objected briefly before remembering the pledge she'd made to herself. She rose to her feet. Her head was spinning and the fear of exposing her naked body to him yet again gripped her. But the warden's wife was experiencing a drug-induced exuberance she had never felt, providing her the courage to do it.
As the young doctor stood in front of him, Mylo approvingly perused her body yet again. Her tits looked bigger to him now as they strained to be contained by the shear low cut lingerie. Her long neck and narrow shoulders, while lithely muscled, looked barely capable of supporting the oversized mounds on her chest. Her limber arms and legs provided a sexy femininity that made Mylo's heavy balls bounce together in anticipation.
As her hips began to sway, Mylo could now see a damp patch on the front of the teddy. He stroked his cock and watched.
Liv Rawlins had danced and stripped for her husband on more than one occasion and it obviously never failed to arouse him. It quickly had the same mesmerizing effect on her captor. Mylo checked out every sexy curve as he continued stroking his cock in long slow strokes, the wetness from Liv Rawlins mouth still providing a slippery lubricant for his masturbation.
Mylo gave her the same circular finger move as before and she slowly turned and waved her sweet ass for him. He told her to move closer until she danced directly in front of him. Her hip action hinted at a cowgirl prowess that he would soon test out. He watched and stroked.
The prison escapee then spanked her hard on the ass. She screamed in surprise and pain.
"Don't tell me you don't like that shit, you loved it when I did that on your husband's desk!"
She didn't respond but kept up her ass movements - a little more cautiously this time.
"He's not here to hear you, you can admit you loved it when I spanked your hot little ass! Say it slut!"
Again she didn't answer.
He spanked her hard again.
"Ugh...you're hurting me, please stop!" She begged.
A big smile came to Mylo's face as he noticed her inching closer to him, "Reach between your legs, teasingly unbutton that thing, and slowly lift the back for me. Show me your ass bitch!"
She gulped nervously before reaching between her legs and erotically unsnapping the crotch buttons with her nimble fingers. She let the damp material slip from her hold until both the front and back dangled enticingly. Mylo eyed her fat pussy lips as they played a game of hide and seek underneath the flaps of the hanging lingerie while her ass rotated around.
"Come closer!"
She moved directly in front of him.
"Lift that back part...slowly...uh-huh...yeah just like that. Shake that tight little ass! Umm...nice bitch!" He soaked in the arousing contours of her bubbled cheeks before he stuck his thumb in his mouth and brought the wet digit to her puckered sphincter. She practically jumped when he pressed against it. But after her startled response, she didn't pull away. He rubbed his slick thumb around her purple hole as his remaining fingers slipped lower and tickled her slippery taint.
Liv Rawlins moaned ever so slightly and kept up the swaying of her hips.
Her mind became a bucket of jumbled emotions. She had reluctantly committed to giving him what he wanted in an effort to keep her and her husband alive. But now the alcohol and drugs had further degraded her resolve to resist his perverted demands. And worse yet...his thumb felt really good rubbing her asshole!
Mylo could now feel her subtly pushing her ass back against him. He kept up the teasing of her hole as he ordered her to slip the straps from her shoulders, "Pull that shit down and let those big titties out!"
The warden's fucked-up wife slowly gyrated several more times before her fingers slipped into both thin straps and slid them over her narrow shoulders.
Moments later the rapist admired her exposed torso as the animal patterned lingerie bunched around her swaying hips. From his vantage point he could now see the partial profile of her full right tit as it protruded nakedly outside the confines of her slender ribcage, "The things I'm going to do with this body..." He said to himself between gritted teeth.
"Okay slut, now bend over with your legs straight like you did earlier and very slowly slide that lace over your ass and let it fall to the floor!" Mylo directed with excited eyes while his thumb continued making circular contours on her slippery asshole.
A reluctant gasp escaped the young wife's lips before she did as she was told.
Mylo watched as she bent at the waist and lowered her torso against her shapely legs. He could now see her huge tits as they hung taughtly against her chest, hardly succumbing to the effects of reversed gravity. Mylo moved forward in his seat and reached out with both hands and gripped her bunched up sexwear. He teasingly peeled it over her hips before letting it fall to the floor around her ankles.
The warden's wife's knees nearly crumpled as Mylo's long tongue took the place of his thumb on her asshole.
"Oh God...please don't do that. Haven't you already gotten what you wanted?" She pleaded between breathless gasps, hoping but not expecting him to relent.
"Bitch, I haven't even begun to get what I want! As a matter of fact, it's time for us to take this little party into the bedroom so I can do exactly that!" He smacked her ass with his open palm, eliciting a startled scream from the now completely nude wife. "Take some shit out of that box and meet me in the bedroom while I grab a couple of road sodas!"
She had now spun around and he could see a fearful gaze in her bloodshot eyes.
"Get the cuffs, nipple clamps, and motion lotion and be waiting for me with your legs spread on the bed! Do it now slut!"
She started to object, but thought better of it. She lowered her eyes and dutifully collected the sexcessories before moving unsteadily towards her bedroom.
When he entered the big master suite the lights were off and only the illumination from the hallway lights lit it enough for him to see inside. Liv had turned off all the lights, somehow thinking that if she couldn't actually see the debauchery, it wouldn't be as bad.
Mylo had other thoughts. "Don't make me search around for the fucking light switch bitch. I'm sure you and the hubby have some kind of mood lights in here or otherwise we'll do it with the lights on. Where the fuck is it?"
Liv swallowed nervously, her head was spinning in the darkened room, "It's over by the door..." she answered quietly.
Mylo found the bank of switches and quickly adjusted the room lighting to a muted darkness. He turned and nearly shit himself when he saw the sexy creature waiting for him on the big bed. The warden's wife's long legs were bent slightly at the knees and spread partially apart, enough so that Mylo could clearly make out the folds of her glistening pussy lips between her smooth toned thighs - her little dark patch framed just above her sex. Her perfect D-cups heaved above her well-toned stomach as her dark hair lay splayed against the thick pillows framing her gorgeous face.
This was a sight Mylo Dickenson never thought he would ever experience again in his life - an outrageously hot woman laying naked in bed waiting for him. But thanks to some kind of divine intervention here he was a free man, ready and willing to do what he did best...and here she was ready and unwilling to receive a fucking unlike anything she could imagine.
The aroused sex offender had fucked hundreds of women in his life, but he couldn't remember ever being more excited than he was at this moment. Unbelievably, it was the warden's own hot wife that lay spreadeagle for him in her own bed while her mother fucking husband lay bound, injured, and helpless not more than one-hundred feet away. This was going to be good...no this was going to be so much better than that!
This was worth dying for...
The warden's wife's unblinking eyes watched nervously as he approached the bed - his huge cock sticking straight out and his heavy reloaded balls dangling heavily against his muscular thighs. He took in the sight of her sexy body, "What'd you do with the kink stuff?"
"It's on the nightstand but..."
"...where's the key to the cuffs?" He demanded, cutting her off.
"Mr. Dickenson...please don't do this...there must be something else we can..."
"Shut the fuck up, where's the key bitch?"
"...it's there too." She answered defeatedly.
"Good! Now tell me you want me to cuff you to the headboard!"
"No please...why...why would I do that?" She whined, tears now forming in her scared eyes.
"Tell me slut! Beg me to cuff you to the bed and eat your pussy!"
"...no...Oh my God...there must be something else..."
"I can go outside and put a bullet in your husband's fucking head...how about that?"
"PLEASE NO...okay...okay!" She wailed with tears streaming down her cheeks, "Umm...yes...Mr. Dickenson...uh...please...oh God...can you please...jeez...please handcuff me to the bed..."
A big smile formed on his face, "Yeah I can do that slut, but why do you want me to?" He taunted as he knelt on the bed next to her, his huge cock now only a foot or so from her gorgeous face.
She stared at it with an uncomprehending gaze "...please don't make me..."
"Say it BITCH!"
"...oh God...please...Mr...uh..."
"Enough of the Mr. Shit, call me Mylo slut!"
Suddenly her thoughts turned to her tortured husband and the pact that she had made to herself, "Remember, I'm doing this for Grant!" Before she knew what she was saying, the words rolled off her tongue, "...Mylo...please cuff me to the bed and...uh...do it."
"Do what slut?"
"...Oh God...lick me...lick me between my legs..."
"More specific bitch!"
"Oh God...please...please eat my pussy Mylo!"
Mylo was on the young wife before she knew what was happening. The aroused sex offender quickly bound both of her wrists to the headboard and set about molesting her tits like a starving man. He sucked and bit her hardened nipples roughly before blazing a path down her taught stomach to her little fur patch. He pulled on her pubes with his teeth before snaking his long tongue into her moistened slit.
Liv Rawlins couldn't possibly have imagined how much this man craved the taste of pussy.
She soon found out.
Mylo hadn't experienced the tasty delicacy in nearly twenty years and he quickly made up for lost time. He buried his long tongue so deep in her that it felt like she was having sex again with her small-dicked boyfriend from college. Then he started his brilliant ministrations and she forgot about everything else in the world. She tried her best to resist the onslaught, but his tongue and lips relentlessly perused every sensitive nerve-ending within their skillful reach to the point that she found it impossible to deny him control of her nuptial landscape.
"You like it when I eat your pussy slut?"
"Please stop...uhn...Jesus...please! We can't do this...uhn...my husband...God..." she pleaded obligatorily as he intensified his heavenly assault on her married slit - every slippery probe and luscious lick of his long tongue finding another arousal-starved crease that begged for attention.
She couldn't get over how good he was making her feel. Liv had always loved when Grant or her previous boyfriends performed cunnilingus, but all of those experiences became forgettable memories as Mylo Dickenson expertly ate her quivering pussy better than anything she had ever felt.
"C'mon...tell me you want me to keep eating your pussy and make you cum! Say it! Say it slut!" Mylo could tell the young wife had never felt anything like what she was currently experiencing and it was only a matter of time before her dripping pussy let loose and gave him what he wanted.
"Don't call me that...uhn...Jesus...please st...stop..."
Mylo only increased his pace. He also inserted one of his long fingers inside her. The digit quickly found its destination.
Now with her G-spot scraped and her well-licked clit a pulsing bundle of dripping arousal, Liv Rawlins felt an indescribable sensation building deep inside her. She wanted so badly for it to go away, but Mylo's unrelenting expertise only drew it nearer. Now with her hands cuffed above her head and his face buried between her legs, there wasn't anything she could do except beg, "Please...uhn...Mylo...don't do this...please don't make me...uhn..."
"What slut?" He taunted as he raised his handsome face from between her legs, her wetness dripping from around his mouth.
"Please stop. Please don't make me...um...orgasm...it's wrong..." she whined.
"Yeah bitch it is wrong...I'm not going to make you orgasm, I'm going to make your horny pussy SQUIRT all over this fucking bed!" Mylo chided before he shoved her legs backwards and attacked her clit with a fervor she never imagined possible. Within a minute her previous resistive grunts became accepting moans. She knew there was nothing else she could do except...
"Cum bitch! Squirt that pussy juice all over this bed!" Mylo re-tongued her clit so expertly she could no longer control herself.
"Unh...uhn...oh God...please...Jeeeeesus...oooohhh...shhhiiiittt!
The warden's wife's hips lifted and shook frantically before a steady stream of ejaculate sprayed from her fat pussy lips and doused Mylo's face. The sex offender thirstily lapped at her eruption as it splattered all around his undeterred tongue, "That's it baby, squirt that fuckin' married juice all over my face! Damn, that's some good tastin' pussy..."
Her orgasm seemed to go on forever. When it finally subsided, her quivering hips sank back down against the dampened sheets and she gasped for badly needed air.
Mylo didn't give her long to recover as he quickly thrust his cum covered tongue into her open mouth - the startled wife surprisingly now experiencing the taste of her own essence. It was a flavor with which she was vaguely familiar. She'd sucked Grant's cock on occasion following intercourse, but now she was getting a mouthful.
After aggressively exploring her oral cavity he pulled briefly away, "Kiss me bitch, suck your cum from my tongue and when you're done with that, lick your cream from around the rest of my face! That squirtin' pussy of yours made a fucking mess!"
Tears formed in her eyes as the realization of what he was asking her to do sunk in. But nonetheless, she reluctantly began planting little kisses around his face before letting her tongue escape from between her lips. She could taste herself all over his skin. Suddenly she felt an overwhelming remorsefulness as her thoughts turned to her tortured husband..."OMG, I can't believe I'm licking my own cum from the skin of a man who isn't my husband..."
Those thoughts didn't last long.
Mylo Dickenson was now sliding the swollen head of his fat cock along her married pussy lips.
"Oh God, please don't do that, I'm not on the pill!"
Mylo laughed, "You think I fucking care about that slut? In fact that's all the more reason that I'm going to fuck your brains out bitch! I'd love nothing more than to cuckold your fucking husband with my potent seed!"
"God...ugh...please...there must be something else...I'll take you in my mouth again...please!"
"That's right slut, you will take me in your mouth again, but right now, this tight little married pussy of yours is going to milk a big load from my swollen balls!" He bragged as the fat head of his cock sunk between her slippery lips and took up residence within her.
"...Oh Jeezus...it's too big...God...please take it out...please!"
A shitty grin formed on his face as he watched her facial contortions, "Yeah it's fucking big alright, but we both know it'll fit...it already did for a couple of hours in your husband's office earlier, didn't it slut?"
"No, it was too...uhn...big...it hurt me...ugh!" She gasped as Mylo sunk several more inches of his stone-hard cock into her.



He laughed again, "You sure had a funny way of showing pain, creaming all over my dick was a sign of displeasure? Besides even if it was, you should be used to it now!" He growled as he shoved himself deeper into her slippery hole before dropping his head and biting one of her rock-hard nipples.
She yelped, "Uhn...shit...God...why...why are you doing this...uhn?"
"For a smart doctor lady you sure are stupid! I'm doing it cuz that mother fucking husband of yours needs to get a taste of his own medicine, but mostly I'm doing it because I've been in prison for two decades and this horny pussy of yours is now going to give me everything I've been missing out on! Oh Fuck Yeah...squeeze my cock!" Mylo wailed as most of his huge dick was now impaled inside her tight married tunnel.
For the next several minutes he watched her beautiful face writhe as he worked his manhood in and out of her fuck hole. This bitch really was tight. With her wrists bound above her head and her long legs now pulled back around his bulging biceps he set about giving her a sound fucking. Breathless grunts and moans escaped her lips and her big tits jiggled enticingly as he increased his pace, "Feels good don't it bitch?"
"...Uhn...too big," was her only response. Her eyes closed tightly.
"You sure about that slut?" Mylo goaded as he sawed his blood-filled cock deep into her again and again. "You're married pussy is taking the whole fucking thing! Some bitches can only take about half!" He laughed as his heavy balls bounced off her ass yet again.
"Tell me you love it slut! Tell me you love my huge cock!"
"I will never...uhn...uhn...!"
Mylo could tell her unconvincing mouth was saying one thing, but the secretions bathing his veiny cock from the walls of her dripping pussy told another.
"It's okay, your husband isn't here, you can say it! You can say how good it feels inside you. We both know you're cum all over it again! Huh slut?"
Liv Rawlins hated him for his cocky arrogance and degrading dialogue, yet she found herself increasingly incapable of denying the pleasure that was building between her legs. Like earlier in her husband's office, Mylo's sexual prowess and his magnificent cock had brought her more sexual satisfaction than anything she'd ever felt. In spite of her un-consenting cries for yield, the toe-curling climactic feelings she endured bent over her husband's desk were now engrained in her mind.
Now those feelings were building again.
The setting and situation were different this time, but the outcome wouldn't be. The gorgeous wife was now in the soft confines of her master bed, albeit with her wrists bound, while a surreal combination of booze and drugs coursed through her, lowering her inhibitions but not her sensitivity. As it had at the prison, her rapist's huge cock railed into her unmercifully. However, unlike her earlier taking from behind, she now stared into the evilly handsome face of the sex-starved assailant.
An assailant who continued pounding into her with reckless abandon - both of their naked bodies covered in sweat.
"Say it slut!" Mylo grunted. "Tell me you love it! Tell me not to stop!"
"No...uhn...unh..."
"Tell me how much better my big cock feels than your husband's little tool! Beg me to make you cum!"
"Oh God...uhn...no...I can't...uhn...uhn...please don't make me say it!"
He roughly yanked her legs over his shoulders and increased his assault.
"Oh God!" She screamed in fear and arousal.
That final maneuver pushed the warden's sated wife over the edge. As Mylo's incredible cock plunged deeper into her than it had at any point, her dam finally burst.
"Noooo...Gaawwwdd...ooohhh...ooohhh...I'm Cummmminnnggg!!"
The pleasure that had been building within her sinewy body now all culminated in an overwhelming climactic stirring that started in the tips of her nipples and blazed all the way to the ends of her toes. An orgasm unlike anything she had ever experienced ripped through her in an uncontrolled torrential wave of pleasure. Her announcement was followed by a series of unnatural guttural wails confirming the depth of her satisfaction as her eyes rolled back in her tilted head and her un-breathing mouth remained agape.
Mylo watched her beautiful face writhe in ecstasy as her pussy contracted around his thick cock so tightly he could actually feel his circulation being constricted. Suddenly a wave of wetness gushed around his manhood from every sated membrane from her deepest depths to her obscenely stretched lips. Liv Rawlins' cum was so intense that it seeped around the edges of her cock-stuffed opening. But it wasn't until Mylo pulled the massive cork from her plugged hole that the magnitude of her eruption showed itself. A blast of cum shot from her previously dammed opening, soaking his balls and the sheets beneath.
"WHOA! HOLY SHIT! CUM ALL OVER THAT BIG COCK! YEAH BITCH, BIGGEST ONE YET!" Mylo shouted. "WE FUCKED UP, WE SHOULD HAVE SAVED THAT ONE FOR THE WARDEN!"
Mylo Dickenson needn't have worried, there would be many more...
*****
Now as the warden's well-fucked wife lay in her bed the following morning, her guilt was profound, "...Damn Liv...it doesn't matter how wasted you were, or whether you were doing it for Grant's protection, you didn't have to suck and fuck that huge cock so enthusiastically...How could you do those things, especially while Grant lay injured and tormented in the car?"
Yet as she admonished herself for not having had more restraint, her mind wandered to the unadulterated pleasure she felt when Mylo fucked her in ways she never dreamed imaginable. When she'd first seen the sex-crazed hunger in his eyes at the prison, she had feared for her life, even before he tore her clothes off and bound and gagged her on her husband's desk. And then when she came to grips with the dreadful acceptance that she would soon be another of his countless rape victims, she mentally prepared herself for physical pain, humiliation and torture.
But it hadn't gone that way.
Yes the sexual predator treated her roughly - lots of ass spankings, breast-slapping, hair-tugging, and endless filthy verbal goadings...but instead of those things causing physical pain and emotional suffering, they ended up contributing to Liv Rawlins' indescribable pleasure. Eventually after she'd given herself to him, she actually got off on it.
Mylo's rape modus operandi had never been about significant physical violence, he never beat or choked his victims, but rather he got off on threatening and converting terrified, reluctant women into pliable, willing sex toys incapable of denying his forceful advances. The sex offender loved to pleasure his victims in ways their husband's or boyfriend's could never imagine and make the tormented men watch or listen as their wives or girlfriends morphed into his inevitable fuck sluts.
But he also certainly didn't mind having a little sadistic fun along the way...
Liv's large nipples had been clamped at some point during the night. She had unsuccessfully pleaded and begged Mylo mercifully for reprieve. He only laughed. The evil nipple toys were one of the few things in the Rawlins' kink box that she had never allowed Grant to use on her. Her husband had surprised her with them following a business trip years before. Intrigued but scared, she could never bring herself to endure that kind of perceived pain, so she always deferred.
Mylo Dickenson had no such inhibitions - he forcefully clamped both on her big succulent nubs after cuffing her hands behind her back. She screamed in agony and begged him over and over to remove them until he scooted around and lined up his cock with her sexy lips and fed it to her for liberation. Eventually she became so wrapped in trying to accommodate his dick in her stuffed throat that she forgot about the pain on her chest...so much so that when he yanked his erupting tool from her mouth and thoroughly plastered her heaving breasts, she actually experienced a grunting orgasm without physical stimulation. He was so stunned at her reaction that he unlocked the cuffs and had her remove the sticky cum-covered clamps and use his jis as lotion to relieve her reddened swollen nipples.
Meanwhile Mylo's sexual prowess never wavered and the endless sex had her climaxing in ways she never imagined. He took her in every position imaginable, but their mating always seemed to culminate with her on her hands and knees, a position her husband rarely contorted her into. The sex-thirsty rapist didn't tire of fucking her doggie style with her hands gripped tightly to the sheets or cuffed to the headboard as he spanked her incredible ass and railed into her relentlessly.
Liv Rawlins quickly learned why her captor preferred this position...she couldn't deny its decadence as he ripped countless orgasms from her married pussy as he fucked the hell out of her from behind.
He, on the other hand, hadn't been so discerning about where he shot his sperm-filled loads...in her fertile pussy, on her narrow back, all over her huge tits, in her mouth, down her warm inexperienced throat, around her beautiful face and in her thick dark hair...
...And of course in her tight sexy ass.
The warden's wife had begged him not to do it as she'd never been penetrated there before and was truthfully terrified of his size, but he forcefully reminded her who was in charge while threatening her husband with additional bodily injury and torture unless she relented. He taunted her to the point she eventually pleaded with him to take her anally.
The cruel rapist had teased her with his tongue and fingers in her puckered sphincter throughout the night and witnessed the effect it had on her as she yelped, moaned and climaxed time and time again. He knew from those reactions, that once the horny bitch got accustomed to his huge cock, she'd love it in her ass too.
It took awhile for her to take him fully, but eventually his theory was proven correct as her final orgasm of the night was the most powerful he witnessed as he rammed unstoppably in her rectum while squeezing her bounding tits and talking filthily in her ear. Finally she had screamed and begged him not to stop so loudly that he thought her husband might hear all the way from the garage as she sprayed cum all over his heavy swinging balls as they emptied themselves all around her spectacular ass.
The two of them then passed out exhaustedly on the soiled bed.
*****
Now the time had come for her to face her molester again this morning. As she crawled from the bed, her hangover intensified but she wandered nakedly to the bathroom to relieve her aching bladder nonetheless. As she sat on the toilet, she could feel the sticky mess that still coated her ass and seeped across her splayed pussy lips. It took a large handful of wipes to clean herself when she was done. She returned to the bedroom, contemplating what she should wear. Liv thought about putting on her large robe but remembered a warning that Mylo had given her about wearing only lingerie while he was in charge. She wrestled with her clothing choice before nervously pulling a black lace babydoll from her lingerie drawer and slipping it over her sex fatigued body.
Liv Rawlins returned to the bathroom and stared into the mirror in disbelief. Her hair was a mess and her mascara was smeared around her eyes. But what alarmed her most was the significant number of hickeys and bite marks that were scattered across her neck and exposed cleavage. She took several minutes to apply cover-up to the numerous sex marks. She slipped the lingerie from her shoulders and let it fall from her breasts. She gasped out loud. Her typically pristine nipples looked rough and reddened. A large collection of Mylo's markings congregated around them, in addition to a heavy coating of his dried flaky discharge. She did her best to obscure the mess before covering them back up with the babydoll.
As she brushed her hair, her thoughts returned to Grant and what his mental and physical condition must be like following the long night.
She would find out soon. It wouldn't be good...
Her heart beat quickly as she tiptoed out of the bedroom on her way to the living room. As the young wife came around the corner, she couldn't believe what she saw. Some type of news conference blared loudly from the large television. Mylo Dickenson sat in Grant's recliner wearing only a pair of her husband's silky black boxers.
But it was neither of those things that triggered her heart now being in her throat.
Sitting across from the convict on the large sofa was her sullen faced husband. The respected prison official wore fewer clothes than his captor. The only thing on her husband's body was a stainless steel chastity cock cage that had been slipped over his shriveled dick and secured around his middling balls. His good arm was uncomfortably handcuffed above and behind him to one of the wrought-iron bars on the backing of the couch.
That all would have been frightening enough, but the most disturbing sight for the worried wife was the large secured ball-gag stuffed deep in her husband's mouth. The tormented warden was incapable of removing it with his non-secured hand as he couldn't lift the wounded extremity out of his lap.
Both men looked up and saw her simultaneously. Her husband's eyes opened wide while a large smile filled the face of the brazen prison escapee, "Well good morning Sugar Pussy, we've been waiting for you!"
*****
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Fall 2017
"Well, one fall practice in the books," Justin said as he raised his beer glass and toasted it with Abbie's.
"Yeah, hopefully the rest go more smoothly than the first one," his gorgeous wife replied as she returned the gesture with a cute grin.
Justin laughed. "Yeah it was brutal when Nick Thomas basically belly-flopped on that first dive. I thought Tommy and his buddies were going to lose it. I have to give Nick credit for keeping his cool when Tommy made that snide remark about belly flops not scoring very well at state finals!"
"I know, but I did notice the death stare Nick gave Tommy afterwards!"
"Yeah I'm really glad that didn't escalate, probably due to Amber's admonishment of her boyfriend. I couldn't hear exactly what she was saying, but it was very apparent she was laying into him about making the belly flop comment. And Nick doesn't strike me as the type who would take too kindly to being made fun of like that. It's not like he is some freshman diver who might just chalk it up to young guy hazing."
"You're right about that, he's basically the same age as Tommy and the other upper class guys. Good thing the rest of his practice went better than that first dive!"
"Yeah, he really showed off some of his superior physical gifts after that. I can't wait for us to start working more with him one on one. The raw talent is there, I think it's really just up to us to bring it out. Did you see the height he got on his spring dives?"
"Yes, how could I miss it? I think he actually got higher than Tommy, but he really needs some help with his mechanics."
"Yeah I agree. Hey speaking of help, what was with that comment he made regarding your help with his problem last week?" Justin asked.
Abbie had hoped her husband hadn't picked up on the passing thank you Nick had made to her regarding his Speedo alterations. "Oh that," she responded trying not to make it sound like a big deal, "Yeah, he came to me about a problem with his Speedo order and I helped him get it resolved. I didn't tell you about it? I must have forgotten."
Justin looked at his gorgeous wife suspiciously, "No I don't recall you saying anything about it, what was the deal?"
Butterflies formed in her stomach, "Oh that's weird, I thought I did," Abbie lied, "Anyway it really wasn't a big deal, he just needed some alteration help." She held her breath hoping he wouldn't probe further.
She wouldn't be so lucky. Sensing something intriguing, Justin asked, "Alteration help with Speedo's? I've never heard of that before, what gives?"
Now wishing she had told him about it previously, Abbie took a swig from her beer hoping to come up with a reasonable explanation, "Uh, I guess when his Speedo order arrived, they didn't fit right..."
Sensing his wife wasn't telling him everything she knew and hoping this conversation would lead to a more provocative outcome, he probed further, "Didn't fit right, those things are usually just small, medium, and large. This isn't his first time diving, I'm sure he must know what size fits him?"
"Yeah...uh...I think the problem wasn't in the waist size..." Abbie answered before nervously taking another drink from her beer.
A light bulb went on and Justin now had a very good idea what they were talking about. His cock began to stiffen in his pants as he thought to himself, "I don't think it's a coincidence he brought this 'problem' to Abbie not me..." He put his wife on the spot and asked with a straight face, "I'm still confused, if it wasn't the waist, what else could it have been?"
Abbie cringed, not believing she was having this conversation with her husband and he wasn't already comprehending what they were talking about, "Uh...my understanding it had to do with how they fit in the...um...front."
Suddenly Justin allowed a knowing realization to form on his face, "Oh my God, he had to get his Speedo's altered to accommodate his junk?"
The beautiful coach subtly nodded her head, "Yeah I guess that was it."
"Holy shit! Was he wearing one of those altered suits today?"
"I don't know, I assume so," she lied. She didn't want to tell him, but she had picked up Nick's altered suits at the seamstress the previous afternoon on her way home from work. The young diver had stopped by her office earlier in the afternoon to collect them.
"Well I don't know if it was altered or not, but he sure stood out from the crowd at practice!" Justin laughed.
That fact hadn't been lost on Abbie as at one point, she actually thought Nick saw her checking out the lump in his trunks at practice. She wasn't the only one, coincidently she had overheard a couple of the older girls giggling and commenting on the size of Nick's huge bulge as he stood on the three meter board visualizing one of his dives.
"OMG, look at the six-pack on that new guy!" Gina Peterson gushed.
"Fuck the six-pack, check out the size of his package. I'm gonna look a lot more forward to practice this year!" Senior Christina Chin joked and they both laughed.
In response to Justin's previous statement Abbie now asked, "What do you mean," not wanting to make it obvious she knew exactly what he was talking about.
"C'mon Ab, everyone was talking about it. Say what you want, but the dude's got some serious junk under the hood!"
Abbie rolled her eyes with a nervous smile, "Justin..."
"Wait Ab, getting back to the Speedo thing, why did he bring his problem to you? His mom is only 40 miles away."
She cleared her throat, "Yeah...he said his mom had a friend that altered his suits in the past, but she moved this past year. I guess he came to me because I'm a woman, he probably thought I could best help him find a seamstress, which I did."
"Hmm, that had to have been a little awkward?" Justin asked with a suspicious tone in his voice.
Abbie did her best to downplay the question with a straight face, "Not really, I just connected him with a place I found on Yelp, I stayed out of the details..." She lied.
"Oh...okay..." Justin responded, suspecting she wasn't telling him everything. He then thought to himself, "This guy obviously has huge nuts, but pulling Abbie into this shitshow was a pretty ballsy thing to do, especially with me in the mix. He clearly has an ulterior motive!" His thoughts turned to the story about Nick getting expelled for fucking his married high school math teacher and knowing there was a precedent for his current actions.
To Abbie's relief, it appeared Justin was going to let the subject drop, but to be sure, she pushed the conversation in another direction, "You know there was something about this situation that really did concern me honey. When he was in my office, at one point he pulled a huge roll of bills from his backpack! It didn't look like something a college student would normally have."
"Oh is that right?" Justin asked, surprise in his voice.
"Yeah, I only saw it for a minute, but it was a huge wad."
Although it was a potentially concerning development, Justin still had to fight the temptation to joke about his wife mentioning Nick and a huge wad of anything, finally he replied, "I suppose there are plenty of viable explanations, but it does seem odd."
"Yeah honey, I sure hope he isn't selling drugs or something!"
"I don't think we should jump to conclusions, but we certainly need to keep our eyes open. I'll be so disappointed if he blows this opportunity by doing something as stupid as selling drugs."
*****
Two months later
"Oh come on Abbie, you've really never been to a male dancer show before?" Her friend Sydney asked.
"No, it's not my kind of thing, but I'll go along if it's what Brie wants to do for her birthday."
"Shit girl, you don't know what you've been missing. All that muscle covered hotness, practically naked, thrusting and grinding right in front of you or better yet, touching you if you're lucky, it's intoxicating...not to mention the aroma of all that testosterone. And all those guys are hung; I'm getting wet just thinking about it!"
"Oh come on Syd..." Abbie laughed "...plus I heard they are all gay anyway."
"They're not all gay Abbie. I've heard lots of stories of women hooking up with guys after the shows...and besides I don't care if they're gay are or not, I like looking and feeling them up, just imagining doing it with one of those guys is enough to get me off."
"Jeez Syd, you sound kind of hard-up!" Abbie giggled.
"Hey, all I know is Danny doesn't resemble any of them with his clothes off. But I have to admit, that aside from flirting and having fun at the show, I doubt I'd actually have the guts to hook up if the opportunity presented itself, but I sure like thinking about it. Having the image of all that cock and the memory of feeling up some of it will be enough to get me through until the next time I go back," Abbie's co-worker responded with her own laugh and a naughty smile on her face.
"You're scaring me Syd," Abbie joked. "So since I've never been to one before, are all these shows the same? I've heard of Chippendale's and Thunder from Down Under, but Masked Masculinity sounds sooo Sacramento. Is it as cheesy as the name implies?"
Sydney laughed, "Yeah I thought so too, until I saw it last spring. Those other shows have nothing on this one; the only difference is these guys all wear famous dude masks...actors, athletes, musicians etc. I know it sounds kind of weird, but once you see it, you won't feel that way; probably because you won't be looking at their masks anyway! I think having their true identities hidden, gives them more confidence to let their hair...and everything else down. I might be wrong, but I also can't help but wonder if they get more hot guys to strip, knowing no one will know who they really are."
"They're really that hot?"
"Oh my God, you have no idea Abbie! I promise you will leave there wanting to go home and tear Justin's clothes off."
Abbie giggled, "Okay, I'll take your word for it, but I'm still skeptical..."
"Trust me girl, you'll love it!"
*****
The following week
"Yeah honey, remember I told you a few weeks ago that Anna and Sydney invited me to go with them for Brie's birthday to that male dancer show downtown this weekend. I feel silly even thinking about it, but it's how she wants to celebrate and I don't want to be the buzz kill."
"Baby, you ought to go and have a good time, I bet you'll have fun. I heard the ladies at those shows get a lot wilder and get away with a lot more than guys do at strip clubs. I saw somewhere that touching and groping is more condoned than at men's shows, seems kind of backward if you ask me. But knowing what I know about Brie and some of your other friends, I bet they'll get really into it - you ought to do the same Ab. You know I won't mind if you cop a feel or two along the way!"
"Yeah right Justin, you know I would never do that, I find the whole thing kind of weird...grown women throwing themselves at cheesy dancers, most of whom are probably gay anyway!"
"Who gives a shit if they're gay, they're out there to show off their goods and if you want to have a little fun groping man meat, you know I'm okay with it!"
She gave him a disgusted look, "Justin, why would you possibly want me to feel-up another guy?"
"Baby, you know I love you more than anything in this world...but I've always fantasized about seeing your beautiful body being pleasured by a truly endowed man. So why should I care if you grope one?"
"Oh, here we go with this creepy topic again, I can't imagine you would actually be able to handle it if I brought home one of those dancers. I bet you would freak out and have a meltdown!"
"Only from arousal!"
"Oh bullshit Justin, I don't buy that for a second," Abbie responded before deciding to test him. "You mean if I brought home some muscle covered hunk and took him in our room and had sex with him, you wouldn't have a problem with it?"
"I don't think so...as long as I got to watch." Her husband replied with a guilty grin.
Abbie stared at him incredulously, "C'mon babe, if I walked in with a stranger, both of us hot and excited from making out in his car, and I took him into the kitchen and made us both a cocktail and then I hopped up on the counter and he moved between my legs until I could feel his massive bulge against me, you would just sit on the couch and let it happen?"
"Depends on what happened next." Justin replied excitedly, hoping it would spur her on to tell him more of the story.
Abbie, still trying to make sense of her husband's disturbing fetish, decided to play along, "He would bring his lips to mine and we'd start back up where we left off in his car. His tongue would slip into my mouth and I would moan and wetly suck on it, all the while he'd be grinding himself between my legs. I wouldn't be able to control my excitement at his size and hardness as my hands would reach around and pull his rock-hard butt closer to me."
"Jesus Abbie, then what?"
She rolled her eyes before continuing, "His big hands would reach up and squeeze my boobs through my shirt. He'd groan his approval and tell me he can't wait to taste them. My nipples would be so hard they'd start to hurt from pressing against my bra. Sensing my discomfort, he would say, "Let's fix your problem baby, get this shirt off!"
She continued, "Something about his directness turns me on so much that I immediately start to sexily unbutton it for him. He moves away, takes a big swig from his drink, and watches as I strip for him. I see his eyes grow as he sees my lacy bra appear and he nods his approval when I finally get my shirt undone and it parts, exposing my breasts to him. He loves the way they look over my flat tummy - he tells me to show them to him!"
"Fuck, what am I doing while this is all going on?"
"I have no idea, I'm only focused on him as he removes his own shirt and the sight of his muscle covered chest and huge arms makes me gasp out loud. I reach down and slowly unclasp my bra and he cockily smiles his approval as I slowly spread it and show him what he wants to see!"
"Son of a...fuck Abbie, this is too much. My dick is so hard right now!"
"Not as hard as his as he moves back close and tells me to touch him. My hands can't get to his pants fast enough as I excitedly rub between his legs. I think back to how big he felt when I groped him while he danced on stage, but now he is rock hard and his size is...well...captivating! One of my hands cups his huge testicles while the other rubs along his penis until I find the head about halfway down his thigh. I breathe into his ear and tell him I love how big he is and ask what he wants me to do next."
"What does he ask you to do honey? And please use dirtier sex words to describe it!" Justin replies, excitement building in his voice.
Abbie again studied her husband incredulously, she couldn't believe he was really getting into this. However, as awkward as it felt to describe the encounter, she had to admit it was turning her on too. She continued, "He doesn't ask me anything...he tells me...he tells me to climb off the counter, get down on my knees and suck his big fat...um...cock!"
"Oh my God Ab, do you do it? Do you suck that huge thing?"
"Of course I do! By then I'm so horny Justin - I can't wait to please him!"
"Damn honey, since when are you so submissive and into giving head?"
"At this point, all I want is his dick and I'll do anything for it. I'm now completely topless, and as I jump down from the counter, I can tell he likes the way my tits jiggle and bounce as I kneel for him. From my knees I kiss along the outline of his cock through his pants while my hands rub along his rock hard abs and up to his chest. I can feel the wetness in my panties as I reach for his belt; I excitedly get it and his pants undone and pull them down to his ankles. When I look back up, my mouth is only inches from the most beautiful dick I've ever seen in my life!"
"Oh my God Ab...how big is he?"
"Huge...way bigger than yours. It's indescribable...long and thick and so hard! I try to wrap my hands around it, but my fingers can't even touch. The heat coming off nearly burns my palms until he tells me to get it wet. I lower my lips above the head and let my spit ooze onto it. I slide my hand up and cup my saliva and palm the slippery head. But I realize quickly, the heat and size are too much, so I spit on it again. This time I keep hold of it and run my wet tongue slowly from the sensitive flesh just below the head all the way down the underside to his huge balls. He nods and tells me to do it again as he takes my hair in his hands and guides my mouth along it."
Justin had never heard his wife talk this way, he didn't even know she could, but he fucking loved it and didn't want her to stop, "Jesus Abbie, how does he taste?"
"Like a man should...musky and masculine. I inhale his scent and my nipples get harder than they've ever been. I can feel my wetness soaking the inside of my thighs. I can't wait any longer to take him in my mouth. He groans and grips my head firmly as I swirl my tongue around and around."
"This is so good Ab, does giving him head turn you on?"
"Of course it does, but you watching starts to creep him out. After a while, he pulls my lips from his cock and leads me to our bedroom. He closes the door behind us and tells me to get on the bed."
"I don't get to watch?"
"I tell him my husband wants to watch us, but he says he can come in later, he doesn't want you getting in the way."
"Getting in the way...fuck that guy!"
"He says your husband can listen to us fuck through the door. He says to let him use his imagination to envision how good I'm fucking you when I make you moan and scream out loud!"
"That's fucked up Ab, of course I want to watch...but if I can't, tell me what happens after the door closes?" Justin asks, basically accepting the new rules.
She rolls her eyes and laughs, "You snap out of this crazy fantasy and finally realize how messed-up it is that you get aroused thinking about your wife having sex with another man!" Abbie says exasperatingly. "Maybe I shouldn't go to this show - you'll be too disappointed when I come home alone!"
"Shit Abbie, you can't stop now! It's just a fun fantasy. C'mon, tell me what happens after the door closes."
Abbie looked at him incredulously, but she couldn't deny that making up the story sparked something erotically intoxicating in her as well. After a brief moment of indecision, a naughty look came to her face before biting her lower lip. She moved close to him and let her tongue slip from between her lips as she moaned in his ear, "Let's go in our room and I'll tell you the rest!"
Justin was blown away that his conservative wife was actually playing along with this naughty game.
Once inside, Abbie crawled up on the bed, "Since he isn't here, you get to play his part! Aside from not being...you know..." she teased as she looked down at his dick. She didn't need to say anything more, they both knew she was referring to his average size, "...Do you think you can handle it?" She asked with a giggle and a playful smirk.



Justin momentarily cringed at Abbie's playful jab, "I'll do my best, what should I do?"
"Stand there next to the bed and do what I tell you! Are you ready?"
He nodded excitedly.
"When we get in the room I ask him again if my husband can watch, he tells me it's either going to happen with the door closed or not at all. Of course, I don't push it anymore as I'm so hot by then, that I can't possibly let him go without feeling him inside me. I climb up on our bed like this, lift by butt off the mattress and slide my jeans down to my knees."
Justin watched excitedly as his sexy wife's g-string and smooth thighs came into view.
"He grabs my ankles and lifts them up near his shoulders. I gasp out loud as he maneuvers me close to him while he remains standing next to the bed with his six-pack abs flexed and huge cock sticking out."
Justin was beginning to understand how this game was supposed to work. He aggressively reached down and grabbed Abbie's ankles and pulled them up near his shoulders. They both glanced down at his rock hard 6" cock before he looked back at her impishly and shrugged his shoulders.
Abbie got a cute, "It'll have to do" smile on her face. She continued, "He pulls my pants from my ankles one leg at a time and tosses them aside. I'm now nearly upside down as my head and neck are the only things touching the bed and my panties are the only thing concealing my body. He tells me to touch myself between my legs to get it ready for his size."
"Jesus Abbie, this is so good!" Justin groans as he fulfills the male-stripper's role while using every ounce of strength to pull her up to him.
"I reach up and sexily slip my hand inside my panties and immediately feel how wet and slippery I am, all the while he watches my fingers moving around while holding my feet against his shoulders."
Justin's eyes got huge as Abbie slipped her hand inside her panties and played with her clit directly in front of him.
"Finally he tells me to keep touching myself as he reaches out with one hand and yanks my panties to my knees. I gasp out loud before he leans forward, inhales my scent and grunts, "Yeah, get that pussy all wet for me bitch and reach back with your other hand and stroke my big cock!"
"He actually says that? He calls you a bitch?" Justin asks excitedly as he tries to remember the last time he heard her use the words "bitch or pussy".
Abbie nodded and then helped her aroused husband do his part as he didn't have the strength to hold her up with one arm, but nevertheless, moments later he had his nose buried in her damp panties as he felt her reach out and grip his dick. He moaned out loud, "Fuck Abbie, that feels so good! I love this."
"Don't talk unless I tell you," she scolds with a cute smile, "I whimper in arousal when my fingers come in contact with his hardness again. It's so thick Justin I can't believe it. Then he asks me if I'm ready to get fucked hard in my marital bed. I simply nod nervously. He tells me to tell him I'm ready for his huge cock and to say it loud enough for your husband to hear it from outside the door. I hesitate momentarily before I shout urgently, "Please give me your huge beautiful cock and make me scream so my husband knows it's better than anything I've ever felt before!"
Justin stared at his wife, not believing the words coming out of her mouth. He wondered if the porn videos they'd now watched on a few occasions were having more of an effect on her than she'd previously admitted.
Abbie continued as the two of them were now nearly breathless, "He laughs and then lowers my ankles enough so that my butt comes to rest against his hardness. He slides me roughly forward and back across it and I can feel my juices dripping on it. It doesn't take long before I can feel my own wetness slide across my butt as his now slippery manhood lubricates me from behind. It feels so good..."
Justin, sensing the challenge, did his best to play his part, but there wasn't a whole lot of dick to slide her butt across. Still Abbie was wet enough he could feel her pussy juice soaking his shaft.
"Ab, I want us to do this role play thing a lot more often. I'm so turned on right now!"
His wife smiled a wicked smile, but didn't respond to his request, "He asks me how I want it and I tell him from behind."
"Oh my God Abbie, we rarely do it doggie, what the fuck?"
"Shut up and play your part," she rebukes with a devious smile, "He rolls me over and I get up on all fours for him. He reaches out and grabs my hips and pulls me back before I feel his rough hand slide up my back and push down on my neck until my face is buried in our comforter. I whimper loudly and he knows I can't wait! He makes me beg as he slides the huge head up and down my dripping lips. Finally Justin... I beg him to fuck me!"
"Oh God, without protection Ab?"
"I tell him I'm not on the pill and he has to pull out before he cums. But he doesn't say anything as he keeps rubbing it up and down my slit until I beg him to put it in!"
Justin couldn't remember ever being more aroused than he was at this moment as he watched in awe as his beautiful wife dropped her head against their mattress and wiggled her hot bubble ass against his dick. They both moaned together.
Abbie had clearly done her part in acting out this incredible fantasy; it was time for Justin to assume his role as studly male stripper. He grabbed his wife's incredible ass and shoved himself inside her dripping sex. Unfortunately her stunning performance, compromising body position, and dripping pussy were too much for her "male stripper" husband. Justin felt his balls tighten and before he could pull out to extend their passion, he exploded.
They collapsed together in a semi-frustrated fit of laughter. "Oh my God Abbie, I'm sorry I came so fast, but I've never been more turned on in all the year's we've been married."
She giggled from beneath him and teased, "I guess I will have to bring home a real stripper if I want to have satisfying powerful sex!"
Justin laughed, but wasn't quite sure how to respond, "Would you really do that?"
"Of course not Justin! I just wanted to prove to you how silly this whole idea really is. I don't want or need male strippers or other well-endowed men, you are my husband and I love everything about you...and everything about our life." She responded, but for the first time Justin sensed she might be holding something back.
Nonetheless he responded, "But you were so convincing, I've never heard or seen you act like that babe. I loved it Ab!"
"That was just acting honey...but maybe on your birthday or other special occasions I can act a little sluttier for you!" She giggled.
He rolled off and moved up close to her. He kissed her wetly, "C'mon Ab, that was so hot, you seemed like you enjoyed it too. Promise me you'll indulge me more often!"
She kissed him back and smiled, "I will admit, it was kind of fun. I will try to be a little more playful, but if I tell you I am uncomfortable or don't want to do something, you have to respect my wishes. Deal?"
"Yes, deal honey!"
"Okay then," she asked naughtily as she maneuvered her smooth leg over his, "Is that stripper ready for me to get on top?"
"Yes he is baby, yes he is!"
*****
Several weeks later
Justin walked in and dropped his backpack on the high-backed stool and kissed Abbie on the lips while she prepared dinner. He went to the fridge and pulled out a Pliny the Elder Double IPA. Taylor Swift's early country tunes twanged from the Wifi speakers.
"How did the session go with Nick?" Abbie asked.
"Shit babe, I can't believe the progress he is making. Ever since we cleaned up his mechanics and started showing him videos, he just continues to get better and better. I'm really starting to think when the spring season starts, he is going to give Tommy a run for his money!"
"Yeah it's really hard to believe how much progress he has made in and out of the pool. I was so worried given his background about him fitting in the rest of the team, but his teammates really seem to be drawn to him. So much so that I think the men's team captain vote could be really close, we both know Tommy doesn't appeal to everyone, I think the younger guys especially will be in support of Nick. Remember last week when Tommy was gone on that business class trip, how the attitude at practice was so much better?"
"Yeah, well it started off on the right foot when Nick replaced Tommy's blasé Maroon 5 and Five for Fighting playlist with that hip-hop stuff! I can't say I like that rap crap very much, but these college kids all love it! That practice had more energy than any we've had this fall!"
"I know, it was really funny to see all the skinny Asian freshman and sophomore boys on the edge of the pool dancing with Nick to that stuff. I felt a little bad allowing it to go on with every other word being a curse word, but it was too cute to stop." Abbie laughed.
"Yeah, in spite of our rules, I don't really care what they listen to as long as they practice like that. I've never experienced a better, more upbeat session from top to bottom...for both the boys and the girls!"
"Speaking of girls, did you notice that even Amber seemed more relaxed that day?" Abbie asked. "I haven't spoken to her about it, but it seems like things between her and Tommy have been pretty rocky lately."
"Well why wouldn't they? He is so possessive all the time!"
"You're lucky you weren't like that at UCSB Justin Dawson, I wouldn't have gone for that crap!" Abbie cautioned playfully with a flirty smile.
"C'mon honey, you know I've never been the jealous type...even back in those days when every guy on the pool deck was checking you out in your suit!" He responded with a playful grin as he set his beer down and walked up behind and pulled her hips against him.
"Oh shut up Justin, that never happened!" Abbie bantered over her shoulder with a guilty giggle.
"Bullshit...they all told me as much!" He reached up with both hands and squeezed her firm D-cups with both hands, "Your tits should have been banned from the deck, none of the guys could concentrate when you were bouncing on the springboard!"
"Stop it Justin!" She begged with another cute smile, "Why are all guys such pervs anyway?"
"We are just wired that way, all guys love big tits, it's a known fact!" He joked as he gave them a final squeeze and pulled away. "But getting back to your question, yeah Tommy seems to be getting worse all the time. Do you think it has anything to do with Nick?"
"You mean regarding Amber?"
"No, well I don't think so...it just seems like Tommy isn't dealing well with all the attention Nick gets. All the guys seem to dig the dude and the girls...well you tell me...they seem pretty into him too!"
Immediately Abbie's thoughts turned to a situation she observed in the girl's locker room just the week before. She had heard through girl chatter that senior diver Christina Chin and Nick had had gone out a couple of times recently. Christina was a really cute Asian girl with a rocket body who next to Amber was considered the best female diver on the team and runner-up as hottest also. It hadn't surprised Abbie when she heard Christina and Nick had gone out.
As Abbie passed behind Christina and a small group of girls huddled in the locker room, she overheard the Asian girl enthusiastically exclaim, "Oh my God, you wouldn't believe it if I told you, but it was like the best night ever. He stayed over until five in the morning and we were in bed like the whole time! I'm so glad my roommate was at her boyfriend's cuz I was so loud! He's like amazing..." was the last thing Abbie heard as she passed, resisting the temptation to stop and awkwardly eavesdrop. She entered her office and looked back out through the windows at the circle just as Christina's face turned completely red and a big smile formed on it. Abbie could no longer hear what she was saying but she was pretty sure she could read her lips, "Fucking Huge..." were the words formed by Christina's lips as the pretty Asian girl held her hands up about a foot apart.
Immediately, the rest of the girl's eyes, including Amber's who was also part of the group, got huge as they covered their mouths in an attempt to conceal their astonishment. One of them asked a question and Christina nodded quickly with a guilty smile before they all busted out laughing.
At the time, Abbie remembered thinking that Christina must have been describing the length of Nick's erection, but she assumed the Asian girl couldn't possibly be correct in demonstrating its size. Nevertheless she felt her panties dampening as she wished she had heard exactly what Christina told her friends.
"Abbie..."
She suddenly heard Justin's voice.
"Abbie, I asked you a question..."
"...Oh, yeah I think they are okay with him...but I haven't heard any of them say anything specific." She answered absently.
Justin could tell his wife's mind was elsewhere, "I thought you told me you heard he was going out with Christina?"
"Yeah, yeah I did hear a rumor about that, but I don't know if it's true." She answered, now reengaged in the conversation but not sounding very convincing.
Justin stared at her skeptically before he spoke, "Well regardless about that, I've seen with my own eyes that most of the girls on the team seem kind of captivated by him. Wouldn't you agree?"
"I don't know if captivated is the right word, but I must admit, he is a lot more popular with everyone than I expected. Remember when I was concerned he might mess up team chemistry, I was obviously wrong about that!"
"Yeah he has fit in way better than we could have imagined. I'm still a little concerned about that roll of money you saw in his possession back at the start of the semester, but he hasn't done anything to suggest he is selling drugs or anything like that, unless he is living some kind of double life..." Justin said with a nervous laugh.
*****
Ironically, Abbie wasn't the only one who had been eavesdropping recently. Earlier that afternoon before their individual lesson, Nick Thomas happened to be walking by when he overheard Justin say to assistant swim coach Ted Riley, "Hey Ted, so we are set for Saturday night. Abbie and her girlfriends are going out to that male review show downtown...Masculine Meat or whatever it's called. Bring your favorite beer, a deck of cards, and a stogie. We'll start at 8:00 p.m. Buy-in is $50."
Nick's ears perked up and he stopped to listen from behind the adjacent lockers.
"Sounds good, I've been itching to get the fuck out of the house. My wife's been so bitchy lately. A night drinking and playing cards sounds like a lot of fun. So what is this show Abbie and her friends are going to?" Coach Ted asked interestedly.
"Hell if I know, it's like a Chippendale's kind of thing I think. Like I said it's called Masculine something...Anyway, it'll be good for her, she needs to get out and do more shit with her friends."
Nick immediately thought to himself that the coaches didn't practice what they preached when it came to profanity.
"It doesn't bother you your wife will be checking out a bunch of buffed dudes strutting around in banana hammocks?" Ted asked.
Nick listened closely for Justin's answer.
Justin laughed, "No, I don't think Abbie will get too crazy, she's a lot more on the conservative side than most of her desperate married friends. I think she thinks the whole thing is kind of cheesy anyway, she's only going because it's her friend Brie's birthday...besides I've heard most of those dudes are gay anyway!"
Deviously Nick thought, "Cheesy ain't gonna be the word she uses to describe it when it's over...and btw coach, if I didn't have dibs, all those so called 'gay' dudes would be trying to get in Coach Abbie's pants!"
"I don't know Justin, I had a buddy whose girlfriend went to Vegas on a girls weekend and ended up getting tag-teamed by a couple of male strippers after one of those shows! In spite of her bitchiness, I damn sure wouldn't let Sarah go to one, she already has a wandering eye...she might just be the one getting tag-teamed if I did!" Ted joked uncomfortably.
"Like I said, I trust Abbie...and besides, if she gets horned-up looking and perhaps feeling-up some of that big cock, hopefully she'll come home and take it out on me!" The two laughed out loud.
Nick picked up on the fact Justin seemed indifferent about Abbie going to the show. He also made a mental note of the name "Brie" and walked away thinking, "I think you can count on it coach!"
*****
Sydney's text message said she would pick Abbie up at 5:30 p.m. and take her over to Brie's house for the pre-party. When Syd arrived, she was thrilled to see that Abbie dressed for the occasion, "Damn girl, I know it's Brie's birthday, but she's going to have trouble getting all those hot guys to pay attention to her, you look fucking hot! I love the boots."
Abbie was wearing a sleeveless button up that was fastened one connection lower than she typically wore, exposing a lot of cleavage, a short khaki jean skirt and cowgirl-style boots that accentuated her lithe tanned legs.
"You think? You look pretty cute yourself Syd!"
"This is the least amount of clothes Danny would let me leave the house in!" Her friend joked and they both laughed. "I hope you're in the mood to party...this is gonna be so fun Ab. I plan on getting really drunk tonight, you better too!"
"Justin and I don't have anything to do tomorrow; I might let my hair down a little..." Abbie bit her bottom lip before giggling with a mischievous grin.
"Yeah bitch! That's what I want to hear!" They both laughed again.
When they arrived, the rest of the women were already there, as was Brie's husband Dave. He was walking around topping off everyone's champagne and encouraging the women to drink up and enjoy themselves at the show. Abbie thought it was a little strange that he was completely okay with his wife choosing to do this for her birthday and to be so encouraging to her friends as well, but then she remembered that Justin had had no objections to her attending either, so maybe it wasn't that weird after all.
Dave topped Abbie's glass off for the second time and then headed back to the kitchen for another bottle. Abbie sipped the sparkling wine, the bubbles immediately tickling her nose. She always found it interesting how couples came to be together, especially those who didn't exactly match from a physical appearance perspective. While Dave seemed like the nicest guy in the world, Abbie wasn't real sure what Brie saw in him physically. She thought maybe he could have been more attractive earlier in life, but clearly now in his mid-30's he wasn't much to look at. Abbie figured he had to be at least 7-10 years older than Brie, on the shorter side, and clearly the past several years had been noticeably hard on his hairline. In addition, unlike his lithe wife, who Abbie knew to be a workout freak, Dave was definitely carrying around about twenty extra lb's.
Abbie had met Brie through Anna and Sydney at a friend's jewelry party the previous year. It was immediately apparent to her why the three of them hung around together. To say they were wild and crazy, would be doing a disservice to the phrase. They all liked to party, and for the most part, their husband's gave them plenty of freedom to have their fun.
But unlike Anna and Syd, both of whom were probably 6 out of 10's, Brie was quite the looker. She had long blonde hair, a gorgeous face, highlighted by deep green eyes, high cheek bones, and full sexy-shaped lips. On top of her beautiful looks, she had a body that could give Abbie's a run for its money. Her tits weren't quite as big, but still possessed C-cup fullness, appearing especially hot on her narrow shouldered frame. Her thin torso and flat tummy also contributed to the accentuation of her sweet round globes.



And while Abbie was always quite proud of her own ass, she wondered if it looked as good as Brie's (it did, but she couldn't see it from the angle she observed Brie's now). The blonde wife's butt had a perfect rounded bubble shape with inflated halves sandwiching a deep cleft crevice. It looked especially good in the short skirt she was fashioning on this night. And unlike Abbie's cute cowgirl boots, Brie was sporting a pair of 4" Stiletto style fuck-me heels, really showing off her well-toned legs.
"How about a round of shots ladies?" Dave shouted as he exited the kitchen carrying a tray of Don Julio tequila shot glasses. All the ladies cheered and gushed to Brie about how great her husband was. Once everyone was fully armed, Anna raised her glass and toasted with a naughty smile, "Here's to the birthday girl, hopefully the A-team of masked meat can handle us tonight. I gotta purse full of bills that ain't coming home with me, hope you ladies do too!"
Everyone laughed, cheered, and powered down their shots.
"Okay ladies, my buddy Chuck is going to be here in a few minutes to pick me up for a fishing trip up in the Sierras, so you are all in charge of making sure the birthday girl has a great time and that she makes it home safely! She can get as drunk as she wants and sleep the whole day away tomorrow!" Dave announced before he gave Brie a big hug and a kiss and all the girls cheered again and assured him his wife was in good hands.
She wouldn't end up in the same hands she was in now...
*****
Nick Thomas headed into his manager's office, "Hey Bill what's up?"
"Hey BDN, how's it hanging?" His boss replied in a smiling response, referring to him in his well apt nickname...the acronym was short for Big Dick Nick.
"Low boss...hangin' low!" Nick joked and they both laughed.
"What can I do you for BDN?"
"Hey, there is a birthday party coming to the show tonight, I want to make sure they get a table right in the front."
"Anything for my best new performer, but you know they don't have to sit anywhere near the stage to still get a good view of that fuckin' Cobra in your g-string!" His boss joked.
"Yeah...yeah...that snake's been making you lots of money and you don't have to call me new anymore, I've been here like five months now Bill!"
"Damn Straight! You don't think I know that...but if I was a chick, I'd still let you fuck me with that thing just to thank you for gracing our stage with it. But, you aren't doing so bad for yourself either BDN, I see that wad of bills and some of the babes you walk out of here with!"
"You got that right boss!"
"So what's the deal with this birthday group? Some girls you know?"
"I know one of them pretty good and a couple of others teach at State. I just checked with Johnny, he said they are registered as a party of six under the birthday chick's name...Brie I think it is. Can we put them at table one in the front?"
"For you, we can do anything Nick! You trying to sneak that snake into some cave in particular?"
Nick laughed, "Shit, he doesn't really sneak anywhere, but yeah he's got his big eye on one of em'."
"Shit, you put on your usual performance and you'll have them so worked up, you'll probably fuck all six of them! But before you do that, make sure you get them all hot and bothered so they drink lots of the house's booze!"
Nick patted about halfway down his thigh, "You can count on that boss!" He walked out of Bill's office and headed over to the main bar. Lead bartender Harley James was winding down a conversation with one of his female servers. He turned as Nick strolled up, a big smile came across the bartender's face, "BDN, you ready to make lots of panties wet tonight?"
"That's the plan Harley. Hey, there is a group that's going to be sitting at table one, I want to make sure they get really fucked up." He pulled out a $100 bill and tossed it on the bar, "Can you make sure they drink doubles all night, unless they order doubles, then make em' triples!"
"Haha BDN, consider it done...but keep your fucking money! You've been making this whole staff a lot of dough since you started showing off that monster, I got you covered bro!" Harley said as he handed the C-note back to Nick. "I'll let the staff know...table one's gonna get hammered tonight!"
"Dude, thanks!" Nick responded before they slapped skin.
*****
Two hours later the club filled quickly with lots and lots of women...hot ones...fat ones...drunk ones...young ones...old ones...and lots and lots of horny ones. Friday and Saturday nights were always the most raucous crowds...
Brie's birthday crew was ushered to the table directly in the middle of the room nearest the stage, "Damn you girls know how to spoil a bitch on her b-day!" Brie exclaimed drunkenly as they arrived at their seats. Anna and Sydney looked at each other with surprised expressions; neither had requested or paid for any kind of upgraded seating.
They wouldn't be sitting for long.
In the dressing room, Nick popped a pair of dark brown contact lenses into his eyes. Usually his mesmerizing hazel eyes were one of his most distinguishing features (...well not his most distinguishing feature), but on this night he didn't want his eyes giving away his identity. He was already concerned that his body art might, but he hoped that all eyes, one pair in particular, would be focused on what was beneath his g-string as opposed to what was outside of it.
Within minutes, a buffed young server wearing only skin tight stretch shorts and a bow tie delivered a tray full of shots to table one, "Welcome to Masked Masculinity ladies, my name is Brandon, I understand we are celebrating a birthday here tonight. These drinks are on the house in celebration of the birthday girl, which one of you is Brie?"
The married blonde raised her hand and giggled embarrassingly to all of her friends.
The server got a big grin on his face, "These 21-year-old birthday girls are looking younger all the time, are you sure they checked your ID at the door?"
The comment was obviously a commonly used line at this show, but it was delivered to perfection. Brie's eyes got wide as a huge smile appeared on her face while the others all clapped and teased.
"Oh shut up, of course they checked my ID, but they were surprised that I was actually turning 23!" She joked.
Again, her semi-drunk friends laughed and screamed, the young wife had actually just turned 27.
"Wow, your husband let you come here tonight, looking like that! He must be a confident guy!" Brandon shouted as he purposefully eyed Brie from head to toe. She immediately blushed as the rest of the girls cheered and whooped.
With a guilty look in his eye, the young hunk feigned, "Oh shit, it looks like they gave me seven shots and there are only six of you, damn, I guess I'll have to do one with you ladies!" After distributing the shots he removed the last one from his tray and bent his arm at the elbow, accentuating his huge bicep, "Okay birthday girl, come over here and interlock arms, we're going to do this one together!" Again all the girls screamed and yelled as Brie interlocked arms with the young stud. The contrast between his thick muscle covered limb and Brie's lean sculpted one really jumped out at Abbie. She suddenly began to wonder if this show would be as cheesy as she feared. Based on first impressions, if all the guys were anything like Brandon, Masked Masculinity was going to be anything but...
The rest of the ladies toasted their shots as Brie and the hunky server bottomed their glasses with intertwined arms. Cheers followed as he wrapped his big arms around and hugged her tightly. After they separated, he took a round of drink orders and strode confidently back to the bar. They all stared at his rock-hard ass as he walked away. "Fuck, I hope he is part of the show!" Brie exclaimed excitedly.
When Brandon returned to the bar, Nick who had watched the initial interaction pulled him aside, "Keep those drinks flowing to table one dude!"
"10-4 BDN, that birthday chick is fucking hot. And there is another brunette in the group who might be even better...sweet fuckin' rack on that cowgirl bitch!"
Nick handed him a little vile, "Yeah the brunette's the one I'm doggin', but I didn't expect any of the rest to be so hot too! Make sure you sprinkle a little of this into the cocktails for the two of them, the birthday girl and the brunette." Nick instructed with a dirty gleam in his eye.
Brandon smiled, "Both of them...you're an animal BDN. I want deets later dude!"
Loud music blared while the girls downed their cocktails in anticipation of the show. Even Abbie, who had unenthusiastically attended initially, could now feel eagerness coursing through her. She had had a handful of drinks at Brie's and now the shot and a Tito's & Tonic quickly had her loosened up. The cocktail seemed very much on the strong side, but she was having so much fun, she didn't really think twice about it. Brandon brought one more round before the show started.
Finally the lights dimmed and a loud roar sounded out. The announcer's voice boomed from the speakers, "Are you ladies ready for some fun? Get READY cuz here come the men of MASKED MASCULINITY!"
Suddenly bright lights circled the stage as twelve well-oiled dancers emerged from behind the curtains. Another loud roar sounded. Each of the muscle-covered specimens was dressed in ripped jeans and tight tee-shirts. They danced in a surprisingly well-choreographed number that had all the women buzzing instantly. But in spite of their testosterone infused physiques, the rapt patrons were immediately drawn to the incredibly lifelike images of their facial masks. Dancing in front of them were yoked up versions of Ben Affleck, Tom Brady, Dwayne Johnson, George Clooney, Justin Timberlake, Nick Jonas and Brad Pitt among other famous men from the entertainment, sports, and music industries.
The energy in the room was palpable, and just as the first number reached a crescendo, a thirteenth dancer busted out from behind the curtains. Immediately an equal number of cheers and boos erupted as a very buffed version of The Donald himself, bad hair and all, now bumped and grinded his way to the middle of the stage. It didn't take long however, after getting over the initial shock and then watching the talented stud tear the shirt from his ripped body, that even the staunchest of liberal, tree-hugging babes was cheering him on wildly.
Nick watched from behind the edge of the curtain as the girls at table one were soon pressed up against the stage yelling and screaming as boisterously as any in the room. His coach's big tits jiggled enticingly as she danced and bounced with the other ladies against the stage. He could feel blood flowing to his cock as it always did before he performed; tonight he was more aroused than ever.
The first set played out with Nick's fellow dancers employing and disposing firemen, police officers, and construction worker's costumes as they worked the aroused crowd into frenzy. And finally when the emcee announced that the final act of the first set was about to take the stage, he implored, "Give it up ladies for one of the show's newest and BIGGEST attractions, Michael B. Jordan!"
Nick Thomas stormed the stage in only his obscenely stretched g-string and facial mask. The crowd went absolutely wild as screams and gasps rang out from every corner of the room as horny women, young and old, zeroed in on the newest performer's muscled physique and impressive package.
Nick's fellow dancers tore the remaining clothes from their bodies and joined the black stud in only their skin tight g-strings. Another loud cheer rang out from the crowd. By now, no one in the audience paid much attention to the masks on their faces, their focus was clearly on other more important things. The final act of the first set came to a rousing conclusion with Nick perched conspicuously above the mesmerized women of table one.
Not long after the stage cleared, Brandon arrived with another round of cocktails. As he passed them around, he heard one of the ladies (who turned out to be Anna), "Did you guys see the bulge on that last black dancer, it looked like it could explode out of there at any second!"
"Yeah, I had to do a double take to make sure it wasn't some sort of costume trick, but it sure didn't look like it. That guy is hung!" Sydney gushed.
"No, that was no costume trick ladies, BDN is one of our newest performers and he's quite popular as you might imagine!" Brandon interrupted with a big grin on his face.
"BDN? I thought his stage name was Michael B. Jordan?" Brie asked excitedly.
"It is, but BDN is what we all call him when he's not performing!"
"What does it stand for?"
"Sorry baby, I can't tell you, it's just a nickname we have for him!" He teased.
"Brandon, c'mon, inquiry minds want to know!" Brie begged cutely.
"Sorry, I'm sworn to secrecy! Drink up ladies!" Brandon teased as he observed that the birthday girl and hot brunette's nipples were both poking prominently against their shirts.
They all complained with pouty expressions and flirty grins as the young hunk hurried back to the bar.
"Well, I just hope BDN dances near us for the next part of the show; I wanna see that yummy package up close! I can't wait to part with my birthday money in his fucking g-string!" The married blonde shouted as she raised her glass with a huge smile.
They all toasted her excitedly, realizing she was already very drunk.
"Anyone else getting as buzzed as me from these cocktails?" Brie's friend Jenna asked the group. "If I didn't know better, I'd think they were all doubles!"
"Yeah, I thought it was just me. I'm getting hammered!" Brie announced giddily. "But they sure are going down easy and are making me really horny!"
"Oh, you think it's the drinks making you that way Miss Birthday Girl?" Anna questioned playfully to her drunk friend.
"Yes it's the drinks bitch!" Brie feigned seriously. Then a huge smile appeared on her face, "...And all this big fucking cock!"
The group erupted in laughter again.
Abbie was a jumble of emotions. While she was surprised at how good the show had been to this point, she couldn't believe how messed up she was feeling already and was glad to hear the other girls were feeling it too.
What she didn't know was that the other women were only drunk. Abbie and the birthday girl were not only feeling the effects of the booze, but the altering impact from the drugs was beginning to have an effect as well. The two of them were feeling unusually hot and flushed; their nipples were hardening and their pussies were beginning to drip.
*****
Nick approached as Brandon walked backstage, "How's it going at table one dude?"
"They're getting really fucked-up...they are especially interested in you man...that fucking bulge made quite an impression! When I mentioned that we call you BDN, they were begging me to tell them what it stood for."
"Dude, you didn't..."
"C'mon bro, you know I wouldn't do that! Anyway, the drugs seem to be doing their job, the birthday blonde and the hot brunette's nipples are like fucking stones! Are you going to try and nail em' both tonight?"
"I hadn't gotten that far yet, but thanks for the reconnaissance brotha!" Nick beamed as he slapped Brandon some skin. "Keep the drinks flowing, I owe you one for tonight my man!"
*****
The masked dancers stormed the stage in only g-strings as the second act kicked off. Loud roars erupted from the patrons as the announcer's voice boomed from the rocking sound system, "Okay ladies, appetizers are done, are you ready for the main course?"
Again loud cheers and screams rang out. Nick Thomas bolted for the middle of the stage to the delight of the ladies at table one. His oiled muscular physique was proportioned to perfection. Large chest muscles, flanked by vein-popping biceps and a ripped six-pack torso quickly had their mouths watering in awe. Again, none of them seemed to notice his handsome mask, his body was too delicious to ignore.
Abbie found herself admiring Michael B. Jordan's tat-covered chest and stomach. She'd always viewed tattoos as something only losers spoiled their bodies with, but at this moment they looked incredibly sexy on this buffed dancer's body. Suddenly her thoughts turned to Nick Thomas. Abbie had stealthily admired his Speedo clad physique countless times over these past months, but she had always found a way to ignore his body art, now she wished she hadn't. Something about it on this dancer was arousing her now.
Unexpectedly, a scary possibility occurred to her..."This dancer's hot body and his tattoos look a lot like Nick's...and the huge bulge in his g-string...no it couldn't be...could it?" She absently looked up at his face looking for confirmation but was denied by the Michael B. Jordan mask, but still something seemed off. She couldn't place it at first, but then she finally figured it out, this dancer had the deepest brown eyes, almost black. It couldn't be Nick, his mesmerizing green eyes were far too recognizable.
Abbie breathed a sigh of relief.
From behind the mask, Nick stared down at his sexy dive coach. She looked particularly hot tonight as he too observed her big hard nipples poking through her shirt. Abbie's face wore a hungry look he'd never seen before. He watched as an inquisitive gaze appeared in her bloodshot eyes; he suspected this was the moment she was checking out the color of his own eyes through his mask. Suddenly a gesture showing relief for her apparent concerns regarding his identity now shown on her gorgeous face as she smiled and took a big gulp from her cocktail.
He was pretty certain the colored contacts had achieved their purpose.
Suddenly the emcee's voice boomed again, "Now you all get to show your appreciation for the Masked Men of Masculinity by tipping them as they dance at your tables. We encourage you to slip rewards inside the sides of their briefs, but please respect our dancers by not touching them inappropriately."
Anna glanced at Abbie excitedly, "Fat fucking chance of that dude!" They both laughed.
Nick made his way to table one, positioned himself in front of Brie, and did a particularly erotic bump and grind with his huge bulge only 18 inches in front of her pretty face. The other girls all watched and cheered as Brie mesmerizingly stared at his crotch. Nick could see the same bloodshot appearance in her gaze that Abbie wore on hers, no doubt a result of the drugs he'd had dumped in their drinks.
Suddenly as he glanced in Abbie's direction, he felt his g-string being stretched and the birthday chick's fingers slipping a $10 bill into them. He looked down in time to see her hand slide to the side and cup one of his huge balls as her bleary eyes opened widely in recognition of what she'd just touched. She turned and looked at her friends as her hands came to her surprised face; a loud cheer of excitement and approval rang out from the group.
Nick made a mock admonishment in her direction while smiling from ear to ear behind his mask. Over the next half-hour he danced exclusively for the ladies at table one...each dance getting a little raunchier with each bill being slipped into his g-string less appropriately than the previous one. Even Abbie, who had started off the most conservative of the group, had nervously groped a handful of Nick's big cock on the previous dance.
Unlike most of the rest of the dancer's, Nick had an uncanny ability to resist getting stiff (probably as a result of the amount of blood required) as horny women groped and stroked his goods. But when his gorgeous dive coach, who he'd fantasized about so frequently over the past year, gripped his shlong, it was all he could do to keep from getting rock hard.



When the song ended the announcer's voice rang out, "Are we having any fun yet? Do we have any ladies celebrating special occasions tonight?"
Women from a dozen tables yelled, screamed and waived their arms including a huge outpouring from table one. "I see we have lots of reasons to party tonight, our dancers are making their way into the crowd, welcome them to the party tables!" Nick and another dancer meandered around flirtatiously until they made their way back to table one. The black masked dancer reached out to Brie and pulled her out of her chair. His g-string clad colleague did the same with Abbie. Brie followed Nick without resistance; Abbie had to be coaxed and playfully dragged. The muscle covered dancers pulled the two beautiful women up on the stage. They were joined there by a dozen other women from around the room.
"Everybody give it up for the special occasion party girls!"
The crowd cheered as the muscle-bound dancers grooved provocatively around each of the now seated women on stage. Over the next fifteen minutes the male strippers lap-danced for the mostly inebriated group of horny women.
The ladies from table one were far and away the most fucked up women on stage due to the pre-party, the countless cocktails and especially the drugs that had been slipped into their drinks. They were also the two hottest.
Nick and the other dancer switched back and forth between Brie and Abbie. Brie was handsy from the outset, but Abbie surprisingly wasn't far behind. As the third song came to an end Nick danced suggestively with his huge bulge directly in front of Abbie's hungry face. She didn't hesitate to slip several bunched up bills into the top of his g-string with an aroused gaze in her eyes. Her fingers slipped from the top of his shorts down across his swollen cock to his massive balls. Nick was doing everything in his power to keep from getting a raging hard on as Abbie squeezed his nuts while her mouth opened in disbelief at the incomprehensible size of Nick's package.
As the song finally ended Nick and Abbie made eye contact through his mask. She gasped out loud, "You are fucking unbelievable!"
Nick just nodded down at her.
His dive coach's face wore the most flushed of aroused looks...and her big nipples were practically poking through her shirt. Finally Nick pulled away and Abbie's suddenly empty hand fell disappointedly into her lap. Nick moved back over in Brie's direction and whispered something in her ear. Her eyes got really big and a wide smile appeared on her face before she nodded excitedly. Abbie noticed the exchange but was too hammered to think anything of it.
The lights came on and ushers helped the women from the stage as the dancers disappeared behind the curtains. Brie and Abbie landed on wobbly legs as they stepped down from the final step. As they did so, they were mobbed by the rest of their group...teasing and wanting details.
As they filed their way out of the crowded room Brie leaned over to her friend Jenna and told her she was going to catch a ride with Anna, Sydney and Abbie. When they reached the main foyer, the two groups hugged and said their goodbye's before Jenna and Stephanie said they were going to use the bathroom before they took off. Brie walked outside with Anna, Syd, and Abbie before she stopped and said, "Hey I'm going to catch a ride with those guys, they both live in Natomas near me and you guys all live up in Citrus Heights and Orangevale."
Anna and Sydney asked if she was sure and made her swear she would text them if for some reason she couldn't find them when she went back inside. "Do you want us to wait until you do?" Anna asked as their Uber pulled up.
"No, I'll find them when they come out, but I promise I will call you if I can't!" She claimed through slurred words. Anna and Syd looked at each other, slightly concerned that their drunk friend might not find the other girls, meanwhile they looked over in Abbie's direction but quickly realized she wasn't going to be much help, finally they decided that even in her current condition, Brie was probably fine. They jumped in the Uber and headed home.
Backstage, Brandon approached Nick as he changed into his jeans and pulled on a tee-shirt, "Wow, I saw those two babes from table one up on the stage grabbing your junk, they were both really fucked-up!"
"Yeah, thanks for priming the pump tonight B!"
"You hooking up?"
Nick looked at him with an obvious expression on his face, "C'mon man, what do you think?"
"Both?"
"Nah, just the blonde. I gotta be a little stealthier with the other one."
"They're both fucking hot dude, but you can't go wrong with that blonde! Give her one for me bro!"
"Count on it brotha!" Nick said nonchalantly as he slapped skin with his white friend.
Brie wandered back inside the lobby and hung out over near one of the walls, waiting for Jenna and Stephanie to leave. She kept her head down when they emerged from the bathroom and watched as they headed outside and jumped into an Uber.
"Excuse me sweetie, we are closing up, we need everyone out of the lobby in the next three minutes," Brie turned to see a large black security guard standing next to her.
"I'm...uh...meeting someone...one of the...um...performers," Brie answered in a slurred response.
The guard got a knowing smile on his face, "Okay honey, do you know his name?"
"I don't know his real name, but he wore the Michael B. Jordan mask tonight!"
"Ah...BDN...yeah let me see if I can find him for you." His grin got bigger as he glanced down at her wedding ring and subtly shook his head.
"Why does everyone here call him BDN?" She asked, sounding more intoxicated with every statement out of her mouth.
"You'll find out honey..." the black security guard chuckled as he walked back into the theatre.
*****
Meanwhile, in the Uber car back home, Anna and Sydney laughed loudly as they looked over at their passed-out friend. Abbie sat in the back seat in a semi-fetal position with her head against the door and the top several buttons of her sleeveless shirt unbuttoned, impressive cleavage shown out the top.
"Have you ever seen her act like that?" Sydney asked Anna jokingly.
"Fuck no, and I've never seen her get this drunk either!"
"I know huh...I thought she was going to pull that black stripper's g-string off and suck his dick right on that stage!"
"Yeah I know!" Anna laughed, "It's good the show ended when it did or she might have! Damn her nipples are still hard, I thought they were going to pop through her shirt at some point!"
Twenty minutes later Abbie woke from her slumber just as the Uber pulled up at her and Justin's house. Sydney and Anna walked her up to the front door and made sure she got inside before returning to the car. "Damn, she was really fucked up!" Anna laughed.
"At least she has tomorrow to sleep it off before she needs to be at school on Monday..."
*****
Abbie stumbled through the front room of the house on her way to the kitchen. She filled a large glass of ice water and downed a couple of Tylenol's. She sat at the kitchen table and removed her cowgirl boots. Her drunken thoughts immediately returned to Michael B. Jordan and how big he felt when she groped his cock on the stage, "Shit, I know what they say about black men, but OMG he was huge!"
Abbie rose and found her balance before stumbling into her bedroom. Justin awoke when she tripped over the chair in their room and nearly fell headfirst to the floor. She caught herself before going to the ground. Justin flipped on his nightstand light and immediately recognized that his wife was really fucked up, "Damn Ab, did you guys have a little to drink tonight?"
"Yeah a little," she slurred, "But the stripper I brought home is out in the kitchen and I need to go out there and suck his big cock!"
The both laughed together before Abbie practically fell on the bed. She drunkenly crawled over to his side, "I'm just kidding about the stripper honey, but how about if I suck your dick instead?"
Any other night of the year Justin would have jumped at that offer, but right now his gorgeous wife was having trouble keeping her head up as she tried to unbutton her top. "Damn, these buttons shrunk since earlier tonight," she slurred frustratingly.
"I'll tell you what honey, why don't you lay back and I'll take off your clothes, it looks to be a big task for you right now!"
"You just want to get me naked...but that's okay I'm in the mood to fuck..."
Justin had to keep from laughing as he couldn't recall ever seeing her this drunk. He was quite sure she wouldn't remember any of this in the morning. She was in and out of coherency as he released the buttons on her top and flipped it open. He was immediately taken the hardness of her big nipples, they literally looked like they were going to pop through her bra. It seemed like a strange sight given the fact she was in Lala land.
Justin then unbuttoned her skirt and pulled it down her legs and tossed it aside. What he observed next really through him for a loop. The entire front section of Abbie's panties was soaking wet. "Damn, that show must have really made an impact on her." His own cock began to harden in his boxers.
Justin knew he should just leave her alone and let her sleep off the alcohol, but he decided to probe for a little information while she was basically defenseless, "So Ab the show must have been really good?"
"Yeah honey," she answered semi-coherently with her eyes closed, "The dancer's were really good..."
"Did you get a chance to tip any of them?"
"Oh yeah...a lot! I got to put a lot inside...it was really nice..." She answered her words nearly inaudible.
"You put a lot inside where honey?" Justin asked, loving that she was basically unaware of who she was talking too.
"In their g-string things...I stuck it right in there and touched stuff too...it was really nice..."
Again Justin had to bite his lip to keep from laughing, "That was very good of you Ab, what kind of stuff did you...uh...touch?"
"You know...like big black cocks and balls...it was nice..." She slurred, still with her eyes closed.
Up until this point nothing she said surprised him much, but the last comment nearly made him fall off the bed, "Wait Ab, you touched a black guy's junk?"
"Not just any guy...Michael B. Jordan's...it was nice..."
"You touched Michael B. Jordan's junk Abbie?"
"No, I touched his cock and balls...they were very big...and very nice..."
Justin couldn't believe the words that just escaped his wife's mouth. He wasn't sure she had any idea what she was saying, but it sure sounded real enough. "When you say you touched his cock and balls, did you mean your hand brushed over them?"
"No, I held them in my hand...as much as I could anyway...it was really nice..."
"Where did you hold them in your hand honey?"
"On the stage...everyone was cheering...it was nice and fun..."
Justin decided to try another line of questioning, "Why did your panties get so wet and nipples get so hard?"
"From touching him...I'm really tired honey..."
Just before Justin heard her begin to lightly snore, she mumbled "...it was really nice..."
Lots of exciting thoughts now raced through Justin's mind, "Did she really stroke some black dude's big cock? What else did she do? Whatever happened at the show sure turned her on..."
Justin decided he wouldn't question her too aggressively in the morning, but instead he would wait to see if she brought up any of the details she incoherently shared with him tonight. As he turned off the light he reached into his shorts and stroked his cock as he replayed his wife's drunken admissions in his head.
*****
Brie waited nervously despite her drunkenness, asking herself what in the world she was still doing there. She had never been unfaithful to her husband, and although their sex life had deteriorated to a point of no return, was she really ready to embark on something this crazy? A black man for God sakes? Not just any black man, but a muscle and tattoo covered stud with a bulge in his g-string that defied belief... wait, who was she kidding, this was not just a large lump in his g-string, but rather a long thick cock and a massive set of balls that she'd groped repeatedly over the past two hours. She felt her nipples harden again and wetness seep between her legs...
Suddenly the image of Michael B. Jordan popped into her mind..."Oh My God...I don't even know what he looks like...What if he is horribly ugly with bad teeth? How did I agree to meet him without even knowing what he looks like"...suddenly her anxiety level peaked as she tried to think of the best way out of the situation...
Then Nick Thomas emerged from behind the theatre doors and all of those thoughts immediately disappeared...quickly replaced by "I'm gonna fuck my first black man tonight!"
Nick strode confidently up to her and said, "Hey, I'm glad you waited around, I know a good place to get a night cap!"
Brie thought to herself she probably didn't need any more to drink, but agreed readily. Nick dialed up an Uber and before long they were holding cocktails at a loud rave club downtown. Lots of people acknowledged the black man as he led the hot blonde wife through the standing room only nightclub. In spite of her condition, Brie felt conscientious about her wedding ring. She subtly slid it around so the big diamond was facing the palm side, making it less conspicuous.
"You must come here a lot, everyone knows you!" Brie shouted above the loud music once they were seated at a corner table out of the main flow of people; his handsome face and mesmerizing hazel eyes capturing her attention immediately.
"Yeah, some of the guys like to come here after the shows, I tag along occasionally." He said with a mendacious grin. Just then two really hot 22-year-old brunettes in the tightest, shortest dresses, both with big tits, sauntered by and cooed flirtatiously, "Hi Nick!"
"You tag along occasionally?" Brie teased, trying desperately not to slur her words.
Nick laughed guiltily, "Okay, maybe it's a bit more often than that, I'm Nick by the way!"
"Brie," she said with a big smile. "Hey, I have to admit I didn't notice your very unique looking eyes through your mask earlier!"
"That's cuz you weren't looking at my eyes!" He responded cockily as he glanced downward towards his crotch.
*****
Two hours later the blonde wife was down on her knees on her kitchen floor sucking the biggest blackest cock she could imagine.
"Yeah baby, you got a nice mouth, suck that shit!" Nick grunted as he reached down, grabbed the base of his tight tee-shirt and pulled it over his head. He tossed it aside, lowered his hand and pulled her long hair aside so he could watch her work.
Brie glanced up with big bloodshot eyes and his huge cock stretching her mouth; she used her free hand to admire his muscle and tattoo covered torso.
At the same time he brought his other hand to the back of her head and pulled, "Take it deeper baby, you know you want to!"
Brie was able to take another inch between her widespread lips but gagged when the fat tip pressed against her tonsils. He pulled the oversized knob back into her mouth before pressing forward again. He did it three or four times before she pushed against his thighs until his cock plopped from her puffy lips. She gripped his slippery shaft with both hands as a long saliva and pre-cum strand stretched from her mouth to the large hole at the top of his ebony pole. The blonde wife stroked it mesmerizingly as she spread the wetness from the portion that had been in her mouth down the full length of his manhood. Brie was blown away by his thickness as her little fingers couldn't even stretch around him, "Oh my God...it's so...so big," she gasped breathlessly, still trying to replace the air in her lungs that had been blocked by his cock moments before, "I never thought I would ever touch something so powerful..." she spoke absently as she stroked him more hurriedly.
"Lick my balls!"
Brie found herself aroused by his directness, in all her years of marriage, her husband had never directed her during sex. Now here she was obediently following the directions of a black man at least five years her junior while on her knees on her own kitchen floor. She held Nick's long cock against his belly button with one hand as she lowered her other and cupped his dark black leathery sack. Amazed at its weight, she gasped, "How can they be so big...I never knew...jeez...oh God they're so hot!" The young wife slurred as she lowered her face and stuck out her tongue while immediately inhaling his overwhelming masculine scent.
"Yeah, suck on them too bitch...uh-huh...just like that. You like that shit?"
Brie nodded her head enthusiastically, never remembering ever having sucked on her husband's middling balls before. She took turns attempting to suck them in and out of her pretty mouth, trying to imagine how much cum each of them must produce, "Is that okay...?" She asked as she let the lower one pop from between her lips again.
"Mmm-hmm. It'll take you some time to get used to the size, but trust me you'll never have anything better!"
The drunken wife groaned in agreement as she stroked his long cock with her small hand as her lips kissed and licked his heavy nuts.
"What'd think baby? Taste good? Better than your husband's?"
"Oh my God yes!"
"Bigger?" He teased, obviously already knowing the answer.
"You have no idea! It's so amazing...I want you in my mouth all night long!"
A smile formed on Nick's face as he directed her wet lips back to the engorged head and pushed it inside. She enthusiastically sucked the dark stick for several minutes before he finally pulled her to her feet. He leaned down and kissed her as he did on the dance floor at the rave club. She pushed her tongue in his mouth as she reached down and gripped his cock yet again.
They kissed for nearly a minute before he pulled away, "Take off the shirt!"
The young wife, still wanting to please him, took a step back and began unbuttoning her shirt seductively. He looked on approvingly as his cock hung menacingly between them. When she got the final button undone, she slowly slipped it from her narrow shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Brie's perky C-cups sat firmly over her flat tummy in a small lacy black bra. Her big rock-hard nipples pressed impressively against the shear fabric of the skimpy top.
"Nice..." was all Nick said before he then told her to lose the skirt.
She looked back at him with a mildly surprised gaze on her face, "Damn he's cocky..." Moments later, as if she wasn't even controlling them, she found her fingers unbuttoning it for him.
When it too dropped to the floor, Nick chimed, "Yeah, I like that shit!" He eyed her from head to her high-heeled clad toes. "Turn around!"
Brie looked at him flirtatiously before slowly spinning around and flashing her tight g-string exposed ass. "Fuck yeah baby!" He exclaimed. "That's a sweet little married ass you got there bitch!"
She giggled over her shoulder and wiggled it for him.
Moments later she felt herself being scooped off the floor, "Where the fuck is the bedroom in this place?"
Startled by his aggressive move, she shrieked loudly before wrapping her hand around his neck and pulling his mouth down to hers. After kissing him wetly, she pulled away and giggled, "I bet you have lots of experience finding your way into master bedrooms, see if you can find it on your own!"
He laughed loudly. One minute later he threw her down on the big California king. She landed on her hands and knees. Just as she peered back over her shoulder, she felt thick fingers sliding into her g-string and pulling it aside. She gasped loudly when a long tongue made contact with her swollen pussy lips.



"Oh God that feels good..." Brie moaned as the black man's long tongue licked her pussy from behind. Moments later her knees nearly buckled as he pressed it against her dripping asshole..."Fuh...Jesus...don't stop!" She squealed.
Brie's eyes closed tightly as mews and breathy gasps escaped her lips. She had known for a long time that sex with her husband wasn't satisfying, but she had rationalized that at least he was adequate with his mouth. At this moment, she realized that theory was bullshit as Nick's talented tongue quickly had her whimpering and gasping for more, "Oh God...yes...I love it...please don't stop...ohh...ohh...yes...uhn...your tongue feels sooo good!"
Nick brought the horny wife to the edge several times before he finally subsided. As he lifted his head, he pridefully admired the wet mess that covered her pussy and up and down the crack of her ass. The confident black man moved forward and pushed her knees further apart as he took up residence between them. He reached for his cock and playfully slapped it around between her legs.
"Oh God...do you have something?" Brie whined.
Nick knew he had her worked up to the point that he could have forced the issue and she would likely have accepted him without protection, but he reached for his pants, pulled out several rubbers and tossed them on the bed sheets next to them. Nick admired the young wife's sweet little bubble ass and fat pussy lips as he sheathed himself. He had learned that while fucking college girls was fun, nothing was quite like pounding the shit out of young married babes. He already knew this cock rocket was sure to not disappoint.
Nick hadn't known exactly what his ultimate plan with Abbie was when the night started. Surely he wanted to fuck his hot coach, but he wasn't ready to risk his college career in the process. He hoped tonight would advance the process towards ultimately making it her decision to pursue the bulge in his suit. What he hadn't expected was she would arrive with another hot married bitch that actually gave her a run for her money. As it turned out, his loosely organized plan could not have gone any better as he uncovered more of Coach Abbie's stealthily-guarded sexual desires, while still getting in the pants of her hot married friend.
Now that blonde bitch was without pants and on her hands and knees breathlessly waiting to be taken by him on her own bed. Nick rubbed the fat head of his cock up and down the crack of her ass and across her hungry pussy lips.
She whined again, "Jesus that feels amazing, please put it in...but go slow..."
"You ever been with a black man?"
"No...I'm nervous...you're much bigger than anyone I've...OHHH...OH MY GOD...uhn...umph!"
She stopped speaking mid-sentence when the head of Nick's fat cock sunk past her splayed lips.
"Uhn...Jesus..."
"Relax baby...let your pussy enjoy it! This black cock right here is going to make you forget all about your nervousness. Before long, you'll never want it to stop!"
"Ohhhh...I already don't want it to..." Brie moaned, amazed that a 21-year-old already knew that she was his for the taking.
An experienced smile formed on Nick's face as he worked inch after inch inside her, "Fuck...you are really tight girl, I assume you don't have any kids!"
"No...uhn...uhn...we've talked about it, but...Oh Shit!...uhn...uhn...God you're so deep..."
Nick was glad to get the topic back to fucking as he shoved his cock in and out of her. This married bitch was really wet, but she still felt tighter than just about any pussy he'd been in for a long time. He always told these married bitches how tight they were to make them think about how much bigger he was than the men they slept with every night.
Nick's cock was still only slightly more than halfway in as he held her hips and worked into a steady pace. The room was soon filled with Brie's breathy moans and grunts along with the wet sounds of her now dripping pussy. The bedsprings creaked in a timely symphony with the headboard as it banged against the wall. The young wife gripped the bed sheets tightly as her head rested against her husband's pillow.
Nick pounded away.
"Ohhh...ohhh...please don't stop. Your big cock feels so good in me...uhn...uhn..."
"You got a really nice pussy. Do you want to cum on this big cock?"
"Oh God yes! I've never felt anything like it! You're going to make me cum so fast! Please don't stop...uhn...uhn..."
"Don't worry baby, I'm just getting started! You cum all over this big black cock now and then you can relax for a long night of fucking!" Nick bragged between clenched teeth before he spanked her hard on the ass.
"Ohhhh fuh...yes...don't stop! So much cock...uhn...you're giving me so much wonderful cock!" The young wife was in heaven as his thick veiny dick scraped and scratched along every sensitive inch of her dripping pussy. She could feel an orgasm building inside her unlike anything she had felt before, "Oh Nick, ffffffuck me! You're going to make me cum so fast!"
"That's it bitch, cum on that big nigger dick!"
"Ohhhh God...I'm going to...pllleeeasse keep doing it! Ohhhh it feels sooo good...don't stop!...Uhn...uhn...uhn!"
Nick spanked the hot wife one final time before railing deeper into her than he had any point.
The sexy blonde wife squealed in blissful decadence before her entire body shook and the first wave of her climax creamed all over him. Nick kept pounding away. Brie urgently begged him to keep going as she quickly realized she was experiencing multiple orgasms for the first time in her life, "Oh my God, I think you're going to make me cum again!"
A big smile formed on Nick's face as he recognized the telltale signs of multiples, "Yeah baby, get all that cum out! This big cock loves being bathed in married pussy juice!"
"Ohhh...ohhh...yes...I'm going again...please don't stop!"
Nick extended her cum spree for an incredible couple of minutes before he felt tingling in his massive balls, "Get your cum now bitch cuz my nuts are ready to explode!"
"Ohhh yes...make me cum again when you do!"
The black man grunted loudly and his entire body tensed as his massive balls contracted and hastily tested the limits of the oversized rubber. He sprayed blast after blast of his thick paste into the sheathing. Peering over her shoulder and seeing the satisfied look on his face and feeling his cock expand and harden to its powerful rutted limits was enough to send her down the heavenly path one final time, "Yes Nick fuuuucccckkkk mmmmeeee!" She wailed before her long hair flew from side to side as she experienced yet another massive cum.
The two of them collapsed together in a sweat soaked embrace.
After they caught their breath, Brie planted multiple kisses around Nick's neck and side of his face before she whispered in his ear, "My husband's not coming home until Monday, I want you to stay till he does!"
"Are you sure that isn't the booze talking?" Nick replied with cocky smile on his face.
"Maybe a little, but I'm still going to want to molest this body after it wears off," she admitted as she ran her hand across his muscle covered chest.
"How long's that gonna take, you're pretty fucked up girl!"
"Fuck you!" She spat and they both busted out laughing.
"So did you like the show?" He asked, already knowing the answer.
"What do you think?"
"What was your favorite part?"
"Leaving with you afterwards!" She teased as she reached down and gripped his fat heavy cock.
"What was yours?"
"Same, but I also liked when you and your friend were up on the stage grabbing my dick..."
"Abbie? Yeah I'm not sure why she was up there, she wasn't celebrating anything!"
"Can you keep a secret?"
Brie nodded.
"Well Dirk, the guy that took her up there is always looking for a hot piece of ass to fuck after the show, I guess he was into your friend!"
Brie laughed, "Obviously Abbie is really hot, but I think he would have had a better chance with just about anyone else in the group."
"Oh yeah, why is that?"
"She's just not as wild as the rest of us. Conservative is probably the best way I could describe her."
"She didn't seem too conservative tonight, she looked every bit as drunk as the birthday girl, and I can tell you from firsthand knowledge, she wasn't any less aggressive when it came to fondling the goods if you know what I mean!"
Brie laughed, "Yeah, I've never seen her like the way she was tonight. Maybe your friend could have hooked up with her if he really tried. Why do you ask," she questioned cutely as she stroked his cock.
"Hey, you asked why she was up on stage and I just answered the question..." Nick answered, the look on his face clearly not hiding his interest.
"You wanted to take her home yourself didn't you! I admit she is really hot, but you didn't do so bad for yourself asshole!" She joked.
"You bet I didn't!" He growled as he leaned forward and took one of her hardening nipples in his mouth before pulling away, "But she did have some big fucking tits!"
Brie playfully slapped his chest at his nerve to mention Abbie's tits while he was sucking on hers. The comment obviously didn't bother her however as few women had nicer natural tits than Brie's C-cups, and she knew it. Still, it opened up the door for further play, "Actually she does have amazing tits, you would love em'!"
"How do you know, are you guys more than just friends?" Nick asked, blood immediately flowing to his cock.
"You wish stud! No, a bunch of us girls went up to my cabin last year and I happened to walk in when she was coming out of the shower!" Brie could quickly tell the voyeur talk about Abbie was arousing Nick. "Yeah, they are pretty spectacular...similar in shape to mine, but bigger! I think like D-cups."
Nick could feel his cock hardening further as Brie was confirming exactly what he suspected about Abbie's large breasts, "You seem pretty enamored with them...you sure you and your friend never do more than ogle each other's tits from a distance?"
"No, but why don't you fuck me again and tell me what you'd like to do with both of us in a threesome!" Brie teased as she climbed up on top of him.
*****
Late the following night, Nick slipped on his clothes as Brie lay in her master bed with a frothy mess between her legs. They'd run out of rubbers in the early afternoon and she just decided to fuck it as she was pretty confident she was in the safe part of her cycle.
"Why don't you stay overnight, my husband doesn't back until tomorrow afternoon and I don't have to work!" Brie whined.
"Sorry baby, I have class in the morning and to be honest my dick kind of hurts."
"C'mon back to bed and I'll make it feel better," she responded as she licked her lips suggestively.
"Nah, I can't. But baby, that was some really great sex, I'm glad you came to the show!"
"When am I going to see you again?" She asked expectantly.
"I told you, I ain't into domestic love triangles and shit! I know too many dudes that have done that shit and they all say it ain't worth it. Let's just appreciate the great fucking we did this weekend have that as a memory!"
"Oh c'mon Nick, I told you I was already thinking about separating from my husband due to our pathetic sex life, we could do it at your place until I get things worked out with the separation."
"After you get it worked out, give me a call. Leave a message at the club and I'll call you back!"
"C'mon Nicky, just give me your number - I promise I won't call until after the separation."
"Let me ask you sweetie, is it just the bad sex that makes you want to leave your husband?"
"Yes, he's a great guy, but I've suppressed my desires for way to long. Fucking you this weekend has confirmed to me that I'm not going to do it anymore..."
"Have you ever thought about joining a sex club?"
"A sex club? I don't know what you are talking about."
"There's lots of em' around. You could join one with your husband and get the best out of both worlds. You can get all the great sex you want and he can either do it to or just watch you get off! Guys that like to watch their wives or girlfriends have sex with other men are called cuckolds, maybe your husband could be one."
"You aren't serious, there are people who do that?"
"Oh c'mon Brie, this is the 21st century. Sex clubs are all over the fucking place!"
"How do you know so much about them?"
"Cuz I belong to one, it's called the Bull Pen!"
"Bull pen? What does the name mean?"
"Bulls are the nickname that hung black dudes are known by. The Bull Pen is a place where white couples can come and hook up with bulls. The wives or girlfriends have sex with the hung studs and the husband's or boyfriend's watch or participate."
"And you're one of these bulls?"
"Yeah, I got invited into the club last year when I moved up here from Stockton. I had a buddy in it and he well...you know...knew I would fit in."
"Do you get paid?"
"Nah, it's not like that. It's just a place where some brotha's can have some fun while getting off all those married couples. It's a win/win."
"So if I could convince my husband to join this Bull Pen, you and I could have regular sex?"
"Yeah, you guys have to sign paperwork agreeing to the arrangement and protecting the bulls from lawsuits and jealous husband's and shit. But I can't promise you I can always be available, I have lots of other regulars who tie up my schedule, but that's what makes the pen so good! You can choose any bull, and I assure you you won't leave unhappy!"
"But I could start off requesting you if I wanted to?"
"Yeah, but trust me you won't for long!"
"If I can talk my husband into it, how do we join?"
"Call me at the club and I'll get you all the details!" Nick said as he leaned down and kissed her one final time before walking out.
Brie lay on top of her bed with Nick's cum oozing out of her well-fucked pussy. The past 24 hours had been as unbelievable as any she could remember. The non-stop sex had been beyond her wildest dreams. The black stud had fucked her in every position in every room in her house including the kitchen table. They only really stopped long enough to eat, but even that wasn't important to her as she'd swallowed a couple of his huge loads and cleaned up after him on several other occasions when the rubber came off.
Meanwhile she had experienced sexual Nirvana as Nick ripped more orgasms from her sex starved body than her husband did in several years. She knew immediately this was something she wanted to experience again and again. As she lay here now, she had already resolved herself to the idea that if Dave wanted to stay together, he was going to have to agree to join the Bull Pen...
*****
The following week
6:30 A.M.
As Abbie swam towards the near wall of the pool, she noticed a large pair of dark colored legs dangling in the water ahead. She was on lap number one-hundred ninety eight of her usual three-day-a-week two-hundred lap routine. The nearer she got, the more she suspected the muscle covered legs belonged to Nick Thomas. She contemplated weather to simply touch the wall and continue with her final two laps or to do the more social thing and acknowledge his presence, assuming it was him.
As she came to the end, she reached up, gripped the coping and popped her head up to acknowledge the man sitting on the edge of the pool in the lane next to her. As she did so, she found herself starring up into the smiling face of her and Justin's black diving protégé.
"Don't stop on my behalf, you seem to have quite a pace going coach!"
"Actually, I only have two laps to go, I'm going to finish if you don't mind." She answered in a friendly response before she turned and headed back in the other direction.
Nick eyed her intently. She rarely wore her suit to the pool on practice days and he'd never seen her in it this close-up. Like most guys, he believed that one-piece dive suits weren't particularly flattering on women, but his coach had the kind of body that made anything look good. As she free-styled away from him, he ogled her lithe figure highlighted by a superbly shaped ass and long sinewy legs that showed incredible definition for a 27-year-old. It was obvious she did this regularly.
Abbie, on the other hand, suddenly had countless thoughts going through her mind as she contemplated why Nick was at the pool at this hour of the day. She rarely saw anyone here this early in the morning and certainly never any college students. Strangely, she felt her body getting the familiar tingling sensation she had experienced when being around him alone before. Unexpectedly, her mind wondered to what suit he was wearing. She'd only peaked up for a moment and hadn't noticed whether he was sporting a Speedo or not. After touching the far wall and heading back in his direction, she still couldn't tell, his legs were only in the water up to his muscle bound thighs. She felt herself getting more anxious as she approached.
Finally she reached the wall and popped her head up. She was breathing heavy, but not like most people who had just finished swimming two-hundred laps. She pulled her goggles from her eyes and flashed a friendly smile in his direction as pool water spilled from her face.
"You're up early Nick, I didn't know college students ever got up before nine..." She joked.
"Yeah, I can't say I've always made it up at this hour in the past, but I'm quickly realizing my course load almost demands it. I figured I'd come down here and swim a few laps and get my blood flowing."
The blood-flow comment somehow caused Abbie to glance at Nick's suit confirming he wore one of his Hornet Speedo's. Nick noticed her gaze and slowly spread his legs as he spoke, "Is this something you do regularly, you don't even look like you're breathing hard?" He asked, already knowing the answer but feigning ignorance. Christina Chin had told him Abbie swam at the Sac State pool at 6:00 a.m. three days a week.
"Yeah, I come out a couple of days a week to get my blood flowing too!" She responded in a friendly response.
Nick then threw her for a loop when he said with a laugh, "Wow, that's great, at first I thought you might have just come out here to work off your hangover from the other night!"
The comment caught her totally by surprise and didn't immediately register, "Hangover, what do you mean?" She asked, still in a friendly light-hearted response.
"Oh, when I saw you at the show the other night, you looked to be having a really good time. I suspected you might be hurtin' for awhile afterwards!"
Again his comment didn't sink-in immediately, but then a startled realization appeared on her face, "Wait, you mean the strip sh...I mean...Masked Masculinity show, you were there? I didn't see you..."
"That's cuz I was wearing a mask."
A very concerning look now formed as her smile faded completely, "I'm confused...you mean..." she started as her gaze now returned to Nick's tattoo covered torso, "...Oh jeez, you're a dancer?"
"Yeah, I'm not supposed to tell anyone, but I am Michael B. Jordan when I'm on the stage..." He smiled like the cat who had just swallowed the canary.
"...Oh my...you didn't say anything...why didn't you say anything that night?" Abbie asked confusingly, now contemplating the magnitude of the news she just heard.
"I'm not allowed to. In fact I could get in big trouble for having just told you. Several guys have lost their jobs for giving away their identity, my company is adamant about it, I hope you will keep it between us!" Nick lied, enjoying the turmoil that was now very apparent on his coach's stunned face.
Abbie barely heard his response as her mind tried to reconcile all that had happened the night of the show. Her memories were foggy at best due to the alcohol, but she obviously remembered groping Nick repeatedly, "I can't believe you didn't say anything...I wouldn't have...uh...you know...touched...if I'd known." She stuttered nervously.



"I know, I felt bad," he lied again, "but like I said coach, I could have lost my job if I said anything!" Nick responded, sincere in his outward appearance. On the inside, he was concentrating on not getting a hard-on from the deliciously devious banter.
Abbie's heart beat a million miles an hour now as she tried to process the news, finally she responded without thinking, "...but your eyes...they were..."
"My eyes? What about my eyes?"
"Nevermind...nothing." She muttered.
"Well at least it looked like you guys enjoyed yourselves! That birthday girl certainly appeared to be having a good time!" Nick suggested in an upbeat response as he pictured the hot blonde cumming all over his cock while he fucked the hell out of her doggie style on her marital bed.
The mention of Brie's name brought about an irritation in Abbie's jumbled brain, "Even if you couldn't tell me it was you, but you obviously knew it was me, why did you dance at our table so much?"
"You guys were at table one in the middle of the room, my job as the feature dancer is to work there. After I saw you, following the first act, I asked my boss if I could switch sections but he told me I absolutely could not." Nick lied, doing his best to sound disappointed.
"Well then why did I get taken up on stage when the rest of the women were celebrating birthdays or other special occasions? I wasn't!"
"You might recall that I took your birthday friend up there. She was the VIP at your table which was my assignment. I didn't know Dirk was going to pull you up on stage or I would have told him not to. I hate to say it, but he always looks for the most attractive women in the audience. I only danced in front of you once you were up there to guard you from him. That asshole has an ulterior motive at those shows, he tries to get all the women he dances for to go home with him! I was trying to protect you!" Nick lied again, mindful of the fact Brie had told him she wasn't going to tell her friends that she and Nick had gone home together.
Abbie felt a small sense of remorse for questioning him now. She also felt a strong feeling of guilt as her mind raced to how aggressively she had groped his huge cock and heavy balls, especially after she and Brie were brought up on stage, "...but I touched you," she admitted embarrassingly.
"Oh c'mon coach, you didn't do anything that anyone else didn't do. I'm used to it, it happens every night at work. Truthfully, I really didn't even give it a second thought!" Nick lied through his teeth. Truth was, not a single woman in the audience, even Brie, had been more aggressive in fondling and gripping his meat than Abbie. It was clear his hot coach had a strong fondness for his huge balls too. It had taken everything in his power to not develop a raging hard on as he stared into her beautiful hungry face while she played with his junk.
She also was the only one who stared into his mask and uttered the words, "You are fucking unbelievable..." at the conclusion of her grope session.
"Well...I...I...really don't know what to say," Abbie admitted shamefully, "I was obviously really drunk and I hope we can keep this between us?"
"Of course coach I need for it to remain on the downlow too as I just revealed my identity to you. How about if we call it even after you gave me all that help with my Speedos?" Nick suggested with a comforting laugh as he secretly reveled in the idea that she was actually apologizing to him for his perfectly planned and deviously executed scheme at the club.
Abbie seemed to perk up at Nick's suggestion. She had done a lot for him in dealing with the Speedo situation and it was good that he realized it enough to let it be the evening chip in this scenario, "Deal," she said as she reached out to shake his hand. He took her hand in his and shook it with a firm grip while staring into her eyes until she turned away from his deliberate gaze.
He sat and watched as she hopped out of the pool and hurriedly strode over to her towel. She dried quickly before slipping her heavy swim jacket over body. Innumerable thoughts were going through her mind as she tried to convince herself that she hadn't groped him as aggressively at the show as she had originally recollected. Just as she began to reconcile and convince herself of those thoughts, Nick looked confidently at her one final time before she departed, "Just so you know...I am fucking unbelievable!"
Abbie's stomach rose up into her throat. She just nodded at him uncomfortably and walked away.
The hungry look he'd seen on her gorgeous face and her aggressive groping of his package all but confirmed that his supposedly conservative coach might be a more achievable conquest than he originally thought. Based on her ogling of his bulge on the computer screen months before and now this, he was beginning to believe she was more horn-dog than innocent. But in spite of his final aggressive comment, he resolved himself to the idea that his seduction of her would have to be a slow burn process. Nick knew the consequences were too significant unless it was her who initiated the hookup, but he figured if he just kept leading the horse to water, eventually she would drink thirstily from the hose.
And while he really liked Justin, Nick's desire to fuck Abbie's brains out would certainly supersede any friendship they might have...but only if she initiated or if he agreed to it. Nick had some hope for that outcome - he couldn't get Justin's nonchalant attitude about Abbie attending the male review out of his mind. He remembered the exact quote he'd overheard Justin saying to Coach Ted, "Like I said, I trust Abbie...and besides, if she gets horned-up looking and perhaps feeling-up some of that big cock, hopefully she'll come home and take it out on me!"
Nick realized it certainly wasn't a cuckold admission, but it wasn't the kind of statement most normal men would say about their wives, "What if Coach Justin actually wants a hung dude to fuck the shit out of her...I know just the guy!?"
*****
It was the longest school day Abbie could remember. Constant thoughts of her conversation with Nick and recollections of the events of the show swirled over and over through her mind throughout the day, "How could I have been so stupid? Of course I should have known it was him...the tattoos and that massive bulge in his g-string...I can't believe I acted that way...why did I have to grab and fondle him so much? He must think I'm such a bad person for acting that way when I'm a married woman! How am I ever going to have another normal conversation with him after squeezing his cock and telling him he was fucking unbelievable?"
That night Abbie sat down with Justin and told him they had to talk about something that happened at the show on Saturday night. They hadn't spoken about it much on Sunday as Abbie had one of the worst hangovers of her life and Justin didn't want to make her feel any worse by bringing up anything that might upset her.
Justin was now cautiously aroused as his wife was ready to discuss something that had occurred, but her concerned appearance gave him pause. He was however quite confident she didn't remember anything from their conversation from Saturday night. She told him late the next day she didn't even remember how she got home.
"Justin, I learned something today that I feel really bad about and I'm hoping you won't be mad when I tell you."
"Oh?"
"As I'm sure you knew we all get really drunk before and at the show on Saturday..."
"Yeah, it wasn't too hard to figure out based on your hangover on Sunday honey."
"Oh God, that hangover was terrible. Anyway, about the show, we were all dancing and having a good time and before I knew what was happening Brie and I got taken up on stage."
"How did they pick you guys to go up there?" Justin asked, but suspected it was because they were likely two of the hottest women in the building.
"Most of the girls were celebrating special occasions, like Brie and her birthday. I really don't know why I got taken up there." Abbie lied. "Anyway we were in our own chairs and each of us had a dancer doing kind of a lap dance thing in front of us."
Justin's cock swelled in his pants as he tried to envision some muscle-covered black dude bumping and grinding his huge cock in front of Abbie's beautiful face.
"The place was really loud and music was blaring. Everyone was screaming and encouraging us to put tips in their g-strings."
"That's all they were wearing?"
Abbie nodded embarrassingly, "Yeah pretty much...and their masks."
"Masks?"
"Yeah that's where the name Masked Masculinity comes from. Each of them wore masks of famous people like George Clooney and Brad Pitt."
"Oh my God Ab, that sounds so cheesy!" Justin laughed.
"Yeah, I thought so to, but it didn't turn out to be that way. The show was actually pretty good."
He didn't press her for details as to why, but he suspected he already knew.
"So two dancers were rotating back and forth between me and Brie and we were both putting tips in their g-strings...and...Justin I hope you aren't mad but we touched them sometimes when we put the bills inside."
Justin's dick was now fully hard in his pants. He was trying to determine how he should respond when Abbie admitted to groping the black dancer's big cock, even though he couldn't wait to hear her admit it, now that she was no longer shitfaced. "Abbie, you know what I said about having a good time at the show and that I wouldn't be upset if you copped a feel or two. I'm not mad at all!"
"Justin, I'm glad you aren't mad. I'm still not sure why it doesn't bother you, but that's a question for another time. Anyway, one of the guys that danced for us was white and the other was black."
"Bingo!" Justin thought to himself, "She's ready to spill the beans about groping Michael B. Jordan!"
"Well this is the really bad part honey, I just found out today that the black dancer was actually...uh...Nick Thomas!"
"Wait whaaattt?" Justin shouted incredulously. This news was as out of left field as any he could imagine. Countless thoughts now raced through his head. "Oh my God Ab, you didn't know? All the tats and the muscles and the fucking gigantic bulge in his g-string and you didn't figure it out?"
"I feel so stupid now, but I was really drunk and you know how much I hate tattoos. They just look like dirty graffiti to me, so when I saw them on the dancer I couldn't compare them to Nick's because I had never looked closely at his. As far as the other things, all the guys had really big muscles, and in the case of his...uh...bulge...I had no way to...um...know."
"That's really great Ab, now we have a possible team captain who just got his cock and balls groped by his female coach!" Justin complained, but inside he could not have been more aroused.
"I didn't say I groped him, I just said I...uh...touched it. In my mind there is still a big difference."
"But the other night...uh nevermind." Justin caught himself before he said too much. He found it interesting that Abbie was now telling a different story than the one she told when she was fucked up and talking freely.
Justin laughed nervously, "I guess we know now where the big wad of bills came from!"
Abbie smiled a sheepish smile and nodded her head in agreement.
"Just out of curiosity, what mask Nick was wearing?"
"Not sure why it matters, but it was Michael B. Jordan."
"Hmm, for some reason I knew you were going to say that...I bet it was really nice..."
Abbie stared at him with a quizzical gaze.
*****
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April 2018
"That's the last of the travel arrangements." Abbie Dawson announced, looking up from her tablet and smiling at her husband Justin as they sat across the table from one another. "Five is the biggest contingent we've ever taken to State and it would have been six if Christina hadn't hurt her foot!"
"Damn, I'm proud of this group -- it's still hard to believe we won the league title by that much! I didn't get a chance to tell you, but I did some research this afternoon and couldn't find any records of a wider victory margin at league championships than ours," Justin gleamed.
"Really? That's awesome! It's all the more amazing considering our best male and female divers didn't even perform up to their capabilities. Can you imagine how much we might have won by if Tommy and Amber hadn't had that blow-up and underperformed?"
"I know huh? Lucky thing Nick and the rest of the group were so dominant. Shit, Tommy and Amber barely qualified for State -- they both better get their heads on straight or neither is going to have a chance to defend their title this weekend. Have you heard if they're back together?"
"A couple of the girls told me Amber is really fed up with his crap and they weren't sure if she was going to take him back this time. Amber told them Tommy swore his jealous temper tantrums are a thing of the past and if she gives him another chance, he'll prove it to her. But apparently she told him she wants to stay on a break for a while."
"A while? Isn't she taking that advertising job in New York after the school year ends? That could be a very long break!" Justin joked.
"She hasn't accepted the job yet, but I think she is planning to. Last I heard though, Tommy was still trying to talk her out of it -- he obviously wants her to stay in California."
"That sounds like the kind of selfish thing he would do, don't ya think?"
"Absolutely, if I were her I'd tell him to go to hell," Abbie laughed. "IMO he single-handedly messed up her entire senior dive season with all the crap he pulled! She has been so uptight dealing with him that her mind has been elsewhere all season long. It's amazing she remained as good a team leader as she did, but it certainly took a toll on her personal performance!" Abbie opined as she got up to wash out her glass.
"You know what I think?" Justin said in his best conspiracy theororist tone as he followed her across the kitchen and pressed his cock against her spectacular ass, "I think she just needs some really good sex -- that always seems to help me when I'm feeling stressed out!"
"Oh is that right Dr. Phil, that makes you an expert on the subject?" Abbie giggled over her shoulder. "I suppose you're trying to tell me you're really stressed out at the moment?"
"Actually no...I'm trying to tell you I'm really fucking horny!" He announced as he reached around and cupped her firm d-cups.
Ten minutes later they were under the covers of their master bed.
Justin quickly buried his face between Abbie's magnificent tits while he fingered her slippery pussy. Sexy sounds of encouragement oozed from her gorgeous mouth as he took one of her large nipples between his teeth and playfully nibbled before biting down on the engorged nub.
"Oooh Justin, you make me feel so good, I love the way you do that...oooh...uhn...yeah baby" she moaned as he pinched the other one.
"God Ab, I love your awesome tits, how did I get lucky enough to convince you to marry me?"
"Uhn Justin, don't talk like that...I'm the lucky one...uhn God...yes that feels sooo good...keep doing it!"
Justin smothered her heavenly mounds before kissing his way down her sinewy body, stopping long enough to tease around her belly button before she tangled her fingers in his hair and pressed his head lower. In spite of his wife's phenomenal body, her subtle apprehension regarding nudity and certain aspects of sex always surprised him. However, one thing he'd learned long ago, Abbie loved to get her pussy eaten and as a result he spent a lot of time with his head between her perfect thighs.
Justin licked and sucked Abbie's swollen lips before tantalizingly ministrating her slippery bump. He brought her to the edge a handful of times before she whimpered and whined for him to let her climax. A big smile formed on his dripping face, immersed in one of his favorite bedroom activities. His typical sex-reticent wife became an orgasm seeking beggar when he did this to her. Justin loved seeing her like this, "What do you want baby?"
"Oh God Justin you know...please don't make me beg!"
"You like it when I lick and suck it?"
"Oh you know I do...please do it now...I want to cum honey!" Abbie whimpered.
He had her right where he wanted her, "Do you want fingers too?"
"Oh God Justin, you know I love that...please...yes!"
The horny coach rubbed his thumb up and down her slit while he teased her sensitive clit with cunning licks from his hungry tongue. Abbie's erratic gasps filled the room as she tangled her fingers through his hair with one hand while taking turns pinching and pulling her oversized nipples with the other. Her sexy hips rippled erotically as she tried to create more friction between her pussy and his mouth.
Abbie grunted, "Use your fingers...please honey!"
Justin hoped to extend this delicious arousal but his wife was practically hyperventilating and his jaw and tongue were fatiguing quickly, so he pressed one and then a second finger inside her. Abbie moaned her approval before Justin dropped his head and skillfully attacked her clit with vigor. It took only seconds before his hot wife experienced a toe-curling, grunting cum with her sexy thighs clamped tightly around his head. He nearly came himself when sex juice actually squirted from her sated lips and splattered around his chin and neck.
Abbie was still gasping for breath as he kissed his way back up her body. He always looked forward to sinking his tongue in her mouth after eating her pussy, amazed that she never showed any signs of objection -- this time she would experience an extra-heavy dose.
They kissed like teenagers. Abbie depositing her tongue deep in his mouth, actually desiring a taste of her womanly essence. After licking his mouth clean her tongue slipped from between his lips, "God Justin that was amazing, you always make me feel so good, but that was one of the best ever!" His horny wife planted several kisses around his cum soaked chin, "Tonight I want to make you feel good too!"
"You always make me feel great baby..." He responded excitedly as she kissed and licked her remnants from his face.
"No, I mean with my mouth..."
Immediately Justin felt blood flow to his cock, "Are you sure Ab," eyes wide, a big smile immediately forming on his stunned face.
Abbie reached down and stroked him, "Yes honey, you are always so good to me, I want to return the favor tonight!" She countered naughtily with her own wetness dripping from her succulent lips.
Justin sensing eagerness in his wife's tone he hadn't experienced in some time asked, "Do you mind if I put on one of the videos while you do it?"
She rolled her eyes unsurprisingly, "No sweetheart go ahead, I know how much you love them!" She giggled.
Justin jumped from the bed and popped the DVD into the player. If there was ever a night to give this particular video a shot, tonight would be it -- Abbie appeared up for anything. As he climbed back into bed, his wife gripped his rock hard dick just as the movie title, Chocolate Decadence, appeared on screen. Within a minute, Abbie's plump lips circled the head of his cock at the same moment a black bull's massive dome plunged into the waiting mouth of a blonde wife while her cuck husband watched bedside.
Justin's eyes rolled back in his head as Abbie's heavenly mouth engulfed his swollen knob, "Damn Ab...that feels so f'ing good!"
Unfortunately for Justin, Abbie had never been one for giving a lot of head, especially since they voiced their wedding vows a half decade previously. In fact, he couldn't actually recall the last time she'd sucked his dick, but he didn't care, at the moment her wet lips and slippery tongue felt wonderful encasing the first couple of inches of his hardness. Abbie stayed connected for several minutes, sucking and licking up and down his shaft.
"Does that feel good honey?" She asked as she enthusiastically stroked her saliva along his stiffness.
"God yes! You have no idea Ab!"
Abbie giggled again before licking down his length to his tight balls. She didn't really care for his hairy scrotum, but tonight she playfully licked and sucked on his nut sack as he groaned his approval. Justin watched the porno through bleary eyes as the blonde wife struggled to get her lips around the black porn star's massive balls. He thought to himself how different it would be for Abbie if she ever tried to do what she was currently doing to his average nuts versus even one of Nick Thomas' huge testicles. Regardless, her mouth felt spectacular as she kissed and licked back up his shaft and took him in her mouth again. She pleasured him for several more minutes before breathlessly announcing, "Justin, I'm really horny, can I climb up on top?"
His shoulders slumped ever so slightly, wishing she would continue, but knowing fellatio wasn't really her thing. He appreciated the dick service in spite of its brevity, but it was hard for him to feel too much disappointment as Abbie's big succulent tits were soon pressed into his chest as she mounted him. She kissed along his neck with her back to the TV as Justin took turns ogling her awesome tits and watching over her shoulder. At just that moment, the porn wife who apparently had no such reservations about giving head, crescendoed her textbook blowjob causing the large black man to grunt loudly and warn the cuck husband he was going to cum all over his wife's big tits.
The husky announcement caught Abbie's attention causing her to look over her shoulder just in time to see stream after stream of thick jism erupt from the black bull's thick cock and completely envelop the blonde wife's natural c-cups.
"Holy shit, look at all that..." Justin gasped with wide eyes.
Abbie experienced a similar shock as the interracial porn caught her completely off guard. She was awed at the same observation Justin had just acknowledged, but she was even more astonished at her first vision of rock hard big black cock. The length and thickness of the porn actor's blackened shaft and the size of his swinging balls made her do a double take.
But in an effort to not expose her shock, Abbie quickly downplayed her reaction, knowing the awkward memory of the Masked Masculinity experience was still fresh in both of their minds. And while it had been a few months since the show, she certainly wasn't comfortable acknowledging her new found intrigue for interracial sex.
"What is this video honey?"
"Oh babe I ordered it sometime ago but we haven't watched one in a while, so I hadn't gotten a chance to play it." Justin answered nonchalantly between sucks of her rock hard nipples, hoping to downplay the interracial component.
"Is it all...uh...blacks and whites?" Abbie asked as she rhythmically rotated her hips around on his cock while her big tits bounced against his face.
"Yeah, I guess, but I didn't realize it when I bought it," He lied.
"Really?...but it's called Chocolate Decadence, wasn't that kind of obvious?"

"Uh...yeah I guess, but I didn't give it much thought at the time." He lied again before biting down hard on her nipple.
Abbie squealed joyfully, but questioned whether her husband was telling the truth. Nevertheless while the interracial porn aroused them equally, she didn't want to acknowledge her interest.
Justin suspected as much and had specifically chosen this video to gauge whether all the suggestive exchanges with their black diving protégé Nick Thomas had sparked Abbie's interest in interracial sex. He wanted to see if her arousal would shine through when exposed to BBC porn.
But she now saw this, by means of a phony objection, as an opportunity to prove her behavior at the strip show and other evocative exchanges with Nick were merely coincidences, "Justin, I'm really not comfortable with this, can you just put on one of the...uh...regular ones?" She asked, secretly hoping he would object and keep it on.
"Oh shit Ab, you feel too good, I don't want to stop now!" Justin pleaded as the black bull now power fucked the hot blonde from behind while her cuck husband jacked off frantically next to the bed.
"You do too honey, but it just feels strange for us to be watching th..." She stopped mid sentence as she suddenly comprehended the scene's true magnitude, "...Oh my God, is that supposed to be her husband sitting next to the bed...uh...masturbating?"
"Uh...yeah, I think so. Some guys get off on that stuff..."
"You mean when their wives are with black guys like that?"
"Not necessarily just black guys, but sometimes I guess..." Justin answered, feigning ignorance.
"God Justin...the whole thing is just...just seems kinda wrong!"
"Wrong like how honey?"
"I don't know, it just does, I think you should change it..." The cuckold component was actually making her a little uncomfortable.
Justin hadn't expected this reaction but quickly figured it was a ruse on Abbie's part to try and diffuse her interest in interracial sex, "Shit honey, I'm almost there, can we keep it on just a little bit longer? And please don't stop bouncing -- you feel so good, I'm gonna cum soon!"
Suddenly Justin's previously suggestive comments about her having sex with another man began to materialize in Abbie's mind, "Oh God, would he really get excited watching me having sex with someone else? A black guy? Nick?" But before she could process those thoughts further, the young wife on the screen experienced one of the most intense orgasms Abbie ever witnessed. The hot blonde practically screamed, "Oh yeah...I love your huge black cock, I've never cum so much in my life...don't stop...ever!" The young blonde then looked over at her husband, "Honey, I love you so much for letting me fuck him...he's amazing!"
Justin let out a subtle groan as a mesmerized gaze appeared on his face as he thrust up into Abbie more aggressively. She watched his unfocused gape -- as if he was trying to picture something in his mind. But again, before she could respond, the porn stud growled loudly and announced he was going to plant his dark seed in the white wife's fertile pussy.
Abbie turned with wide eyes just as the muscle covered bull spanked the blonde wife's tight little ass and every muscle in his body flexed before he roared like a lion and erupted deep inside her.
That was the trigger Justin and the cuck husband needed to do the same.
"Oh shit Ab, you feel so good, I'm gonna cum!" Justin announced and seconds later his body tensed as he squeezed her ass, thrust into her from below, and emptied his balls in her slippery pussy.
The cuck husband's meager load dribbled down his fingers.
Abbie held him tight as they lay breathing heavily and caressing each other while the black bull eased his huge semi-limp cock from the young wife's gaped pussy. It made a popping noise that caused them to both look towards the screen again just as a thick stream of the bull's cum oozed from the wife's swollen pussy lips and spilled onto the sheets.
"Jesus..." Abbie muttered unthinkingly as Justin watched her astonished reaction.
The cuck husband moved quickly onto the bed and inspected the momentous flow just as the scene faded to a close.
They both lay there quietly for nearly a minute before Justin broke the silence, "So you really don't want to watch that again Ab?" He asked, hopeful she would respond differently now.
"Uh...uh...no, it just didn't feel right." Abbie stuttered, clearly with other thoughts on her mind. "I mean, I know it was just acting, but why would a husband want to watch his wife having sex with another guy?"
"There's a lot more men out there who love this stuff than you might think babe, the internet is filled with these kinds of videos."
"Why would any guy be okay with his wife cheating like that? Don't marital vows count for anything?"
"Not in porn!" Justin laughed before seeing the look on her face and realizing it was a bad time for a joke. "Seriously Ab, it's not like that. The wife has permission to do it, it's not cheating. You know..." he paused to find the right words, "...I think a lot of guys have fantasies about watching their beautiful wives achieve complete sexual satisfaction at the 'hands' of well-hung studs...it doesn't mean they want them to cheat, it's just they look forward to watching the person they love experiencing ultimate sexual satisfaction!"
An apprehensive stare formed on Abbie's face "Is...is that what you want to see Justin?"
Again he hesitated before he spoke, "Abbie, you know I love you more than anything in the world and I would never want to do anything that made you feel uncomfortable, but...I have to admit I've fantasized about you having passionate sex with a really well-hung guy."
This wasn't the first time she had heard him voice this fetish, but it was the first time they had discussed it with so much sincerity. "But Justin, I don't get it. Why do you think I would want that? I love everything about our relationship, including our sex life!"
"I know babe, it's kind of hard to explain but I guess I'm like a lot of other guys that believe that most women would prefer sex with well-endowed men. And since I'm not exactly John Holmes, it excites me to imagine watching a guy with a really big one pleasuring you. Imagining a look of complete sexual rapture on your face while a guy like that pleasures you, excites me like you can't imagine!"
"But Justin...when have I ever given any impression that size matters to me? Oops, that didn't come out right..." They both laughed nervously before she continued, "...I mean when have I ever given the impression that I desire sex with an...uh...endowed guy?" Abbie asked, hopeful Justin hadn't picked up on her recent enhanced arousal from some of the big-cocked porn videos they'd watched.
Justin's mind immediately went to the night of the male review show and Abbie's drunken admission when she got home. But he chose not to go there as she still had no recollection of that conversation and he didn't want to steer the conversation towards Nick, not knowing how she might react. So instead, he brought up the porn, "I don't know, it seems like you get more excited when the bigger guys are on the videos we've watched together..."
Butterflies quickly formed in her stomach, "I...I don't know about that Justin. They all seem kind of the same to me...I guess if I've showed any increased excitement it had more to do with the eroticism of the scene and what you and I were doing at the time..." She lied unconvincingly.
Justin saw her reply as an opportunity to engage further conversation about the interracial porn, "So if they are all kind of the same to you, why did you feel differently about this one?"
"I...I...don't know Justin, I guess I'm just not ready for the whole black and white thing." She lied again.




"Jeez hun, this is the 21st century, interracial relationships are more prevalent than they've ever been. Take for instance Nick and Christina. I know that's black and Asian and they aren't seeing each other anymore, but it seems like less of a thing with the younger Millennials."
"Well I guess I'm not a younger Millennial then!" She answered abruptly, showing an apparent desire for the conversation to be over.
Justin, while disappointed in her response, chose to not press her further --- he fully suspected she was masking her true feelings due to their edgy relationship with Nick Thomas. He quickly rationalized that showing interest might compromise her dishonesty, "Okay...but I can't promise I won't want to watch it again some other time."
"We'll see..." she responded with a sly smile as she rolled her eyes.
*****
Thursday evening, 1 Week Later
"Hey all, everyone have their student ID's, Hornet gear and boarding passes?" Justin asked the group congregated at the Southwest gate at Sacramento airport. He looked around and saw only smiling, nodding heads from his dive team State Championship participants.
"How bout' you coach?" Justin grinned as he looked over in Abbie's direction.
"Well I don't have a student ID, but I got everything else!" She replied with a big smile, everyone laughed.
"Celebratory champagne?"
"I might have stashed a little in my checked bag..." she admitted sheepishly with a playful wink.
Everyone laughed again before Justin broke in, "Let's hope we have cause for that! What do you guys think?"
"Done deal coach!" Nick Thomas bragged on everyone's behalf. Justin looked around proudly at his championship entourage: Chase Singleton, Arnie Ng, Amber Tisdale, and Nick Thomas. All were decorated seniors except Nick, who was still only a junior. Christina Chin had actually qualified as well, but she had tripped off a curb and broke her ankle in a drunken stupor following league championships two weeks previously. Tommy Wilson was scheduled to arrive early Saturday morning following several on-campus job interviews on Friday afternoon.
"All right, let's go make it happen Hornets! Ab do you have the schedule?"
"Yeah, here it is," she handed out a typed page to everyone before reviewing it verbally, "Tonight after we land in Orange County, you guys are on your own for dinner. We have a table reserved at the hotel restaurant at 10:00 a.m. for breakfast. That meal is optional, but we expect you all to be ready for the hotel shuttle to take us over to UC Irvine at 11:00 a.m. Don't be late for that! We only have use of the pool facilities until 1:30 p.m. for pre-meet warm-ups and practice reps. Justin and I will spend fifteen minutes with each of you going through your dive agenda and final refinements. The shuttle will then bring us back to the hotel and you guys have the rest of the day on your own."
Several excited acknowledgements sounded from the group.
"I heard it's going to be eighty degrees down there so the beach and/or hotel pool are certainly in play people! And don't forget," Abbie looked over in Amber's direction with a wide smile, "this is Miss Tisdale's old stompin' grounds so if any of you are looking for an activity director, you have one nearby!"
Amber blushed, "Yeah guys, and by the way, I'm going to have lots of family and friends in attendance, so you better all represent -- Sac State Hornets need to show out!" She warned with a playful smile.
All the guys accepted the challenge, not only for themselves, but none wanted to let the hot senior team captain down either. The interaction afforded them all an opportunity to admire her beautiful smile and the swell of her big tits up close without Tommy around.
Abbie continued, "We have a team dinner tomorrow night at 6:00 p.m., then I hope you will all hit the sack early to get a good night's sleep ahead of Saturday's meet. We'll meet at the hotel restaurant at 8:30 a.m. on Saturday morning..."
Several moans and groans erupted from the college crowd.
Abbie smiled, "...As I was saying, we'll meet at the hotel restaurant at 8:30 a.m. sharp for a team breakfast before heading over to Irvine at 9:30 a.m...if any of you are feeling sorry for yourselves for having to get up that early, just think about Tommy, he has to catch a flight out of Sacramento at 6:30 a.m." Abbie subconsciously looked in Amber's direction, but the mention of Tommy's name did not illicit any outward reaction from the pretty blonde.
"...After the meet, it'll be party time!" Nick bragged, everyone laughed and cheered.
"I guess Nick knows the schedule better than me, but yes, I hope we all have reason to enjoy ourselves Saturday night!" Abbie beamed as she looked around the group. "Just make sure you are all in some kind of condition to catch the shuttle to the airport at noon on Sunday!"
*****
After landing at John Wayne airport, the group took the hotel shuttle to the Embassy Suites. The hotel was one of the tropical garden varieties with rooms surrounding a large open solarium. Justin and Abbie checked-in for everyone and handed out the key and room assignments.
"Amber, since you're the only girl, you get the upgraded suite on the 12th floor, the rest of you guys get standard rooms on lower floors," Abbie announced to the group teasingly. A smattering of spurious boos and complaints echoed from the guys.
A huge smile formed on Amber's gorgeous face, "Girls need more room for our stuff...not to mention "12" is my lucky number, so what could be better than room 1212!" She gushed with an eat-your-heart-out smile.
Nick thought to himself, "I got 12 inches of something that I can assure you would be much better bitch..."
Abbie and Justin took the other upgraded suite on the 14th floor, the highest of the group. After changing quickly and giving Abbie a minute to freshen up, the Dawson's grabbed an Uber to a hole-in-the-wall sushi place in Costa Mesa.
"Here's to continued success at State Championships!" Justin raised his Sake cup and clanked it off Abbie's. The couple enjoyed a great meal of sashimi and several killer rolls including one called the Muscle Builder. Abbie loved the low carb component -- Justin relished the entire meal, he was convinced sushi made his wife horny. The Sake didn't hurt in that department either.
Later that night after phenomenal sex, Justin woke from a sound sleep. He was happy that his theory came to pass, Abbie had been especially aggressive and had experienced numerous orgasms including one of her squirting cums while riding his cock during one unusually long fuck.
Now as he lay in bed, his mouth was parched from the dry air in the room and the salty fish. He glanced over at Abbie as she lay on her back. The sheet had slipped below her breasts and her arms were above her head forcing her big tits into perfect mounds of goodness. Justin admired them in the dim light as he always did on the few occasions she slept topless.
He rose from the bed, took a leak, and opened the mini-fridge looking for something to quench his thirst. Unfortunately, they had finished the last of their water during sex, so after realizing it was still only 2:00 a.m. and it would be a long night without it, he made a trip down to the hotel store for more.
After picking up a couple of bottles and taking the elevator back up, as he walked along the perimeter hallway, he heard a commotion in the hotel lobby. He looked over the edge to see his dive team group entering the open space below. Based on the time of night (morning actually) and the loud laughter, he quickly figured they'd been out doing what 21-year-old college kids do. He shook his head, but then quickly remembered he and Abbie did the same kind of shit leading up to their own state finals many years before. He watched as the group entered the glass elevator together. It stopped somewhere around the fifth floor and Arnie and Chase exited.
What happened next blew Justin's mind.
As soon as the elevator doors closed, Nick and Amber came together in a hot and heavy embrace. Justin watched in disbelief as the pair kissed passionately before the glass elevator eventually reached the 12th floor. He ducked slightly to keep from being seen as he was now only two levels above them, but his vantage point provided a good view as they hurried from the elevator to room 1212. As Amber reached into her purse to get her key, Nick moved behind and thrust his hips forward against her sweet ass. Justin heard the sexy blonde squeal excitedly from across the way before the door opened and they ducked inside.
Justin's cock swelled as the unexpected pairing quickly filled his mind with erotic thoughts. He suddenly envisioned Nick's huge black cock pounding into Amber's sexy body while she writhed in ecstasy. Like just about every other guy who had seen her at the pool the past couple of years, Justin had fantasized about fucking Amber Tisdale countless times himself. Instead, he now realized Nick Thomas, the muscle-covered black diver from the other side of the tracks would be the one enjoying the Orange County blonde all night long.
And while he should have been concerned about the potential powder keg this might create when Tommy arrived on Saturday, thoughts of their sizzling connection were just too good to concern him. When he got back to the room he nuzzled close to Abbie's naked body and immediately reached for her inviting breasts, but she tiredly pushed him away and rolled in the other direction. She was back fast asleep within seconds. In spite of his arousal, Justin decided to quit before he made her mad, instead rolling onto his back with his raging hard-on tenting the bed sheets. He stared up at the ceiling imagining Nick and Amber's taboo mating before he passed out.
The following morning when Justin woke, Abbie was nowhere to be seen. He checked his phone and immediately saw a note from her letting him know she had gone down to the hotel pool to swim laps. He thought to himself how lucky he was to have a wife with a body like Abbie's who still worked so diligently to keep it that way.
Justin's thoughts turned to what he'd witnessed in the middle of the night. His cock began to swell again. Over the past couple of years, interracial sex had become his go-to fetish. More and more these days when he had the house to himself, he would go to his favorite porn website www.blacked.com and masturbate to video images of BBC's pounding hot white wives.
There was something he found incredibly arousing about the contrast between dark skinned alpha males and light skinned submissive wives. He reached for the bottle of massage oil he and Abbie used the night before and coated his right hand. The horny dive coach spent the next fifteen minutes rubbing one out while imagining Nick fucking the shit out of Amber.
Justin's mind wandered to the unimaginable prowess that Nick Thomas must exhibit in the bedroom, "That huge bulge in his Speedo must house a thick long cock. And the way he carries himself with such confidence, those women must all fucking love it!"
As Justin stroked his dick, wild images of Nick fucking his married high school teacher filled his brain. He then tried to imagine the sexy little Asian diver Christina Chin impaled on his big black pole. And finally as he stroked himself frantically, erotic images of Nick pounding confidently into Abbie from behind while her sexy tits bounded forward and back permeated his brain. As he imagined his gorgeous wife begging the black man to not stop before cumming all over his huge cock, Justin blew his load onto the sheets of their hotel bed, "Oh my God, did I just imagine that?"
An hour and a half later, Justin and Abbie sat in the hotel restaurant discussing the refinements they wanted to review with each of their divers during the open practice sessions later in the morning. Justin had chosen not to say anything about what he'd witnessed during the night. He wasn't sure why, but he wanted to see how the situation played out without Abbie knowing about it. He was also dying to see how Nick and Amber acted when he saw them together.
The anxious coach would have to wait longer than expected -- only Arnie and Chase joined them at breakfast.
"Anyone heard from Nick or Amber this morning?" Abbie asked as the four of them dined on the mediocre Embassy Suites breakfast buffet.
"Not me," answered Chase as he shoved Captain Crunch into his mouth, milk spilling from his spoon. Arnie shook his head with his face buried in his phone. Justin watched to see if either of them showed any further signs of reaction to Abbie's question. Neither did.
He quickly figured he was the only one who knew. "What'd you guys do last night?" He then asked before taking a swig of his strong coffee.
"Uh...we just hung out at a couple of places."
"Did Amber and Nick hang with you guys too?"
"Yeah pretty much...we lost em' for a while, but the four of us Uber'd back here together." Arnie answered again without looking up from his phone.
"What time did you guys get back?" Abbie asked.
Both guys gazed up at the same time, "I didn't know we had a curfew," Chase responded, followed by laughter from the two of them, "I don't know, I think it was around two."
Abbie's expression showed some concern but Justin gave her a "just relax" look. "Well I hope you all had a good time, but tonight we'd like to see everyone get a good night's sleep ahead of the meet. Tomorrow night you guys can party all night long as far as I'm concerned!" Justin rescued the conversation jokingly.
"Yeah, I'm with you on that coach! I might just crash this afternoon after we get back from practice, I'm hella tired right now," Chase answered before lifting his bowl and slurping down the remaining sugar filled milk. Abbie got a disgusted look on her face before reminding them to be back down for the bus ride over to UC Irvine at 11.
On the way back up in the glass elevator Abbie spoke, relief in her voice, "It sounds like they didn't party too hard last night, but I find it interesting that neither Nick or Amber made it down for breakfast."
Justin subtly glanced in her direction but quickly realized there was no suspicious intent in her comment, he watched for signs of life in room 1212 as they passed, "College kids...you know they'd sleep till noon everyday if they could!"
Ironically, no one was sleeping in room 1212 at that moment...Amber Tisdale's tight pussy was stretched obscenely on Nick Thomas' massive black dick as water cascaded over them while she clung to his muscle covered body while he held her off the floor in the large walk-in shower.
*****
An hour later, Abbie and Justin stood outside the shuttle bus to greet Chase, Arnie, and Nick as they strode towards them. Justin studied Nick's face for any signs of conquest, but he couldn't pick up anything more than his typical confident smile as they shook hands, "We missed you at breakfast!"
"Yeah sorry coach, I decided to get a little exercise instead..."
The response caught Justin by surprise, but he quickly thought the obscure response might actually be true..."That lucky SOB probably was 'exercising' this morning..."

A minute later, Amber hurriedly made her way out to the bus. But unlike Nick's familiar look, Justin noticed a sort of glowing radiance about the smile on the blonde diver's face. He also thought she walked with a subtle limp.
"Hey girl, we missed you at breakfast!" Abbie smiled as she welcomed her favorite female diver out to the bus. The two of them had become really good friends over the past two years and Justin wondered if Amber might actually confide in her about what had happened the previous night. He kind of hoped she wouldn't...
"Yeah sorry I didn't make it, I really just wanted to enjoy as much time in bed as I could this morning!" The gorgeous senior gushed with an energized exuberance that seemed over the top, even for her always bubbly personality.
"Yeah, I bet you did!" Justin thought to himself before they boarded the shuttle and made the short ride over to UC Irvine. Along the way, Justin noticed several veiled glances between Amber and Nick confirming what he already knew. The black kid formerly from the other side of the tracks had undoubtedly been ball deep (if that was possible) in the OC hottie all night long...Again Justin wondered how the dynamic would play out once Tommy arrived the following morning, but for now the intrigued coach sat in his seat with a semi-stiffy in his shorts.
*****
"Wow! I don't know what got into Amber, but that was far and away her best dive session of the season!" Abbie gushed as she and Justin entered their hotel room following the practice session. "If she dives like that tomorrow, she will defend that State title and it won't be close!"
Justin almost laughed out loud, "I know exactly what 'got into' her!" He thought to himself before he dropped his gear and headed to the bathroom to take a leak. As he pissed he shouted, "Yeah, Nick and the other guys looked really good too! If Tommy gets his head out of his ass as well, we might set records at state like we did at league championships!"
His thoughts returned to Nick and Amber. He remembered telling Abbie his theory a few weeks earlier what Amber really needed was some really good sex -- his ego swelled as he now felt vindicated in his conjecture. The sexy blonde undoubtedly got blacked the previous night and it appeared now that all the anxiety and stress from her two-year relationship with Tommy melted away in one night impaled on Nick Thomas' big black cock.
As Justin exited the bathroom, Abbie stood next to the bed attempting to clasp the top to one of her skimpy bikinis. This was one of the string numbers that had garnered so much attention the previous summer at Lake Shasta. Her now partially connected top was the only thing covering her otherwise nude body. Justin's eyes nearly bugged out of his head as Abbie's well-toned arms flexed as she stretched the undersized garment in an attempt to corral her heavy d-cups. Fascinated by her challenge, Justin took the opportunity to gawk at her exposed little dark patch, shapely hips, and long sexy legs, "Damn my wife is hot!"
Abbie noticed his horny gaze. So before he could speak or act, she pre-empted him with a playful rebuke, "Don't get any ideas horn-boy, let's get down to the pool before it gets too late, I want to get some sun!"
Justin quickly dropped his shorts to the floor, he was sporting a raging hard-on, "Look what you do to me, how can I go to the pool like this? Why don't we have a little fun first?" He begged pathetically.
She laughed, "That's your problem, take a cold shower or something, I'm going to the pool!"
He acquiesced after a little additional whining. He slipped on his board shorts and they made their way downstairs.
Justin was surprised Abbie chose to wear one her skimpy bikinis knowing the dive team boys would be around. But he quickly wondered if she hadn't consciously made the decision knowing Amber would likely be sporting something revealing herself. He knew that in spite of his wife's conservative nature, she still took a lot of pride in her phenomenal body. He wondered if Abbie, even at 27, might still have some competitive juices in relation to the hot 22-year-old. And then another thought crossed his mind, "Maybe she wanted Nick to see her!"

Justin and Abbie had the pool to themselves aside from a contingent of overweight Disneyland tourists who had taken the afternoon off from Cotton Candy and Churros. Justin and the several redneck dads from Iowa had watched as Abbie oiled herself in 4 spf Hawaiian Tropic tanning oil upon their arrival. Justin hadn't seen her in a bikini yet this year, but immediately thought to himself that aside from not yet having her patented mid-summer tan, she looked better in it now than she had the previous year.



The dad's from Iowa would have hastily agreed.
Before long, Arnie and Chase showed up. Justin noticed as both boys did their very best to avoid gawking at Abbie, but their constant subtle glances weren't lost on him. It was hard to blame them, this was the first time they'd ever seen her in a bikini -- she certainly looked more like a Playboy model than a dive coach as she lay on the lounger.
About a half-hour later Nick cruised across the pool deck in only his board shorts, flip-flops, and reflective silver shades. He too noticed his hot coach from across the pool and immediately felt blood flowing to his cock. That feat was amazing in itself, his big dick had only just deflated minutes before after he showered Amber's gorgeous c-cups with a prodigious cum bath at the conclusion of their third fuck of the day.
Justin noticed a slight sheen of sweat already on his dark skin as he walked up to the group. He wondered if Nick hadn't been 'exercising' again.
From behind his reflective shades Nick ogled Abbie from head to toe. He'd just left a thoroughly-fucked naked blonde upstairs, but now seeing his hot coach oiled up and sporting a skimpy bikini, his enormous balls began churning yet again.
"Man, it's hard to beat this Southern California weather, but I need to work on my tan!" He joked as he lifted his arms and turned around, modeling his impressive body in mock display to everyone in the group.
They all laughed while Abbie took the opportunity to admire Nick's muscle-covered physique up close. She wasn't sure why, but he had a sheen of sweat across his body that highlighted his sexy tattoo façade -- ever since the night at Masked Masculinity, Nick's tats had aroused her more and more each day at practice.
Nick took up a seat on the far side of Arnie and Chase.
A half-hour later Amber made her way down to the pool -- again Justin noticed that radiant glow that he'd witnessed earlier. The OC blonde had hoped to be down sooner, but that was before she realized that a few heavy spurts from Nick's eruption had strayed off target and landed in her thick blonde hair. It took several rinses with shampoo and conditioner to get his copious spunk all out.
Amber removed her cover up. To the delight of Justin, the dive boys, and especially the dad's from Iowa, she was sporting a thong. Her tremendous ass was on full display as she bent over to lay out her towel. One of the Iowa dads quipped immediately to his buddies, "We are coming back to this hotel again next year whether the wives and kids want to go to fuckin' Disneyland or not!" His buddies readily agreed before they all belly laughed.
Amber slipped into the chaise lounge next to Abbie and oiled herself in the Hawaiian Tropic. Again the redneck dads watched, tongues practically hanging out.
Over the next hour, the Sac State dive group had a good time joking and laughing while tipping back a few beers.
Suddenly Nick felt his phone vibrate when a new text message arrived. A sly smile formed on his face: "Meet me in my room in a few minutes, I'm having withdrawls...!"

Nick glanced in Amber's direction as she sexily bit her bottom lip before swirling her tongue around the outside of her mouth. Moments later the pretty blonde announced, "Hey everyone, I need to go upstairs for a bit as I'm coordinating schedules with my family for tomorrow's meet. I'll be back down in a little while."
"Tell your mom and dad we say hi!" Abbie replied cluelessly.
"Uh...yeah sure Coach A!" Amber smiled before making subtle eye contact with Nick one final time.
All eyes watched as Amber strode across the pool deck in only her sheer cover up. Abbie giggled and told all the guys they could stop staring at anytime. They all busted out laughing, knowing full well they'd just been caught. She made a special smiling admonishment at her husband who was sporting as guilty a smirk as any of them.
The dad's from Iowa were under no such orders, they openly gawked at the 22-year-old who looked like she belonged on a Victoria Secret swimsuit runway.
Justin waited to see if Nick came up with an excuse to leave soon too.
As if on cue, the coach's cock quickly stiffened when ten minutes later Nick announced, "Hey ya'll something I ate last night or this morning must not have agreed with me, I'm gonna head up to my room for a bit. You guys gonna be down here for a while?"
"Sure Nick, we got a couple hours of this good So Cal sun still! Hope you feel better." Abbie announced, not having any idea what the black man was really on his way to do.
"Oh I'm pretty sure I'll feel a lot better soon!" Nick replied, thoughts of Amber's silky pussy on his mind.
*****
As Nick entered room 1212, Amber Tisdale, Tommy Wilson's former girlfriend waited anxiously on the big bed, she was naked, "What took you so long, I was going to die if you didn't get here soon!" She practically shouted, fingers between her legs.
Nick strode confidently towards the bed untying his swim trunks along the way. He studied the horny blonde waiting for him on her knees. As was typically the case with women he desired, when he'd first laid eyes on Amber at that first dive meeting many months before, he fully expected the sexy bitch to ride his big cock at some point. It had taken the better part of the school year, but when the two of them were finally alone as they stepped outside the bar the previous night, she couldn't keep her hands off of the huge bulge in his pants.
The confident hung stud brought the hot blonde back to the hotel and fucked her brains out all night long...
Now she wanted it again...bad!
"OH GOD THERE IT IS!" Amber breathed excitedly as Nick's flaccid cock flopped out when his board shorts hit the floor. In seconds, she was on the edge of the bed slutishly slobbering all over his fat dark meat. She had started off nervous and apprehensive when exposed to its overwhelming size the previous night, but now she rubbed it around the contours of her tender facial skin like a familiar massager. All the while, her hungry tongue chased after it as if it was putting off needed nourishment she couldn't live without.
Ironically it was. Nick's precum leaked out like one of Tommy's full blown ejaculations. Amber lapped it up thirstily, "That's it baby, get that big cock all wet and slippery so I can stuff it in that tight little pussy again!"
"MmmmMmmmm...God Nick, I couldn't wait to get back up here! This beautiful cock is all I could think about at the pool. I wanted it so bad! I was so wet I had to put on my cover up."
"Yeah, well times a wastin' bitch, turn around and bend over this bed! I'll give you what you need!"
Amber found Nick's demanding bedroom behavior intoxicatingly hot. She quickly slid her feet onto the floor, gripped the crumpled bed sheets with both hands and looked wantonly back over her shoulder, "Don't make me beg Nicky..."
The confident black man coolly grabbed her right smooth thigh and guided her knee up on the bed with her other foot still planted firmly on the floor giving him the leverage he needed to fuck her good. And now with her legs spread he growled, "Tell me what you want!"
"Oh God Nick, I want that big thing in me right now! I never imagined it would be so good, please put it in!" She whimpered.
Nick squeezed her plump left ass cheek hard and spread it aside while guiding his purple dome along her wet crack starting at her asshole and finishing on her sopping labia. His ample pre-cum oozed thickly, coating her fuck channel in a viscous gruel.
Amber moaned in anticipation and excitement, "God Nick, I want it so bad...please!"
Nick slapped her splayed lips, splattering their combined wetness before lining it up and stuffing the engorged head inside. She groaned as her face fell to the mattress, "Oh yeah...God yes...uhn...it's so big Nick..."
Nick savored the divergence between her dripping pussy juices coaxing him inside versus the restrictive tightness of her stretched lips resisting his dark intruder.
This was a battle the stretched gatekeepers would soon lose and were elated to do so when moments later, several inches of blood-engorged thick black cock rammed through them with little resistance. Amber screamed, "Oh fuh...stretch me Nick...fill me up baby...I want it all...umph...so good!"
Before long Nick's huge balls mashed against Amber's thighs while the head of his rutted member bumped rudely against her cervix.
"Oooh Nick...I love it so much...I'm so full, I can feel it in places I never...oomph Jesus! You're gonna make me cum on it so fast like before...yeah...oh God yes...please don't stop!"
"Feel better than your boyfriends little dick?"
"Ugh...ex...ex boyfriend...uhn...yes...Tommy isn't half the man you are! He could never make me feel like this! Fuck meeee Nick," Amber whimpered, orgasm approaching in a tidal wave of pleasure.
Her breathless admissions spurred him on. He increased his pace and hammered into her harder, "Cum all over it bitch!"
"Oh God yes I'm going too...that's it Nick...like that...fuh...oh...oh...yeah...you got it...uhn...I'm going to cum...I'm going to cum! Oh, don't stop...uhn...uhn...yes I'm Cuuummmmiiinnnggg!"
Nick spanked her ass as her thick blonde hair flew in all directions while her entire body shook in a grunting euphoria that lasted a half-minute. Nick fucked her right through her climax before flipping her onto her sinewy back. She instinctively reached for his muscled shoulders while pulling him down and kissing his mouth like a starving woman. When he finally pulled away she stared into his mesmerizing eyes with a look of pure lust before he aggressively spread her tanned legs against his ripped biceps.
"You ready for a big one this time?"
There was a moment of hesitation before they both laughed loudly, then desire took over again, "You're serious aren't you? Shit...that was unbelievable Nick... I've never had an orgasm like that...but oh God yes I want more! I didn't think I could handle this much sex...but please fuck me again, I can't believe I'm saying this, but I want to be your slut!"
An experienced smile formed on his face as a sheen of sweat covered his massive puffed out chest. He knew they couldn't spend too much time fucking again without raising suspicions, but he certainly had no intention of returning to the pool before he got his, "I'll make you my slut alright, you want some more of this good shit before I get my nut?"
"Please baby yes...you know you can get me off whenever you want! I want to cum all-over your big black cock again while you shoot it into me!"
He lowered his head and took one of her stiff nipples between his teeth.
"Oh yeah Nick, I love the way you do that..." She encouraged breathlessly as her long fingernails dug into his back. "You do everything I like...uhn...yeah...suck it...oh!"
Nick repositioned her legs over his shoulders as he picked up the pace and railed into her more aggressively -- his balls slapping against her dripping asshole. He loved that this hot little bitch could already take him balls deep. He pounded her pussy hard.
Amber's satisfied gasps spurred him on while her tight silky tunnel challenged his steely resolve. Her sexy natural tits danced invitingly on her heaving chest, further testing his resolute mettle.
As he stared into her beautiful face, Amber wore a look of pure ecstasy with her glazed eyes rolled back and her mouth open as grunts and moans sounded with each powerful thrust. He'd experienced this look many times before, but there was something about fucking this sexy white chick from Southern California that made it all the better. She represented the hottest kind of conquest: Gorgeous face, smoking body, affluent, smart, popular, and until recently dating a smug, pompous asshole of a boyfriend who was completely incapable of pleasuring her in the way his big black cock was at the moment.
He also loved the way this hot little bitch morphed from the sweet girl next door into a burgeoning little fuck toy once she received her first taste of black snake. Now she was getting the full viper.
"Oh my God Nick you are so deep...fffffffffuck me!" She begged with her hands moving hurriedly along his muscle-covered back.
"Did Tommy ever fuck you like this?"
"Oh...oh...oh God No! No one could fuck me like you do Nick, especially him! You are so much bigger...I love it! You're filling me so full and touching me in places I never knew -- I can't stop cumming for you! I wish we could just skip dinner and fuck all night long!"
Another orgasm overcame her.
"Oh we'll fuck again tonight baby you can count on it! This tight little white pussy is gonna get lots more nigger dick before I'm done! You want it don't you?"
"Oh yes Nick, I love your big black cock! But I want you to get off too. I want you to cum in me again...I can't wait to feel it inside me!"
"Yeah my nut's coming...you don't want me to pull out?" He teased.
"NO...do it in me Nick...please...I can't wait to feel it inside me again! It was so hot before...uhn...uhn...God...please fuck me!"
Sweat covered their naked bodies as Amber's hands found Nick's rock hard ass and pulled him as deeply as she could, "Ohhhhh...ohhhh...Gaawwdd Nick...don't stop...I want to cum with you!"
The bed springs wailed as their bodies tangled together in a wild climax that culminated with Nick's swinging balls painting the walls of Amber's euphoric pussy as her secretions bathed his dark stick in a blast of ejaculate that seeped around his fat cock and dripped down the crack of her ass.
"Oh my God Nick that was amazing..." Amber gasped between panted breaths...best one yet!" She could feel his heart thumping as her hands moved across the smooth black skin of his muscled chest.
Nick labored too, "Fuck yeah, your sweet pussy sucked all that cum right out of my dick!"
"Jesus...it didn't feel like I was sucking anything out of you, it felt more like a fire hose shooting into me!" She joked. They both busted up in post-coital laughter while still out of breath. They collapsed side by side and kissed, "God you really do make me feel good..." Amber mewed.
"Tell me, when did you first know you wanted my big cock?"
"Oh God...I was scared of you at first -- I had never spent much time around black guys. But after a while I got mesmerized looking at you in your Speedo. I always tried to imagine what was in there." She giggled embarrassingly before reaching down and gripping him again, his thick semi-limp cock still glistening with their juices, "I couldn't have imagined something this good. And then when you started going out with Christina, I actually realized I was jealous...especially after she told us about the great sex!"
"That bitch told you guys about our fucking?" Nick laughed.
"She bragged actually! In spite of how you looked in your Speedo, we were all amazed when she told us how big you were!"
"C'mon, you couldn't have been that surprised, I see how you and the other girls stare at my dick." He held off telling her Coach Abbie was one of the most avid culprits. "So after you heard how big I was, is that when you decided you wanted some of the black stick." He asked confidently before looking down and admiring her small white hand stroking his dark-skinned cock.
"I don't know...you were seeing Christina and I was still with Tommy, but I admit I thought about it...a lot!" She admitted sheepishly. "But last night when I knew we were both unattached and out with only Chase and Arnie, I got hopeful. And then when you put my hand on it outside the bar..." she squeezed his cock now for more effect, "...I knew I had to have it!"
"Well you got it didn't you, more than once, huh?"
"God yes, and I'm not done getting it," She responded with a mischievous smile, "but right now we should probably get back down there before anyone suspects something. Why don't you go down first while I clean up and I'll be down in a bit. At least this time I don't have to clean it out of my hair!" She laughed.
They both glanced down and eyed the frothy mess between her legs. Nick joked, "Well not unless you count your pubes!" He laughed at his own joke as she smacked him playfully.
Nick jumped out of bed and Amber watched as his muscled body moved sleekly towards the bathroom. She could see his huge black ball sack hanging halfway down his hamstrings. She peered down between her own legs again and quickly rationalized how he could deposit so much semen in her. She hoped her birth control was doing its job, there were no doubt an incomprehensible number of dark swimmers enjoying themselves inside her at the moment. Her thoughts were interrupted by a stream of pee that sounded like a bucket being poured into the toilet, "God, he doesn't do anything like Tommy..."
*****
Twenty minutes later Amber made her way down to the pool. Justin had set the timer on his watch to see how long it would take her to show up following Nick's arrival ten minutes before. He chuckled to himself when Amber and Abbie entered into a long conversation about her family and their arrival plans for the following day's meet.
The group went for a carb load dinner at Buca di Beppo before getting back to the hotel by 9:00 p.m. Arnie and Chase went straight up to bed while Amber and Nick joined Abbie and Justin for a nightcap at the hotel bar. Abbie avoided asking Amber anything about Tommy as she didn't really know what the current status of their relationship was. Justin obviously knew that the only relationship Amber cared about at the moment was the one she had with Nick's glorious dick.
Ironically, not long after that, the first of several text messages Tommy would send Amber pinged on her phone. She glanced at her device and ignored it.
She would ignore the rest of his messages throughout the night too as she was busy getting a sound big black cock fucking.
*****
The following morning as she showered to get ready for the State meet, Amber reminded herself to check her texts, she knew there was at least one from Tommy. She already knew their relationship was over, but she didn't want to break it to him until after the meet. A million thoughts poured through her mind as the hot water cascaded over her sex fatigued body. But in spite of her physical weariness, her body and mind felt a satisfied excitement she couldn't remember having ever experienced before.
All the stress of the past couple of years had dissipated and she felt a certain confidence that she knew would carry her to excellence today. Her thoughts turned to all the amazing sex she had experienced with Nick over the past thirty-six hours and wondered what might be in store for them moving forward. She couldn't imagine how her parents would respond to her dating a black guy, but that was a conversation for a later day. She committed to herself that she just had to perform her best today and the rest would work itself out when they got back to Sacramento.
She couldn't have known that Nick and Tommy weren't going to make it that easy.
*****
As Tommy's plane taxied to the gate at John Wayne, he powered on his phone -- fingers actually crossed, he hoped that Amber had finally responded to his text messages. He wondered why she hadn't the previous night, but now as he saw a response from her, his heart beat excitedly, "Hi Tommy, hope you have a safe flight down here. Sorry I didn't respond to any of your messages last night but my phone died and I accidently forgot my charger up at school. The hotel let me borrow one this morning, so I'm good now. Hey, I agree we need to talk too, but why don't we wait till after the meet today so we aren't distracted."




Tommy wasn't totally sure how to interpret her reaction but the fact that she had responded at all and that she had a legitimate reason for not having replied earlier, gave him some sense of hope as to her state of mind. He was ready to do or say anything to convince her to take him back.
Unfortunately for Tommy Wilson he had two major things working against him, his pompous mouth hadn't been permanently stapled shut and more importantly his cock hadn't doubled in size like the big black one his beautiful ex-girlfriend was now addicted to.
*****
Amber Tisdale was a superstar on this day. She won both the three meter springboard and ten meter platform competitions going away. Her family contingent could not have been more excited and proud. Her dad, a Newport Beach Advertising Executive, swung his beautiful daughter around like she was a young girl back at one of her AAU events again.
Amber was so good on this day, she probably could have won the seven and possibly five meter platform events as well, but those weren't her favorites and capturing the two medals that meant the most to her was enough.
Many sets of male eyes in the audience, would have loved to see her compete in two additional events. Those same men couldn't take their eyes off her on the medal stand. The gold medals accented her shapely body to perfection, especially with two skinny, breast-challenged Chinese girls from UCLA and Berkeley respectively on either side of her.
"Hornets Rock!" She screamed to the crowd at the conclusion of the ceremony.
Justin and Abbie could not have been more proud. No one had made a more positive impact on the Sacramento State diving program during their time as coaches than Amber Tisdale. Abbie still couldn't get over how the OC blonde had finally reached her potential following an otherwise disappointing senior season.
Justin knew his theory was the reason. Amber dove with the freedom and confidence of someone without any weight on her shoulders. He smiled a wide smile as he knew Nick Thomas' big black cock was the pleasure instrument that was at the root of her enlightenment.
He looked to his left and locked eyes with Nick across the crowd, the cocky black man was having the same thoughts as his coach.
*****
The men's competition had been more hotly contested. Miraculously, with all the collegiate diving talent in the state of California, two divers from Sacramento State battled it out for supremacy in the three highest profile events. Tommy Wilson captured the seven meter platform event by only percentage points over newcomer Nick Thomas. Nick turned the tables on the defending state champion in the three meter springboard competition -- the muscled diver edged Tommy out on his final dive where he reached a spring height that neither Abbie nor Justin had ever seen in all their years of collegiate diving.
Now as the two men climbed the stairs to the top of the highest platform level in preparation for the final ten meter dives of the daylong State Championship competition, they were separated by only a tenth of a percentage point. When they reached the top, Tommy and Nick went through their prep routines before staring at one another like prize fighters.
From the very beginning, their relationship had gotten off on the wrong foot and over the course of the year, their dislike for one another had grown into borderline hatred. Tommy was jealous of Nick's popularity and natural leadership qualities -- he had never gotten over losing the men's team captaincy to Nick.
Nick hated Tommy's holier-than-thou attitude and his suspicion that the prima donna pretty boy was actually a closet racist.
The bleachers were packed with onlookers from every major diving school in the state. The crowd was in an anxious frenzy, knowing full well that whichever of the two Sac State divers performed best in their final dive would win the gold medal in the competition's most prestigious event.
Amber Tisdale's heart beat nervously in her medal covered chest -- she couldn't believe the competition had come down to this. The two men central to her life were miraculously battling it out for the same prize that she had captured herself only hours before. She felt strange not pulling for the guy she had dated for the past two years, but everything in her being pushed her to root for the guy whose big black root had been buried deeply in her garden for the past thirty-six hours.
Amber stared up at Nick's dark-skinned v-shaped back as he prepared on the platform edge facing away from the pool. Even from her vantage point nearly four stories below, she could make out the rippled ridges in his rock hard ass stretching his Speedo. Her thoughts turned to the wonderful organ that stretched the other side. A gush of wetness dampened her own suit.
Justin and Abbie's pride swelled again as regardless of the outcome, both divers had represented themselves and the university with absolute distinction. The coaches held hands, both with clammy palms and butterflies fluttering in their stomachs.
Abbie looked to her right and made eye contact with Nick's mom Angie, herself a former state diving champ. She couldn't imagine how proud the pretty woman must have been of her son at that moment. They smiled nervously at one another as Angie held up both hand's showing crossed fingers. Abbie's smile grew before she nodded supportively.
Nick and Tommy hadn't said a word to one another throughout the day. Now as Nick aligned his toes with the edge of the platform some thirty-three feet above the water with his back to the pool, Tommy spoke for the first time, "Hey, I met your mom earlier this morning."
"Oh?" Nick replied apprehensively looking directly at his rival who stood less than ten feet away. He suspected Tommy was trying to distract him, but wondered where he was going with this.
"Yeah, she seems like a really nice lady, I'm sure she's proud of her boy! But...I didn't see a DADDY around anywhere! But then when I thought about it, I wasn't really surprised about that..."
Nick's hands fisted at his sides, he took a deep breath to calm his anger just as Tommy spoke again, "I was thinking, I wonder why we don't see more black athletes in this sport, but then I remembered how much all the training and coaching costs and it made more sense to me. But I guess you were kind of an exception to that because your mom was a diver and you were able to get most of your training for free...huh?"
Nick stared at Tommy with abhorrence in his glare.
"What's the matter Nick, cat got your tongue? Say I was wondering if you remembered what I told you about State Championship judges not rewarding belly flops with much love. As your teammate, I feel compelled to remind you of that little tip."
The black man stared at Tommy's evil grin with hatred before he calmly responded, "Hey speaking of little tips Tommy-boy, Amber told me about yours before she came all over my big cock last night...and I have question for you, does that little birthmark down by your ex-girlfriend's pussy mound remind you of anything? It reminds me of a little happy face!"
Tommy's eyes opened wide and his mouth gaped as if to speak, but no words came out.
Nick pridefully finished, "Actually that's only what it reminded me of before I blew my load all over it! Have a good dive mother-fucker..."
Before Tommy could process what Nick Thomas just said to him, the muscled black diver leaped backwards off the platform. The last thing Tommy Wilson observed as Nick's body rotated and dropped below the platform level was the incomprehensibly huge bulge in the black man's Speedo.
Moments later Tommy heard the crowd erupt in ovation responding to the nearly perfect dive they had just witnessed.
Tommy looked over the edge of the platform as a contingent of family, friends, and Sac State teammates mobbed Nick as he leapt out of the pool with his arms raised and water cascading off his muscular body. To Tommy's unimaginable shock, the first person to wrap her arms around him was none other than Amber Tisdale...his Amber.
Tommy suddenly felt sick to his stomach as the words Nick voiced replayed in his mind, "She told me about your little tip when she was cumming all over my big black cock last night...and does that birthmark down by her pussy remind you of a happy face...it did me before I blew my load all over it!" Tommy fell to his knees as dizziness overcame him just as Nick's nearly perfect scores were announced.
Moments later he heard his name being called by the meet announcer.
"How could he know about that birthmark if he didn't see her naked? It's so small, he had to have had his head between her legs to see it...OMG...this can't be happening! Did she really fuck him and that huge black thing?"

A distant voice called his name again.
Tommy Wilson struggled to his feet and wobbled unsteadily towards the edge of the four story platform. As he cautiously peered over the edge, it felt like he was standing at the top of the Empire State Building. From below, the crowd had finally calmed down and now murmured as the announcer called Tommy's name for the third time while voicing a one-minute ready warning.
Tommy tried to remember what dive he was supposed to execute. He struggled to regain his focus and push the image of Amber's beautiful body writhing in ecstasy impaled on Nick's huge black cock from his mind. But as much as he tried, it wouldn't go away. He staggered to the edge of the platform. Everyone below could see that something wasn't right. His body was shaking and his gaze seemed distant and out of focus.
Suddenly just before the minute was up, Tommy Wilson launched himself from the platform edge. Everyone held their collective breaths.
Ironically one of Tommy's patented dives was a picture perfect swan dive from the lower platform heights. Unfortunately for the accomplished diver, what transpired over the next couple of seconds from the highest platform, looked more like an albatross being shot from the sky by an evil hunter. His arms and legs flailed in an uncoordinated abomination that culminated in the worst belly flop crash landing anyone in the audience had ever seen.
Screams and horrified gasps filled the large venue.
Several people near the pool, including Justin Dawson, dove in to rescue the undoubtedly injured contestant. They helped him over to the edge and with the assistance of others on the deck, were able to lift him out. A smattering of dumbfounded applause rang out from the audience when they realized Tommy did not appear too badly hurt.
Two of the people waiting to assist him were Abbie and Amber. When Amber reached for his hand, he yanked it away, "I don't need your fucking help!" He cussed as he moved away with the help of his parents and several event medical staff.
The response stunned both women as well as Coach Justin who looked on from the nearby pool in his soaked sweat suit. It suddenly dawned on Amber as to what must have happened. She turned and glared at Nick, "Did you tell him?"
Justin thought "Oh Shit!" as Nick shrugged his shoulders with a pitiless expression on his face. At that moment the announcer's voice came over the loud speaker announcing Tommy Wilson's score as zero point zero.
The Sac State contingent all gazed around at one another in stunned disbelief.
By the time the medal award ceremony started, most who had witnessed the tragic outcome had either departed or calmed down enough to regale Nick Thomas with the congratulations he deserved for his impressive win.
Tommy Wilson, previous Olympic hopeful, didn't even make the medal stand in his final college event.
After the ceremony, Nick congregated around with his mom, a few family friends and most of his Sac State teammates and coaches. He glanced around looking for Amber, but he didn't see her anywhere.
A few minutes later Nick excused himself to the locker room to get cleaned up. The benched locker facility was deserted when he arrived. He plopped himself down and admired the gold medals hanging around his neck. He then pulled out his phone -- his mom had texted him a video of his final ten meter dive. He watched it several times, proud of the way he had executed the difficult maneuver and entered the water with barely a splash.
His thoughts turned to Amber and how she had reacted following Tommy's crash. He looked forward to telling his side of the story, but certainly had no plans of apologizing for what had transpired on the dive platform.
Nick watched his dive video one final time before toggling over to several erotic images he'd snapped during his sexual escapades with Amber. He was in the process of admiring a shot of his rigid black cock in her hungry mouth with her stunning white tits wrapped around his shaft when Tommy Wilson stormed into the locker room. Nick could see vitriol in his reddened eyes as he moved aggressively in his direction, "How dare you, you mother fucker! She and I were only on a break, you had no business coercing her into sex!"
"I didn't coerce shit! She knew exactly what she was doing and she loved every second of it!"
"You fucking liar! If I find out you hurt her, I will kill you you nig...!" Tommy screamed as he lunged at Nick.
Nick quickly evaded his attempt and drove his fist into Tommy's gut. Amber's former boyfriend gasped in pain and crashed into a set of metal locker doors. When he regained his senses, he lunged at the black diver again. This time Nick executed a perfect roundhouse kick that caught the back of Tommy's head and dropped him helplessly to the concrete floor. Nick was on him in a second. He punched Tommy twice in the face, quickly blackening one of his eyes and fattening his lower lip.
Nick then gripped him around the neck just as Coach Justin entered the locker room in search of them. The coach heard a commotion and was just about to move around the set of lockers that divided his location from theirs when he heard Nick's voice, "You kill me? No fucker...if anyone is going to get killed around here it's your sorry ass...none of this would have happened if you hadn't said all those racist things to me on the platform!"
"Racist things? I was just saying the truth and I'd say them again. There are clearly lots of reasons why so few niggers are involved in this sport!"
Justin's mouth fell open in astonishment as to what he'd just heard before another loud sound reverberated throughout the concrete and metal acoustics of the locker room -- it was Nick's open hand slapping Tommy across his face.
He then heard Tommy's bigoted follow-up, "She would never have fucked a high school dropout loser like you unless you forced yourself on her! I'll make sure you spend the rest of your sorry life in prison if you raped her! You might even get to meet your daddy once you get there!"
Justin waited for another slap of Tommy's face, but it never came -- instead Nick increased the tension in his grip around Tommy's neck, "Raped her? Dude you were too busy making her life miserable for the past two years to realize she wanted out. I just gave her what she's been missing since being with your honky white ass. And now that's she's had a real man's cock, she's never coming back! This is what she looks like when she gets fucked right..." Nick held his phone up in front of Tommy's face showing the erotic image of him titty fucking her while his huge cock filled her mouth. That photo was followed by a handful of others showing Tommy's ex-girlfriend getting the fucking of her life.
Justin wasn't sure what was happening at the moment, but he suspected based on what Nick said and Tommy's audible gasps, that the black diver might be showing him images of his mating with Tommy's former girlfriend.
"Those ain't shit compared to this mother-fucker," Nick screamed before Justin heard the audio portion of an apparent video, "Oooh Nick...I love it so much...I'm so full, I can feel it in places I never...oomph Jesus! You're gonna make me cum on it so fast like before...yeah...oh God yes...don't stop!"
"Feel better than your boyfriends little dick?"
"Ugh...ex...ex boyfriend...uhn...yes...Tommy isn't half the man you are! He could never make me feel like this! Fuck meeee Nick!"
Justin listened in amazement with wide eyes, but his reaction was not nearly as incredulous as Tommy's, who suddenly was incapable of formulating words.
Nick reveled in the vision of complete defeat on Amber's ex-boyfriends stunned face, "What's the matter Tommy, cat got your tongue? Doesn't sound much like rape now does it? I would also say the chances of her going back to your little white cock aren't very good, wouldn't you?"
Tommy's hollow gaze validated that he still couldn't comprehend what he'd just watched and heard before mindlessly nodding in agreement to Nick's question.
Justin considered finally breaking it up before he heard Nick's voice again. "Okay fucker, here's how it's going to work. You're going to slither your way back to Sacramento either tonight or tomorrow, but not on our fucking flight! I don't want to see your sorry ass again, and if I hear you so much as look in Amber's direction before we get back to school I'm going to beat the fucking shit out of you! Do you understand me?"
Tommy nodded at him with scared eyes.
"And let me tell you this, if you do happen to stay the night, I would suggest not getting anywhere near room 1212 unless you want to hear your former girlfriend moaning and calling out my name as she creams all over my big black cock again! Is that clear?"
Tears formed in Tommy's eyes as he silently nodded one final time as blood trickled from his swollen lip. Nick finally released him from his hold and told him to get the fuck out of locker room. Tommy quietly slinked away without saying another word.
Justin came around the corner just as Tommy was exiting and Nick was dusting off his sweats. "Ah, here you are, where is Tommy going?" Justin asked, acting as if he'd just arrived.
"Hell if I know, but I told him he better not come around me anymore!"
"Okay, what the hell's going on here Nick? What happened up on that platform this afternoon?"
"Nothing coach...I don't want to talk about it!"
"Did you hit him or something, why else would he have dove like that?" Justin asked, now knowing that Tommy had probably started it, but suspecting that Nick probably wouldn't tell him anything unless Justin showed suspicion that he was the culprit.
"Hell no coach, I didn't hit him, but I probably should have! As I was getting ready to make my final dive, that son-of-a-bitch starts verbally insulting my mom and my heritage with some of the most racist shit I've heard in a long time. He was clearly trying to get in my head before my final dive, so I had no other alternative than to let him know that I'd been nailing his girlfriend for the past couple of days."
"Nailing Amber?"
"Yeah...Fucking her coach...I guess it was too much for him cuz he dove like a wounded chicken or something..." Nick chuckled.
"Well, I'm very disappointed in both of you for letting it come to this, but if Tommy did say those racist things to you, I can see how it would have been hard to not respond."
"That's the way it went down coach, I swear to you!"
Nick's side of the story validated with what Justin had heard during Nick and Tommy's argument, suggesting he was telling the truth. "All right Nick, why don't you get cleaned up and we'll see you a little later."
*****
An hour later Justin and Abbie sat down with Amber and told her what they'd heard from Nick. Her first reaction was one of embarrassment that her dive coaches now knew more about her personal life than they should have, "OMG, they know I've been fucking Nick for the past couple of days..."



But now that that was out in the open, her learning of what Nick claimed happened up on the platform was far more concerning. Amber obviously knew of Tommy's racist tendencies, it had been a source of many of their arguments over the past year. She had heard him direct many inappropriate comments about Nick during that time, so hearing what Nick claimed Tommy said on the platform was not surprising to her.
Amber still wasn't pleased with how Nick responded, but like Justin and Abbie, she understood how hurtful Tommy's verbal attack must have been, "Well thanks for sharing this with me. I'll talk to them both and make my own judgments, but at least I now have a pretty good idea what likely happened up there. Say, I'll just see you guys down at the airport shuttle tomorrow, I don't feel much like partying tonight."
That sentiment was pretty much shared by the entire Sac State contingent -- everyone kind of did their own thing for the night. Justin and Abbie ordered room service but took the opportunity to polish off a couple of bottles of the victory champagne. As Justin had hoped, the bubbly made his wife flirty so he took the opportunity to bring up Nick and Amber's pairing, "So aside from all the rest of this drama, can you believe Nick and Amber hooked-up?"
"No...and I was especially surprised to hear they've been doing it since that first night we got down here! I had no idea!"
Justin held back a laugh, he was the only one who knew, "What is it about that guy? First it's Christina and now Amber, I told you before I thought all the girls were captivated by him, apparently I was right!"
A cute drunken giggle escaped Abbie's mouth, "Well I will admit he does have nice muscles and those unique eyes can be kind of mesmerizing..."
Justin laughed, excited that for one of the first times in two years, Abbie acknowledged some of Nick's attractive physical attributes to him. Knowing she was pretty buzzed and seemingly in a playful mood he teased, "Oh yeah, I'm sure it's his eyes you and the rest of the girls like to admire on the man!"
This time they both laughed before Abbie replied in a ditzy voice, "I'm not sure what else you could be referring to Mr. Dawson?"
"You know exactly what I'm referring to Miss Dawson!"
Abbie batted her long eyelashes and smiled a wide smile.
With Abbie obviously in a playful mood, Justin decided it was time to turn the conversation up a notch and gage her reaction, "Honey, I didn't tell you this before, but you know that argument and tussle I heard between Nick and Tommy in the locker room?"
"...yes."
"Well, I didn't tell you everything," Justin acknowledged as Abbie's eyes widened, "near the end, after Tommy admitted saying all those racial slurs, Nick pulled out his phone and showed Tommy a video of him and Amber having sex!"
"OMG, that's really mean!"
"Yeah I guess, but Tommy probably had it coming, but you wouldn't believe what I heard. It was really erotic..."
"Oh?"
Abbie's response showed budding interest so Justin continued, hoping to enlighten his wife about Nick's prowess in the bedroom, "Babe, I obviously couldn't see the video but I heard all the audio...it was really hot!"
"Hmm, I never knew you were the voyeuristic type Justin Dawson..." She replied, guarding her interest in her words but still not expecting the vivid recount her husband had in store.
"Yeah hun I don't remember exactly, but it went something like this, "Oooh Nick...I love it so much...I'm so full, I can feel it in places I never...oomph Jesus! You're gonna make me cum on it so fast like before...yeah...oh God yes...don't stop please!"

"Feel better than your boyfriends little dick?"

"Ugh...ex...ex boyfriend...uhn...yes...Tommy isn't half the man you are! He could never make me feel like this! Fuck meeee Nick!"

Abbie stared at Justin with her mouth half open and wetness forming in her panties before she formulated words, "You seem to remember the dialogue pretty vividly..."
"I don't know if that was it exactly, but I think it's pretty close. Regardless, I think it's pretty safe to say she clearly enjoyed it!"
"It appears so..." Abbie expressed somewhat distantly as she tried to imagine Amber getting fucked by the rock-hard version of the same big black cock she'd held in her hands the night of the Masked Masculinity show months before.
"Anyway baby enough about them, what do you say we take this little celebration into the bedroom!" Abbie didn't have to be asked twice. Moments later they were naked on the bed with their clothes scattered around the room.
The State Championship head diving coach from Sacramento State University practically got his dick fucked off that night...
*****
But there was one guy in the hotel that got more pussy -- he was in room 1212.
And his name wasn't Tommy Wilson.
At that moment Nick Thomas stood in the shower with hot water beading over his muscled chest. He had only recently removed the gold medals from his naked body before stepping into the steaming shower. Amber Tisdale had done the same with hers, slipping them from her outrageously hot young figure before leading Nick Thomas into the shower by his big black cock.
However, now unlike the large muscled black man, she was no longer standing. Instead, the pretty blonde was down on her hands and knees as copious amounts of water spilled from his muscled black ass onto her head and back. Her face was buried between his cheeks while her long tongue licked the backside of his massive balls. After what started out as a toe-curling blowjob, Nick had taken the opportunity to maneuver his body around until she came face to face with his rigid black ass. Nick liked to refer to this move as the shuttle role.
Amber, in spite of never having done it before, surprisingly did exactly as she was instructed.
Nick was overjoyed that he hadn't had to use more coercion to get his new blonde fuck toy to go from sucking his huge cock to slutishly licking and kissing the backside of his swollen nuts as he tea-bagged her. The excited black man could feel her nose sliding through his ass crack as he bounced his huge nuts on her fluttering tongue. He reached back with one hand and guided the back of her head deeper between his cheeks. Moments later his arousal hit a new high as he felt her glorious tongue start making victory laps around his puckered sphincter, "OMG, this pretty white girl is a dirty little bird!"
"Yeah baby, that a girl! Way to take care of the front and the back! Lick it bitch!"
Although Nick Thomas held most of the women he bedded in complete control, he hadn't always been able to coerce many of the Stockton ho's he'd banged in his past life into rimming him like the wealthy girl-next-door from Orange County was doing now, "Yeah baby, tongue that black ass!"
Amber didn't know what came over her. She had never done anything like this, but Nick Thomas wasn't like any other man. She couldn't control her arousal as she alternated between licking his beautiful heavy black sack and his tender ass crack. Nick stroked his massive cock as the pleasure and excitement of what he was experiencing was even too much for his steely resolve, "Oh shit baby, that feels real good, I'm gonna nut! Get ready cuz I'm gonna do it all over your face!"
"Oh God Nick...yes!"
The first eruption splattered against the clear glass shower doors as it pumped from his bursting nuts before he could spin all the way around. His next couple of blasts landed heavily in her wet hair before he finally gained some control. With her help, they directed his spurting black hose towards her beautiful face -- by the time Nick's big balls were empty, a milky white goo stretched from Amber's forehead to her chin. She stroked his cock before taking the oversized head in her mouth. She sucked the final remnants from his leaking slit before pulling it from her lips and using it to push some thick spooge around her face.
Nick guided it back into her mouth one final time with a heavy glob of his semen sheathing the head. Amber opened wide and slurped his cum down her throat before playfully kissing and licking around the head, proving she had swallowed it all.
"Damn baby, you are full of gold medal winning performances today!"
They both laughed, "Why don't you get cleaned up while I mix us some more cocktails. We'll both be waiting for you ladies when you're done!" Nick bragged with a big grin as he held his huge cock in his hand and led her gaze down to it.
"Yeah, we'll both be looking forward to the double date!" She laughed while sliding her hand down to her pussy, Nick Thomas' cum still dripping from her typically radiant face.
The two of them fucked most of the night and nearly missed the airport shuttle the following day. That was just the beginning of a month of some of the wildest sex Amber Tisdale would ever experience. By the time she left for New York a month later, the gorgeous Orange County blonde was addicted to big black cock. She pretty well knew she would never date another white guy.
Especially one named Tommy Wilson...
*****
Authors Note: I hope you enjoyed chapter five. I know I suggested this chapter would likely take the story back to the night of Nick and Abbie's mating, but it proved longer than I anticipated, so I chose to separate this one from the next. Chapter six is nearly complete and will post in the coming days for those of you growing impatient with the titillating seduction. Following that, chapter seven is well along too and will take the story into the future. If you've been a Speedo follower and are looking forward to more BBC cucking of Abbie's husband, I suggest you don't stop now. There is some great content still on the way and you'll be very disappointed if you stray.

As always, your comments and votes are greatly appreciated. I am very motivated by both. I also read and respond to nearly every email I get, but remember you must include your e-address if you want me to reply. If you'd still like to vote for hottest WILF from any of my story groups, go back to chapter 4 and post a comment.
Cheers,
FifthEstate
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One year later
April 2019
"Yeah, I wish I was going down there with you guys, I can't believe my PT conference landed on the same weekend as State Finals - but we agreed long ago, the day job has to be the priority," Justin Dawson, Head Dive Coach at Sacramento State University reminded his beautiful wife.
"I know, I wish you were too, but I think I can handle it," Abbie Dawson replied with a confident smile.
"Of course you can, not to mention Sac State will have the hottest coach on the pool deck!"
"Oh stop it Justin, besides as I recall you were pretty into Jennifer Clark from San Diego State last year!"
"Oops...forgot about her, yeah well one of the hottest coaches on the deck," he corrected playfully.
"Fuck you Justin!" Abbie spat with an "I hate you" smile before she threw a pile of napkins at him.
"Just kidding...Jennifer's not even in your league baby, and she certainly doesn't have as nice of tits!"
A suspicious smile formed on her beautiful face, "Oh, you've checked out her boobs that closely too?"
"I take the fifth..." he admitted guiltily before changing the subject, "Okay babe, text me when you guys land in Orange County. Are you just going to catch an Uber from the airport to the hotel?"
Abbie let the previous discussion drop, "Yeah, we'll probably have to grab a couple of cars as there are five of us. I sure wish it was six, it's not going to be the same without you. I expect they'll all do great, but I can't imagine they wouldn't feel better having their head coach's guidance and support."
"You mean co-head coach's guidance and support. Ab, you are as good as any coach in the state of California, plus the team is going to have to start getting used to me not being on the road with you guys. Next year it's going to be up to you and Nick to handle all the away meets. As for this weekend, I suspect I won't be missed, they're an experienced group and you'll be everything they need Abbie Dawson!" He smiled as he leaned forward and kissed her wetly on her succulent lips. "Same schedule as last year?"
"Yeah, except for flying down this morning, remember last year we went down on Thursday night. This time we'll head straight over to the Irvine pool after we land to get in our review and final prep dives. I'm going to try and encourage them all to get to bed early tonight, first dive is at eleven tomorrow. Nick is the only holdover, so hopefully he can help me convince the rest of them as to the importance of a good night's sleep tonight. But I'm sure tomorrow night will be a different story. I know the way Nick is, and I suspect the rest of this group will want to do some serious partying if they perform as well as we expect!"
"Yeah, I think you can count on that - especially if Nick sets the meet record!"
"If that happens, you know it will be crazy! It certainly won't be anything like last year when everyone crashed early following all that drama."
Suddenly a mischievous look appeared on Justin's face as he moved forward and wrapped his arms around his gorgeous wife, gripping her firm ass cheeks in the process, "As I recall, there were a couple of people who didn't crash so early!"
"Oh, leave it to you to remember that!" Abbie giggled remembering the champagne induced celebration sex they had the previous year.
Justin smiled pridefully, "But, I agree I could envision this group doing some serious partying if they win. But with Amber and Tommy long gone and Nick unlikely to have his sights set on the other girls this time around, getting the group to the airport on Sunday will hopefully be your only challenge!"
A weird flutter formed in Abbie's stomach, "Yeah, you're probably right about that honey...say what time do you guys take off?" She asked, happy to get the subject off of Nick Thomas' "sights".
"Jay is coming by to pick me up at ten. Our first meeting is in San Jose at three-thirty."
"Well babe, I hope you have a great conference and I'll look forward to seeing you Sunday night after we Sac State Hornets kick some ass and take some names!"
Justin gripped her ass cheeks more firmly, "I can't wait for this ass to return triumphantly and claim its spoils! I'll be your sex slave for as long as you like upon your return your highness!"
Abbie laughed and kissed him one final time, "Why do I know you would look forward to all that punishment? I'll text you when we land my slave!"
*****
As Abbie made her way on Highway 80 to the Sacramento airport, her thoughts turned to the previous year's State Championships and all the drama that occurred between Nick, Amber and Tommy. So much had changed since then. Amber had moved to New York, Tommy had virtually disappeared from the radar, and Nick Thomas had all but dominated the California collegiate diving scene.
In addition to his diving development, Nick had undergone an amazing personal transformation. Gone was the gang-banger cocky kid from Stockton who Abbie and Justin had first recruited - in his place was a confident team leader who would soon be graduating near the top of his class. He had recently accepted a position in the Exercise Sciences department for the fall semester on the recommendation of Abbie herself.
She had vacillated with the decision to adamantly go to bat for him with the dean, not because she didn't think he would be a great addition to the department, but because somewhere deep in her recesses, she still harbored apprehensions regarding the undeniable magnetism between them and how it might someday result in issues with her job and more concerningly her marriage.
In addition, Justin had recently received a promotion that would not allow him to be as involved in coaching the team in the fall. At his suggestion, Abbie had agonizingly agreed to take Nick on as the assistant coach.
And while this past year had not provided the same number of sexually implicit interactions between them, Abbie still felt an unrelenting tug of attraction towards the muscled black diver. For his part, Nick had been more subtle in his pursuit of his hot coach, all part of his concerted plan to set the hook as deeply down her throat as possible before replacing it with something thicker, blacker, and much more palatable (well not exactly...).
Ironically now as she drove to meet him and his teammates at the airport, her thoughts drifted to Nick Thomas' big black cock. She wasn't sure exactly why she was thinking about BBC, but perhaps it was due to all the sexual drama Nick had been involved in at the previous year's championships with Amber and Tommy and now not having Justin along her side. Without thinking, Abbie found her fingers inside the leg of her shorts, immediately feeling the dampness on her slippery panties.
As she did her best to keep her focus on the road, Abbie rubbed along her swelling labia beneath the silky wetness of her thong as she imagined, "How big must it really be when he's totally hard?" She rubbed little circles around her button as she thought back to her vague recollection of how big it felt when she'd held it in her hands that drunken night at the Masked Masculinity show over a year previously.
Abbie captured her clit between two fingers as her thoughts turned to the words she had overheard Christina Chin, one her former divers, use to describe her unforgettable sex with Nick and the distance she held her hands apart when demonstrating his size to her friends. Abbie could feel a mini-orgasm building as she frigged herself excitedly while then also recalling Justin's recount of Amber's joyful climax on Nick's big cock from the cell phone playback the previous year at State Championships.
Abbie bit her lower lip and her vision blurred as her orgasm surged through her and a gush of wetness seeped onto her fingers just before steering the car onto the airport parkway.
After catching her breath, a smug smile came to her face, not only from the scintillating mini-cum, but from the recollection of her last-minute decision to slip her vibrator into her overnight bag. Being around Nick Thomas all weekend without Justin's presence was likely to have her testing the new toy's battery life.
*****
Later that night after dinner and an early return to her room, Abbie did what Justin had begged her to on so many occasions...she rented and watched an interracial porn flick. Upon its arousing end, she came to a necessary realization - she would need to stop by the hotel store and get more batteries.
*****
Late the following afternoon
Nick Thomas stood on the award stand with four gold medals around his neck. Abbie Dawson and Angie Thomas hugged with tears in their eyes as the crowd cheered. "Coach, I can't thank you enough for all that you and Justin have done for Nick. You guys took a chance on this cocky kid from Stockton and now look at him. My son is a now a man who will graduate in a couple of weeks and also thanks to your recommendation, will begin working in your department while he attends grad school at Davis next fall. I have to pinch myself."
"Don't forget, he'll be working with Justin and me as an assistant coach on the dive team next year too!" Abbie reminded with an ear to ear smile.
"Yes, that too! I never would have believed any of this just two years ago! I am so proud of him!"
"You should be Angie!" Abbie finished saying just as Nick ran up, hugged his mom and lifted her off the ground.
"Can you believe it mom? Four medals?"
"Four gold medals Nicky! I am so proud of you!"
The rest of the team including his coach, surrounded the triumphant diver, they all posed for a handful of celebratory selfies with Nick and his mom. Finally Angie Thomas pulled her son aside, "Nick I have to catch the shuttle back so I'm not late for my flight. I have to work in the morning, so I better get going. You guys have fun tonight, I love you and I'm so proud of you! I'll see you in a few weeks at graduation!"
"Love you too mom, I'll see you in a couple of weeks!"
Angie Thomas waved to the group before departing.
"Okay everyone, you all agreed that if I won that fourth medal that I got to pick where we go tonight!" Nick shouted excitedly.
"Shit Nick, if you hadn't won that fourth medal, you'd be choosing where we go tonight!" Riley Siebert, the other Sac State male diver in the group joked. Everyone laughed.
Nick shrugged his shoulders and grinned guiltily, "Riley my man, you have a point there! Anyway, all of you better be ready to do some serious clubbing tonight, that includes you coach!" The handsome black diver reminded Coach Abbie with a confident smile.
She returned the gaze sheepishly, "I know I agreed, but now I'm kinda scared..." She feigned drawing laughter from the group again.
"Okay everyone meet in my room at seven for cocktails. I got beer, vodka, tequila, whiskey and some mixers! Bring anything else you want and be sure to wear your drinking shoes!"
*****
"Yeah Nick got the sweep! Absolutely dominant is the only way I can describe it! He got his highest score for the year in every dive he performed!" Abbie gushed to Justin on Facetime.
"That's unbelievable honey, remember just a few years ago when we weren't sure whether to give him the scholarship. Now he is a six-time gold medal state champ! Be sure to tell Nick how proud I am of him! How did the rest of them do?"
"Great, Riley got silver in the 3 meter and the girls both got one bronze each. I think next year both Lauren and Juliana could be pushing for gold's in a couple events!"
"That's fantastic! Tell them all how happy I am for them! So I'm guessing it's going to be quite a party tonight? Besides lots of booze, what's on the agenda?"
"We agreed that if Nick got the medal sweep he could pick where we go, I'm not sure that was such a great idea..." She rolled her eyes, feigning nervousness as she smiled into the tablet camera.
"Oh yeah? Big party plans?"
"He said we're going to do some serious clubbing and he warned us all to wear our party shoes!" Abbie giggled. "We are all meeting at his room for cocktails at seven!"
Justin laughed, "I'm scared for you honey!"
"I know, me too," she laughed again, "but hun I should probably get going I gotta shower and stuff!"
"No prob sweetheart, have a great time tonight. You guys all deserve it! And don't forget your highness; I'm expecting your claiming of the spoils to be thorough and unforgiving when you return."
Abbie laughed again, "You can count on it my slave!"
*****
An hour and a half later, Nick answered the door to his hotel room, standing before him was one of the hottest 27-year-olds the black man had ever seen. Abbie Dawson's bronze hair was kinked playfully. Her beautiful blue eyes were circled with heavier than usual black eye-liner and accentuated by longer than usual dark eyelashes. Her facial makeup highlighted the swell of her model-like cheekbones and perfectly smooth skin. The whole look was brought together by a shimmering lipstick that looked like it was designed specifically to make guys dream about getting their dick sucked.
It was having that affect on Nick Thomas as he ogled his hot coach.
Abbie wore a very short gold shimmering strapless dress that exposed her ample cleavage on top and hugged the rest of her body like a silky glove. Her long tanned legs looked like they went on forever, raised by a set of 4" heels that brought her almost eye-to-eye with the 6'-2" black man who stood before her.
A friendly smile appeared on her gorgeous face, "Aren't you going to invite me in?"
"Not till I have another minute to admire that dress...WOW!"
Abbie giggled embarrassingly as she looked down at herself knowing she looked really good, "Okay, times up!"
"Are you sure about that? It felt too short..." They both laughed as he stepped aside and watched as she moved past him. He closed the door and turned to watch her spectacular ass swaying perfectly.
The rest of the group was already assembled, dressed to impress as well - still, not a single member of the group could believe Coach Abbie looked like that.
Nick broke out the shot glasses and before long, none of them were feeling any pain. After a good hour and a half of heavy partying, they hopped in a couple of Uber's and made the trip up to LA. The first place, called Lure Nightclub, was bumping from the outset. A scantily attired hostess led them through the crowded club to a table Nick reserved the week before. Abbie noticed as he flirted with the cute hostess unabashedly before giving her a $20 tip. The hot blonde squeezed Nick's arm and promised him their table would get plenty of attention from the servers. He looked around at several of the provocatively dressed hotties and shouted enthusiastically, "Yeah honey, the more attention the better!"
Over the next few hours, the five of them drank, danced, and celebrated their dominant performances from earlier in the day. The sexy servers kept their drinks full and went out of their way to flirt and flaunt their assets. Nick noticed that the Hollywood provocateurs didn't just exhibit for he and Riley, they openly flirted with the girls too, especially Abbie whose tits were pretty much the center of attention at the table.
For the most part, they danced and partied as a group, but occasionally Nick or Riley would pair off and dance with one of the girl's individually.
The shots and cocktails continued to flow...mostly at Nick's urgings. Everyone was pretty much fucked-up by the time the clock reached one in the morning. They all laughed when as Abbie excused herself to use the ladies room and stumbled slightly in her unaccustomed heels before catching herself. She turned and admonished them all with an embarrassed yet playful smile before everyone busted up.
Nick immediately turned to Riley, "So dude, there is this other place I really want to check out, it's called Boulevard3 over on Sunset. Why don't you, Lauren, and Juliana grab a ride and I'll settle up on this last round and we'll meet you there in a few."
"Sounds good Nick, I heard that place is pretty rippin', we'll see you there in a bit."
Ten minutes later as Abbie made her way back to the table, Nick took in every sexy curve of her rockin' body as she approached semi-drunkenly. He wasn't the only one, half the dudes in the place were eyeing her deviously, several of whom had already hit on her along the way to and/or from the john.
"Where is everyone?" She asked with an inebriated grin.
"They all decided to go to this other place down on Sunset, I told them I would settle up and we'd meet them there in a bit!"
"Oh, okay. But this place is great, why did they would want to leave?"
That was exactly the response Nick was hoping for, "I know huh, I'm not sure either. We should hang here a little longer!" Just then the song changed and a loud roar sounded from the crowd before a new wave headed to the already crowded dance floor. Nick grabbed Abbie by the hand, "Hey, I really like this song, let's dance!"
The two of them had danced plenty together throughout the night, but Nick had kept it cool due to the presence of the others. Now he finally had her alone and had every intention of turning up the heat. His hot married coach was obviously quite drunk and he had picked up on lots of flirty cues throughout the night.
Butterflies formed in Abbie's stomach as Nick led her deep into the crowd.
The hip hop bump was so loud, they could barely hear each other talk, even from the close proximity the crowded dance floor required. Nick had a perfect view of Abbie's tits as they spilled enticingly out of the sexy dress. In minutes, they each developed a sweaty sheen on their exposed skin from the heat of the dance floor. Nick could actually see small beads forming on Abbie's chest and trickling down between her impressive cleavage. He leaned in close, "Hey, that dress really does look great on you!"
Abbie smiled a wide smile and returned the compliment, "You don't look so bad in that outfit either!" Again she could feel flirtatious nervousness permeating her insides.
Nick looked down at his physique, he had unbuttoned one additional button on his tight shirt and his shiny muscled chest now shown impressively, "...Looked pretty good with four gold medals hanging off of it earlier didn't it?" He stated more than asked with an ear to ear grin plastered on his face.
Abbie laughed, "Yeah, it sure did!"
"So you and Justin both won state gold's at the same competition back in the day?" Nick yelled above the loud beat of a new song by Post Malone.
"Yes we did, but don't make it sound like it was that long ago, it was only like six years!" She laughed as she slapped him playfully on the chest.
He laughed too, "SIX YEARS? DAMN, I THOUGHT IT WAS ONLY LIKE THREE? YOU GUYS REALLY ARE OLD!"
"Oh shut up Nick, you've known us for almost three!" She countered playfully followed by more laughter.
"I bet you guys had plenty of fun that night?"
"Nick Thomas...that's none of your business!" She admonished him as she rolled her eyes cutely and smiled.
"No, I meant partying and shit...Wow, your mind went in the gutter immediately girl!"
An embarrassed gaze formed on her face before she giggled, "Oh, I misunderstood you, yes we partied pretty hard at a place not too far from here! Justin got so wasted, he almost barfed on the trip back up to UCSB!"



Nick laughed just as a slow song from Drake transitioned into the mix. Nick instinctively reached around her hips with his large hands and pulled her close.
The butterflies in Abbie's stomach turned into eagles as for the first time in this nearly two and half year flirtation, Nick Thomas actually held her in his arms. She could feel the rigidity of the muscles in his arms and chest and she immediately found his masculine scent captivating. They danced tightly together for several minutes without saying a word before the DJ teed up another slow one. Nick's hands drifted down Abbie's back until they circled her tight ass cheeks.
Everything in Abbie's head warned her to tell him to remove them, but her mind was quickly losing control to her leaking pussy as he pulled her tighter. The married dive coach felt the connection with the inescapable lump in his pants as it pressed against her for the first time since the male stripper show over a year previously.
The muscled black diver cupped his coach's tight ass cheeks more firmly as he pulled her to him, the lump now feeling more like a hunk of cured meat pressed against her. As the song played, their bodies pushed together tightly as suddenly this moment felt to both of them like the inevitable sensual collision they suspected would happen ever since that first time they had met at the recruiting interview. Nick whispered in her ear, "You dance nice baby..."
Hearing him call her 'baby' should have been enough to pull Abbie from the dangerous connection, but before her mind could process the words, a response formed on her lips, "Mmmm...you do too..."
Nick knew she was fucked-up and not showing any objection to his initial advances so he pressed further, "Hey I got to ask you, when you were wearing that victory gold around your neck a few years ago, did it arouse you as much as it did me?"
The question caught Abbie off guard, but in spite of her intoxication, she fully realized where he was going with this line of questioning. Surprisingly, she found herself not wanting to change the subject, "Um...well it was like six years ago..." they both smiled recalling their previous banter, "but...uh...yeah, I seem to recall getting kind of excited!" This time the flutter in her tummy nearly overwhelmed her as she couldn't believe she had just shared that with him.
Nick smiled broadly, "Remind me, how many medals you won?"
"Two..." she answered quizzically wondering what he was getting at.
"Well just imagine how aroused you'd been if you won four...!" Nick toyed as he pulled subtly away and led her gaze to the now rock-hard bulge in his pants.
Abbie's eyes widened and an audible gasp escaped her lips, "...Ah...um...I...uh..." They were in the center of a huge dance floor, circled by hundreds of people, but at the moment Abbie felt like they were the only two people in the world.
Nick stared deep into her deer-in-headlights gaze with his piercingly mesmerizing eyes, "You can't possibly know how I feel by looking at it, you need to touch it..."
"Oh Nick...no...I...I can't...Justin...I'm married...this is crazy we are even dancing like this..." She stuttered unconvincingly.
"C'mon baby, we both always knew it would come to this at some point...all the times you've seen me in my Speedo...I've seen it in your eyes. Touch it Abbie..."
For some reason, hearing him call her by her name instead of coach or Coach Abbie, felt more strange than what he was actually asking her to do, "...Ugh...Oh God Nick...I...I...can't...I've never cheated on Jus...Justin..." She answered breathlessly, not yet taking her eyes off of his massive bulge.
"It won't be cheating, it's not like we'd be having wild, passionate sex or anything - it's just two people a million miles away relieving some pent up sensual curiosity."
The term 'sensual curiosity' seemed to sooth Abbie's palpable anxiety. She finally broke eye contact with Nick's cock as she turned her gaze to his handsome face and bit down nervously on her lower lip, "...you won't tell anyone?"
"...Shit no...why would I do that?" He answered confidently as he reached for her hand. He could feel her shaking as he moved it towards his cock.
Suddenly every recollection of Justin's fetish fantasies and his encouragement for her to someday sample an endowed man came flooding to Abbie at once as her small shaking fingers came in contact with Nick Thomas' rock hard shaft.
Nick gripped her ass tightly again and pulled her to him, obscuring the connection her hand was now making with his big cock from the sweat-covered horde of tangled bodies surrounding them - many of whom, were engaged in similar transgressions.
They stared into each other's eyes as Abbie's fingers squeezed and massaged an area in the middle of his shaft. Her small digits hadn't yet made the intoxicating journey from top to bottom, she was still just trying to come to grips (no pun intended) with the unfathomable diameter.
"...That feels nice baby!" Nick groaned as he squeezed her swollen ass cheeks while checking out the sexy swell of her phenomenal tits.
Abbie's tongue slipped from her mouth and subtly circled her glossy lips, "Yeah it does..." Her gaze remained fixed on his mesmerizing eyes, but her thoughts turned to all the times she had stared at his huge bulge, wondering what really lie beneath that Speedo. Now it was in her hand and every previous vision evaporated immediately as its thickness overwhelmed her sense of possibility.
Nick moved his head near her ear, "That's a good spot baby, but there's about twelve others who would like to introduce themselves to those little fingers and a couple of their buds down below that have waited a long time to thank the person who helped them squeeze into that tight-ass altered Speedo."
Abbie got the hint as she moved her fingers downward along its rutted length. She didn't know how her mind could feel totally blank and full of so many thoughts at the same time - but regardless she couldn't recall ever feeling like this. She was intoxicated with arousal and her pussy was filling her panties with moisture. Eventually she circled one Nick's huge balls in the palm of her hand. It felt like a large lime as she playfully squeezed and fondled it with her entire hand, "...oh my...God..." she gasped unthinkingly.
"Yeah...that a girl...get the other one too...uh huh...just like that..."
Abbie suddenly felt an urge to drop both of her hands and grip one in each, but she knew that would be too conspicuous so she carried on with her one-handed ministrations.
As it was, Nick caught a young white couple dancing nearby watching them excitedly. Nick hadn't said anything to the others before, but he had picked this particular club as it had a reputation for allowing and even condoning provocative behavior after hours. With his huge nuts firmly in his hot coach's grasp, Nick looked around to see lots and lots of people dancing and groping erotically under the flash of the sporadic strobe lights in the steamy venue.
Abbie's hand had now made it up to the head of his fat cock and was rubbing and squeezing its fullness.
"Feels nice don't it?" Nick whispered.
Abbie just stared into his eyes and nodded.
"Hey, why don't we take this dance back to hotel..." Nick suggested subtly.
Abbie hesitated for what seemed like a full minute, obviously contemplating the possibilities, before responding in a sultry voice, "...I like it here, let's dance some more." Nick felt her grip tighten around his cock.
Nick squeezed her ass roughly as an erotic gasp escaped her lips.
Eventually the music transitioned back to more upbeat hip hop. Nick swung Abbie around and pulled her tight ass against his crotch. For the next several minutes they danced suggestively as he ground himself against the sweet folds of her bubbled ass. Again he noticed the young white couple and now a few others watching them. He saw the little blonde subtly point her ring finger out to her guy, apparently acknowledging that Abbie was wearing a wedding ring.
This only spurred Nick on to enhance the show.
Abbie didn't notice as her eyes were glazed and she was too busy pressing her ass against Nick's rigid cock.
Nick pulled her close again and buried his face in her thick hair from behind. Her scent permeated his senses, prompting him to run his nose along her long neck and take in more of her perfume mixed with perspiration. With his hands circling her waist and his cock grinding against her he began planting little kisses along her neck.
Abbie stiffened initially before eventually reaching back and gripping the back of his head. She ran her fingers through his short kinky dreads as she turned her head slightly and encouraged his efforts. She could feel her rock hard nipples scraping against the silky fabric of her short dress.
Suddenly she felt Nick's big hand cup the back of her exposed thigh just below the hem. She nearly lost her breath as his strong fingers traveled tantalizingly underneath and gripped her ass cheek, her soaked thong allowing uninhibited access, "Nice baby..." He muttered provocatively in her ear before biting it softly.
Abbie knew she was quickly approaching the point of no return, if she let Nick touch her pussy then... "Oh my God, I thought they left!" She practically screamed out loud as she pushed Nick's hand away and pulled from his grasp in a sudden panic.
Nick looked up to see Riley, Lauren, and Juliana walking along the edge of the dance floor towards the main bar.
Apparently in their erotic hypnosis, Abbie and Nick had gravitated from the center of the dance floor to the outer edge nearest the bar. Nick tried to convince her to move back towards the middle, but the damage was already done. Abbie 'sobered' quickly and the realization of her infidelity finally crystallized in her mind, "Nick we can't do this! I'm married!"
He tried again to convince her to reconsider, but she wasn't having any of it. They made their way over to the others, Nick doing his best to conceal his hard-on.
"Hey what happened to you guys," Riley asked as he saw them approach.
"Sorry it's my fault," Abbie answered, "I really like this club and I convinced Nick we should stay for a while. What are you guys doing back here?"
"I left my damn credit card at the bar. I didn't realize it till after we waited nearly an hour to get into that other place."
"Oh shit, I'm sorry Riles, I had no idea there would be a line!" Nick expounded with a chuckle.
"No worries, I'm just gonna grab my card and head back to the hotel."
"We'll go with you guys!" Abbie blurted quickly before Nick could respond.
They called two Uber's and Abbie jumped into the first one with Lauren and Juliana. She was already back in her room when Nick's first text dinged on her phone, "Hey, I still got plenty to drink over here, why don't you come down for a bit...the night's still young."
Butterflies circled Abbie's stomach as she glanced at the clock...2:45 a.m. "Young my ass..." she muttered to herself. Yet in spite of the late hour and a subtly clearer perspective, an unyielding force was pulling her towards Nick's room - Nick's room and that big black cock...
After painstakingly wrestling with her thoughts and desires, she texted him back - she had typed and erased several iterations that included apologies and justifications, but she finally settled on, "Nick, I can't..."
He sent several follow-up responses but they all went ignored. Abbie had built up enough resolve to resist her temptations and she had since located her vibrator. It worked overtime for the next hour while she watched another rented porn flick.
Nick grew anxious after several unreturned messages so he bee-lined for her room on the seventh floor hoping to convince her in person. As he approached, he put his ear to the door - what he heard caused him to smile. In addition to a feint humming sound he heard a man's deep voice, "C'mon you hot little married slut, put your white-girl cum all over this big black cock!"
Nick knew the hook was set, it was only a matter of time till she swallowed...
*****
Two weeks later
"Hey I got this big jar for them to all put their keys into tonight. Nobody is going to drink and drive when they leave here," Justin announced, proud of himself for coming up with the idea. "I'll put it out on the porch in the morning and they can pick them up then."
"Good idea honey, what else do we need to do to get ready?" Abbie asked with an energetic smile.
"That should just about do it. The solo cups and shot glasses are all out up here and down in the basement. The big bottle of Patron and the keg are on ice. The pizza arrives at 8. My ping-pong table is set up downstairs. They all love to play that beer pong game, so we'll see how crazy that gets."
"Did I hear you say Nick is in charge of the music?" Abbie asked.
"Yes, they all wouldn't have it any other way, he's like the resident DJ and that hip hop shit will undoubtedly be blaring loudly all night long!" Justin frowned before an accepting smile reappeared.
Abbie's thoughts turned to the eroticism of the night club from two weeks previously. That night the thunderous bump of the hip hop blasting from the speakers was intoxicatingly hot. That, combined with the surreal experience of Nick's firm hands on her while grinding his big hard cock against her ass had nearly led her down a path to marital infidelity. Only the arrival of the rest of the group saved her from that fate.
The past two weeks had gone by in a blur as memories of that night came flooding back to her time and time again each and every day. But in spite of Justin's encouraging fetish fantasies, she couldn't bring herself to tell him of her transgressions, now cautiously hopeful it would be a distant memory before long. Still, feelings of anxiety and excitement coursed through her as this would be the first night she would see Nick since State Championships.
The conclusion of the dive season and both dead week and finals week in the interim had altered their typical schedules since. For the seniors, tonight's end of year team party was their last hurrah before graduation the following weekend.
Team members began arriving at seven o'clock, by eight nearly the entire team was there. Abbie had greeted Nick at the door in an awkward exchange that found her shaking his hand as he entered. Nick had to hold back a laugh as only two weeks earlier that same dainty hand had been stroking his big cock on the dance floor.
It was a warm night in the Sacramento area. Nick wore a tight tee shirt, shorts, and flip flops. Abbie was dressed pretty casual as well in a flowery sun dress and sandals. Her hair was up and she sported the sexy librarian glasses that Nick had seen on her only about a dozen times over the past couple of years. The pretty dress had thin straps and was cut relatively low in the front showing a fair amount of cleavage. It wasn't unusually tight, but it showed off her curves nicely. Her tan was already looking really good for early May.
As expected, Nick became NTDJ (BDNDJ would have been hard to explain) when he connected his phone to Justin's Sonos speaker system. The rap tunes soon blared from his Spotify mix to the delight of everyone on the team except the head coach...Justin gritted his teeth and accepted the fact it was only one night. Abbie's panties dampened like Pavlov's dog hearing the dinner bell as she recollected several songs from the erotic night at the dance club.
At several points throughout the night when one of those songs played, she and Nick would make knowing eye contact. Abbie would subconsciously look away quickly, but he knew what she was thinking.
Over the course of the next four hours, beers and shots flowed continuously. One of the junior divers, Derek Lattimore, brought his famous Hornet beer bong which got plenty of use down in the basement. Justin pounded down a few like he was back at UCSB again. He had no idea each time he did that Nick Thomas added a little sleepy juice to the funnel. Although Nick suspected Justin might have cuckold tendencies, he had every intention of fucking his wife's brains out and wasn't going to take the chance of him being in the way. By the time the crowd dwindled to only a few, the coach was well on his way to Nyquil night-night.
After Abbie walked Riley and Derek to the door laughing and joking about a story Riley recounted from his sophomore year, she turned and saw only Nick still waiting upstairs. Butterflies filled her stomach before she suggested nervously, "Hey, let's go see what's happening downstairs."
She led the way with Nick following closely. He checked out her hot little ass and tanned legs as they made their way down. To Abbie's disbelief, the only person remaining in the basement was her husband. He was passed out on the couch sitting up with a half-full beer still in his hand. The sleep cocktail and all the booze the coach consumed had done the job. Nick's buddy Carl from the MM show had concocted the sleep drink and assured him it was safe, but warned him whoever consumed it would be out like Rip Van Winkle for the next ten to twelve hours.
Nick had to hold back a laugh as Abbie removed the cup from Justin's hand and tried desperately to wake him. Her efforts failed miserably. Finally she gave up and Nick helped direct his head to a pillow before Abbie covered him with a light blanket and flipped off the light.
Abbie's butterflies morphed into pterodactyls once again as they ascended the stairs, "So that was a good night, are you as tired as I am?" She asked leadingly.
Nick didn't respond but instead made a bee-line for the fridge and grabbed a beer. Abbie's angst grew as he hopped his butt up on one of the only vacant counter spaces, "Nah, I'm not too wiped, let's hang out for a bit."
Abbie filled a water glass and took a big drink before turning and looking back at him. She'd had a lot to drink while playing beer pong downstairs and worse, had gulped down a handful of Patron shots mixed with a couple more beers over the past few hours while hanging out with the girls upstairs. Nick could see the drunkenness in her eyes. He could also see the telltale signs of the drugs he'd slipped into several of her keg pours. He knew the affect they had on her the night of the show, so he had been a bit more conservative with the volume this time around, but still made sure she got enough to enhance her level of arousal.
"So how come you didn't respond to any of my text's when we got back to the hotel the other night?"
"Oh God...here it goes." Abbie said to herself. "Nick...it was wrong what we...I did at the dance club!"
"You didn't seem to think so at the time - you seemed to really enjoy yourself!"
"That doesn't mean it wasn't wrong..."
"Right or wrong, I think it was just two people acting out on an obvious attraction that's been building for a long time!"
"What...what do you mean a long time?" She stuttered nervously.
"Oh c'mon coach, don't tell me you haven't felt it from way back in the beginning. I've seen the way you look at it all the time."
"Look...look at what?"
Nick laughed, "The bulge in my Speedo, I've seen you stare at it hundreds of times over the past couple of years."
Abbie gulped, "You must be mistaken Nick..."
"Tell me this, does Justin know you stare at it that much?" Nick asked as he spread his legs exposing his bulge even in his baggy shorts.
Abbie could feel wetness in her panties as she unconsciously glanced down between his legs before answering absently, "I...I'm not sure...but...he...he would probably be okay if he did..."



"Bingo!" Nick now knew that inevitable truth would lead to the outcome he had anticipated for a long time, "Did you tell him about the dance club?"
"No...no of course not!"
"Why not, if he would have been okay with it, why didn't you tell him how much you liked stroking my big cock?"
"Ugh...Nick...I didn't...I didn't...uh...tell him..."
"You didn't tell him that you did it or didn't tell him you loved it?"
"...Uh...I didn't tell him I...uh...did it."
"But you did love it didn't you?"
She stared blankly into his eyes, both of them knowing how she'd felt. "Tell me Abbie, if Justin would have been okay with it as you suggested, can I assume you guys are swingers or something?"
"Swingers? Absolutely not, we've never been unfaithful to one another!"
A sly smile formed on Nick's face, "Hmm, but he's okay if you check out another dude's package all the time?"
Abbie stammered again, "I...I...uh...don't stare at it all the time, but..." she swallowed nervously and dropped her eyes back into his crotch, "...I think he would be."
Nick smiled widely and hopped down from the counter, grabbed her by the hand, and led her to the couch in the living room, "Wait here for a minute." He grabbed his nearby backpack and headed for the adjacent bathroom. Abbie felt a tingling in her panties when moments later he returned wearing only his Hornet Speedo and tee-shirt. He quickly moved in front of her and tantalizingly removed his shirt exposing his tattoo covered muscular torso and gunned biceps.
Nick witnessed Abbie's sporadic heavy breathing as she looked up into his mesmerizing eyes. He then watched as her gaze followed a path down his muscled chest and rippled stomach before fixing on the incomprehensible lump directly in front of her stunned face. In spite of thousands of subtle and not so subtle stares, only once before, the night of the show, had she ever been this close to it. She licked her lips unthinkingly.
"Now you can look at it all you want!"
Abbie couldn't believe how every inch of the Speedo fabric was stretched so tightly. Her mouth watered as she wondered if it would burst out at any moment. She licked her lips again before biting her lower one and gazing back up into his eyes.
"Baby, we have both wanted this for a long time, why don't you go into your room, take off your clothes, and wait for me on the bed."
Abbie's heart felt like it was going to explode in her chest, "But...but what about him? What about...uh...Justin?" She asked in a distracted absent tone.
"What about him? Based on how much he drank, something tells me he is going to be out for a while. But if he does wake, he can come in and watch..."
"Watch?"
"Watch us fuck baby!"
"...oh God Nick. We ca...can't. I love him."
"Of course you do, but you said yourself he is okay with you ogling my bulge, I'm sure he's told you he would love to watch you have sex with a hung dude."
"Oh my God Nick...how could you know that?"
He laughed, "C'mon coach, you can't be that naïve. As soon as you acknowledged that he would be okay with you ogling my junk, it's the natural next step. This is the 21st century, lots of husbands and boyfriends get off on watching their wives or girlfriends getting some big strange cock!"
"Jesus...he said the same thing!"
Nick laughed again, "So we both know he wants this as much as the two of us, go on in and get ready for me Abbie," The muscular athlete nodded in the direction of her bedroom.
Abbie stared at him absently before she finally did as he instructed as if some invisible puppet master controlled the strings to her aroused body. A surreal feeling of being in Nick's control overcame her. Here she was in her own home with her husband only a stairway away, but Nick Thomas, the young black man they had recruited and coached for the past two years, was the one now calling the shots.
It felt so wrong and so right at the same time.
Abbie could barely feel her legs as she moved towards the bedroom, but just before entering she turned, "...Nick...can you...uh...keep the Speedo on when you come in..."
A knowing smile formed on his face, he nodded. As she turned to move away he had every sense this was a fantasy she had waited a long time to live out.
When she got into the room, every part of her was trembling. Abbie went to her lingerie drawer before entering her master bath. The young dive coach stared into the mirror before removing her glasses, slipping the sundress from her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. Her fingers shook nervously as she disconnected the strapless bra clasp before stretching her tight silky panties over her lithe hips. Both sexy garments joined her dress on the floor. Abbie stared at her naked body in the mirror, knowing that a man who wasn't her husband would soon see her like this, but that wasn't all, he would touch her...he would kiss her...he would lick her...he would fuck her.
Abbie swallowed uneasily before applying perfume to her neck, her breasts and her pussy mound. She slipped on one of Justin's favorite pink baby dolls and checked herself out in the full length mirror behind the door. She knew she always looked really good in this piece and right now her tits looked perfect spilling out the top and filling out the sexwear. She released her hair from its hold and let it fall over her shoulders. She kinked it a bit and applied wet lip gloss before exiting the bathroom. She hurriedly lit several candles around the room before dimming the lights and crawling up on the soft surface. Justin was the last thing on her mind.
Moments later Nick Thomas, her black diving protégé, entered the room dressed only in his shorts. Abbie felt a tinge of disappointment that he had covered back up his Speedo, but her attention moved hurriedly to his black-skinned muscle-covered chest and rippled stomach. His tats that had been a source of annoyance in the past were now drawing her gaze curiously.
Nick himself couldn't remember ever being more aroused. Before him on her marital bed knelt his gorgeous white coach waiting innocently for a blacking she couldn't possibly fathom. He had seen her dressed in hundreds of outfits including string bikinis and party dresses over the past couple of years, but never had she looked as good as she did at this moment. Dressed in a shear pink baby doll that did very little to obscure its heavenly contents, Nick took in every inch of her stunning body. Her gorgeous face wore the gaze of a young movie actress waiting for her first sex scene with an experienced heartthrob...nervousness mixed with unbridled excitement.
The knowledge that her husband was only one floor below cemented Nick's arousal as he knew that the next time Justin Dawson saw her, his previously innocent wife would no longer be a virgin to big black cock. This seduction had gone on long enough - tonight Abbie Dawson would learn what it was like to be taken by a black bull. Nick Thomas eyed her hungrily as he made his way towards the bed.
"I thought I said to take off your clothes," an authoritative tone resonated in his voice.
"Mmm, you did, but I thought you might like this." Abbie apologized as she gazed down at her scantily clad tits in the shear lingerie.
He nodded, not showing any outward emotion but aroused as hell at how fucking good she looked. "Tell me what you want?"
Abbie licked her lips while staring at his crotch. He was now only a few feet away. "I want you to take those shorts off..." she breathed lustily without making eye-contact with his face.
"You want me to strip for you?"
"Yes please Nick...take them off...now!" Nick could hear a strained impatience in her voice.
A knowing smile appeared on his face as he watched Abbie move closer to him, "You know good things come to those who wait don't you bitch?"
Abbie was practically hyperventilating, subtly aware he was making her wait for what she had fantasized about for so long - him calling her a bitch would have been inappropriate in any other setting, at this moment it enhanced her arousal.
"Please Nick, take them off...I want to see it."
"I can see by the look in your eyes you want it bad...tell me!"
Abbie nodded impatiently and licked her lips, "Yes...yes...I want it...please do it! Show it to me."
Nick laughed before slowly disengaging the top button and teasingly releasing the others, allowing his shorts to fall to the floor. Abbie gasped out loud and moved closer to him once again. She reached out instinctively but Nick pushed her hand away before pressing forward, "Use your mouth!"
In spite of her surprise at his directive, she didn't hesitate. Her breath was heavy as she leaned in until her lips came in contact with it through the silky material. The young wife immediately felt a shudder surge through her body as its intoxicatingly masculine scent nearly overwhelmed her. Abbie would later admit to her husband that for the first time ever in her life she thought she might die if she didn't have sex.
The horny wife started running her lips all along Nick's semi-limp shaft. She couldn't believe the heat coming off through his suit. She reached for it, but Nick pushed her hands away again, instructing her to keep doing what she was doing.
Abbie felt like she was in a dream as the surreal experience that she'd imagined so many times was finally a reality. She'd seen him in his Speedo so many times over the past two years and had fantasized about this moment more times than she would admit, even to herself. Now as her lips and tongue massaged its rutted contours she began to sense his arousal. She was amazed that he wasn't already hard. Abbie tried to imagine Justin's much smaller cock possibly remaining flaccid as she licked and kissed his cock while dressed like this for him.
She knew that would never have been the case, but the longer she used her mouth, even Nick's previously steel resolve slowly dissolved as his magnificent cock began to harden and grow. Nick wrapped his long fingers in her hair and guided her head as Abbie's efforts caused it to expand and lengthen so quickly she could hear the seams of the Speedo stretching.
When it finally sprang free, she screamed and practically jumped in surprise.
Her eyes got huge as she finally saw the object that had pervaded her thoughts so often over the past few years. She was astonished at its size. Nick heard an audible gasp as his hot married coach tried to come to grips with what now stood powerfully rigid in front of her face. The dark black head and veiny contours gave it a powerfully threatening appearance, yet the only thought that came to her mind was how stunningly beautiful it looked.
She wanted to suck it.
Nick let her move her head forward and kiss it unsheathed for the first time. His fingers remained tangled in her thick hair as she planted little kisses and nibbles along its length. The heat and electricity she felt without the restrictiveness of the suit made her pussy drip and her nipples turn to stone.
"Stick out your tongue," his authoritativeness returning.
Abbie did as he said before he wrapped a large hand around his girth and brought it to her lips.
"Taste what's leaking out!"
Abbie nervously wiggled her tongue around the tip and lapped at his pre-cum, "Mmm..." Nick heard from somewhere deep in her throat. He grunted approvingly before rubbing it more forcefully around her wet tongue and plump lips.
Abbie opened her mouth, showing him the wetness inside. Inviting him to enter. She couldn't wait for it.
"You like giving head?"
His young coach nodded despite the fact it had never been her thing. He could see a nervous excitement on her face.
"Show me," he said as he pushed the fat head between her succulent lips. Abbie's mouth was quickly stretched so wide that she found breathing difficult. His circumference challenged her capabilities, but she quickly learned she could breathe through her nose and still use her tongue to tickle the fleshy underside to his grunting approval. He pressed deeper, but in spite of her best efforts, he came to a hasty realization that she was going to need a lot more practice. The irony was not lost on either of them as she had been the teacher for the past few years in the pool, but he would now be the one providing instruction in the bedroom.
Nick liked it that way and despite her inexperience, he loved the way she looked with his big black cock in her mouth, "I'm surprised you aren't a little more comfortable sucking cock, but I'll teach you...I'll teach you how to please a black man with your mouth! Spit on it baby...mmm...that's better now lick and suck it!" He groaned as he reached down and squeezed one of her heavy tits, "Nice baby, suck it while I play with these big titties!"
Nick pulled her to the edge of the bed. He stood between her legs as she anxiously stroked her saliva with both hands, one on top of the other while slutishly sucking and kissing the head. Then she found his balls. Abbie pulled his cock from her mouth to get a look at her new discovery. Her eyes went wide as she stared at the huge black sack that enveloped her small hand as she kneaded the lemon sized spheres with her fingers and muttered, "Oh my God, no wonder you don't fit in those Speedos..."
"Take that shit in your mouth too..." the black diver brusquely directed as he raised one foot up on the bed exposing his heavy hanging sack. Abbie observed that since they'd entered the bedroom, Nick's recently evolved persona took a back seat to the edgier ghetto character she and Justin had first come to know. Regardless, she latched onto one of his big balls and sucked it enthusiastically, not giving a shit at this moment about their socio-cultural differences.
Nick's hands found her tits and squeezed them roughly. It startled her at first, but she soon found she liked the way he manipulated them as he pressed her mounds upward while thumbing her nipples. She moaned her pleasure.
"Show them to me...show me those big titties," he grunted.
In spite of her arousal and desire to get naked for him, Abbie playfully teased with a naughty grin, "My husband is the only one allowed to see them..."
Her response surprised him at first, but immediately the reluctantly playful interaction aroused him. However, instead of playing along, he took the opportunity to remind her who was in charge, "Oh is that right? Well I've waited too long for this!" He growled in a mockingly authoritarian tone before yanking the front of the sexy lingerie from her chest. The tiny straps snapped like rubber bands and his hot coach's perfect tits bounded out.
The action surprised her and a startled scream escaped Abbie's lips as she looked down to see her tits bouncing with the destroyed baby doll now bunched around her waist. She looked back up at him in amazement before a smile formed on his face. Moments later they were both laughing before he moved in and their lips locked passionately. They kissed like teenagers as Nick squeezed her fully exposed tits and she stroked his huge cock.
"Wrap them around it..." Nick directed when their lips finally separated.
The suggestion surprised her, "Wrap them around...?"
"Your fuckin' tits...wrap them around my cock!" Nick clarified as his dark manhood stood majestically in front of her face, slick with her saliva and glistening from the flickering candles.
He watched as she pulled him forward against her chest. Nick couldn't get over the flawlessness of her big rack. The aroused black man couldn't recall ever seeing a nicer set than the d-cup pair heaving enticingly on his young coach's slender frame. Round and shaped to perfection they looked like they had been sculpted by an artist to serve as the focal point of her stunning body. Sitting heavily above her flat stomach they contained that perfect shape that forced her hard nipples upward towards his ogling stare. He would soon feel the contrast of just how soft they felt as Abbie positioned them around his big aching cock and began an up and down movement.
Nick's head fell backwards when the warm comfort engulfed him, "Fuh...uh huh...those big titties feel real good baby. Now get it all nice and wet...spit on it!"
Abbie looked down to see the huge black head emerge from between them. Her mouth was already wet with arousal - she let a large saliva stream spill from her lips and land across Nick's partially opened slit. He then used her wetness to lubricate the heavenly tunnel engulfing his cock as he fucked her tits in long slow strokes, "Yeah baby...do it again." He groaned before watching her release another slippery loog from between her plump lips, "Mmmph...that's what I'm fucking talking about!"
Nick picked up the pace and was soon giving Abbie's sexy tits a good fucking while she excitedly squeezed them around it, played with her nipples, and watched. The contrast of his dark black head entering and exiting her creamy white tits aroused her in the same way she had felt watching Justin's interracial videos.
Now she wanted his big black cock back in her mouth.
Abbie lowered her head and licked the tip each time it thrust forward. She was amazed that his cock was long enough to accommodate such an action. When Nick saw what she was doing he surprised her further. Till now he'd only planted about two-thirds of his meat between her pillowy folds in an effort to maximize the time his sensitive head and fleshy underside spent between them, but his focus was now on another location of desire, "Open your mouth and suck on it while I fuck your big tits!"
His aggressive move startled Abbie momentarily before the head of his cock sunk between her parted lips and his huge balls slapped against the base of her tits. Abbie's arousal only built as he took her this way for several minutes creating a sloppy mess on her chest as she slobbered uncontrollably and his pre-cum oozed .
For the first time in Abbie's life she felt like her body was being used completely as it was designed - to provide pleasure for a confident man who knew exactly what to do with it. Her desire to please him superseded even her own pleasurable feelings. She also realized she really liked sucking his cock, "Uhn...Nick your big cock tastes so good, I love having it in my mouth...and I love the way you're fucking my tits!"
Suddenly she heard Nick groan loudly. Thinking she may have hurt him, she pulled back only to hear him grunt again. This time, his guttural howl was followed by a burst of milky cream exploding from the tip of his cock. The first string landed heavily across her stunned face causing her to gasp in surprise. With her mouth open, the second blast splattered partially inside and down her chin. Abbie reached for his cock in an attempt to guide it away from her face, but not before two more spurts erupted from the engorged head. The first coated one of her eye sockets and the other landed haphazardly in her hair like a heavy slather of shampoo. When she finally pressed his spurting cock downward, her upper chest and breasts received the heaviest dousing as she counted a half-dozen more powerful spurts before his huge balls finally subsided and the remainder dribbled across her fingers.
Still not comprehending what she'd just witnessed and not aware how much was in her mouth, the stunned wife swallowed and tasted his rich ejaculate for the first time. She had rarely if ever tasted Justin's cum, but she was immediately surprised that Nick's possessed a unique, almost buttery quality about it, "God Nick...I didn't know anyone could..."
He cut her off, "...Those sweet wet titties milked it right out of me. Now clean me up!" He suggested matter-of-factly as he brought the cum covered head to her lips. Abbie's eyes got wide as she thought to herself, "...clean you up? I'm the one covered in this mess!" But before she could process another thought, Nick's plumb-sized head pushed her lips apart and entered her mouth.



Her second helping was just as agreeable as the first and she soon found herself licking and sucking it from his spongy head before using it to coral more from around her face and direct it towards her mouth. Nick held the back of her head and watched pridefully, "That a girl, tastes nice don't it?"
Again Abbie picked up on the Stockton hood in his tone and word choice, but surprisingly she found something about it intriguing. She nodded in response with the full head of his cock back in her mouth. She sucked him hungrily until most of the heavy stuff was cleaned from her beautiful face.
In spite of her inexperience, Nick concluded his dive coach had an affinity for sucking black cock and the fact she hadn't shown opposition to swallowing his jis only added to his level of desire for this woman.
But after two long years of seduction, he was ready for more than her mouth.
Nick pulled his rigid cock from between her lips and positioned her on her back near the edge of the bed. Abbie whimpered excitedly as he pulled her tattered lingerie from her hips and tossed it aside. Nick took a moment to absorb the perfection of Abbie's naked body before he gripped her thighs and slowly worked them apart. Staring him in the face was the sexiest of white married pussies dripping with excitement. His young coach had a cute little dark patch cut sexily above glistening pink pussy lips. He liked that her slightly puffy outer labia gave way to excess-fleshed inner lips - there was something about a little dangling pussy skin that really turned him on...especially on white chicks. Nick spread her legs wider before dropping his head between them and tasting her for the first time.
Abbie practically bounced off the bed when she felt his tongue.
Before too long her ass did actually lift off the bed as she tried to enhance the connection between her pussy and his long tongue. He had already brought her to the edge several times until she begged him to make her orgasm, "Please Nick, it feels so good, please make me cum," she whined as her hips rotated desperately while her hands smeared his ample cum around her tits.
Nick had to hold back a laugh as his married coach's pitiful cries exposed her level of need. He contemplated eating her sweet cunt to release, but decided her first of countless orgasms would take place with her tight pussy impaled on his big black cock. Confidently he stood and gripped his rigid dick and positioned it at the entrance to her pink dripping slit, "Time for that little pussy to get fucked by something that'll make it forget all about them tongue cums!"
Nick rubbed the big spongy head up and down her dripping slit, paying special attention to her swelling clit. "God Nick, I want you in me...but you need to use something," she gasped, suddenly wishing she and Justin hadn't decided to go off the pill.
"C'mon baby, you know how much better it'll feel. Little white pussies were made to feel big black cocks skin to skin!"
"...Ugh Nick...please...I can't risk it...Justin has some in his nightstand!"
Nick let out a little chuckle which caught her by surprise, "Nah, I got some shit..."
An audible gasp of disappointment escaped her lips as he released her legs and walked around to the base of the bed. Her hand fell between her legs and rubbed her pussy while she followed his muscle covered physique around the bed. He reached into his shorts before tossing them back down. As he moved back in her direction her attention was clearly focused on the most overwhelming presence in the room. This time when he moved back between her legs, it was her who gripped his rigid pole and guided it up and down her pussy slit, "God Nick...it's hot and big...please fffffuck me...I need you in me," she begged in a desperate whimper.
As Nick tore open the box of BIGFOOT XXX MAGNUM PLUS rubbers they stared into each other's eyes, both fully aware that the past couple of years of erotic seduction had finally reached the inevitable precipice they had always known they would eventually climb.
Abbie's thoughts turned to Justin one final time as Nick lined up his sheathed trunk at the opening of her waiting pussy. All the subtle and not so subtle fetish moments, encouragements, enticements, and urgings her husband had bestowed upon her over the past several years had led her to this point - naked and truly ready to be taken by an endowed man who wasn't her husband. And not just any man, the black man whose massive cock had been the central point of so much of their erotic infidelic foreplay ever since they'd first viewed the incomprehensible lump in his Speedo from his dive tapes years before.
The young wife took one final deep breath before she felt Nick Thomas' big black cock push inside her.
"Ohhhh myyyy Godddd Nick...please go slow...shit...ohhhh," she groaned as the swollen head sunk past her stretched lips.
Nick held her calves up near his shoulders as he slowly pressed millimeter after millimeter of his stone-hard cock into the young wife's tight pussy. He pridefully watched as her gorgeous face writhed in an unending array of pained yet pleasurable visual responses that aligned with the gasps and grunts escaping her gaped mouth, "...slow Nick...fuck...uhn...Jesus...ohh...ohh."
"Fuck your pussy is tight coach."
"Oh Nick...uhn...uhn...God...I've never felt anything...anything like this...so big...ohh...ohh...yeah..."
"Now you know what you been missin' all this time, feels good don't it," he grunted in his best Stockton hooded dialect.
Abbie simply nodded before cautioning, "You're so big...keep going slow...it feels so good but it hurts too!"
"Don't worry baby, once that tight married pussy gets messy all over it, the only thing you'll feel is Nirvana. You ain't ever gonna wanna stop!"
"Oh God..." Abbie whimpered as the handsome stud began slow in and out movements with about a third of his cock now buried inside.
"Play with those big titties baby!" Nick directed as he pulled her legs together and wrapped one muscular arm around them against his torso. He ran his long tongue along her calves as he moved his free hand to her pussy and pressed his thumb against her clit while feeding more veiny cock inside her.
"Oh fuh...Nick...that feels sooo good, keeping doing that!" Abbie whined as she pinched and pulled her hard nipples.
With his big black cock reaching the halfway point and his thumb having unleashed her swollen clit from its glistening little teepee, Nick began to see the telltale signs of an impending orgasm forming on his coach's gorgeous face. Her breathing was strained and her moans intensifying while her hips undulated ever so slightly, seeking to maximize the immense pleasure she was experiencing balanced with the dull ache of being stuffed so thoroughly.
Nick's cockhead had already reached places within her that had never been discovered and his rutted thickness wasn't deflowering them tenderly. The mushroomed phallus scraped roughly along nerve endings that instinctively bathed it in secretions never having been tested before.
To Nick Thomas, they were working to perfection. Abbie's unbelievably tight fuck tunnel immersed his cock in a heavenly welcoming party of slippery juices mixed with the softest tissues imaginable, "Fuck baby, your tight-ass pussy feels so damn good!"
"Oh yeah Nick, you're making me feel so good...I never knew it could be like this. Please...please don't stop doing anything...ohh...ohh...God...I love it!"
Nick had fucked countless women in his young life, but due perhaps to their extended erotic seduction, or possibly because Abbie was hot as fuck, he couldn't remember ever feeling more aroused at the prospect of a bitch creaming on his big cock like his married coach was about to, "Go on baby let it out, put that married cum all over that big black stick! You know you want to!"
"Uhn...uhn...yeah...you're gonna make me do it! Ohh...ohh...shit it feels sooo good Nick...don't stop! I wanna cum for you..." Abbie wailed.
"Give it to me baby...give me all that sweet married pussy juice! Put it on my black dick bitch!" Nick implored as he shoved his cock deeper into her than he had any point while continuing the titillating thumb ministrations around her dripping swollen clit.
"OH MY GOD NICK YES! FFFFFFUCK ME...FFFFFFUCK ME!" The uncontrollable young wife screamed, making Nick wonder if she might wake her passed out husband.
"I'M CUMMING NICK...OH MY GOD...I'M CUMMING!" She wailed as her entire body shook violently and a burst of juice spilled out copiously around the edges of his deeply buried cock.
The ejaculation startled even Nick Thomas. He pulled his massive dick from between her gaped lips and a gush of pussy juice splashed onto the sheets, "Holy fuck! Now that's what I call a good cum bitch!" He cheered.
Abbie barely heard his words as her head was still arched backwards against the sheets with her mouth wide open as she fought to replace the oxygen that had been fucked out of her lungs by Nick's amazing cock.
He shimmied her semi-limp body up towards the center of the bed with his cock still buried inside her. Abbie's gushing climax had assisted in a far deeper penetration by his long cock - most of him now being squeezed by her still hungry pussy. He started right back where he'd left off, fucking her right through her orgasm. Her taught legs were now spread wide as he held himself above her with his muscular arms in an upward pushup position.
Abbie moaned loudly as her hands roamed from his chest to his shoulders to his gunned biceps. Finally she pulled him down and practically swallowed his tongue as hers swirled and sucked on it like a starving women. Nick began fucking her in long slow strokes, burying himself deeper on each thrust. He still couldn't believe that in spite of her squirting climax, she could still feel so tight. The room was filled with the sounds of Abbie's ever present moans and wet smacking sounds as her pussy had become completely sodden following her orgasm and Nick's subsequent pounding.
"Uhn...uhn...uhn...God Nick...yes...you're so deep inside me. Please keep going slow like that...it feels sooo good...uhn...uhn...yes!"
Nick was now only an inch or so away from full penetration. He was impressed that Abbie's unbelievably tight pussy was capable of taking him so deep so quickly. Some chicks were never able to accept him at the depth his hot coach was at this moment. He was quickly confirming what he had expected for so long, this married bitch had a body built for fucking. And better yet, it was obvious she fucking loved it. He leaned forward and took one of her rock hard nipples between his teeth and bit down playfully as he thrust powerfully into her yet again.
"Oh yeah Nick, I love that - bite my nipples while you fuck me," she whined while tangling her fingers through his short dreads.
His coach's dirty pillow talk spurred him on to pound her harder. Nick had to hold back a laugh at the divergence between her and Justin's strict rules about profanity on the pool deck versus her resemblance to a foul-mouthed banshee while impaled on his big cock. He plunged his rutted shaft into her with more force as they both felt his huge balls bounce off her ass for the first time. Abbie cried out again, "Shit...it's so deep Nick...so deep...Jesus! I can't believe I can take it all..."
"Oh you can take it and you're gonna take deep it all night long!"
"Oh yes Nick...fuck me...fuck me harder...Oh shit...you're going to make me cum again!" Abbie could feel another big orgasm developing deep in her pussy.
"Squirt that pussy juice all over my big cock again bitch!" Nick growled as he pummeled away at her married hole.
"Yes..yes...ohh...ohh...big...so big...fuck me deep with your wonderful cock Nick...make me cum...OHHHH GAAAAWWWDDD!" She screamed as her fingernails dug into the flesh of his rigid ass.
Experiencing her in the throes of complete sexual decadence with her big beautiful tits bounding across her chest while plunging deeply into her squirting pussy was too much for Nick to handle, "Shit Abbie, your tight wet pussy is gonna milk it right out of me!" He shouted as every muscle in his body flexed, the head of his cock swelled, and his huge balls bounced off her ass as he deposited a torrent of cum into the oversized rubber.
Again Abbie's copious juices flowed out of her well-fucked hole when Nick pulled his cock out and they collapsed together on her marital bed.
They both fought to capture their breath as Nick took the opportunity to get in a little jab, "Shit baby, at this rate we ain't gonna have any dry spots to sleep in tonight!" They both glanced down towards the mess on the sheets between Abbie's legs and laughed breathlessly.
"Who said we're going to sleep?" Abbie answered with a naughty smile that Nick took as containing undertones that she might not be kidding.
Moments later another mischievous grin formed on her face before she jumped from the bed and entered her closet. Nick's eyes followed her stunning bubble ass as she disappeared through the doorway. She returned with another naughty look on her face and a silky black box in hand. Her perfect d-cups jiggling all the way.
"What have we here?" Nick questioned, suddenly wondering if his innocent dive coach was really all that innocent.
"Just some fun stuff," she giggled as she plopped the box down between them. The first thing she pulled out was Justin's soft-covered DVD case containing over a dozen porn videos. Abbie flipped quickly to the one titled 'Chocolate Decadence', "I think this is appropriate, don't you?" She bit her lower lip and asked as she held it up for him.
"I'd say so, put that shit on..."
Abbie rushed to the DVD player, flipped it and their big flat screen TV on and returned to the bed with remote in hand. When she arrived Nick was holding up a pair of fuzzy handcuffs. Her eyes got wide before knowing smiles formed on both of their faces.
Moments later the first scene that Abbie vaguely recalled from the one time she and Justin had watched this video came on the screen. A beautiful blonde wife and muscular black man were making out on a hotel bed as the woman's husband watched nearby.
"Hmm, is this the kind of shit you and Justin like to watch?" Nick asked, obviously picking up on the interracial cuckold element.
Another mischievous grin formed on Abbie's face as she simply nodded.
"I guess I should have known..." Nick responded as he watched the blonde on screen reach for the black bull's big cock.
Abbie's words interrupted his gaze, "We also like to do what they do," she teased playfully as she wrapped her dainty little fingers around his semi-rigid dick.
"Uh huh...makes sense to me." Nick answered as he propped a pillow behind his head and did the same with his intertwined fingers, elbows out.
He watched as his hot coach moved between his legs and stroked his pussy juice covered shaft. She moved in close and stared at it as she slowly stroked it, a mesmerized gaze painted on her face. The huge rubber reservoir tip of the BIGFOOT MAGNUM, was filled completely and actually ballooning out with Nick's spunk. He wondered what her intentions were before his gorgeous coach surprised him by extending her tongue and flicking it across the semen filled bubble. Nick watched as she playfully bobbed her tongue against it for nearly a minute before she kissed and licked around the sheathed head of his cock, obviously lapping at her own essence as it coated the enormous condom. Finally, she tilted her head back and looked at him with a hungry gaze, "I want to clean you up."
Again Nick was taken aback - his married coach was full of surprises. She would tell her husband later that Nick had instructed her to clean him, but the fact was, she wanted to taste him again. Abbie worked the incredibly tight sheathing from his hardening cock, taking care to ensure that as much remained inside in spite of her desire for its creamy richness. When she finally got the massive stretched-out prophylactic removed, she was dumbstruck by the volume and weight of its contents. She felt like she was back in sixth grade again holding an oversized water balloon at her friend's birthday party.
Nick watched in prideful satisfaction as he suspected what was going through her mind. But her next move surprised him. His typically conscientious, fastidious coach simply dropped the sodden, bulging condom onto the hardwood floor on her husband's side of the bed before attacking his cock with an impatient fervor that soon had her lips dripping with the remainder of his viscous spooge.
"Yeah baby clean that shit all up," he cheered, one hand now on the back of her head. Abbie's hungry tongue licked and nibbled up and down the length of his re-engaging shaft.
"Oomph...mmm...you taste good..." Nick's hot coach groaned as her tongue fluttered slutishly.
"Uh-huh...there's lots more where that came from...now give me another little taste of that married slit." He directed as he manipulated her body around until her gaped pussy was only inches from his face. They dined on one another's genitalia in a luscious sixty-nine until Abbie's juice literally ran down his face and her rapidly improving cock-sucking skills made him stone-hard yet again. Nick announced he was ready for more fucking.
He slid out from under her sweat covered body, keeping her in the same basic position and bringing her hot bubbled ass into play. He moved behind her with a sleek expertise, as fucking from behind was his unquestioned position of choice. To Nick, there was just something primally correct about taking white women doggy-style. Not only did it feel fucking great, but in no other tangling of body parts was the alpha black male, submissive white female element more in play. And in no other position did his huge nuts get to have more fun slapping against dripping clits and stunning white asses.
This wasn't just Nick's opinion either. It was a running joke with all his buddies from the Bull Pen how much white couples got off on it when the alpha black bulls fucked the shit out of the wives or girlfriends doggy-style while the husbands or boyfriends watched. A couple of the older more tenured bulls theorized some of those couples needed BBC doggy mating as much as the air they breathed every day.
Nick would soon learn that his hot coach might fit right in with that group.
Abbie had always been somewhat reticent to Justin's urgings for rear entry sex, considering it kind of inappropriate for husbands and wives. Even the porn that Justin had introduced to their sex lives which featured a lot of doggy-style fucking, while arousing her to watch, hadn't altered her conservative opinion about practice. To her, it was great for porn stars, but not something she and Justin should indulge often.
She hadn't been fucked doggy yet by Nick Thomas and her opinion was already changing.
Abbie squealed excitedly when Nick positioned her on her hands and knees. He pushed her smooth tanned legs apart exposing her dripping lips and puckered hole. Nick considered his coach's ass basically flawless, especially for someone her age. Lots of time in the gym and swimming laps had contributed to its God given ripeness. Abbie's bubbled cheeks framed her deep cleft crack highlighting the wetness along it brought about by his expertly orchestrated tongue-fuck.
The black stud pushed her shoulders downward until her head rested against the bed sheets. Her breathing was ragged as she waited nervously for the thorough fucking she knew she would soon receive. Nick aligned his fat cock with her ass crack before flopping the heavy meat up on top just above her hole. A startled scream escaped her lips as the shear mass of his rigid log caused her to grasp handfuls of bed sheets to brace herself.



Nick slowly retracted his ass, letting the fat head of his cock slip naturally down and nuzzle against the circular ring of her married asshole. Abbie gasped loudly. He let the spongy head rest against her asshole, teasingly pushing and retracting as if he intended to penetrate. Abbie waited nervously now knowing his intentions.
Finally after a tantalizingly long delay Nick gripped his cock and smeared Abbie's juices up and down her crack. Along the way he tortured her as he playfully slapped the glistening head against her pussy lips and puckered hole. Abbie moaned loudly before desperately whimpering for Nick to fuck her.
He held back a laugh as he teased her for another minute until she was practically begging. But then without warning just as he was about to shove it into her, she surprised him with a request out of left field, "Nick, what did you do with those handcuffs?"
Nick's eyes widened, "Did she really just ask that? "Their right here baby..."
"Nick...oh God...can you cuff me to the bed before you...um...do it?"
Now in addition to the stunned expression on his face, Nick's cock swelled to unmatched proportions, "You really are full of surprises Abbie Dawson! I have to admit I didn't expect you and Justin to be into some of these hot kinks..."
Abbie peered back over her shoulder, her breath ragged, "I've...uh...never let him put those on me...but there's...something about doing it with you...God Nick...I can't believe I'm saying this...but I want you to own me."
Nick knew he had just received, albeit completely unexpectedly, the ultimate green light - now he had every intention of using it to the full extent of its power, "Yeah I'm not surprised bitch, but what you're telling me is you want to be my little fuck slut, is that right?"
Abbie dropped her head back to the sheets in shamed acknowledgement before nodding while facing downward, her muffled voice still audible, "Oh God Nick...I can't believe I'm doing this..."
"Oh yes you can...but tell me you want it!" Nick growled as she spanked her ass for the first time. "Say it!"
Abbie yelped loudly as her head fell to the side, "...Fuh...Jesus...yes I...I...want it! I want to be your slut Nick!"
"Uh huh...that's more like it," he spanked her again. "Grab hold of that headboard slut!"
Abbie gasped again before doing what she was told. Nick, being an expert in usage from his time at the Bull Pen cuffed his hot coach to her marital bed in a matter of seconds. He stuffed a pillow under her hips before returning to his knees behind her stunning ass. Nick's big balls bounced together in excitement as he pondered his unbelievably good fortune, "Damn...Coach Abbie is naked and bound to her bed and begging to be my slut while Justin is just downstairs!"
This type of submissively slutty behavior wasn't uncommon for the cuckold wives at the Bull Pen, but this was his conservative married dive coach for fuck sakes.
Nick slapped his huge cock against her dripping pussy lips, "Beg for it slut!"
"Oh God..." She whined. "You know how bad I want it." Now as she was about to be fucked from behind while handcuffed to her bed as interracial porn that she had initiated, played on their bedroom television, the depravity of her actions resonated in Abbie's mind. She had denied her husband all of these same desires on countless occasions, but now as Nick Thomas slapped his fat cock against her sensitive pussy lips she knew her guilt should feel more profound, but it didn't, the only thing she cared about at the moment was getting that big thick cock back inside her.
"Put it in Nick...please! Make me your slut!"
"That a girl, here's what you been waiting for..." Nick bragged as he fed several inches of his fat cock inside her.
"Ugh...Jeez...so big...uhn...uhn...God...YES!" Abbie grunted as his knarled cock sunk continually deeper with each steady thrust. It wasn't long before his heavy balls slapped up against her silky thighs. Abbie's pussy felt full and stretched from the thickness of his cock and the unfathomable depth of his penetration, but as he moved steadily and slowly and her pussy gushed with wetness, the tenderness subsided and the earlier feelings of immeasurable pleasure quickly returned, "Yes Nick I love it...GODDDD...your big black cock is so deep! Fuck me with it!"
"Yeah, feels great being my slut, don't it coach?" Nick voiced as a satisfied smile formed on his face. After all this time, his hot married coach was finally on the end of his dick. He had obviously put in more time with her seduction than any he ever had or would likely ever again. But now as he fucked her in long deep powerful strokes as her continuous moans filled the room while handcuffed to her headboard and committing to being his slut, it was all worth it. Now he just wanted to savor it before giving his hot married coach a fucking she would never forget.
He reached forward and gripped her bounding tits with both of his big hands. She gasped her approval and encouraged him to keep doing it. Nick thought again to himself that this horny bitch's tits were as good as any he could remember. Taught and heavy yet wrapped in the softest purest skin imaginable, Abbie's breasts had exceeded even his wildest expectations.
"Yes Nick, that feels so good! Oh yeah...do that...my nipples are so sensitive keep pinching them like that...God I love it!"
He squeezed her tits and played with her nipples while hammering into her relentlessly before dropping one of his hands to her pussy. Abbie practically came on the spot when he worked his fingers over her swollen clit. The combination of his hammering cock and his fingering delights soon had his hot coach moaning again and begging him not to stop.
"Ohhh...Ohhh...shit Nick...it feels so good being your slut! Do anything you want to me! Your big cock is so fucking good, I can't believe I waited so long for it...ohhh...ohhh...fuck me harder!"
"Damn this is my formerly conservative coach sluttin' it up!" Abbie's nasty responses spurred him on and before long he has hammering into her mercilessly, bringing out a litany of louder more urgent moans and grunts from her beautiful mouth.
Then he spanked her hard on the ass bringing out a startled and different reaction.
"Yes stud, oh God spank me again..." Abbie begged, never having felt anything delivered with so much authority. Justin had playfully slapped her butt on occasion, but if she hadn't been in a place of such building ecstasy, Nick's firm spankings might actually feel like punishment.
They actually were, but this was the kind of punishment intended to make pussies drip.
Abbie's cunt leaked as he slapped her harder each time leaving a quilted tapestry of large red hand prints on her sexy ass. Each connection bringing an arousal filled guttural squeal from her slacked mouth.
"Sluts get spanked hard on their ass don't they?"
"Ohhh...yes..."
"Why are you getting spanked?"
"Because I'm you slut Nick! Spank me again..."
Abbie's body was undergoing a complete sexual awakening. Nick's incredible prowess and authoritative demeanor bringing new waves of pleasure and submissive responses she didn't know existed within her. His actions waking every nerve ending from deep within her pussy to the ends of her toes, she could feel an orgasm building within her unlike anything she had ever experienced. She writhed in satisfied delight as his huge cock plunged into her over and over again.
Nick knew she wasn't going to last much longer. He couldn't have been more contented with any aspect of how this night had progressed. Not only had he finally gotten in Abbie's pants, but their subsequent mating had exceeded any dream of sexual decadence he could have imagined. Her body truly was a wonderland and she had given it to him fully and without constraint. And to his astonishment, he had exposed and succeeded in bringing out a submissive sluttish demeanor in her that fanned his own satisfaction and made his balls bounce with arousal.
"Fuck me Nick...pleeeeaaase don't stop! I wanna cum on your big black cock again!"
"Whose pussy is going to cum on my big dick slut? Who owns that tight slippery pussy?"
"Oh God Nick...you do...you own this pussy! I'm your slut and you can fuck me with your big dick anytime you want...uhn...uhn...uhn!"
"You like being cuffed to the bed while I fuck you slut?"
"Oh shit...yes...yes I love it. I told you I wanted you to own me...my little pussy is yours!" Abbie breathed as an unending chorus of satisfied grunts and moans escaped her lips as her head flopped side to side against the bed sheets. Nick's big cock pistoned in and out of her sated pussy at a blurring pace as her juices flowed onto his scrotum before being redistributed against her thighs as his massive balls splashed against them on each powerful thrust.
Now he had one final surprise for her as she grunted and gasped on a collision course with the most intense orgasm of her life. Nick pulled his slick fingers from her dripping clit while simultaneously releasing a long saliva stream that splattered on her asshole. Abbie moaned loudly at the new sensation but practically hyperventilated when he positioned his thumb and messaged it around.
"Nick I don't know what you are doing that feels so good, but please don't stop!"
The aroused black man had no intention of stopping, instead he wiggled another of his long fingers against his coach's hot little asshole before sinking it inside.
"Oh my God Nick did you just put your finger in my ass...you can't...no...no..." she practically screamed before he expertly wiggled it around. Moments later her opinion changed as intense new waves of pleasure racked Abbie's incredible body cascading her towards a mind blowing climax. "Jesus Nick...I've...never...I've never felt anything like that. Please don't stop, keep it in my butt...OH GOD YES...I love the way you fuck me Nick...fuck me harder you fuckin stud! I wanna cum all over your big cock again!" Nick heeded her words and slammed into her with reckless abandon while his thick finger simultaneously applied pleasure to undiscovered nerve endings in her asshole while somehow creating additional pressure to her g-spot.
Abbie Dawson was gone.
A squealing cry unlike anything Nick had heard before escaped the lips of his gorgeous married coach as her already tight pussy gripped his huge cock so snugly it made it nearly impossible to move before she found her voice one final time, "YES NICK I'M CUMMMIIINNGG...OH GOD...KEEP FUCKING ME...DON'T STOP...SO GOOD...OHHH...OHHH! Her bound wrists pulled against their restraints as her body shook uncontrollably followed by a gush of ejaculate that was so strong it squirted around her stretched pussy lips as they clung to Nick's fat rutted cock.
Nick was sure Justin would be at the doorway within seconds. Abbie's pleasure squeal had been so loud he expected to hear dogs barking in the neighborhood.
As it turned out, the sleep juice did its job and Justin never woke to the ever present sounds of his wife's moans or climatic screams as the two lovers fucked long throughout the dissolute night. Nick Thomas was unaccustomed to ever being out-fucked by anyone, but his insatiable coach was so resolute in her desire for more that she convinced him to take some of Justin's Viagra at one point after they'd fucked so much that even Nick's typically strident powers of resumption were ineffective.
Sometime well into the wee hours they passed out.
Nick was awoken to muted light streaming into the mostly covered windows and his coach's gorgeous mouth lopped over his semi-rigid black cock. He was truly amazed at her sexual stamina. She had sucked his cock a lot throughout the previous night and as he lay here now watching her work, he observed a noticeable passion in her eyes that suggested she really enjoyed sucking his big cock, "You don't give up do you?" He questioned with a sleepy smile on his face as he reached down and ran his fingers through her messy hair.
A startled look of embarrassment appeared on her face. Nick was impressed that she still looked hot even with her mussed hair, smeared makeup, and remnants of his jism on her chin, neck and chest. "I didn't know you were awake." Her bloodshot eyes flashed as she smiled while still stroking his cock.
"I wasn't, but someone else was obviously restless. There's a lot worse ways I could be woken I suppose." He joked and they both laughed quietly, trying not to make too much noise.
Nick glanced at the clock radio, the time read 9:15 a.m. He did some quick math in his head and figured Justin would be passed out only another hour or maybe a bit more. "So you couldn't sleep anymore, I guess I wasn't satisfying enough to tire you out!"
Abbie bit her lower lip sexily as she continued stroking her saliva on his glistening shaft before a sheepish smile formed, "You were so satisfying I woke up wanting more..."
Nicks ego swelled, "You do remember your husband is only downstairs?"
A deep look of reflection formed on her beautiful face, "I know he is, but I'm not going to hide it from him. I would prefer he didn't walk in on us, but I'm not really sure that would matter. He has made it clear it arouses him to fantasize about me having sex with an endowed man," she stopped to admire Nick's now nearly fully-erect cock as her small hand stroked it, "obviously this qualifies!" She smirked, bringing about a prideful smile on Nick's face.
She continued, "We've had our fair share of teasing banter about your huge Speedo bulge over the past couple of years as well as other stuff like the Masked Masculinity show and this video," she nodded in the direction of the interracial porn that they had put on looped playback before muting at some point during the night, "I can't help but feel that your endowment is probably the one he most wanted to have pleasuring me."
"Damn coach, that's some deep shit. What took us so long, I wanted to fuck you the first time I saw you at the interview. We could've fucked long before now!" He joked.
"Just because he condoned it didn't mean I was necessarily ready. Having sex outside of my marriage was never something I ever considered before I met you - but the more I was around you and the more he pushed me, the more attracted I became. Eventually some of his fantasies eventually became mine - you don't know how hard it was for me to not go to your room after we got back from the dance club."
Nick nodded his understanding but saw no purpose admitting to any of his devious schemes to get in her pants. That was now all water under the bridge and his only concern was how much he would get to fuck her moving forward. "I'm sure we'll have a lot more to discuss in the future, but right now why don't you put your mouth back to work doing what it was doing before I woke up and so rudely interrupted you..."
An excited smile formed on her face before she took the engorged head back in her mouth. Nick pulled her body around so he could play with her pussy and tits while she pleasured him.
"Ummm...your fingers feel good Nick and uh..." she paused momentarily as a naughty smile formed on her lips, "...your cock tastes really good too!" Abbie chimed before ticklishly licking along the full length of the sensitive underside of his now fully stiff black shaft. They played for several minutes before Abbie cooed, "Nick, I want you to fuck me again!"
"You know I'm happy to do that baby, but I'm out of rubbers!"
"There are some in Justin's nightstand, we can use those!" She volunteered, excited to have a solution.
Nick chuckled, "No offense to Justin, but I'm not sure those are going to work, but grab em' and we can check em' out!"
Abbie climbed across the bed and pulled the box of standard Trojan sized condoms from Justin's night stand drawer. As she turned her head back towards the bed, she noticed Nick's pile of used ones on the floor in what was now a large sticky puddle. She committed to herself to remember to clean that up when they were done before Justin woke up. As she anxiously ripped open the fold on the condom box and removed one, Nick laughed again, "Baby, as I said before, I don't think those are going to work!"
"I know it will be a tight fit Nick, but they're made out of rubber, I'm sure they'll stretch."
He laughed again, "Okay you put it on me."
Abbie pulled off the foil wrapper and tossed it back onto the night stand before she pressed the rubber ring across the top of Nick's dark black head. The rubber sheathing was literally half the circumference of his cock. Abbie gasped frustratingly before still trying to unroll it over him. After failing miserably, Nick watched in amusement while playing with her engorged nipples as Abbie unraveled the entire length of the rolled sheathing and tried again. She looped one side over the fat ring that defined Nick's oversized helmet but as she tried to stretch the rest wide enough to accommodate his fat head, the undersized condom ripped in pieces. Nick laughed. She tried another and got the same result before she desperately looked into his eyes, "Can you pull out before you cum in me?"
"I can try," Nick could barely get the words out of his mouth before Abbie was on her hands and knees waving her hot ass in front of him. Nick took up positioning behind her. After rubbing his cock up and down her crack until it was slick with her dripping juices, he plunged it inside. They both moaned loudly as Abbie once again felt the incredible thickness of his massive cock and Nick felt the heavenly wetted tightness of her married pussy without protection. They fucked through two Abbie orgasm's before Nick began to feel that familiar sensation in his massive balls. He had just deposited a finger in her ass moments before and now his married coach was moaning loudly and begging him not to stop.
Nick grunted and announced he was about to nut when Abbie screamed, "Don't stop Nick...you feel so good in me...fuck me and make me cum again!" She could feel her orgasm building and was on the verge of one of her biggest climaxes of their fuck marathon.
"I'm gonna nut slut! You sure?"
"Don't you dare pull out," Abbie screamed again as Nick's huge cock pistoned in and out of her relentlessly. And when she finally felt his hot seed painting the walls deep inside her cunt, it was too much for her sex fatigued pussy to take as she let out another eardrum shattering shrill before her entire body shook in what could best be described as an orgasmic seizure before all of her limbs basically collapsed and she crashed face first onto the bed.
The final couple of streams of Nick's prodigious eruption splattered across her back when his cock popped from her pussy during her unexpected collapse.
Had this been his first time witnessing a woman experiencing this type of climactic reaction, he would have called 911, but this wasn't Nick Thomas' first fuck rodeo. He'd seen enough women experience this to know that he had basically just fucked his hot coach out cold. She would wake eventually none the worse for wear.
Nick rolled over onto his back as he contemplated this entire situation. He had just spent the night fucking the brains out of his gorgeous married dive coach while her husband was passed out in the basement. He always considered Justin more than a coach but also a friend. But their relationship wasn't enough to keep him from wanting to fuck the shit out of Abbie. Only her continued refusal of his subtle and not so subtle advances had kept his big black cock out of her pants until now. But after their long passionate night of sex and her acknowledgment that Justin had shown all the signs of a cuck in the making, the wheels now began to turn in his brain about where this relationship might go moving forward.



He would be joining the staff in her department at the college in the fall and would be hiring on as an assistant dive coach at the same time. Only he and Abbie would be coaching the team on the overnight away meets.
Nick stroked his cock he imagined the possibilities. A thick sheath of their combined juices and leaking cum still covered his sore dick. He glanced over at the clock and was surprised to see it was already 10:25 a.m. He hopped out of bed and located his Speedo on the floor next to him. He slipped it on to keep from dripping fuck juice all the way to the bathroom. He made one final turn and admired Abbie's thoroughly fucked body. Somehow it had repositioned into a fetal tuck, perhaps due to the chill of the morning air filtering through the windows. The bed sheets were all splayed on the floor at the base. Nick would cover her up before departing but that would have to wait, his need to piss like a literal race horse took precedent. After draining his huge cock and washing up, Nick exited the bathroom only to see Justin Dawson standing at the base of the bed with his jaw practically hanging to his chest in disbelief.
*****
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August
Three months later...
Abbie and Justin Dawson said their final goodbye's before she readied for her overnight department retreat in Lake Tahoe. Her smiling husband confirmed he would be up late the following afternoon. As they hugged, she pushed her firm d-cups into his chest and purred, "I'm sorry I won't be here when you wake up on your birthday, but I promise I'll make it up to you when you arrive tomorrow night. I love you!" His beautiful wife bit her lower lip, reached out, and squeezed his cock with a flirtatious grin.
"Shit, now I'm not sure I can wait till tomorrow night," Justin complained, causing them both to laugh before kissing her one final time. The soon to be 29-year-old jumped into his Subaru and headed off to his office in downtown Sacramento.
After he departed, Abbie loaded up her SUV and made a quick pit stop at Starbucks before heading out of town. On the two hour drive up to the south shore of Tahoe, Abbie's thoughts turned to the same subject that had permeated her mind on countless occasions since the night of the end-of-season team party three months previously...Nick Thomas' big black cock.
The gorgeous coach reflected back on the conversation she'd had with Nick, their former diving protégé, a couple of days after the party. She had explained that despite the incredible night they shared in her marital bed, their relationship would have to be strictly professional moving forward. Abbie recalled Nick's disappointment when she broke the news that she and Justin had discussed it and agreed they both exercised poor judgment in allowing it to happen. Abbie stressed that due to Nick's upcoming position within the Exercise Sciences department at Sac State and his subsequent hiring as their assistant dive coach, she and Justin could no longer risk the repercussions of a future personal relationship with him.
Abbie remembered feeling bad as Nick appeared truly hurt by their decision to sever the sexual relationship.
Now, several months later as Abbie drove under bright blue skies through the Sierra Nevada pines, she wondered if Nick had in fact, moved on from any desires to be with her again. A lot had changed since that fateful night, and on the few occasions she'd seen him over the summer, he carried himself without a hint of attraction to her. Abbie told herself her desirability for him had subsided too. The upcoming school year was nearly upon them and new responsibilities within the department and the need to develop a new young dive team had begun to pervade her daily thoughts.
What Abbie hadn't known was Nick Thomas was a really good actor.
The young black man reveled in the fact that after two long years of seduction, he'd finally achieved his goal of fucking his hot married coach's brains out in her own bed. He also had enough experience in these situations to know he almost surely would again. He didn't buy her story that she and Justin were resolute in their decision to break off the relationship. First off, he knew Justin's cuckold fantasies were not something he could likely turn on and off, and because the coach hadn't been there to witness their mating, Nick suspected Justin still had a strong desire to experience it firsthand.
Second, and more importantly, Abbie Dawson absolutely loved his big black cock!
Based on over two years of foreplay, Nick had anticipated Abbie wouldn't be able to control herself once she finally experienced it—but even he was surprised at how fully his sexy coach morphed once she got her first taste. He wondered how much Abbie told her husband of the details of their sex...Did she tell him she became a borderline nympho once his huge cock sprang from the Speedo? Did she tell him she begged him to let her suck it and clean up after each time he came? Did she tell him it was her who instigated the interracial porn video on her bedroom TV? Did she tell him she was the one who requested being bound to the headboard with the handcuffs? Did she tell him it was her who urged him to fuck her without protection when he ran out of his Bigfoot XXX rubbers and her husband's little ones ripped while trying to stretch them over his fat cockhead? And finally, did she tell Coach Justin she was the one who begged Nick to shoot his potent load into her unprotected pussy while he hammered into her with her fingernails digging into his black ass at the climax of their final fuck in the morning, just before Justin awoke?
Nick doubted she'd been totally forthright about any of that with him, but the fact was, it didn't really matter. She'd already spilled the beans regarding Justin's cuckold tendencies and her own responses confirmed she loved every intoxicating second of it. Those were not the actions of a couple capable of taking only one bite without consuming more of the taboo apple.
Nick was sure they would take another bite.
*****
When Abbie arrived at Harvey's Hotel in Lake Tahoe, she was pleasantly surprised when the pretty blonde front desk associate gave her keys to a room on the 18th floor. She predicted a spectacular vista and was not disappointed. Upon entering, Abbie's thoughts immediately turned to Justin and how excited he would be to have such a breathtaking view of the lake. They both loved Tahoe, but it truly was one of Justin's favorite places anywhere. This would be an awesome birthday surprise for him.
Aside from the view, the room was the typical king-sized variety with a nice flat screen and a sofabed couch. Abbie was excited to see the bathroom was oversized and contained a Jacuzzi tub. She committed to herself that a relaxing bubble bath was in order at some point during their stay.
*****
The retreat kick-off meeting started at 1:00 p.m.
Abbie exchanged friendly hellos with her staff mates, learning and sharing the details of everyone's never long enough summer break. After finding her seat, Abbie noticed as Nick Thomas slipped into the room at 12:58 p.m. He sat in the last row and never looked in her direction, at least that she was aware.
When the meeting ended at 3:30 p.m., on their way out, Anna and Sydney, two of Abbie's colleagues and party buddies, invited her to join them at Sammy Hagar's Cabo Wabo bar for happy hour cocktails. Abbie readily agreed, excited to catch up with her fun friends. While accepting the invitation, she stealthily observed as Nick headed out quietly and steered towards the elevators.
The bar wasn't crowded, so they bellied up and ordered a pitcher of margaritas. Abbie knew she couldn't keep up with the two of them, so she sipped hers as her friends powered through the first batch and ordered another. "Hey, so tell us about the hot new guy in the department Abbie. What's his name, Nick something? I heard he was on your dive team the past couple of years," Anna asked with excitement in her voice.
"Yes, his name's Nick Thomas, Justin and I coached him the past two years. He's worked very hard to earn this opportunity, I think he's going to be a great addition to the department."
"You bet he is, I look forward to checking out that rock hard ass everyday in the break room!" Sidney gushed. "So Ab, tell us how he looks in his Speedo, you must have checked out that muscular black body the past couple of years? I bet he has a big package, huh?"
Abbie couldn't believe she was immersed in this conversation with her horny co-workers, but she didn't want to sound like a prude, so she played along, "Yes he has nice muscles, and he is a very good diver," she giggled, hoping the second part of her statement would distract the two stirred-up women.
It didn't.
"The only kind of diving I care about is the muff variety, I'd like for that handsome black man to do a little of that on me with those big beautiful lips of his," Anna kidded.
"Fuck that, I can get oral from my husband...I'd prefer getting into the real stuff in his Speedo...Lord knows my Danny leaves a lot to be desired in that department!" Sydney volunteered with a naughty grin before she and Anna busted up and even Abbie let out a stifled giggle.
"You got a point there Syd, so Ab, you didn't answer the question, how does Mr. tall, black, and handsome look in his Speedo?"
"Girls, he's going to be working side by side with us this year, I don't think it's appropriate that we talk about him like that, but I'll just say this...he fills it out pretty nicely," Abbie teased with flashing eyes and a naughty smile of her own.
"YEAH GIRL! Glad to hear you're like the rest of us horny bitches Abbie Dawson...been checking out some that dark meat have ya? Ever seen that big thing without the Speedo?"
"Oh my god Anna, that's enough...I'm happily married," Abbie answered embarrassingly as guilt-filled butterflies fluttered in her stomach.
"Don't start getting all Miss Goody-Goody on us Ab, I seem to remember a certain married brunette getting very gropey at that strip show last year with another g-string wearing muscular black man. I thought you were going to suck Michael B. Jordan's cock right on the stage!" Anna joked, the comment followed by belly laughter from both of Abbie's co-workers.
"OMG Anna! You know how drunk I was...I don't even remember most of that night!" Abbie pleaded with an embarrassed smile, obviously not copping to the fact that she had since learned the black man underneath the Michael B. Jordan mask was the same one at the center of their current conversation.
"Yeah we all were Mrs. Dawson, but that hung dancer clearly got you all hot and bothered..." her friend continued piling on.
"Jeez Anna, are you ever going to let that go," Abbie begged.
"Why should I, you barely let it go!" Anna and Sydney busted out laughing again before she continued, "I think that guy really wanted to take you home, but when you chickened out, he ended up with Brie instead!"
"Wait what? Brie and the...uh...black...Michael B. Jordan," Abbie asked, eyes widening.
"Oops, I wasn't supposed to say anything about that, but since I already did...Yeah they went back to her house and...well you know..."
"She had sex with him? With Ni...uh...Michael B. Jordan?" Abbie caught herself as she questioned loud enough that the bartender looked their way from the other end of the bar.
"Sshhh Abbie...Jeez do you want everyone in the whole effing hotel to know?"
"I...I...just can't believe it! But she's married...what about her husband...uh Dave?"
"Can you keep a secret?"
"Sure, I guess..." Abbie answered absently, not fathoming that Nick had actually fucked Brie the night of the show.
"Can you or can't you, this is serious shit!"
Abbie snapped out of her mini-trance, "Yes...yes definitely, sorry it just comes as such a big surprise."
"Okay I'll trust you, Sydney already knows about this, but I had lunch with Brie a few months back. She told me that experience changed her and Dave's relationship forever. Brie said she decided that night, after getting fucked so amazingly good by that black dancer, she could no longer repress her true feelings of frustration in the bedroom with Dave. So much so that she told him she thought they should separate for a while."
"Oh my god Anna, that's terrible! They couldn't work it out?" Abbie asked, a million thoughts now channeling through her mind.
"That's where it gets crazy! Dave knew she had been sexually frustrated for a long time, but after pleading with her to change her mind, instead of just letting her walk out, he asked if she would consider staying if he let her date other guys?"
"What? Are you serious?"
"Yep, she was actually blown away too. But once she came to grips with what he was proposing, it started making sense to her...if it actually worked, she realized she could have her cake and eat it too. Brie loves everything about Dave except for his shortcomings in the bedroom. She figured she didn't have anything to lose at that point so she decided to maintain her loving relationship with her husband while getting sexual satisfaction from other guys."
"I don't understand, why would he agree to that?"
"First off, he didn't have a choice, it was either agree to it or lose her, but the weirdest part was he actually admitted he was aroused by the idea. His only stipulation was that he got to watch or participate in her sexual encounters with other men."
"Damn, that's fucking crazy! Even though I've already heard this, I still can't believe it!" Sydney practically shouted. Abbie just stared with a blank expression, cognizant of all the obvious parallels between her situation and Brie's. The only exception being that Justin had always been a satisfying lover...well before she experienced Nick Thomas that is.
Anna continued, "Yeah, Brie told me they call it 'cuckolding'. She says there are a lot of husbands and boyfriends out there who have the same fantasies. They get off on watching their wives or girlfriends getting fucked by other guys. She said it was ironic that the dancer was black, as cuckoldry is often embraced by white couples with black bulls!"
"Black bulls?" Abbie asked, not wanting to raise any suspicions by her previous silence, but still trying to come to grips with the fact it was Nick Thomas they were talking about.
"Yeah, that's what the cuckold community calls hung black studs who fuck lots of white wives."
An image of Nick's huge cock entered Abbie's mind, "A black bull is an apropos description, but is he really one of those?" But then after pondering it further, Abbie realized that including herself, she was aware of at least four women in just her own circles that Nick had fucked, "Maybe he is one! Jeez, was I just another notch on his bedpost?"
"So Brie still fucks these bulls now?" Sydney asked, confirming what she thought Anna had told her weeks before.
"Yes. She and Dave joined some kind of club called The Bull Pen at the suggestion of that dancer. Now she fucks him and the rest of the bulls on a regular basis. She told me she is having more incredible sex than she's ever had in her life and she and Dave have never been happier. She didn't give a lot of details, but she said the membership includes an online menu of available bulls they choose from."
"Wait, Dave helps pick out her lovers?" Abbie interrupted with wide eyes, still trying to come to grips with the fact that Nick participated in such a club and that he was still fucking Brie.
"Yep, except they don't use terms like lovers or partners. The club insists they refer to the black men as bulls or stallions. She says there is a whole protocol for what the cuckold couple must do for the bull before the woman can ask him to breed with her. Can you believe they actually use those terms?"
"OMG, no I can't! So this protocol stuff...like what kinds of things are involved?"
"Submissive shit. Playing with themselves in front of him, begging the bull to choose her, telling the bull all the things he can do to her, and of course lots of cock-sucking."
"And Brie likes doing it?"
"Loves it! She says she's addicted to it! And so is Dave. Sometimes the bull requires the husband or boyfriend to get involved in the protocol lead-up."
"Does Dave...uh...have to suck also?"
"Oh I don't know about that, Brie didn't say. But she did say that based on the couple's specific kink's, the bull will be either very dominant or less so. For those that like the authoritative treatment, the bulls will often require the cuck husband or boyfriend to beg and grovel with them to mate with their wives or girlfriends! She said some of the husbands even get off on being required to wear...what do they call those things...chastity cages? Can you believe that shit?"
"God, I don't know about the whole cuckold thing, but I'm all wet just thinking about Brie and all that big black cock! I might have to jump the new guy's bones at the party tonight," Sydney joked.
"Only if I don't beat you to him first," Anna challenged with a big smile. "I haven't been able to look at black men the same since Brie told me about her experiences."

Abbie being obviously blown away by the conversation, still tried to be the grown-up in the room. She gulped, fully realizing the hypocritical nature of what she was about to say, "Okay, you two need to go take a couple of cold showers. Do I need to remind you, you both have husbands at home? And besides, the university would obviously frown on fraternizing with other department personnel."
"Oh Abbie, you can be such a stick in the mud sometimes. Besides, I'm not thinking about fraternizing, I'm thinking about fucking, like getting the shit fucked out of me like Brie does by those black men," Anna joked followed by loud laughter from Sydney.
Abbie shook her head and rolled her eyes, "You guys are terrible! I can't talk about this anymore. I'm going to go unwind before the reception. That Jacuzzi tub in my room is calling my name," she chimed, dropping a $10 bill on the bar.
"You fucking bitch, I didn't get a Jacuzzi in my room," Sydney whined.
"Neither did I, what the fuck?" Anna complained too.
"Sucks to be you guys! I'll see you at 6:30 p.m." Abbie teased with an eat-your-heart-out grin as she glanced back over her shoulder one final time.
The irony of the conversation was literally too much for her to take any longer. Abbie was lost in thought on the elevator as she tried to digest what Anna had just blabbed about Nick, Brie and her husband Dave. She Googled the term 'cuckold' and read: A submissive man who willingly encourages his girlfriend/wife to sleep with alpha males whereby the woman's sexual pleasures become the husband's vicarious sexual pleasures and experiences.

"Oh my god, that sounds just like Justin. Could he really be one of these...cuckolds? If so, has he really lost those feelings and desires since we broke things off with Nick?"

When Abbie got to her room she tried calling her husband, but after several rings it went to voicemail. She then remembered his buddy Aiden had taken him golfing for his birthday after work, so she texted him and said she couldn't wait to see him the following night and reminded him she was going to make his birthday one to remember. She followed the note with lots of hearts and kisses imoji's. Abbie glanced at the clock and figured she had an hour before she needed to start getting ready for the party.
In spite of her anger with Nick's obvious omission regarding his relationship with Brie and his participation in the Bull Club thing, Abbie found herself guiltily aroused thinking about Brie's new lifestyle.



Abbie turned on the bath water and removed her business attire. She was soon standing in only her bra and panties in front of the full length mirror brushing her hair. She could see a damp spot on the front of her underwear. Her thoughts returned again to what Anna had told them about Brie's new life as a bull wife, "In addition to Nick, is she really also having sex with other black men she doesn't even know? And her husband likes it too?"

Abbie could feel more wetness forming between her legs as she stared at her body in the mirror. She thought back to when Nick told her how much he loved fucking her sexy body. She suddenly wondered how he thought she compared to Brie, Amber, and Christina. She reached up, unclasped her bra and let it fall to the floor. With her supple, pert mounds free, she massaged them, as she often did after removing her bra. She crossed her arms under them and turned slowly back and forth in front of the mirror. Abbie admired her tits as she'd done so many times since they developed so perfectly that magical summer in high school, "...none of them could have nicer breasts than mine."
Ten years after their bloom, Abbie was still proud that her boobs looked and felt every bit as firm as they did back then. She'd heard a few friends complain they had experienced sagging or deformation, but Abbie couldn't acknowledge the same. If anything, they'd gotten a little bigger since her teenage years, but they still maintained that perfectly rounded shape and firmness. And while they were large on her thin frame, she loved the way they looked so flawlessly perched over her flat stomach.
Abbie's thoughts returned to Anna's story about Brie, "I wonder if all those black men love large breasts as much as Nick did mine?" She thought back to how much time he'd spent sucking and fucking them that night. She then recalled how erotic they'd looked with his heavy cream splattered all over them. Abbie suddenly realized she had begun playing with her nipples. The pebbled nubs were now rigidly taut between her pinching fingers.
Abbie lowered her hand into her panties and gently rubbed her fingers through her damp little bush, "I wonder what he's doing right now?"
*****
Ironically, Nick Thomas was in the room next door listening as the heavy sound of Abbie Dawson's tumbling bathwater echoed through the thin walls of the old hotel.
*****
Earlier that summer after his hiring as a Sac State fall semester professor's assistant, Nick Thomas was stoked when the agenda for the 2019-2020 Exercise Sciences department retreat was released confirming that the host hotel would be Harvey's at Lake Tahoe. It was a place he knew well.
While he hadn't experienced many extravagant experiences as a child due to his family's lack of money, some of Nick's best memories were from weekend trips to Harvey's. Working two jobs during most of his upbringing, Nick's mother Angie had few opportunities to spoil her young son. She also had very little time for herself. Nick's mom didn't date much, but the pretty blonde did manage to have a long on and off relationship with a wonderful man named Vic Gross. Vic was the grandson of Harvey Gross, the original owner of Harvey's at Tahoe. In 1985, when Harvey Gross sold his hotel to the Caesar's Management Group, one of the stipulations of the sale was that all future generations of Gross's would have access to the hotel at their discretion.
Vic spent a lot of time at Harvey's, both when his grandfather owned it and through the subsequent Caesar-owned years. He was like an institution at the popular resort, referred to affectionately by most of the staffers as Uncle Vic.
Vic Gross loved Nick's mom, but while she had strong feelings for him too, she could never bring herself to fully commit to the fun-loving man. Nonetheless, Nick and his mom spent quite a few fun-filled weekends as Vic's guests at Harvey's over the years. When Nick learned where the retreat was being held, he called Uncle Vic and asked a favor.
"You bet Nicky (the name he had called him since he was little), I'll get in touch with Lisa Paulson up at the lake and see what I can do! So tell me about this little lady you want to have in the adjoining room, is she hot?"
"Yeah Uncle Vic, she's a rocket. Smokin' body...really awesome tits and a fuckin' ass like an eighteen-year-old. The accommodations should come as a big surprise to her!"
"Oooh, sounds fucking hot Nick! I'll do my best to cover my end of things and you make sure you give her plenty of that ebony pleasure stick! You hear?"
"You bet Uncle Vic...you know I will!"
"That's my boy, I'll text you with the details."
*****
Now two months later as Nick stood in the spectacular 1,500 square foot sprawling Lakeview Suite on the 18th floor listening to the sound of running bath water in the room next door, he contemplated how he would surprise Abbie with the fact they were in adjoining rooms.
At that moment, he heard the sound of Jacuzzi jets whirring to life.
Nick waited ten minutes before sending the first text, "Hey, whatcha doing?"

Abbie's head was thrown back, her breath erratic while inhaling the thick steam coming off the bubble-filled water. Her left hand was pulling softly on one of her big nipples as the fingers from her other were frigging her swollen clit at a blurring pace under water. She was thinking about Nick's big black cock as she'd done countless times since the night of the party and imagining to herself, "Oh god Nick, it's so big...it feels so good, I'm gonna cum all over it again! Fuck me with your huge cock as hard as you did that night!"
Just then a new text pinged on her phone. The sound distracted her and she lost her special path to climax..."Damn!"

Abbie took a moment to catch her breath before reaching for the hand towel, drying her hands, and picking up her phone, "Oh my god, it's from him!" She clicked on the text and read: "Hey, whatcha doing?" Abbie couldn't believe he was reaching out to her at this moment. They'd hardly spoken since the night of the party and he picks now, while she's finger-fucking herself while fantasizing about his amazing cock to do so.
Abbie thought a moment before responding back, "I'm just hanging out in my room, I need to start getting ready pretty soon."
"Yeah, me too, what floor are you on?"
Abbie hesitated again, wondering whether she should share that information with him, but nonetheless she typed, "I got really lucky, for some reason, they put me up on the 18th floor with a really awesome view of the lake."

Nick laughed and said in a low voice, "Yeah bitch, it wasn't by chance..." He then typed, "You too? Did you score a really big suite too? I'm in room 1826, I think it's called the Tahoe Suite or something!"

Abbie couldn't believe what she'd just read. She said to herself, "They gave him a suite? Why would they do that for the newest guy in the department?" And then it hit her..."Wait room 1826? I'm in 1824! Oh shit, is he next door?"

Abbie contemplated what to do for nearly a minute as she tried to remember whether the adjoining room door was on that side or not, "Should I tell him I'm next door?" Finally she decided he would likely find out one way or the other and it would be awkward if she didn't. She typed, "No I'm not in a suite, good for you that you got one. Hey, I think we might be neighbors though, I'm in 1824."

Moments later his return text pinged on her phone, "Damn, what are the chances of that? I wonder if they put our whole department on this floor?"

"No, I talked to my friends Anna and Sydney, they are on lower floors."

"Weird, well I'm not going to complain, this room is pretty fucking spectacular! You'll have to check it out...hey if you are next door, what is that loud sound coming through the walls?"

Abbie almost died when she read his text, she turned off the Jacuzzi jets immediately. She replied, "I was taking a bath in the Jacuzzi, maybe that was it..."

Nick laughed when he heard the jets subside, he stroked his cock as he thought about her hot naked body in the tub before he typed, "You don't need to stop on my behalf."

"Oh I didn't, I have to start getting ready anyway."

"Yeah okay, hey after you get ready, maybe you can help me tie my tie, I can't remember how to do it!"

Abbie stood, dried herself and thought, "Is this really happening right now?" She then typed a response, "Sure, I think I can. It's been a while, but I've done enough of Justin's to remember how, I think."

"Great, I'll open my adjoining door. Feel free to come on over whenever you're ready...oh and I've got a stocked bar if you feel like a pre-party COCKtail."

Abbie read Nick's text with nervous excitement, "Was it an accident that he capitalized the COCK in COCKtail?" She typed back, "Yeah, I'm going to be a while, but I'll come over when I'm ready. As for the drink, thanks for the offer, but I'll pass. Justin is coming up tomorrow for his birthday and I'm sure we're going to have a big party weekend!"

"That's right, I forgot coach's birthday was tomorrow. Suit yourself, we'll see you in a bit."

Moments later Abbie heard hip-hop music start playing loudly in the room next door. She spent the next hour and fifteen showering and getting ready. All the while, thoughts of Nick Thomas played in her mind, "How is it possible that we have adjoining rooms?"

When it was finally time to get dressed, she reached into her suitcase and pulled out the bra and panty combo she'd planned to wear underneath her full length silky red dress. While pretty, the undergarments were rather conservative.
But before slipping them on, something drove her to return them to her bag and instead reach for her skimpy black lacy set. This was Justin's favorite bra and panty combo and she'd packed it specifically for his birthday. In addition to showing off her incredible ass, and squeezing and raising her tits perfectly, her husband especially loved the way her little dark bush showed through the shear material in the front of the g-string. She justified her decision, "There's no reason I can't wear these two nights in a row!"
That decision turned out to be an unfortunate one for Justin Dawson. 

Abbie slipped the g-string panties up her legs and stretched them over her curved hips. She then reached for the petite bra. Abbie wrapped the skimpy garment around her back, pulled tightly on the cups and clipped the front clasp, "That seems harder every time I wear this..." Her summer-tanned skin accentuated the sexiness of the black lingerie, "Damn, I do look pretty good in this!" She then reached for her perfume and absently applied it on her cleavage and just above her pussy mound.
Five minutes later after slipping on her heels, Abbie slowly opened her adjoining door and knocked on Nick's half-open matching one, "Hello...are you in here?" She called out loudly above the music with nervous apprehension in her voice.
"Yeah, just push it open, I'm just finishing getting ready," Nick yelled out from the bathroom. "Make yourself at home!"
Abbie's chin nearly dropped to her chest when the adjoining door swung fully open revealing the massive suite. Loud rap music blared from the speakers as a suggestive music video shown on the 84" big screen HD television. Abbie couldn't hear herself think. She searched around until finding the remote control—she turned the volume down several decibels, "Sorry I was going to go deaf if I didn't do that," she yelled.
She heard Nick laugh from the other room, "No worries...you white people don't appreciate really good music!"
"Oh is that what you call it? ...Music?" She joked as she looked shockingly around the large tastefully decorated space. "Okay, so tell me how you got this room again. Last time I checked, you are the new guy in the department," Abbie shouted above the still blaring music.
Nick appeared from the bathroom with a big smile on his face. He wore only his suit pants and socks, his upper body uncovered, "You like?" He asked with his arms spread wide.
Abbie was caught completely off guard and wasn't sure whether he was referring to the room or how he looked with his shirt off, she hesitated before she simply nodded her head quickly with a blank look on her face. She immediately flashed back to how amazing his muscles felt as her hands roamed his tattoo covered body while he fucked her so expertly in her marital bed the night of the party.
Nick had completely disarmed her, which was exactly his intent. He walked over and turned the music down another couple of notches, "Just a nod? I thought you'd be more impressed than that..." He said as he turned back in her direction, confident he caught her staring at his shirtless physique.
"I uh..."
Before she could formulate words he blurted, "Never mind that, I thought the dress you wore that night at the club in LA looked good on you, but this one is absolutely stunning!" He gushed as he eyed her from head to toe. Her thick dark hair was up, accentuating her long narrow neck adorned with a gorgeous diamond necklace that Justin gave her for their fifth anniversary. Tasteful dangling earrings and the perfect glossy lipstick highlighted her stunningly beautiful face. The long silky red dress flowed down her curvy body to perfection, exposing a lot of cleavage and gripping every sexy curve of her narrow hips and rock-hard ass.
The sexual tension in the room was palpable.
Abbie thanked him sheepishly as she finally regained her composure, displacing her eyes from his half-naked body and glancing around, "This place is amazing, they just gave it to you when you checked-in? You didn't pay any more for it, did you? The department wouldn't go for that," she lectured hoping he hadn't done anything so stupid on his first day on the job.
"Nah, same price. I don't know what I did to deserve it, but I certainly wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth," he lied with a big smile. "But even more surprising, what are the chances they'd put us in rooms right next to each other, this is a huge hotel, right?" Nick asked as he slipped a wife-beater tank-top over his muscle covered physique.
Abbie breathed a sigh of relief, "Yes, it is big...the hotel I mean," she said, clarifying her response awkwardly. "And it does seem like an amazing coincidence that a couple of us would be placed next door to each other unless they put everyone in the same section, which I know they didn't."
"Well here's to good fortune," he said as he raised his beer and toasted it in her direction, "what can I get you to drink?"
"Oh, just some sparkling water if you have it. I'm going to take it easy tonight and you probably should too. Curt Michaelson, the Dean of the Exercise Sciences School is going to be there. And besides Justin is coming up late tomorrow afternoon..."
*****
Five Hours Later
Abbie Dawson was fucked up out of her head, her long dress was hiked up over hips and she was no longer wearing panties. Nick Thomas' big cock was grinding against her exposed muff through his slacks as he held the remains of her torn g-string in his hand. They were lip-locked, tongues wrestling wildly as they rode the elevator to the 18th floor.
Abbie pulled away and breathed sexily in his ear, "I want you to fuck me so hard tonight Nick..."
"You can count on it bitch!" he grunted as he reached up and squeezed one of her big d-cups through the silky dress. Abbie moaned, she hadn't forgotten how good his strong hands felt massaging her sensitive tits.
Suddenly the elevator door opened on the 18th floor. Abbie tried to pull away, confident still that all of her colleagues were down at the bar where she and Nick had left them, each departing five minutes apart as to not raise suspicions, but well aware in spite of her inebriation, someone else could be waiting to enter here on their floor.
Nick didn't flinch, he continued grinding against her steamy pussy while molesting her succulent tits. She squirmed to free herself again, but he held her tight until eventually relenting, "Okay baby, you ready for some of this big stick?"
The hot wife glanced down with a naughty smile on her face. She reached out and groped his thick cock before hastily kicking off her heels, scooping them up and blurting out, "I'll race ya!"
Nick only had time to turn and slap her ass as she bolted half-naked out of the elevator and raced down the hallway, her bunched-up dress above her hips in one hand, her heels in the other. His coach's perfect naked ass and long legs beckoned him as he did his best to chase her with a colossal hard-on in his pants. "You better not let me catch you bitch, or I'm going to spank that little ass till you cry," he threatened between belly laughs.
"Promises...promises...slow poke," Abbie shouted over her shoulder between giggles.
When they neared the end of the hall she let the hiked up portion of her dress fall back down as she beelined to Nick's door and touched it first, "You're too slow...old man, I win," she teased as he came to an abrupt halt behind her.
"You fuckin' cheated bitch! And where do you think you're going? This is my room!"
Abbie turned her head as he pressed her against the door, she could feel his engorged cock against her lower back, "Um...I just assumed we'd go to the room with the mirrors over the bed..."
Nick's cock swelled at her response, but he kept up his dominant guise, "Well you ain't going in there dressed like that, pull that dress back up and show me that sweet little ass. Then I'll think about it!"
Abbie giggled and thought momentarily about teasing him again, but she quickly remembered what happened to her baby doll the night of the party and her g-string only minutes earlier in the elevator. She didn't want her expensive dress to suffer the same fate, so she dutifully reached for the hem and shimmied the slippery material up her legs until it crested her gorgeous ass, "Like that?"
Nick dropped his eyes approvingly, "Not bad. Okay bitch, tell me what to do to that ass before I let you in my room!"
"What do you mean Mr. Thomas," Abbie feigned in a playfully ditzy voice.
Nick pressed her more firmly against the door with gritted teeth, "I'm serious slut, tell me what you want me to do to that hot fuckin' butt!"
Abbie quickly realized their playful banter had come to an end, she gasped, head tilted back, mouth open, eyes glazed, "Oh god Nick...spank it...spank it and make me beg!"
While she had never let Justin talk to her in this tone, Abbie had confessed to Nick the night of the party that she loved when he spoke dirty to her during sex.
He slapped her firm sexy ass. Abbie squealed. He did it again, "You like that shit?"
"Ugh...yes...yes Nick."
Nick loved that his straight-laced, by-the-book coach who never swore on the pool deck, morphed into a dirty girl when aroused by his huge cock. He spanked her again, harder this time, "You know I'm going to do that with my dick tonight don't you?"



"Oh god I hope so...can we please go in? I want it..."she whimpered as her hand reached back and groped anxiously for it. She gasped when she finally got a firm grip, "I can't believe I've been without this for three months..."
Nick smiled to himself, knowing his suspicions regarding her inability to live without his cock were indeed coming to pass, "All right, but as soon as we get in there you need to show me!"
Nick keyed the door and they pushed inside. When it closed, he spun his hot former coach around powerfully and sunk his tongue in her open mouth. The horny wife practically sucked the skin from his slippery barb as their lips mashed wetly, her hands frantically clawing at the front of his pants.
After nearly a minute, Abbie pulled away and immediately began planting kisses along his neck and exposed chest, "God Nick...I've thought about this big cock every day since the party," she gasped breathlessly. Her fingers now full through the thin material of his slacks...one small hand gripping his thick shaft, the other squeezing the lower of his cum-filled nuts.
"I thought you and Justin decided this wasn't a good idea?"
"It's not a good idea, but it's a really good cock...no...fuck that...it's a great cock," Abbie corrected as she dropped to her knees excitedly.
She frantically unbuckled his belt and unclasped his slacks. The married coach didn't wait for his pants to fall, instead she reached inside and yanked her prize from his shorts. His dark meat flopped out heavily. She was so eager, the engorged appendage swung out and hit her face with a fleshy slap. All the breath from her lungs escaped as nervous excitement displaced it. She slutishly kissed it, licked it, sucked it...elated to finally have it back in her mouth, "Nick I missed this so much, you don't know how many times I've thought about it! Mmm...it tastes good," she praised between sluttish licks and open-lipped kisses.
Nick could sense a renewed enthusiasm in Abbie's desire to please him with her mouth. She had started off nervous and inexperienced the first time around, but by the end she was choking it down capably. He was excited to see her picking back up where she'd left off.
Abbie was a quick learner, but she still desired to please him instantly. The young wife mouthed his cock hungrily, flashing back to their previous encounter. A familiar saying resonated in her mind as she tried to quell her nervousness. "It's just like riding a bike Ab...a big black tandem bike that is!" She thought to herself as she sucked his cock slutishly and played with his pair of massive balls.
The aroused coach worked him deeper, trying to breath around the invading member through her nose without triggering her gag reflex. Nick happily enjoyed letting the kneeling coach push herself and control the action before he finally took over.
Abbie felt a strong hand grip her hair as Nick coaxed his swollen shaft into her throat. She followed his instructions as he pressed deeper. His contented gasps and confirming body movements heightened Abbie's confidence. She pressed on.
Before long, she watched through teary eyes as a familiar gaze appeared on his handsome face and masculine guttural sounds escaped his lips. Moments later she felt his cock swell as Nick brought both large hands to her bobbing head. His grip tightened as he growled through gritted teeth, "Oh shit bitch...suck that big black cock...mmm yeah...take it!"
The thick shaft bucked between her stretched lips. Abbie blinked up at him as she felt the first of several eruptions blast into her throat with half of his foot-long cock stuffed deep down into it. Her eyes widened as the twitching phallic deposited stream after stream down her throat. Unbelievably, his powerful explosions aroused Abbie on a level she had never experienced, sucking his big dick and taking his cum was literally intoxicating. The married coach actually climaxed without physical stimulation as Nick's thick gruel pumped deep into her stomach.
A sweat-covered sheen sheathed each of their bodies as they gasped for breath. Abbie eventually rose from her knees and submissively kissed his hard nipples, muscular chest and vein exposed neck, "Did you like that?" she purred, "I know I did!"
Nick smiled proudly as he ogled her saliva-splattered cleavage and the slick fluid stains on her expensive dress, "Nice baby, I think with a little more practice we could get the rest of it down in there!"
Nick didn't bother putting clothes back on. He walked nakedly around the room with his semi-limp horse-cock bobbing dangerously. He had Abbie make him a drink while he dialed up interracial porn. The black-on-white sex videos had been such a turn-on for her the night of the party, and he hadn't forgotten. "Remember how much you loved watching that big black cock rooting all those blonde hotties when we fucked in your bed?"
Abbie nodded impishly as Nick watched her eyes drop to his hanging stick.
"Well tonight baby you get to do it again! I think this brotha might even have a bigger log than the last dude," Nick teased.
Abbie approached and handed him his drink. She then reached for his thick cock before looking up to his eyes and licking her lips, "Yeah he does, but neither of them is as big as you Nick!" The horny brunette bit her lower lip sexily, "For some reason, I feel overdressed..."
Nick nodded his agreement as his former coach stepped back and slipped the narrow straps from her shoulders, letting the long silky dress slip from her stunning body. It hung up momentarily on her ample mounds, but she was soon standing in only her undersized bra and high heels, her tattered panties already lying on the floor next to the bed—her pretty little bush beckoning him closer.
Nick absorbed the view, amazed that Abbie's sexy body looked better than he even remembered, "Damn...you really are fine baby...let's get that pretty little pussy what it needs and get down to some fucking!"
Nick scooped her up in his muscular arms and carried her to the large bed. Abbie couldn't believe how easily he maneuvered her. She found herself on top of him with her mouth above his dangerous cock and his head below her, between her trembling legs. She felt his warm breath across her pussy before his long tongue slipped up the crack of her ass and circled her tender sphincter. Abbie practically came on the spot, "Oh god Nick, uhn yeah that feels sooo good," she whimpered breathlessly.
The young wife reached out instinctively and gripped his thickening cock, its weight still impossible to comprehend. She extended her tongue and tapped the heavy member against her lips. It grew harder in her hand. Abbie moaned and tongued the long slit. A large dollop of precum oozed onto her probe.
They took turns pleasuring one another orally while the other used hands and fingers in a tantalizing game that soon had both gasping in arousal. Nick's tongue danced and swirled around Abbie's clit while her small hands each squeezed and massaged one of his lime-sized balls. In return, Nick sunk two long fingers against his ex-coach's asshole and played until she was almost unable to keep up her oral end of the bargain, "Fuh...Nick I can't believe I never knew...oh shit...so good...that feels sooo good!" Her new found love for anal stimulation challenged her ability to concentrate on sucking his blood-filled cock.
It wasn't long before Nick felt Abbie's fingers sliding curiously along his ass cheeks on a mission to his hole, "Umm...do you like it too?"
"Oh fuck...you bet bitch...yeah," he groaned as he felt her slick fingers dance around his sphincter. "That feels damn good, but what this black ass really needs is some wet tongue!"
"Oh...like you did to me?...God...that did feel really good Nick...do you want me to...um...?" she asked nervously.
"Yeah baby, crawl around..."
Abbie nervously swung her legs around and positioned herself between his. He spread them and rolled backwards. "You can put your feet on my back if it's easier," she offered submissively.
Nick smiled as he lifted his legs, Abbie's head disappearing below. The large black man rotated back further and let his feet rest on her back. He felt her tongue probe tentatively around the base of his cock and his heavy balls.
"Okay, lift my nuts and lick along the backside...uhn...uh huh...yeah like that. Mmm...now hit the taint...yeah that spot between...there you go...yeah just like that! Okay, now swirl it right there...yeah uhn...yeah," his hot former coach's married tongue was now circling his rim.
Nick had coaxed many to do it, but he never dreamed Abbie Dawson would be one of them. "There you got it...oh yeah." He reached down, grabbed one of her thin wrists and placed her delicate fingers on his shaft. "Stroke my dick while you do it," he instructed, then sighed. "Fuck yeah...damn baby that's called eatin' ass right there...it feels real good!"
Nick couldn't have been more excited with this newest development. She was really getting into it as he felt her nose bump inadvertently against his tightening ball sack. He let her play for a while, but he resisted the temptation to give her too much too fast. "That was real nice baby, now climb back up here and give me more of that fine married pussy!"
Nick thought to himself that his formerly innocent coach was showing the potential to be one grade-A hot rocket fuck. At some point he would have to pull her husband into the equation and let him see what his wife had become, but that could wait for now...he had more training to do.
Abbie climbed back into a sixty-nine on top of his muscular body. Their mouths went back to work, both aroused beyond control. It was now a race to see who would climax first. It didn't take long and ended in a virtual tie as Abbie's squirting pussy sprayed all over Nick's face at the same time rope after rope of his thick jizz splattered into her mouth and across her gorgeous face.
As they lay gasping for breath, both immersed in the other's ejaculation, Nick suddenly remembered he had left his rubbers in Sacramento. He was hopeful she had gone back on the pill since the last time they fucked, "Damn baby, you're gettin' good with that mouth, but this black dick needs a little pink pussy, jump up and ride it for a while!"
Abbie knelt on the bed. She was amazed he was ready to go again, but she certainly didn't mind, she was too, "Mmm I want to, where are the...uh...things?"
Nick spread his legs, letting her move between them. A satisfied look formed on his face, proud at the volume of his seed that coated the area around her mouth and chin. He watched as her tongue instinctively swirled outside her lips, taking more of his potent discharge with it when it sunk back inside. He finally spoke, "Shit, I don't have any, aren't you on the pill?"
Abbie's shoulders slumped, "No, why would you think that?" Her hands found their way to his shaft, she absently squeezed it, as if pumping it up.
"I don't know, I thought I remembered you saying something about it last time," he lied. "Well why don't you climb on and I'll pull out before I nut!"
"Nick, I can't do that, not after last time," she breathed disappointedly while still gripping his cock and stroking it, not able to help herself.
"Well then, I guess we're kind of fucked," he complained, confident she would acquiesce if not given a choice.
"Can't you run downstairs and see if they have some...I promise I'll make it up to you when you get back," she bit her bottom lip enticingly. Abbie wasn't sure why she was the one capitulating, but the fact was her pussy craved his big cock and wanted to motivate him to find something.
Nick sighed heavily for effect, he knew they wouldn't have anything that would fit him downstairs, but he rationalized that his balls could use a short break anyway and he figured he might gain more pussy cred if he made the attempt.
Regardless, he suspected she wouldn't be able to say 'no' and would fuck him when he returned, even if he were empty handed.
He crawled out of bed and found a towel to clean his face before slipping on a tee-shirt, shorts and flip-flops. He brought the pussy soiled towel back to her, his cum still decorating her chin, neck, and chest, "Okay, I'll be back in a few, meantime, you watch this brotha pound these white babes and get ready for some serious fuckin' when I get back!"
Abbie finished wiping up Nick's mess and then cozied up between the pillows as a naughty grin formed on her face. She bit her lower lip and slid her hand sexily down her body to her silky bush. "I will stud...but please don't take long...my fingers might get tired!"
Nick's eyes widened as he tried to wrap his head around the fact this was his formerly conservative coach. He ogled her hot body, clad only in her skimpy bra and high heels with her hand between her legs. He shook his head in aroused disbelief before hurrying out the door.
Nick was gone an inordinately long time before he came back to the room without rubbers, but he did have champagne, desserts and KY fuck cream. Abbie had watched so much interracial porn by that point, she practically tore his clothes off.
As he suspected, Nick Thomas was balls-deep unsheathed in her fertile married pussy in no time.
Unlike the night of the party, this time she didn't experience pain when the black bull sunk his cock in her welcoming pussy. Thanks to their previous mating and an unending flow from her horny cunt, Abbie stretched easily as Nick fucked her in every position imaginable. She lost count of how many times she climaxed on his glorious dick. Its immense size and rough, veiny contours pleasured every sensitive inch of her married pussy as he banged into her relentlessly throughout the decadent night.
Even more so than the first time, their sex was raw and hungry, not rushed, but urgent and unrelenting. Her black bull ripped one dripping orgasm after another from her greedy pussy. Abbie's constant moans and grunts spurred him on while his dirty talk heightened her arousal. As he fucked her, he made her tell him how much she loved it, "Say it baby, tell me how good this big black cock makes you feel?"
"Oh god...I love it Nick! It makes my pussy feel so good! Don't stop...please!" The overwhelming sense of fullness she experienced the first time returned as his huge black dick sank all the way to his balls. She watched in the mirrors above the bed as his flexing black ass rhythmically plowed in and out like some perfectly scripted exercise program.
"Yeah, tell me more slut!" He demanded, aroused at the look of pure ecstasy on her gorgeous face.
"Oh...uhn...god...your big black cock makes me cum...cum so much! I don't want it to stop...I want it all night long Nick...uhn...uhn..." Abbie whimpered, eyes unfocused, remembering now how every deep thrust of his amazing dick made her crave the next one. The hot coach could already feel a big orgasm building deep inside her. "Oh...oh...Nick...you're gonna make me cum so fast...it feels so good...uhn...uhn...yeah."
Abbie's tongue shot deep inside his mouth darting and swirling wildly. Meanwhile Nick's long cock bumped against her cervix at the conclusion of each deep thrust after roughly assaulting her g-spot along its deliberate journey to her welcoming depths.
His euphoric former coach screamed out, "Oh God Nick...don't stop...don't stop...oomph...oomph...shit...so deep...oh god...fuck me yes...oh god...I'm cuuummmiinnnggg!"
Abbie's entire body clenched in ecstasy. Nick felt the strong gush of her squirting pussy as it spouted down his shaft onto his swinging balls as he power-fucked her.
Nick railed into her relentlessly right through her orgasm. She had softened in her recovery and her supple body rippled against his powerful treatment. He watched her tremendous tits as they jiggled in her tiny bra, swollen nipples yearning to be exposed, pressing urgently against the shear fabric of the sexy garment.
Something about big tits on thin white chicks made Nick's balls bounce together in arousal. Abbie's were as good as any he'd ever seen. From the first time he'd seen them at the recruiting visit, the Juco transfer had wanted to get his lips around her luscious globes. That desire only grew as he witnessed them in various states of dress over the next couple of years—the highlight being the tiny string bikini she'd worn the previous year at State Championships.
Nick remembered coming down to the hotel pool the day before the competition with Amber Tisdale's cum still leaking from his dick, herself possessing quite the impressive rack, when he saw Coach Abbie's breasts spilling from the undersized bikini. It was a vision engrained in his mind until the night of the party when he ripped the sexy babydoll from her writhing body and witnessed her d-cups in all their splendid glory, bouncing heavily, finally revealing themselves to him. He'd spent much of that night sucking, licking, and fucking those big beautiful tits until they eventually milked a messy shower from his swollen balls. He remembered how good they'd looked covered in his cream, even before Abbie rubbed it in like lotion.
He would experience that vision again on this night.
"Show them to me," he growled as he pumped her in long fast strokes, low-hung balls scraping along the mattress before banging off her tight ass.
Abbie stirred, her previously glazed eyes becoming suddenly clearer. "What...show what to yo-"
"Those big tits, take off the bra," he demanded, cutting her off before she could finish.
Abbie's hands were already busy gripping Nick's muscular biceps and shoulders as he held himself above her, their hips colliding in a symphony of slapping body parts and wet slurping sounds. Her sinewy swimmer's legs locked around his hips, high-heeled feet entwined together just above his flexing ass.
"Ffffffuck me Nick," Abbie urged as she dropped her hands and tantalizingly released the front clasp. The tight little bra sprung apart and her huge tits poured out in perfect circular mounds of goodness—each capped by stone nipples centered on perfectly sized one and half inch areolae. Abbie arched her back, elevating them for her black lover to taste.
Nick growled excitedly before aggressively dropping his mouth onto the heavenly set. He continued his assault as he slobbered and sucked on her hot tits. "Mmm hmm, these big titties taste as good as before...damn girl, you got some sweet-ass nipples!"
Abbie wrapped her fingers in Nick's dreads and held his head between her heaving boobs. "Yeah Nick, suck my breasts...your mouth feels so good!" She always loved the way Justin's lips and tongue felt on her nipples, but Nick's technique felt more assertive and raw—almost savage.
His forceful gnawing made her nubs so rigid they actually ached. "Oh god Nick...yeah like that...bite my tits! You feel so good everywhere, I love everything you do to me. I can't believe I waited this long to feel you again." He could tell by her breathing and constant moaning, she was nearing another epic orgasm.
"You gonna cum again baby?"
"Oh god yes soon, I wanna do it all over your amazing cock Nick!" She whined, arms wrapped around his neck with a look of complete ecstasy in her bleary eyes.
"Of course you do, but first, flip over. Get on your hands and knees for me slut."
"Oooh yeah," she cried out excitedly. A loud wet popping sound escaped her sodden pussy as his cock popped from her tight lips. She flipped over quickly in anticipation. To her delight, they'd fucked doggy style much of the night in her bed. It wasn't a position that she and Justin made love in often, but Nick insisted on it and she quickly realized she loved every second of it with her dominant bull.
Nick positioned her on all fours and spanked her tight bubble ass. Abbie squealed as redness formed immediately on her rippling ass cheeks. He lined up behind and toggled her dangling pussy lips with his spongy head before flexing his cock and driving steadily until his black leathery scrotum mashed violently against the back of her slim white thighs.



This time his hot coach screamed in delight, her body trembling. Her head fell to the mattress as her grip tightened on the bed sheets. "Oh god Nick yes...you're so deep inside me! You know I love it when you give it to me hard like that!"
Nick could barely make out Abbie's muffled pleas with her face pressed into the mattress. He spanked her again, harder this time. "Oh Jeez... Fuhh..uck..." she grunted.
Nick gripped a handful of her thick hair and increased his pace. In no time, he was aggressively pounding his hot coach like he used to hammer the whores from Stockton. "Yeah Abbie, you look good on the end of my dick!" He actually couldn't remember ever being more turned on.
His outrageously hot married coach who he'd seduced for well over two years was moaning and grunting like she was in heat as he railed into her uncompromisingly. He spit on his hand and brought several fingers to her sex-juiced asshole. He teased the sensitive orifice until she begged him to put it inside, "Oooh yeah Nick, stick it in my butt like last time...it felt so good...please!"
Nick teased her until she begged again. He remembered how intensely she came the last time he fingered her ass, he knew something big was building inside her and this would undoubtedly put her over the edge. Finally he slipped his middle digit into her puckered hole and wiggled it. Abbie shrieked in ecstasy. He spanked her again with his free hand, "You like that shit?"
"Oh...uhn...yes...it feels sooo good! Sooo good!"
Fucking Abbie Dawson was the rarest of treats. Nick watched as her tight married pussy lips gripped his fat cock like a rubber band and basically turned inside out with each thrust of his powerful dick. Her constant mini-orgasms bathing his cock in the slickest of warm wet fluids while overflowing juices from around her asshole welcomed his probing finger.
"Oh god Nick...fuck me!"
"You love this nigger dick?"
"Yes...yes I love it...oh...oh...yeah!"
"What do you love? Tell me?"
"Your big black dick Nick...I love it...uhn...so good!"
"No, call it by the proper name...this is one grade-A Stockton bred NIGGER dick! Say it!" This was a line he'd used on many occasions, always with successful results.
"Oh shit Nick...it feels sooo good...your...your big nig...uh NIGGER dick is going to make me cum again...Fuck Me!"
"Yeah it is slut! And I'm gonna get my nut too! You want me to paste your insides with this black baby batter, don't ya? "
Abbie was afraid this moment of decision would come, but there was no way in hell she could let him pull out now, she would die if she didn't get to cum all over his fantastic cock. She whimpered quietly, "...yes".
"I couldn't hear you, do you want me to pull out and jizz on your back?" Nick shouted as he spanked her ass again.
"Oh yeah...I mean no! Don't stop...plll...pllleeeasse don't stop! I want to feel it shooting into me you black fucking bull! Fuck me like you fuck my friend Brie at that Bull place! Make me cum all over your huge cock just like she does!" Abbie practically screamed.
Nick couldn't believe what he just heard come out of her mouth, "She knows about the Pen and that hot blonde bull bait? This is gonna be interesting..." But at this moment he had something far more urgent on his mind...and on his dick, "Shit bitch, I'm gonna get my nut...these big ol' bull nuts got something hot and potent for ya!" he wailed as he gripped her sexy hips with his big black hands. Her pale flesh bulged around his strong fingers as Nick plugged his dick deep into her depths.
"Fuck Yeah!" he roared in pleasure as a raging torrent of Negroid semen exploded deep into her fertile womb. "Oh yeah...fuck me Nick...yeah...shit...oh God...so deep...oh...oh...oh...Fffffffuck Mmmeeee!" Abbie's hands gripped the sheets tightly again as her head flew from side to side and the most intense squirting orgasm she ever experienced ejaculated from her pussy and washed around the sides of Nick's plunging viper. They collapsed together in a sweaty twisted mess, both gasping and shaking from a truly epic fuck.
That was just the beginning of another long night of unforgettable sex between the coach and protégé...of course those rolls were now reversed.
*****
They woke to bright mountain sunlight pouring in through the long bank of windows in the massive suite. Abbie's head ached and her mouth felt parched. Her eyes stung from lack of sleep and her body felt tight with dried bodily fluids as it had the last time she and Nick had sex. She could feel wetness between her legs and suddenly remembered why...Nick's ample creampie was still oozing from her gaped lips. She glanced at the clock, it read 6:30 a.m. "Oh shit Nick, we have to get up, the meeting starts in an hour and a half!"
He rolled over and smiled. He then reached out with a big paw, cupped her ass cheek, and pulled in his direction, "What's your hurry baby?"
"Nick no! It's going to take me almost that long to get ready and I need you to find a pharmacy!"
"Pharmacy? Why do you need a pharmacy, are you sick?"
"Are you kidding me? I need a pharmacy for this!" she shouted, scooping a hand below her stretched pussy. She raised her arm and showed him fingers covered in thick, pale cum. "It's frickin' pouring out of me."
A proud smirk populated Nick's face, "...Oh yeah."
Abbie shook her head, crawled out of bed, and ambled back to her room as fast as her aching head would allow—mixed sex juices spilling down her thighs as she went. After draining as much fluid from her insides as possible, she stepped into the steamy dual-headed shower, it felt amazing on her sex-ravaged body.
Suddenly she heard a loud sound that reminded her of a pitcher of water being poured into a full bathtub from several feet in the air. She turned to see Nick smiling at her through the clear glass shower doors while a garden hose-like stream blasted from his long hanging cock into her toilet. "Ahh shit, that feels much better," he gasped as the stream's intensity gave no signs of let-up. Abbie couldn't believe how long he stood there filling the bowl before he finally gave the heavy black tube a floppy shake. As she now observed his flaccid dick in daylight, she couldn't believe that big thing had been inside her for most of the night.
Nick moved towards the shower, "You got room for another in there?"
"Nick, NO you need to go back to your room, I seriously have to get ready and I really need you to run that errand for me," she pleaded.
He eyed her spectacular body under the flow of the competing shower heads, he could feel blood flowing to his cock, "C'mon, I'll just come in and wash your back or maybe your front if you need help with that part," Nick teased, knowing it was likely a futile endeavor, but trying nonetheless.
Abbie just stared at him with a perturbed look on her face.
"Okay, I guess I'll just go back and shower in my massive sixteen-headed walk-in all by myself," Nick complained with a dog-faced grin. This time they both laughed.
A half hour later he came back to her room, showered and dressed for the meeting. She was still wrapped in a bath towel drying her hair. Nick came up from behind while her head was leaning forward drying the underside of her thick mane. He reached around as stealthily as possible and cupped her big tits. Abbie screamed and nearly jumped out of her skin as the hair dryer flew out of her hands and crashed against the floor.
"Oh my god, you're such an asshole Nick Thomas, you scared the shit out of me!"
He couldn't contain his laughter until her towel suddenly came undone and fell from her body exposing her spectacular figure, "Damn girl, are you sure we have to go to this meeting, I'd like to crawl back under the sheets with that sexy body and do some serious fuckin'!"
"Nick, that's enough," she directed sternly, an air of stress mixed in. "Do you know what to buy?"
"Yeah, I know the shit. Say, I hate to do this, but I haven't worked in a while and I don't get my first check from the university until the middle of the month, can I bum your credit card?"
Abbie looked at him incredulously. "If it weren't for HIS sperm inside me we wouldn't need this," but she couldn't put all the blame on him, she was every bit as culpable for begging him to cum inside her.
She then also remembered he was only twenty-two years old, just out of college, and undoubtedly not flushed with money. "Yeah sure it's in my small purse, which is God's knows where, I think in your room!"
Nick ogled her flawless tits one final time as she wrapped the towel back around her. He turned and reluctantly crossed to his room.
Forty-five minutes later Abbie scooted into the meeting at 7:59 a.m., a venti six-shot Starbucks latte in hand...morning-after birth control pill dissolving in her stomach...and millions of horny black sperm churning in her insides, searching for a way into her fertile egg.
*****
Justin Dawson's drive in to the Lake Tahoe basin was spectacular. Bright skies and the contrast between the azure lake and emerald pines surrounding it made for a breathtaking view. The whole basin, bounded by the majestic peaks of the Sierra Nevada Mountains made this one of Justin and Abbie's favorite places. The coach was stoked about his birthday weekend.
Justin got to the hotel around 10:00 a.m., hours before his planned arrival. There were a couple of people waiting in line at the desk where two hotel employees were checking people in. The line moved slowly but he didn't mind this morning—everything was good in his life and he was enjoying checking out the gorgeous blonde associate on the right. He secretly hoped her line would open up when it was his turn at the front.
As luck would have it, it did.
"Oh hi Mr. Dawson, your wife said you'd be arriving today," the perky blonde greeted him with a big friendly smile after he told her who he was. Justin liked that she welcomed him so enthusiastically, if he hadn't known better, he'd thought she was flirting with him.
"I'm Kristi, welcome to Harvey's," she said, big green eyes flashing and long eyelashes fanning him when she blinked. "I thought your wife said you wouldn't be arriving until late this afternoon?"
"Yeah, my meetings in Sacramento got cancelled so I decided to come up early...can't beat a day like this in Tahoe!"
"You got that right Mr. Dawson, I'm going to miss it," Kristi frowned cutely with a pouty look.
"Are you leaving?"
"Yes, today is my last day. I'm finally using my Hospitality Management degree for something bigger. Next week I head off to the Bahamas, I got a job as an assistant social director for Princess Cruise Lines. I'm going to miss Tahoe, but I'm looking forward to my new job." She smiled back at him as she key-stroked the keyboard in front of her.
"Sounds like a pretty cool job, congratulations!" Justin replied, suddenly noticing the flower arrangements scattered around her work station, "Looks like everyone else is going to miss you too!"
"Yeah, I've met some awesome people here, I'm going to miss them all a lot. Hey speaking of awesome people, I checked your wife in yesterday when she arrived. She's so cool! You're a lucky man Mr. Dawson, she's really pretty too. She also stopped by before her reception last night, I loved that red dress she wore, she looked like a model!"
"Yeah, it's one of my favorites! Thanks for noticing, she'll be flattered to hear you liked it!"
"Oh don't worry, I told her!" Kristi smiled again as she came around from behind the desk. Justin did his best to keep eye contact with her pretty face, but he stealthily checked-out her rockin' body simultaneously. Shapely narrow hips, tanned legs, and a full chest filled out the business skirt-suit nicely.
"Do you guys have big plans for the weekend," Kristi asked cheerily.
"Well today's my birthday, so I'm sure she has a thing or two up her sleeve!"
"Oh, Happy Birthday Mr. Dawson, your wife didn't say anything about that!"
"Call me Justin, I'm sure she had bigger things on her mind." The irony of his statement was completely lost on the two of them.
"I bet she has some fun things planned...uh...but she might need a little downtime before you guys get to celebrating tonight. That must have been quite a reception last night, your wife came down in a relative panic this morning looking for a strong cup of coffee. She said she overslept and, please don't take this wrong Justin, but she didn't look quite as bright-eyed and bushy-tailed as she did last night." Kristi secreted with a giggle.
Justin laughed. "Oh is that right? I haven't talked to her yet this morning, did she look a little hung?"
Kristi smiled, "She said she was up late, so I assume so!"
"Serves her right," he joked. "But being the good husband I am, I might allow her time for a little power nap..."
They both laughed again as Kristi handed him his key. "Here you go, room 1824. The room is on our suite level, unfortunately it isn't one of the largest rooms, but it has an unbelievable view of the lake! But just be aware, I don't believe housekeeping has made it to the 18th floor yet this morning, the room probably isn't made up yet."
"No problem, I'm just going to drop my stuff upstairs and go hang out by the pool for a couple of hours anyway," he responded with a thankful smile.
"Nice to meet you Mr. Dawson...uh...Justin, let me know if there is anything I can do for you or your wife...Abbie is it? I get off at six."
"Yes it's Abbie, you bet we will Kristi, enjoy your last day on the job!"
"Thanks, I will." She flashed her beautiful white-toothed smile one final time.
Justin stole one final glance at Kristi's ass as she moved back behind the counter. "Damn, someone on that cruise ship is going to have fun tappin' that!"

He arrived at room 1824 a few minutes later with his rolling bag in tow, swiped his key and entered. Justin instantly caught the unmistakable scent of Abbie's perfume, "Damn I love that smell!" As he tossed his bag on the bed, he was immediately distracted by the unbelievable view of the lake through the big windows. He moved in that direction, but suddenly stopped in his tracks.
Two things were amiss: The bedding on the king-sized bed was untouched, and the door to the adjoining room was partially open.
Justin took a moment to ponder the possibilities, "Maybe Kristi was wrong, perhaps housekeeping has already been here." He then walked into the bathroom and realized that wasn't the case—his wife's cosmetics lay messily on the counter, used towels lay outside the shower, and most concerning, the toilet seat was up, "WTF..." Suddenly Justin's heart beat rapidly in his chest.
The coach nervously walked back into the main part of the room and looked over at the open adjoining door—he moved slowly in that direction. As he turned the corner and looked inside, he was surprised to see that it was a much larger suite, in fact it was huge. The California king-sized bed that backed to the wall dividing the two rooms was a mess. The sheets and blankets lay crumpled in a pile in the middle of the bed and the pillows were scattered about. Justin called out loudly, "Knock-knock, is anyone here?"
Nobody answered, the large room was silent. It also reeked like sex.
Moments later the blood in Justin's veins turned ice cold. There was a very familiar looking garment lying on the floor in the middle of the room. He walked over and picked up the silky red dress. He held it to his nose, Abbie's unmistakable scent filled his nostrils, "Oh my god, my wife is having an affair!" It was all he could do to keep from falling to his knees, the enormity of the situation was too much for him—he stumbled to the bed and collapsed down on the edge. A million thoughts suddenly filled his mind.
"How did I not suspect this? How long has it been going on? Who the fuck is it?"

After a long minute of chest palpitations, Justin regained the strength to stand and look around. He now saw Abbie's four inch sexy black heels lying haphazardly near the foot of the bed. As he walked to the other side, the final confirmation clues came into view. His wife's tiny black lacy bra and g-string panties lay side by side. The panties were practically ripped apart. If he wasn't sure before, he picked up the bra and the little 34D tag confirmed his worst fears, "How could she do this?"

He glanced up and saw large mirrors covering the ceiling above the bed. He thought to himself that some other man must have got to witness his naked wife's phenomenal body writhing in ecstasy from above. As Justin now looked around the large room, more signs of her infidelity came into view. A tube of KY jelly lay on the night stand. He picked it up and was surprised at its lack of contents.
Justin looked across the room and saw two champagne glasses sitting on the coffee table in front of the big screen television. One of them had lipstick impressions on the rim that looked very much like Abbie's favorite color. There were also two plates of chocolate covered strawberry remnants and a half-filled bowl of whip cream. He walked over to the wet bar and found a nearly empty bottle of champagne. "Damn her!"

"Who is it? Do I know him? Obviously, he has money, they don't give rooms like this to just anyone." He wracked his brain for a long minute before his thoughts turned to Curt Michelson, the dean of the Exercise Sciences School at Sac State—Abbie's boss's boss.
Justin had seen the way the man looked at Abbie every time he got the chance. The dean spent an inordinate amount of time at the Sac State pool for someone whose job didn't require him to. Without a doubt, he'd be the one coordinating and hosting this retreat, it would make obvious sense that he'd get upgraded to the largest suite. Someone in his position could also have a hand in coordinating room assignments—conveniently putting the school's gorgeous dive coach in the adjoining room to his own.
"Why would she fuck him?"
Justin looked around for more clues to the man's identity, but couldn't find any. Suddenly another concerning thought entered his mind, "Oh fuck, I didn't see any condoms or wrappers near the bed." Justin made a quick perusal of all the suite garbage cans and didn't find any evidence, "Goddamit, she fucked this guy without protection? How could she?"

As Justin sat back down in disbelief, an idea occurred to him. He picked up the room phone and dialed "0". After a couple of rings a woman answered, "Harvey's special services department, how can I help you Mr. Thomas?"
Justin stuttered momentarily before hanging up, "Thomas...who the fuck is Mr. Thomas? Wait...Mr. Thomas...no...could it be?" Justin picked it up and dialed again. The receptionist answered, "I'm sorry Mr. Thomas, we must have gotten disconnected, how can I help you?"
"Uh...I am trying to make sure I have the right name on my account for expense purposes, how is my first name listed on my reservation?"
"It's listed as Nick, is that how you would like it to read Mr. Thomas, we can change it if necessary."
"No...no, it's fine, sometimes they list it as Nicolas, I just wanted to make sure, thanks!" Justin hung up the phone and an awkward rush of relief mixed with arousal coursed through his veins. "Why didn't I consider Nick? Of course if she's going to fuck someone, it'd be Nick!"
Justin now wandered around the room feeling a weird sense of jealous arousal. The past few months of supposed inactivity between the two of them and the extravagant suite had clouded his power of deductive reasoning. Moments ago he was devastated by the suspicion his wife was having an affair with an older white married administrator. Now he knew she was instead fucking the same younger black man who had rocked her world a few months previously. "How did Nick get this suite?"



Every nerve impulse in Justin's body now surged into overdrive. His cock was rock hard in moments. He began to wonder if his wife had in fact abstained these past few months from the big black cock that had given her so much pleasure the night of the party. But he wondered nonetheless, why she would fuck Nick behind his back? Before they came to the ultimate decision to sever things with him, they engaged in one of the deepest, most difficult discussions of their marriage. As part of the debate, Justin had all but told her it was okay if she wanted to be with Nick again, as long as he got to be involved in some capacity this time around.
Abbie had experienced a bitterly difficult decision as she wrestled with her desire for Nick's wonderful cock versus her knowledge that an ongoing affair could put irreparable stress on their marriage. They ultimately agreed they had too much at risk to allow the relationship to continue. Eventually they decided, despite both of their desires, to break things off with Nick before the situation reached a point of no return.
Suddenly it dawned on Justin that it had been Abbie who supposedly communicated their decision to Nick. "Maybe she never told him? Instead she fucked him stealthily! Was this the only time? Why did she hide it from me?"
Justin now pulled the bedspread back and inspected the sheets more carefully. The telltale signs of two people, good at the art of fucking were on display. The sexual wetness that had coated him and Abbie's marital bed on the previous occasion, now soaked the sheets of the hotel bed. "God, it looks like they fucked all night just like the last time! That's why she looked so worn out to the girl at the front desk..."

Then another thought occurred to him. "Maybe I can get more clues as to what really happened here..." He picked up the phone and dialed "0"again.
"Yes Mr. Thomas, what can I do for you?"
"Front desk please," Justin said in his best Nick Thomas impersonation.
"Front desk, this is Kristi speaking, how may I help you Mr. Thomas?"
Suddenly the image of the beautiful blonde appeared in Justin's mind and he got momentarily flustered.
"Nick, are you there?"
"Yes, sorry I dropped the phone," he lied.
"Oh hi there Nick, how are you feeling today?" Kristi's less than formal greeting and forward question caught Justin by surprise.
Again in his best Nick Thomas impression he responded, "Oh, are we on a first name basis now Miss...uh...front desk?"
"Well, since you asked for my phone number last night, I would think we should be...and in case you forgot due to the booze, it's Kristi!"
"I wasn't that drunk," Justin back-pedaled, not sure what else to say in an attempt to buy some time.
"Really? I would beg to differ," Kristi giggled. "I have to whisper, my boss just walked by. If you weren't drunk, why did you grab my butt when I tried to help you find those...uh...things you were looking for?"
"I guess I was drunker than I thought, I don't remember what you're talking about!"
"You really don't remember? It was like 12:45 p.m...right before I got off my shift, you came down and said you had a friend in your room waiting impatiently for you to get back upstairs! You asked me if we had any...you know...contraceptives. I showed you what we had, but you said those wouldn't...uh...work. You don't remember that I then told you a 24-hour CVS was only a block away?"
"This whole conversation is kind of fuzzy..."
Kristi giggled. "You then said you didn't want to walk a whole block. Then you spent the next several minutes trying to get my phone number!"
"Yeah, what can I say, I liked your blonde hair girl." Justin smoothed in his best Nick Thomas black dialect, knowing he couldn't possibly come across as cool as the young black man.
Kristi lowered her voice and whispered into the phone, "Oh, is that all you liked? You told me you thought I had nice eyes while you stared at my chest the whole time. Anyway, what can I actually help you with Mr. Thomas? I have other guests waiting in line at the moment."
"I was hoping to get an itemized copy of my folio expenses. I don't check out till tomorrow, but I might have to pay for some of those items with cash and I want to know if I need to stop by the bank."
"Your company won't let you expense bottles of champagne or KY," Kristi teased, knowing it was her last day.
"I'm afraid not, can you have someone bring up a copy right away and slip it under my door. I'm heading back to my meeting."
"Sure thing Mr...uh...Thomas, it's been a pleasure serving you!"
Justin couldn't help but think that the pretty blonde front desk babe was still flirting with the very black stud in room 1826. "Okay thanks Kristi, I hope to see you around sometime!"
"You never know Nick Thomas, maybe we will...see ya!"
Justin sat down on the couch and looked out on Lake Tahoe as he thought to himself, "My wife was waiting up in this guy's bed and he was downstairs trying to get in the pants of the front desk chick...what a cocky son of a bitch!"
Justin then tried to picture the scene from the previous night when Abbie's red dress dropped to the floor and she stood in only her sexy black bra, g-string, and heels as Nick Thomas undoubtedly looked on approvingly.
Justin had seen his wife in the same sexy outfit a handful of times and the perfect image was still engrained in his mind. He pictured Abbie's big tits straining to be contained in the lacy number that appeared a size too small...her pretty little dark patch peeking through the shear window of the panties...her long tanned legs being accentuated by the fuck me four inch heels...and finally her exposed tight little bubble ass cheeks that she admitted her black lover had spanked aggressively months before.
The aroused husband reached down and rubbed his hard cock as he envisioned how badly Nick must have wanted to fuck Abbie's brains out...which of course he later did, but not before going downstairs and attempting to get into the pants of the hot blonde. "I wonder if he would have tried to bring her up and fuck them at the same time if she agreed?" Suddenly an erotic image of Kristi on her elbows and knees taking Nick's huge cock from behind while hungrily eating Abbie's beautiful little pussy flashed in his mind.
Justin's cock couldn't be harder.
He walked into the huge master bath and was immediately taken by the large Jacuzzi tub that sat in the corner of the wall, resting beneath two big picture windows facing the lake. Several wet towels lay on the floor below it—he could see an unmistakable soap ring around the tub at the fill line. Again he reached down and rubbed his dick as he tried to envision the erotic scene as his beautiful wife and her black lover fucked in the hot bubble-filled water.
Justin moved back into the large suite and contemplated again why the newest staff member of the department was given such an extravagant suite. And how was it that Nick and Abbie's rooms happened to be connected? He was just about ready to head back into their room when an envelope slipped under the door. He opened the unsealed package. Immediately he noticed Kristi's signature with two hearts dotting the "i's" of her name, followed by her phone number across the top of the page. "Damn I actually helped that lucky son of a bitch get her number after all!"

Justin perused the itemized bill. The first thing that jumped out, but didn't surprise him, were two "adult movie" charges. He knew that Nick and Abbie had "indulged" in interracial porn on their previous hook-up and apparently it had achieved its purpose, as they treated themselves to it once again—this time at $12.99 a pop. The charges for the bottle of champagne, two Strawberry Delight's, and a toiletry item were all listed on the folio. Justin figured the toiletry at $9.99, probably represented the KY fuck jam.
Justin rubbed his hard cock. The idea of Abbie fucking Nick again was one that he had pondered every single day since the party, but he still couldn't wrap his mind around why she would do it without telling him. He wondered if she would come clean when he saw her, but suspected she wouldn't as she hadn't breathed a word of her desire to do it (or whether she already had) even once over the past several months.
Now as he stood next to the bed where his wife's infidelity had taken place only hours before, he questioned how he should respond. Part of him saw this as the green light he had hoped would finally come, leading to a possible repeat performance with Nick on this night—his birthday. Obviously, this time he would get to be here to experience it firsthand and finally scratch that itch that had started small years before but had grown significantly once Nick Thomas came into their lives. Whether Justin would just watch or actually participate in some way he didn't know.
But on the other hand, in spite of his ever-present cuckold desires, Justin didn't want to reward Abbie with another night impaled on Nick's huge cock if she didn't come clean on her own. He now had a very good idea their relationship with Nick would proceed at some point, but the faithful husband in him, now desired some payback for her infidelity—perhaps making her twist in the wind before progressing with Nick would make her understand the value of open, honest communication with him.
As Justin glanced back up at Kristi's signature and phone number, a devious idea occurred to him. "If this works, it could teach Abbie a lesson for fucking him behind my back...and it'll be damn fun to see how she reacts!" Justin pulled his cell phone from his pocket and entered Kristi's number into the text box, he then typed: "Hey this is Nick, it's about time you passed that number along baby, what time do you get off work?"
Justin waited anxiously for a response...finally it came: "Six o'clock, why?"

He replied back, "Why don't you come up here after you get off..."

Kristi's response, "Isn't your 'friend' still around?"

Justin laughed, he couldn't believe this was actually working. He typed: "Nah, she bailed. Besides she wasn't as much fun as you!"

Her response, "How do you know I'm fun? For all you know, I could be a couch potato."

Justin thought to himself, "I can't believe I'm doing this. This guy fucked my wife last night and now I'm helping him get laid by this hot little blonde." He typed back, "I'm willing to take my chances...I have a feeling you might be into other things on the couch than just watching TV!"

Next message, "You're bad Mr. Thomas...you never know though...maybe I like to watch the kind of shows you like to rent!"

Justin couldn't believe what he just read. "Damn, she seemed so innocent when I talked to her." He typed, "I think we can arrange that!"

Kristi's final response, "I'll be up around 6:30 p.m."

Justin shook his head. "That lucky son of a bitch!" He typed back in typical Nick Thomas arrogant fashion, "I'll be here!"

Justin sat on Nick's couch, amazed at what he'd just pulled off. He thought how delectably good this could turn out if it all worked as he hoped. Now the only question was how to make sure Nick would be in his room when Kristi came knocking. Suddenly another cleaver idea occurred to him, but he would need some assistance to pull off this part.
He went back into his room and changed into his swim suit, tee-shirt, Oakland A's cap, and flip flops. Before he headed out, he entered the bathroom to take a leak. As he stood pissing, he glanced down at the garbage can next to the toilet. Sitting exposed was a familiar looking empty box. Justin immediately recognized the same morning-after pill box that he had purchased the day after the party. "Jesus...that confirms they fucked without protection again...what the fuck is wrong with my wife?"

Justin dug through the can and found the receipt, it was from a local Stateline CVS. The purchase was made earlier that morning and Nick's signature was at the bottom—but to Justin's chagrin, it was Abbie's credit card number. "That jerk made her pay..."

Worse yet, the total charge was well over $100. In addition to the $50 morning-after birth control kit, the receipt included a 24-pack of BIGFOOT XXX MAGNUM PLUS rubbers, a Speed Stick men's deodorant, a Sports Illustrated magazine, a Monster energy drink, a bag of sunflower seeds, and a box of Cheez-its. The latter three of which Abbie would have never put in her body. "Now in addition to letting him fuck my wife, I'm buying this guy's groceries and condoms...WTF?"

But then as he pondered the situation further, he found one silver lining. "Since they didn't have condoms and the kit wasn't purchased till this morning, hopefully that means they didn't plan this hookup in advance! Either that or my wife has lost her mind..."
Justin returned to Nick's room and quickly grabbed the itemized folio and slipped it into his backpack. He rolled his overnight bag behind him and left everything else the way he found it in both rooms. He went back downstairs and was happy to find Kristi working the front desk all by herself.
"Hey you look a lot more comfortable now Mr. Dawson...just like a guy celebrating his birthday in Lake Tahoe should," the hot blonde chimed with a big flirty smile.
"Yeah, I'm gonna go hang out at the pool. I got a good book, some tunes, and I might even tip back a few beers! Hey that reminds me, I've decided to surprise my wife that I arrived early, so if you see her, please don't tell her I'm here yet."
"Oh that's sweet...and romantic! My lips are sealed Mr. Dawson."
For some reason, Justin's dirty mind didn't go to her facial lips. "Remember, call me Justin, and by the way, do you have any stationary cards with the hotel logo on them? I want to write her a couple of notes."
Kristi looked at him adorably, "That's so sweet...uh...Justin, of course we do." She handed him several thick-papered postcard-sized stationary cards. "Anything else?"
"Yeah, can you store my bag, I don't want her to show up at the room and find it!"
"Sure Justin, happy to do it. I love surprises." Kristi's eyes flashed once again.
"Last thing, can you contact housekeeping and have them service our room ASAP. I'm thinking of surprising my wife by waiting for her in...uh...well I think you know what I'm getting at," he requested with an impish grin.
Kristi knew exactly what he meant, she smiled again. "Consider it done Justin! I hope you have a GREAT birthday!"
"Thanks...and this is a big day for you too! Any exciting plans following your last day of work?"
She smiled back excitedly, "Yes, something just came up a few minutes ago, I can't wait!"
Justin thought to himself, "You better be ready you horny little thing, you're world is about to get rocked!"

"Ah, good for you Kristi. If I don't see you again, have a great time tonight and best of luck in your new job!" Justin handed her his rolling bag, said goodbye, and headed off to the pool. It was 11:30 a.m.
*****
At that same moment, his wife's cell phone vibrated on her desk at the seminar.
Abbie had finally consumed enough coffee to keep from succumbing to her exhausted malaise. The morning sessions could not have been more painfully boring, but thankfully in addition to the java, one other thing kept her stimulated throughout: reoccurring memories of the previous nights' unforgettable sex with Nick.
Abbie glanced down at her phone and saw that it was a text message from him...from Nick, a picture was imbedded. Coincidentally, the message read "Are you thinking about this right now?"

Abbie sat up straight in her chair and looked around at the people near her. Most had the same glossed over gaze that had been on her face before the text message arrived. She pulled the phone close so only she could see and scrolled down to the photo. She gasped loud enough that the people on both sides looked her way. The coach pulled the phone to her chest until they both turned their attention back to the speaker.
Abbie cautiously looked at it again. The erotic image showed herself, topless, with her eyes closed and her wet tongue extended out the side of her mouth. The tip pressed hungrily against the fleshy skin of Nick Thomas' dark chocolate cock, just below the swollen black licorice band that defined its oversized head. Both of her hands gripped the glistening shaft, one atop the other, inches above his massive balls. Her saliva combined with his lubrication fluid, seeped between her small fingers as she held it. His ebony scrotum hung down obscenely far and was framed flawlessly in the photo by her contrasting beautiful white tits. She held the powerful cock, pressed against her cheekbone dreamily as if she never wanted to let go.
The picture was perfect.
It was also very wrong...wrong that Nick had taken it in the first place...wrong that her wedding band sparkled brightly in the foreground against the dark backdrop of his obsidian dick...and more wrong that he'd just sent it to her at this moment...at this work function of all places. "Jesus...my boss is sitting only one table away. What the fuck is he thinking?" She looked across the room at him with the dirtiest of looks. He peered back with a cocky smirk on his.
*****
Justin sat in a lounge chair partially covered by a poolside umbrella. As usual, the summertime weather in Lake Tahoe was spectacular, the pool relatively crowded for an early Friday afternoon. He watched as a group of college-aged kids snuck bottles of vodka from their backpacks and stealthily mixed it with their juice drinks. There was a group of eight of them, four girls and four guys, all about the same age. "Oh, to be their age again..." Justin thought to himself. The curious coach tried to imagine who was fucking who in the group.
And while he was only twenty-nine himself, it seemed like a long time ago that he and his friends had enjoyed those carefree, joyful times. Justin thought back to some of the fun road trips he made with his college buddies and then to some of the weekend getaways he had taken with Abbie their senior year. He remembered a few weekend camping trips to the Sierras, where just the two of them had popped a tent and fucked like rabbits all weekend long. Those were some great times...
...and now she was addicted to big black cock.
Addicted might be a strong word, but based on her description of their first encounter and knowing that she and Nick had now fucked for at least a second time, Justin was certain in assuming his wife wanted more. But he knew in his heart of hearts, despite whatever hidden desires she might have had previously for sex with a truly hung man, Abbie would never have acted on those impulses without his encouragement.
"Fuck, this is all my fault..." He realized that he and Abbie were now involved in a dangerous love triangle with a black bull who had a lot less to lose than the two of them.
Still, Justin couldn't help his desire to see where this would lead. Again he imagined the scene in Nick's room from the previous night: the large black man lying on his back on the huge bed with Abbie's flawless naked body writhing on top of him, also gazing up at the mirrored ceiling. A look of pure ecstasy on her face with her legs spread wide, bent at the knees, feet on the sheets while Nick's impossibly big, rippled cock plunged quickly in and out of her as his huge balls bounced against the mattress. Abbie's own small hands gripping her full round tits erotically while his thumb frigged her horny clit...



*****
Justin's power of imagination must have been on psychic mode as at that same moment another image flashed on his wife's phone. Again the photo was imbedded in a text message from Nick. The image portrayed basically the exact scene that Justin had just imagined except for Nick's free hand lying out to the side with his cell phone camera photographing them. The caption in the text message read..."Thinking about doing this again when we get back to the room!"
Abbie practically feinted when she opened the newest image. She glanced nervously at the picture, pissed again that Nick had sent it to her now...but she also felt a gush of wetness in her panties. As she stared at the photo, the thing that jumped out at her immediately, aside from how much her pussy was stretched around Nick's obscenely huge cock, was the contrast in skin color between their tangled bodies against the reflection of the white-sheeted background from the mirrors above. Abbie remembered the same feeling of eroticism that image had elicited in her the previous night when she'd looked up at their reflection above the bed.
Nonetheless, she typed back to him, "Are you crazy, stop sending me these pictures!"

His reply, "Don't tell me you aren't thinking about it...I bet your little pussy is drenched just imagining it!"

She looked over angrily at him again, but this time, in addition to the sly smile on his face, he reached down and patted the inside of his thigh about halfway down to his knee. Abbie immediately understood his casual gesture...he wasn't patting his leg.
She typed, "Stop this Nick, you know Justin is arriving this afternoon, I told you this morning, no more fooling around..."

His response came quickly, "You said he wasn't going to get here until around 5:30 p.m., the agenda says we are done at 3:30 p.m. Besides I wasn't thinking about 'fooling around', I was thinking about FUCKING YOUR BRAINS OUT AGAIN!"

She typed back, "Nick, stop it! It isn't going to happen...besides it's his goddamn birthday!"

"I thought you said he got off when we fucked. Why don't we put on a show for him...for his birthday!"
"No more messages Nick!!! Drop it! Besides you need to pay attention to this next speaker...Curt Michelson is the dean of the Exercise Sciences school, in case you forgot. We both need to put our phones away, this is important!"

The moderator approached the podium and introduced Curt Michelson. After accepting applause, the dean began his presentation about the direction of the program for the upcoming school year. Abbie didn't like the man very much. The 41-year-old married, father of three had hit on her on more than one occasion and as he now began his speech, she couldn't help but notice him looking in her direction more than necessary. Abbie did her best to subtly lower her eyes each time he looked towards her.
But despite the importance of his topic, before long, his words faded into oblivion as had those from all the previous speakers. Abbie's thoughts turned to the same thing that had occupied her mind throughout most of the morning...
*****
Justin finished his second Pliny IPA as he watched the four college guys packing up their stuff. Moments later they said their goodbye's and departed the pool area. Justin now saw this as his best opportunity. He approached the girls with the folio envelope and stationary in hand. As he walked up, he heard one of the girls say to her friends, "What time are we meeting them at the beach?"
Her friend responded, "1:45 p.m., so we have another hour to get drunk before we go." They all laughed.
"Hey pardon me, I hate to interrupt, but I was wondering if I could ask a favor of you ladies," Justin asked with the sincerest smile he could.
The girls looked up at him with friendly gazes. The cutest of the group, a short haired brunette with great dick-sucking lips said, "What's in it for us Mr...uh...butt-in?" The others all giggled.
"I'd be happy to buy the next round," Justin volunteered with a grin.
"Okay, now you're talking our language..." the pretty brunette replied. All of them now flashed friendly smiles at the cute dive coach.
"I hope this doesn't sound too weird, but I need one of you to write a couple of notes for me...and by the way, my name is Justin."
"That does sound kind of weird, but we're on a mission to get drunk this afternoon, so what do you have in mind Justin?"
He reached into the envelope and pulled out the folio paper. He handed it to the brunette and said, "I need a woman's handwriting to match the signature at the top."
"Who is Kristi? She gave you her phone number? Aren't you married...Mister...uh...Justin?" the girl asked flirtatiously as she looked at his left hand.
"Oh, no it's not for me..." He responded embarrassingly, "It's kind of hard to explain, but I just need a one-line sentence written beneath it in the most similar handwriting I can find."
"Well you came to the right place Justin. We are very thirsty and that writing looks just like Bella's." She handed the page to her petite perky-titted Asian friend.
Bella looked at Kristi's signature and said, "Wow, that does look like my writing, what do you need me to write?"
Again he looked at the group sheepishly, "I need it to say, "I'll be up at 6:30 p.m. I hope you aren't too tired from last night..."
The girls all laughed. "This sounds kind of naughty Justin, but I'm happy to do it for a round of cocktails," Bella answered cheerily.
"Done, and I also need you to write something on a couple of stationary notes...the first one needs to say, 'Looking forward to tonight!' The second should read, 'We apologize for the security issue, please accept our sincerest apologies! Best Regards, Harvey's."
"Wow, now you're asking a lot mister, how about if you make that a round of doubles?" Bella demanded with a cute smile.
"You ladies drive a hard bargain, but you got me over a barrel here," Justin joked. "I guess I could pony up for extra shots..." he replied with a big smile of his own.
"How about a round of Sex on the Beaches," the brunette chimed back as Bella jotted the line on the first piece of paper. The pretty Asian girl even dotted the two lower-case 'i's' in the sentence with little hearts.
"A round of double Sex on the Beaches coming up," Justin confirmed as he turned and started towards the bar. He thought to himself, "That's an appropriate choice for this group..."
When he got back, he handed out the cocktails and thanked them all for helping him out and after seeing Bella's work, he thanked her individually. Justin toasted them with his beer and walked over to his lounge chair, sat back down and looked at the folio page and stationary notes again. Bella's handwriting looked nearly identical to Kristi's. "Perfect! Now all I have to do is wait!"

After finishing his last IPA, Justin said goodbye to the coeds and headed to the concierge desk. He retrieved his bag and went back upstairs. As he hoped, the room had already been made up—there was no longer any evidence of the previous night's activities...except that the adjoining door was still open. He set his backpack down and removed the folio envelope. He moved to the adjoining door and peaked inside. The suite had been made up as well. Again Justin called out to make sure the room was empty before he moved through the doorway.
He glanced around and immediately noticed Abbie's red dress, bra, and tattered g-string sitting in a folded pile on the couch. Her high heels rested on the floor beneath them. Something seemed acutely wrong about leaving them in her black lover's bedroom, but nonetheless, he walked over and dropped the folio envelope next to the entry door before returning to his room. Justin looked at the nightstand clock and realized he still had time to make it to the liquor store before Abbie's meeting was due to adjourn at 3:30 p.m.
At BevMo, Justin bought a bottle of champagne, two bottles of Tito's vodka, several mixers, various chocolates and two wicker gift baskets. After returning to the hotel he glanced at his watch as he rose on the elevator back up to the 18th floor, it read 3:00 p.m. His plan was right on schedule.
He hurried down the hall to his room and placed one of the bottles of Tito's in the gift basket and surrounded it with the mixers and some of the chocolates. He took it into Nick's suite and placed it on the bar before slipping the stationary note that read, "Looking forward to tonight!" in the front. He smiled as he noticed again that Bella had dotted the "i's" with little hearts. "Perfect..."
Justin went back to his room, closed and locked the adjoining door, and mixed himself a cocktail. He packaged up the other basket with the champagne and the remaining chocolates. He slipped the stationary note that read, "We apologize for the security issue, please accept our sincerest apologies! Best Regards, Harvey's" into the basket and placed it on the coffee table. Justin waited until 3:30 p.m. before heading down the hall to the bank of elevators. Luckily there were a couple of lazy boy chairs sitting in the elevator landing. He sat down and thumbed through his phone, sipping his drink.
The elevator door opened several times without Abbie on board. Finally at 3:45 p.m. the door opened and Justin heard Nick's unmistakable voice, "C'mon I was just having some fun..."
He then heard his wife reply, "Well you shouldn't have done it, those pictures were not..." Abbie's voice cut off mid-sentence as she exited the elevator and saw Justin sitting there.
Her husband observed a large black hand moving away from his wife's ass as she came around the corner.
"Jus...Justin, what are you doing here? I thought you weren't supposed to be here till 5:30 or 6." She spoke nervously with a deer-in-headlights look on her face.
Just then Nick emerged from the elevator with a Cheshire cat grin. "Hey coach, you made it! Happy Birthday!"
"Hey thanks Nick...yeah honey my meeting got shortened so I came up early!"
"Yes, Happy Birthday honey, what time did you...uh...get here?" Abbie asked uneasily again.
"Oh, just a little while ago. I stopped at BevMo when I got into town and bought some stuff for tonight." He toasted his cocktail in their direction.
"Great...well I'm so glad you're here! Welcome to Tahoe," Abbie offered with a grin as she moved closer and kissed him on the lips.
Justin then reached out and shook the hand that had been on his wife's ass moments before. "How's your first couple of days in the new role treating you Nick? You getting a good lay of the land?" he asked with a big smile as he glanced towards his wife.
She diverted her eyes.
"It's going great coach, lots to learn, I'm like a sponge..." Nick responded as he unconsciously looked in Abbie's direction also.
"Well, if you're smart, you'll soak up everything my wife can offer, she's very familiar with the ins and outs of everything around here!"
"Good advice coach, I'll do that," Nick smiled broadly as his mesmerizing eyes toggled back and forth between the two of them. Justin noticed again as Abbie looked away hastily.
As the three of them approached the "T" in the hallway, Abbie looked at Nick and said suggestively, "Well don't forget Nick, we have just the breakfast closing meeting in the morning, we'll see you then. Your room is down that way, isn't it?"
Justin noticed her making a subtle gesture with her eyes at Nick as if to say, "Play along...act like your room is the other way."
"Oh yeah...yeah, I've gone the wrong way a couple of times already on this trip. It seems like whenever I do, I get into a slippery slope that I seem to struggle to get myself out of," Nick replied with a shit-eating smirk on his face, knowing only Abbie would get the insinuation.
Again Justin noticed as Abbie's eyes got really large. He could tell she was pissed at Nick for making the suggestive comment.
"Well Coach Justin enjoy the rest of your birthday, you two behave yourselves now! That was some reception last night Abbie, you gonna get a chance to get some rest before you guys head out?" Nick asked. Justin could tell he was clearly trying to mess with her.
"No, I felt great today," she replied in a back-pedaling response.
"Oh, you must not have stayed up as late as I did. Well, you two enjoy yourselves," he encouraged as he started down the hallway in the other direction.
"How'd he do?" Justin whispered in Abbie's ear as they walked towards their room.
"Wha...what do you mean?" Abbie responded, alarmed at his question.
"At the meeting? Clearly he went out partying last night, did he carry himself okay today?"
Justin observed a relieved expression form on her face. "Yes, I think so, I was sitting across the room from him..." His wife then asked nervously as they approached their door, "Say, did the maids come before you got here?"
"Yeah, I assume so, the room was clean..." Justin noticed as another relieved look flushed across Abbie's pretty face. "...except there was one very weird thing," he continued as he slipped his key into the lock and opened the door.
"Oh yeah, what was that?" Abbie asked apprehensively as he held it open for her.
"The door to the adjoining room was open on both sides. I thought that was very weird for the cleaning people to leave it like that..."
He turned to see Abbie looking over in the direction of the adjoining door, her face pale. "Did you...uh...close it?" She asked.
"Yes, of course. All of your stuff was in here, I didn't want someone wandering in and stealing anything. Anyway, I called the front desk and gave them a piece of my mind. That gift basket on the table is their attempt at smoothing things over!"
Abbie walked over and checked out the basket's contents, she read the note and responded absently, "Yeah, that is kind of weird the cleaning people would leave it open like that...did you happen to look into the other room?"
"No, of course not! I closed it immediately when I came in. Who knows what kind of creepy people might be in there."
Just then, they both heard the door open and close next door. "See they're in there right now." They both laughed quietly.
Abbie approached and wrapped her arms around him. "Well at least we got a free bottle of champagne to celebrate your birthday tonight," she purred sexily as she pushed her tits into his chest.
"Yes we did, what do you have planned?"
"It's a secret, but I see you already started celebrating. Thanks for grabbing the booze, I was going to head down and get some before you got here, but you kind of messed up my plans," she complained playfully.
Abbie looked really good in her blouse and skirt. Her hair was up and her gorgeous lips beckoned him. He leaned down and kissed her wetly on the mouth. "What'd ya say, we start my party early?" he asked as he lowered his hands and squeezed her tight ass cheeks.
"Honey, you know I'll do whatever you want, but I had planned on us being up late tonight and in spite of what I told Nick in the hallway, I am exhausted from last night, the reception went later than usual. Do you mind if I take a little nap so I can give you all of me tonight?"
Justin could see subtle bags under his wife's blue eyes. "Okay honey, but I'm going to hold you to that promise! I'll mix another cocktail and head downstairs for a while, the Red Sox and A's are on. What time are we going to head out tonight?"
"Around 6:30."
"Okay, just know I might be pretty drunk by then."
Abbie laughed. "It's your birthday, you can do whatever you want!"
*****
Thirty minutes later Justin quietly approached the door to his hotel room. He put his ear to the door, but couldn't make out any sounds, so he went over and did the same at Nick's door, it was quiet too. "She must really be taking a nap."

He went back to his door and slipped the key-card in the lock and pushed on the handle. The door cracked open before it clanged loudly against the secondary lock. He held it cracked as he listened for sounds from within. Sure enough, there was a quick patter of footsteps and hushed voices. He then heard the unmistakable sound of a door closing quietly.
"Abbie, shit I'm sorry, I didn't mean to wake you. Are you in there?" he called out.
"Oh honey, hang on, I just woke up," his wife replied in what sounded like a semi-panicked voice.
Justin held the door cracked as far as the lock would allow as he listened to her move hurriedly around the room.
"Hang-on, I'll be right there baby!"
Finally after nearly a minute, the door closed shut, the secondary lock disengaged and the door re-opened. Abbie stood before him, still in her blouse and skirt. Her hair was a mess. But unlike when he'd left her previously, her big tits bounded freely under her shirt and her hard nipples were stabbing through the fabric. As Justin entered the room, he got confirmation of what he suspected: in addition to not wearing a bra, his wife had no panties on under her skirt, both garments were lying on the floor next to the bed. At that point he also noticed her shirt buttons were not aligned, she had obviously thrown it back on haphazardly when he arrived.
"Wha...what are you doing back here so soon, is the game already over?"
"Shit honey, I'm sorry, I hoped to sneak in here quietly and grab my charger, I didn't think you would lock the door."
Abbie stuttered somewhat breathlessly, "Yeah, I was so tired I wasn't thinking straight. I don't even remember doing it!"
"Yeah you must have been really out of it. What the hell were you dreaming about, the bed spread looks like a wrestling match took place on it." He forced a laugh.
"...Uhhh yeah...I don't really remember, but I think I was pretty out of it before I finally heard you!"
"You must've hit the bed pretty fast after I left, you didn't even take the time to take off your clothes."
"Yeah...I...uh...started looking at my Facebook and the next thing I remember you were yelling out to me. I must have really passed out."
Justin decided not to press her any further about her shirt, bra, or panties. He knew why she looked the way she did, but still thoughts of her infidelity hit him hard..."Fuck, it's my birthday...and she makes up that lie about wanting to take a nap...is this really my wife? Does she love that black cock so much she is willing to risk getting caught, even when I'm only downstairs? She clearly has no plans to come clean, I'm going to progress with my plan..."
Before he could process that thought any further, Abbie moved in close and reached for his cock through his shorts. "Remember what I told you before I left yesterday?" she purred. "How about if I start making up for the fact I wasn't there when you woke up this morning?"
Justin already being half hard from discovering Abbie and Nick latest tryst, sprang like a jack-in-the-box as his gorgeous wife groped his cock. She pushed him back onto the bed and straddled his chest once his head found its way up on the pillows. She very sexily began unbuttoning her shirt, apparently not realizing the little white buttons weren't aligned. Once undone, she teasingly spread the silky fabric to expose her flawless d-cups. She brought them to his smiling face.



Justin kissed and sucked her hard nipples like it was the first time he had ever been exposed to them. Strangely, they had a slightly different flavor than he was used to, the same taste then washed through his mouth as Abbie lowered her head and stuck her tongue inside. Justin immediately realized he tasted his wife's black lover.
Moments later another startling revelation occurred to him: he could feel wetness on his chest beneath Abbie's hiked up skirt...her pussy was actually dripping. Never one to struggle with vaginal lubrication, Abbie's slick contribution could always be counted on to enhance their love-making, but the momentous flow oozing at the moment was not usual, even for her.
Due to her positioning, Justin awkwardly maneuvered his hand between her legs, needing to feel her slit. As his fingers brushed across her lower lips, they were immediately soaked in wetness. He playfully toggled her pussy, not ever having felt it so wet. "Damn is this what he does to her? Could his big cock have actually been inside her when I unlocked the door?"

Justin knew he should feel overwhelming betrayal towards her. After all, his formerly faithful wife had fucked her lover the night before and then went traitorously back for more big black cock while he was only downstairs...and it was his fucking birthday no less!
But instead of loathing her, his arousal moved to a precipice he couldn't recall.
The past few months had been some of the most tumultuous of Justin's life. Following the party and Abbie's admission about what took place, he had wrestled with feelings and emotions on a level he never imagined. On one hand, the thought that she actually did it without so much as a warning made him wonder how long she had harbored those desires. Or had it simply been a one-time, booze-fueled indulgence as she later intimated?
On the other, he questioned how he actually would have reacted if she had admitted her black cock desires and sought his approval. He knew his encouragements over the past several years played a major role in her infidelity, but nonetheless, he still wasn't sure if he actually could have pushed her into Nick's arms (and onto his cock) when faced with the ultimate decision. Now it didn't matter, she had made that choice on her own and putting that genie back in the bottle was no longer a possibility.
Instead, they had taken the safe approach and agreed to break things off with Nick.
Perhaps if they'd leaned on their decision method that had proven successful in the past, each putting two pieces of paper in their hands and opening simultaneously with only one remaining, they may have chosen differently. But once Abbie listed all the reasons why further sexual relations with Nick were potentially dangerous to her job and their standing at the university, they agreed it was the proper decision.
Unfortunately, both painstakingly questioned that decision countless times over the past few months.
As Justin pondered that thought yet again, he suddenly snapped out of his trance as Abbie's lips circled his cock and immediately took him to the back of her throat. Never in nearly six years of marriage had he ever felt her deep throat him. "Oh shit Ab, that feels incredible!"
Justin peered down to see Abbie's flushed cheeks hollowed in a newly-trained fashion while her nimble tongue danced along the fleshy underside of his rock hard dick. His beautiful wife had never given him a blow job anywhere near this good. His first thought was to ask her where and when she learned the technique, but he already knew the answer...Nick Thomas was training her.
Before he could process that unimaginable thought, he felt his balls slipping between Abbie's wet lips. His formerly oral-reticent wife was now hungrily sucking on his scrotum while her small fingers hurriedly stroked his spit-covered shaft. Justin's head fell back against the pillow in pleasure.
"You like this for your birthday Justin?" Abbie purred as his large-marble sized balls popped from her lips.
"Damn Ab, that feels so good. Uhn...you said you were going to make up for not being home this morning...this more than qualifies!"
But again before he could fully appreciate his wife's newest ministration, he felt her tongue slip below his testicles and snake along his taint towards his..."OH MY GOD! SHE'S LICKING MY ASSHOLE!"

Justin was suddenly out of his mind in disbelief and ecstasy, thankful he'd showered and spent nearly twenty minutes in the poolside hot tub before coming back up to the room, "Oh god Abbie, you don't know how good that feels, this is the best birthday present ever!"
She thought guiltily to her herself that she knew exactly how good it felt, her black lover had been doing the exact same thing to her when Justin unlocked the door minutes previously. She smiled at him mischievously from between his legs before sinking her lips back over his cock and taking him deeply—her fingers still working on his slippery sphincter.
Justin didn't last long. Abbie's head bobbed steadily as her fingers now massaged his sensitive balls. He put a hand on her shoulder as he felt his nuts tighten in her grip. Abbie's smiling eyes met his as his hips bucked. Justin's head fell back in pleasure as his wife's wonderful mouth milked the largest load he had ever produced. She swallowed it easily.
Once Justin's breathing stabilized he watched as Abbie playfully teased around his genitals before kissing her way back up to his smiling face. "Did you like that honey?" she questioned, eyes flashing.
"Jesus Ab, did I like it? That's a crazy question babe...I FUCKING LOVED IT!"
She giggled. "Happy Birthday babe. I love you!"
Abbie snuggled her way against him and was asleep within a minute. Justin lay on top of the comfortable sheets admiring his wife's naked body as he tried to grasp what had just happened. Never in all their years together had Abbie ever sucked his cock and swallowed. And never in his wildest fantasies had he ever dreamed of her licking his asshole. Now as she lay nakedly in his arms, he couldn't help but think that her experienced 22-year-old black lover was teaching her things...dirty sexual things she never would have learned from him.
Before dozing off, the coach thought to himself, "I know I should put an end to this...but maybe I can let it go on just a little bit longer..."

"...but first things first, in spite of that awesome present, tonight she needs to learn a lesson for fucking him behind my back...even if I would have said 'yes' if she asked!"
*****
They slept for little over an hour before showering together and getting ready to go. Abbie slipped a short black spaghetti-strapped dress over her tanned body to Justin's delight. He hadn't been in the bathroom when Abbie donned her conservative bra and panty set disappointedly -- the sexy stuff hadn't made it out of Nick's room this afternoon...the tattered panties would never be worn again.
Justin thought she looked hot as hell as the silky dress accentuated her long neck, slender shoulders and endless legs...and of course her perfect tits. At his request, she wore her hair up and slipped on her sexy librarian glasses.
Justin couldn't keep his semi-drunken hands off her as they waited at the elevator landing. When the doors finally opened, they were met with a surprise: Kristi, the gorgeous front desk blonde disembarked, dressed scantily in a short red cocktail dress and high heels. Justin's eyes nearly bugged out of his head. He could tell earlier she sported quite the body under her work clothes, but he had no idea it obscured a package like this.
"Oh hi you guys...Abbie and Justin, right? I'm finally seeing you guys together." She smiled ear to ear.
"...Uh yeah, you're the girl from the front desk, Kristi is it?" Abbie asked, shocked that the pretty girl remembered both of their names and was no longer dressed in work attire. She looked really good in the red dress.
"Well I was...today was my last day." She smiled excitedly as she made subtle eye contact with Justin, stealthily confirming their earlier conversation. Justin smiled and nodded as he checked out the gorgeous 24-year-old. Suddenly the vision he'd imagined earlier of Kristi down on her elbows and knees eating Abbie's pussy while Nick fucked her hard from behind reentered his mind. The mental picture took on an enhanced appeal as he now viewed Kristi's rockin' body in the revealing dress.
"I hope you don't mind me saying this Abbie, but you wear some of the prettiest dresses I've seen on anyone around here..." Kristi opined as she admired what Abbie had on.
"Oh...uh...that's very nice of you to say," Abbie responded, somewhat surprised by the complement. "Yours is very beautiful also."
"Oh thanks, I have to admit, I was inspired to wear red tonight by that one you wore last night!"
"Aw, that's really sweet. Thanks."
A mental picture of Abbie's long dress bunched in a haphazard pile on the floor in Nick's room entered Justin's mind. "...This red one is sure to take its place tonight!"

"Well, we should be going Justin, our dinner reservation is at 6:45 p.m," Abbie reminded.
"I won't keep you guys...and...uh Happy Birthday Justin," Kristi gushed.
"Oh thanks, and best of luck in your new job Kristi...have fun tonight," Justin wished as they passed.
Once the elevator door closed, Abbie chimed, "That was kind of interesting, she seemed very comfortable and flirty only being off the job for an hour or so. The two of you must have had quite the conversation, you know all about her new job?" Abbie asked, playfully accusatory.
Justin bit his tongue. His wife had the nerve to jealously question an innocent conversation he'd had with the pretty hotel associate after she had fucked her black bull all night long. "Yeah, and if you must know, our conversation only started after she realized I was your wife. She was quite impressed with you and said you looked like a model in your red dress last night!"
Abbie backpedaled, now feeling guilty about having questioned him. "Oh, well that was nice of her to say..."
Justin let the subject drop, his thoughts turned to his devilish plan. So far, everything was working...after seeing Kristi again, he suddenly wished he could be a fly on the wall in Nick's room.
*****
After a wonderful dinner on the lake, some profitable gambling, and a little dancing, Justin and Abbie headed back to their room and made blissful love. Justin was impressed that his wife was energetic, albeit not as naughty as earlier, in spite of what had to be near exhaustion. He did notice however, that her typical love making sounds were different. They sounded more forced and he sensed there was tenderness in her stretched pussy that must have been a result of getting reamed thoroughly by Nick's huge cock.
Abbie welcomed the intimate love making. Her fatigued body appreciated Justin's patient gentle kissing, massaging, and fondling after the previous night's wild, animal-like fucking on Nick's big black dick. She thought she'd done a convincing job of faking her two orgasms with Justin after her pussy had cum so many times the previous night. She wasn't even sure she was actually capable of climax again so soon.
"Happy birthday honey, I love you!" Abbie whispered as she snuggled in his arms. Within minutes, they dozed off to what should have been a peaceful sleep.
*****
An hour later slamming doors, loud drunken voices, and hip-hop music blaring through the thin walls of the room next door woke them with a start. In spite of his tiredness, Justin's eyes popped open eagerly, confident Nick Thomas would uphold his end of the implied set-up. Abbie groaned and pulled the pillow back over her head.
Over the next ten minutes Justin listened for sex cues from the room next door, but the music was too loud to make out anymore than a few high-pitched laughs. Finally after one particularly loud fit, Abbie raised her head from under the pillow angrily. "Justin, can you call the front desk and have them turn that music down?"
His wife's plea sounded more livid than frustrated. If she was indeed awake under the pillow as he suspected, Abbie would now know there was a woman in the room next door.
He made the call and not long after, the music quieted significantly. He figured Kristi didn't want to risk a visit from the manager. With the music down, Justin could hear more muted conversation. Nick's deep voice and the higher pitched squeak of Kristi's were easy to discern, even if he couldn't make out exactly what was being said.
However, as the minutes passed, the voices and laughter grew significantly louder. Justin watched as Abbie's eyes remained closed, but he doubted she was actually sleeping. Suddenly Nick's booming voice shouted out, "Finish that bitch, you need to keep up!" That was followed by hysterical laughter by both of them.
This was heading directly down the path Justin had hoped.
Over the next fifteen minutes, more drunken frivolity ensued next door. At some point, Abbie lifted her head again and complained, "You'd think they would have the decency to keep it down at this hour!"
"Shit honey, they're just having fun, we've done the same ourselves. Besides, they'll probably move to sex before long and the partying will stop..."
Justin felt Abbie's body stiffen at his comment.
Not long after, the sounds from next door did recede. It would have been difficult for the blonde front desk associate to make much noise at that moment. A thick black piece of meat was pressed against her vocal cords. Nick Thomas was sitting on his couch with his pants around his ankles while Kristi was down on her hands and knees between his legs. She was naked except for her sexy g-string panties and high heels.
Nick had her hair pulled aside so he could watch the gorgeous blonde suck his cock. "Yeah baby, that's real nice...uh huh...now you're gettin' the hang of it..."
She pulled it from her mouth, breathing heavily, desperately trying to replace the oxygen being deprived from her lungs. A long strand of her saliva stretched from the head to her lips. As she spoke, it separated from his dick and splattered against her heaving tits, "Jesus Nick, you're so fucking big...I can't even breathe when I suck it!"
"Take a break for a minute and catch your breath, bring those nice titties up where I can see em."
Kristi moved forward and knelt in front of him. Nick ogled her spit covered c-cups before grabbing his cock and pressing the fat head against one of her swollen nipples. Kristi's hands cupped her heavy tits and held them together for him as he rubbed his cock from one nipple to the other, smearing saliva and precum around her ample mounds. She watched. Finally he began slapping them playfully, amazed that on back to back nights he was immersed in some of the best tits he'd ever seen. Kristi moaned, "Umm...that feels good Nick..."
"Suck it some more..." he directed as he brought it back to her lips. "Breathe more through your nose this time...I'll teach you how to take it deeper."
"Nick, it's too big, I can barely get my mouth around it."
"Trust me, you can do it...open wide." Nick held the back of her head and pushed his rock hard cock against the back of her throat. "Relax your jaw and throat, let me guide it in there."
Kristi had sucked her fair share of cock including a couple of fairly endowed boyfriends, but neither of them or anyone else was anything like this. Her eyes rolled back as Nick's immense head filled her mouth completely. She breathed rapidly through her nose as he held her head and pressed deeper. Within minutes the determined black man sunk several inches down the pretty blonde's throat. "That a girl...relax and take that smooth snake nice and deep...fuck yeah that feels real nice!"
Nick concluded this chick had more previous experience sucking cock than Abbie, but nonetheless, there was something about his ex-coach's lips and active tongue that really got him going. The young wife had learned in only two nights what he liked and took very well to his coaching...sucking and swallowing him more enthusiastically than anyone in a long time. Her deep throating technique had gotten good quickly. Abbie was already capable of taking several more inches down her throat than young Kristi.
Nonetheless, Nick was enjoying watching and feeling his dark phallus sink between the wet lips of the hot blonde.
In the room next door, Justin's earlier excitement began to wane. He hadn't heard much aside from muted voices for nearly twenty minutes. He actually began to question Nick's perceived prowess. "Was he not able to close the deal? Had they fallen asleep?" Abbie's eyes remained closed, but her breathing didn't indicate she'd dozed off. Justin suspected she was listening as intently as he was.
Suddenly there was a loud grunt from next door.
With both Kristi's hands squeezing his huge balls and a couple of inches of his thick cock down her throat, Nick Thomas quickly approached his nut. He yelled out loud enough that the Dawson's could clearly hear, "YEAH BABY, SUCK THAT BIG BLACK DICK...UH HUH...GET READY...I'M GONNA GIVE YOU SOMETHING REAL GOOD!"
At that moment the head of his cock swelled and a thick blast of semen shot down Kristi's throat like a sled shooting down a luge. It was followed by another as she tried to pull her head away. Nick held her in place, splattering her esophagus with another cum blast, then another. "SWALLOW MY DARK SEED BLONDIE!" His deep voice bellowed before he finally allowed her to pull back enough that the next two blasts erupted in her mouth. Kristi instinctively gulped and got some of it down before his big cock slipped from her lips and coated the area around her mouth with yet another robust spurt. It was followed by several more diminishing releases.
Justin's cock sprang to life immediately while he felt Abbie stiffen at Nick's announcement. He could only imagine how difficult this must be for her, but he didn't care, she deserved every insufferable moment for her infidelity. The black man who had fucked her so thoroughly over the past 24 hours was now having sex in the room next door and doing nothing to disguise it.
Justin couldn't believe how clearly they could now hear the sounds from next door.
What he didn't know was that Nick had sent Kristi over to open their side of the adjoining door to maximize the audio. He told her it turned him on to let other people listen to him fuck. She had originally objected but he reminded her she was no longer an employee of the hotel and it was now someone else's problem. She eventually agreed, learning quickly the voyeuristic component was actually kind of fun and erotic.
As it turned out, the arrangement was perfect. The clarity of the sex sounds were much more vivid now. Justin couldn't have felt more redemption...or arousal. He took the opportunity to goad his unfaithful wife. "Honey, are you awake?"
"Um hmm..." her response sounded, unenthusiastically.
"Did you hear that couple next door? I think she was sucking him off and he blew his wad in her mouth." Justin slid his hands along Abbie's naked back down to her ass cheek and squeezed. Again he felt her tense up. "Listening to them made me kinda horny babe..." he admitted.
"Justin, I'm really tired. We already made love for a long time and I'm still not operating on enough sleep from last night..." Abbie groaned without turning back in his direction. "I also have that closing meeting in the morning."
Just then they heard, "Ohhh GAAAWWWDDD Nick, You're so BIG! Please go slow!"



Over the next ten minutes Nick worked his huge cock into Kristi's stretched pussy. Her incessant moans and cries sounded loudly through the walls and single door. "Oh fuck Nick, your big black cock feels so good in my little pussy...You're so deep...uhn...uhn...umph!"
"Shit bitch...that's some good white pussy...you're shit is tight...as tight as anything I've felt in a while!"
Again Justin felt Abbie's body cringe as Nick's comment sent another jolt of anger through her. He had told her the same thing the previous night. Justin still couldn't hear every word being said, but the last exchange was easy to make out. He knew Abbie heard it.
The horny coach let his hand sink down again and rub Abbie's naked ass. "Damn Ab, I'm getting really turned on listening. It sounds like this black dude Rick has a big dick. I think the white chick really loves it!"
Abbie's irritation at this entire situation was palpable, but knowing it was Nick not Rick as Justin suggested, fucking the squealing whore in the room next door, infuriated her even more. "I think we should call down to the front desk again Justin, they don't need to be so loud."
"Oh c'mon Ab, you can't be serious, they're just having some fun sex. They were probably out doing the same stuff as us, we just got back to the room earlier..."
"We weren't this loud," she complained, obviously not acknowledging that she and Nick had been every bit as vocal the previous night. Abbie remembered thinking at some point during her and Nick's wild sex that, she was glad the adjoining room was hers and not someone else's.
Just then Kristi squealed, "Oh My God Nick...you're gonna make me cum...fffffuck meeee...! I'm so lucky...no other woman in this hotel is getting fucked so good tonight!" A chorus of moans and grunts erupted from the blonde's sexy mouth.
Justin's cock stiffened like steel. He was hearing the affects of Nick's sexual prowess for the first time and it clearly lived up to his imagery. Knowing it was the hot 24-year-old blonde from the front desk he was nailing made it all that much more arousing. Imagining his beautiful wife making those sounds on Nick's big black dick was intoxicating.
He couldn't fathom Abbie's exasperation at the loud sounds, but still he piled on. "Shit, this Rick guy is fucking the shit out of her!" The king-sized bed from next door slammed up against the common wall over and over.
Justin reached for his cock and jacked himself off. His aroused thoughts suddenly drifted to his previous vision of Abbie splayed out nude on the bed next door with Kristi's head between her legs while Nick pounded the gorgeous blonde from behind. Justin's reverie then morphed as he imagined Nick reconfiguring the girls into a sixty-nine and fucking Abbie doggy style while she hungrily ate pussy for the first time.
Abbie finally turned. "Oh my god Justin, are you masturbating?"
"Yeah hun, you know how much I love it when hung dudes fuck hot babes in those porn flicks—shit, this is even better! And since you're not in the mood, I gotta do something! This black dude Rick sounds huge and the white girl clearly loves it. You know interracial sex is one of my biggest turn-on's! And just listen, he is fucking the shit out of her!"
Abbie glared at him incredulously, she wasn't sure who she should despise more at the moment, her irritating husband or her black lover fucking the whore in the room next door.
Before either of them could say another word, Kristi screamed out she was cumming yet again. The Dawson's listened as their rutting neighbors climaxed together in one of the most scintillating orgasms either had ever heard. Abbie then gasped in shock as Justin grunted and his own load splattered onto his stomach.
"Oh jeez Justin...you didn't really just do that!"
The birthday boy smiled proudly at his beautiful wife before rolling to his side and passing out with thoughts of retribution in his head. Abbie stared at him with unblinking eyes, not believing what she'd just witnessed.
Moments later her thoughts returned to the room next door. Unbeknownst to her, the vocal climaxes she'd heard from the interracial lovers were quite divergent. Kristi's toe-curling orgasm was definitely legendary, she still lay sprawled face down shaking and gasping for air while clutching the sheets of the big bed.
Nick's ejaculation was hot too, but shooting his load into a stretched condom was nowhere near as good as the handful of bareback eruptions he'd dumped deep into Abbie's unprotected pussy the night before. His vocal performance minutes before contained serious embellishment for effect...her effect.
Abbie lay awake trying to come to grips with what she had just experienced. She had given herself completely to Nick Thomas the night before and the bastard had the nerve to bring some slut back to his room and have sex with her when he knew she and Justin were still in the room next door.
Tears welled in her eyes. "How could he? I was a slut for him...I let him fuck me all night long...I took his huge black cock down my throat and swallowed his cum...twice! Oh my god...I actually licked his butt! And Jesus, I let him cum inside me three times..."

As Abbie lay pondering her thoughts, countless emotions wafted through her psyche...anger, frustration, guilt...yet the one she was experiencing most, was inexplicably...jealousy! "Why does that slut get to have his amazing cock tonight? Did I not satisfy him? Who would he want to fuck more if I knocked on that door right now?"

In spite of her emotional state, the previous night's sex marathon and her lack of sleep finally overwhelmed her. Abbie dozed, unsurely contemplating what the future would bring.
Unfortunately for both she and Justin, their sleep wouldn't be peaceful, they were both awoken countless times to the sound of the bed in the room next door banging against their wall.
*****
Justin woke at 9:45 a.m. thankful that he hadn't had to get up when his wife did for her early morning meeting. He was so out of it, he hadn't even heard her getting ready or leaving. Justin could only imagine how weary Abbie must be. She had now gone two nights in a row without much sleep. One from fucking her black bull all night long, the other from listening to him pound the shit out of the pretty front desk blonde. A diabolical smile came to Justin's face, his plan had worked to perfection.
He got up, took a piss, and flipped on the one-cup coffee maker. He suddenly wondered if Kristi was still passed out in the room next door. He was impressed she was able to keep up with Nick Thomas all night long.
Abbie's meeting was due to end at 10:00 a.m. and he figured she'd want to come back up and sleep for several hours before embarking on their day. He decided he'd head down to the pool for a couple of hours and let her get some serious rest.
As he stood sipping his mediocre hotel room coffee and thinking about all that had transpired over the past forty-eight hours, he happened to notice through the large window, two people walking through the parking lot at a brisk pace eighteen stories below. They looked an awful lot like Nick and Abbie. The black man rolled what appeared to be a suitcase and was followed close behind by a dark haired women in a business skirt-suit that Justin was sure was Abbie's navy outfit.
Justin hastily located his camera bag and pulled out his digital Cannon. He attached his most powerful lens and aimed it down at the two of them. Sure enough it was his wife and her black lover, now engaged in an animated discussion just outside Nick's Ford Mustang. Justin watched as Abbie's arms flailed in what appeared to be an angry one-sided conversation. After about a minute, Justin witnessed Nick Thomas shrug his shoulders with his arms out to his sides away from his body, palms turned upward.
Moments later Abbie slapped him across the face and stormed back across the parking lot towards the hotel. "Oh shit," Justin blurted out loud as an incredulous smirk formed on his face. "Damn, I got Nick laid last night, but it looks like I also just got his face slapped too!"

Justin sat down on the couch and contemplated what he'd just witnessed. He didn't know how he should feel. His wife was clearly pissed at her black lover for fucking the hot blonde after the night they'd shared together, especially having done it in the room next door where she could clearly hear it taking place. "Is she that addicted to his big black cock that she wants it only for herself? Oh my god, this is my wife acting this way..." But then he asked himself why she should have any right to question, or for that matter, have any substantive interest how Nick lived his life. She is a married woman after all. "She's MY wife for fuck's sakes!"
The coach's mind was suddenly filled with countless thoughts as he tried to come to grips with the situation. But before he could ponder them any deeper he heard a key being slipped into the lock and the door opening loudly. His beautiful wife entered the room, trying her best to not show it, but he could tell she was clearly pissed...
*****
Sunday morning
Abbie and Justin drove in separate cars on the two-hour drive back down the mountain from Tahoe to Sacramento. The long ride gave each of them time to reflect on what transpired over the past three days and to contemplate how they let it get to this point.
For Abbie, she had never considered the possibility of hooking up with Nick at the retreat. In spite of her desires, she had convinced herself their unforgettable mating the night of the party had been just a moment of weakness. Until seventy-two hours ago, she believed she was fully capable of moving on and maintaining a strictly professional relationship with him moving forward.
Unfortunately for her well-intentioned plan, once she got around him again and with her inhibitions diminished by alcohol, the sensual feelings returned and she couldn't control her overwhelming desire for him...for his amazing black dick.
Their night together at the party months before had been the most memorable sexual experience of her life, but even that wild night did not measure up to what she experienced with him this past weekend. The initial tentativeness and discomfort she felt when impaled on Nick's huge cock the first time was a non-issue this go around as their animalistic mating in the Harvey's suite exceeded every erotic fantasy she'd ever imagined.
But now just over forty-eight hours removed from that carnal act, her emotions were a tangled mess of desire, guilt and deceit. She still had a very obvious attraction to Nick, but his unforgivable behavior with the little slut the night following their glorious coupling was not something she intended to forgive easily. She rationalized, "It's obvious he is incapable of keeping his amazing...I mean arrogant...penis in his pants and if he chooses to be so callous about it, that asshole is never going to get the pleasure of having sex with me again!"

Also weighing on her heavily was the regret she felt for her lecherous conduct behind Justin's back. Her husband had accepted some of the responsibility from her first bout of infidelity, having all but pushed her into Nick's arms, but he had no culpability this time around. Abbie had walked this plank completely on her own and now her feelings of guilt and remorse for having fucked Nick again were eating at her. Worse still, the fact she had done it completely behind his back and then hid it from him was tearing her apart.
The remorse from the first night when Justin was still down in Sacramento was difficult enough to bare, but the fact that she and Nick had fucked around again after Justin arrived made her feel absolutely traitorous...it was his fucking birthday for God's sakes.
She thought back guiltily to how it transpired. That afternoon after Justin headed downstairs to watch the game, Nick knocked on the adjoining door. Abbie had told herself she wasn't going to open it as she needed sleep, but his persistence wore her down and when she finally did, Nick was standing on the other side completely naked with a raging hard on pointed directly at her chest.
Seconds later she found herself off the ground with legs clinging to his rock-hard ass and arms around his muscled neck. Their tongues locked together in a passionate kiss as her pussy ground against his glorious dick. Nick threw her on the bed and with her help, soon had her blouse and bra cast aside as he peeled her soaked panties down her thighs.
Once free, he pushed her skirt up around her waist, dove between her legs and ate her pussy like a starving man. All the while Abbie grunted and watched while squeezing her big tits. Eventually Nick instructed her to remove the pillows from behind her head and lie flat on her back as he rolled her hips backwards.
Abbie felt his long tongue slither along her dripping lips downward across her taint. She gasped in pleasure at the unfamiliar feeling, but was soon completely breathless when she felt his talented tongue come in contact with her puckered hole. Abbie's hips recoiled initially at the taboo connection, but within a minute she was moaning and begging him not to stop. "Jeez Nick...I didn't know...god...so good...mmm...yeah right there...oh god yeah...please keep doing that! I FUCKING LOVE IT!"
Nick swirled his long tongue around her asshole, periodically penetrating as deeply as capable to Abbie's unimaginable delight. He watched as her wedding banded hand descended and found its way to her sopping clit. She played with her pussy while he ate her ass until she whimpered and begged him to make her cum...
At just that moment Justin's key slipped into the lock and the door hardware banged loudly. Abbie and Nick practically flew from the bed and covered their tracks as her husband waited unaware outside the door. They gave each other one final passionate gaze before Nick slipped next door. The last thing Abbie remembered seeing was her slick sex juices coated all around Nick's smiling mouth.
For the rest of the weekend, Abbie thanked the lord she set the secondary lock...
Now two days later, her guilt for not coming clean still haunted her. For the life of her, she couldn't understand why she found it so difficult to tell him...her husband had admitted it was okay if she wanted to experience Nick again as long as he got to be a part of it this time. But the circumstances of how it played out still made her infidelity feel like cheating and while she didn't want to admit it, perhaps there was a small sliver of fear Justin would put an end to it forever. She wasn't sure that was something she could live with. The truth was the genie was out of the bottle and she loved what she had found inside...
As Justin trailed Abbie's SUV along the beautiful stretch of highway 50, many of the same thoughts coursed through his mind. He wondered why Abbie found it so difficult to tell him of her disloyalty, knowing that he had been the one to start this ball rolling several years previously. As had been the case following the party, he felt like he was being pulled in opposite directions, both potential outcomes fraught with more questions than answers.
The easiest thing to do would be to confront Abbie about her transgressions and put an end to this thing before it got further out of hand. But then he considered, "What if she doesn't want to stop? Is stopping a scenario EITHER of us wants?"
Justin himself, had finally achieved his erotic fantasy of having his gorgeous wife experience the kind of immeasurable pleasure he dreamed she would find when bred by a true alpha male. What he hadn't expected back when this all started, was that man would be someone so closely immersed in their lives. He also hadn't expected he would be black...
Justin rubbed his hard cock as he nervously glanced at his phone over and over. Finally he picked it up and dialed, it rang several times before he heard the unmistakably deep voice of Nick Thomas. "Hey coach, what's goin' on?"
"Nick, we need to talk, are you available Wednesday night for a beer?"
To be continued...
*****
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Wednesday morning -- three days after Justin and Abbie's return from Lake Tahoe.
Justin Dawson sat in his office at work thinking about the conversation he'd overheard between his gorgeous wife Abbie and her hot blonde friend Brie the previous night.
He had returned an hour early from the gym following a short cardio workout—a tweaked hamstring caused him to stop before he really got started. Now almost 30, the dive coach actually listened to his body for a change, unlike the previous time he'd experienced a similar feeling and ignored it only to be laid up for six weeks after practically tearing his other hamstring.
Justin had entered the house quietly hoping to surprise Abbie and perhaps coax her into some pre-dinner fooling around. Running on the treadmill was one thing, but lying on his back while his wife's phenomenal body bounced on his cock was entirely another—he wouldn't have to worry about tearing a hamstring doing that.
Busting a nut was a much more desirable affliction.
As he quietly made his way down the hall from the garage, he heard Abbie in a spirited conversation with another woman. "That's weird," Justin thought to himself, "I didn't know she was going to have someone over?" He hadn't seen a car outside and the other woman's voice clearly wasn't that of their neighbor Sue who popped in for a free glass of wine every so often.
As Justin neared the end of the hall, he carefully peaked around the corner and observed Abbie sitting at the table, a mineral water and her iPhone resting in front of her. Justin surmised she had recently finished one of her grueling Peloton workouts. He could see perspiration marks on her sexy spandex as the stretchy workout gear hugged her sinewy body to perfection.
He realized quickly the other voice was coming from the speaker on her phone.
Moments later Justin Dawson practically swallowed his tongue when he heard the words that came out of his wife's mouth. "Oh my God Brie, you of all should people should know...yes I think about it a lot! It's been since Friday and I think I'm still having withdrawals, I'm not sure how I went three months without it!" Her statement was followed by giggles by both women.
Justin's chin fell to his chest. "Fuck, is she talking to Brie about Nick Thomas' cock? She thinks about it a lot? What did she mean by 'You of all people should know'?" For the first time, Justin's concerns about Abbie's infidelity began to feel more like cheating than cuckolding.
Brie's laughter subsided. "I certainly couldn't go three months without it. That's what's so wonderful about The BullpenAbbie, I can get all the dark stuff I want whenever I want!"
Justin did everything in his power to control his breathing as his heart beat wildly in his chest. "What in the world am I listening to? Abbie and Brie aren't even that close and here they are discussing extramarital sex with black men like it's no big deal?" Justin was amazed that although Brie had obviously experienced the same taboo connections, Abbie chose to share such private personal information with her. He thought to himself, "I don't know how comfortable I am with other people in our extended circles knowing about Abbie and Nick! And what's with this Bullpen thing? Do I want my wife learning more about a swinging lifestyle with black men at some club?"
His concerns were interrupted by Abbie's reply. "So you mentioned that Bullpen place a few minutes ago, I hope you aren't mad, but Anna told me and Sydney about it, is it true that you and Dave go together?"
A mental picture of Brie's husband Dave entered Justin's mind as he tried to come to grips with what his wife had just asked the hot blonde. He had met Dave on a couple of occasions and thought he seemed like a good dude, but he had always wondered how the slightly chubby, balding husband had landed a rocket like Brie in the first place. The analogy of the ski jumper being way too far over his skis flashed in Justin's mind. He listened for the blonde wife's response.
"Oh, Anna has such a big mouth!" Brie laughed. "But she called me yesterday and informed me she told you and Sydney about it, I obviously don't want everyone to know, but I don't mind if you guys do, I'm not embarrassed by it. Dave and I love it!"
Justin gulped, not sure exactly what they were talking about, but suspected based on her earlier comment and this one, it was some kind of swingers club with black men.
"Is it true Nick introduced it to you?" Justin heard Abbie ask.
"Yeah, as I'm sure Anna told you guys, Dave and I had been having troubles in the bedroom for a long time. We had gone to sex counseling and stuff, but nothing was working. As much as I loved him, I just felt totally unfulfilled and it was tearing our marriage apart. I know it sounds selfish, but I just couldn't go on living a lie any longer. But I had always been faithful to him until that night we went to the Masked Masculinity show for my birthday. I ended up going home with Nick and my life has never been the same since."
Justin's eyes were like saucers, his mouth agape, his cock suddenly like steel in disbelief and arousal. "Oh my god, Nick fucked Brie too!"
He listened as the blonde wife continued. "When Dave got back from his camping trip I sat him down and told him what happened between me and Nick. He was obviously very upset at first but when he realized I was serious about leaving if something didn't change, he asked if I would stay if he agreed to let me have sex with other men. I thought he was kidding at first, but then I realized he was totally serious. He actually admitted to being turned-on by the idea of watching me with other people!"
Justin peaked around the corner again as a flushed redness washed over the side of Abbie's face he could see. He didn't know how much of this she already knew.
He soon learned. "So how long have you been...um...doing it...with other men at this Bullpen?"
"Not just any men Abbie, beautiful black men! Bulls...as the name implies. We've been going pretty much since right after that first time with Nick. At first I only wanted to go to have sex with him again, but he told us he wasn't interested in love triangles unless he could do it under the protection of the club. I wanted to be with him so bad that in spite of our concerns, Dave and I went and checked it out. We've been hooked ever since!"
"So Dave is really okay with it?"
"Oh, he loves it! All the guys do."
"Wow Brie, it's just hard to believe!"
"We thought so at first too, but we learned immediately how wrong we were. So let me ask you Ab, if Nick gives you the same ultimatum he gave me, is joining the Pen something you would consider? Do you think Justin would do it?"
Justin listened closely for Abbie's response, heart pounding in his chest. All this talk about Brie's dissatisfaction with her marital sex life was scaring the shit out of him. "Could Abbie feel the same way too?"
"Jeez Brie, I have to admit it sounds intriguing, but there are so many things to consider. As for Justin, to be honest with you, the only thing on my mind since Friday is why it's been so hard for me to tell him about Nick and me at the retreat. I feel absolutely terrible for not having told him already. The first time with Nick back in May, Justin and I were both pretty much guilty for allowing it to happen. But we had agreed after that first time, it was a misjudgment on both our parts, and we wouldn't do it again. But then last weekend happened and I guess I'm just ashamed that I didn't have the willpower to say no! I didn't plan to hook-up with Nick again, but after I got drunk, I couldn't stop myself!"
Justin wasn't sure what to make of Abbie's admission. He held his breath and listened to hear how the conversation progressed.
"So you and Nick didn't have it planned? What about the adjoining rooms?" Brie asked with a mischievous tone in her voice. The inquiry conveniently uncovered one of Justin's unanswered questions.
"I don't know about him, but I certainly didn't! The adjoining rooms were just a coincidence as far as I know. Nick and I had hardly talked since May and I figured he had moved on like Justin and I had."
"Well you clearly loved it again Abbie, do you think you would have the willpower to say no in the future if continuing on is not what Justin wants?"
"Oh god Brie, the quick answer is YES! I love him more than anything in the world and I would never want to lose him!"
Justin breathed a huge sigh of relief, but still wondered why Abbie qualified her response with "The quick answer is..."
"What about the sex? Are you in a similar boat as I was?" Brie asked.
"No...I mean I don't totally know your situation, but Justin and I have always had a wonderful sex life..."
Justin pumped his fist but reengaged immediately as Abbie continued.
"I mean...he is a considerate lover who always puts my needs and desires ahead of his own. He tries to continually add creativity and spice to our love-making. I've never felt unfulfilled or unsatisfied. I never gave it a second thought in terms of desiring something...um...more. Truth be told, I've always been the more conservative one in the bedroom. But for the past several years, he has become much more vocal in his desire for me to experience a...uh...how would you say it...more endowed man. I of course resisted and frankly didn't take it seriously for the longest time. But then Nick came into our lives..."
"So it definitely sounds like Justin has had cuckold desires for some time?"
Justin cringed at the assumptive suggestion by a woman he didn't know well, but nonetheless listened intently for Abbie's response.
"Yeah...I guess...I didn't even know what cuckolding was until Anna told me about your situation. I never really considered it an actual thing. Justin had said that other men had those fetishes, but I never knew to what extent."
"Oh it's a thing alright Abbie! Dave and I have learned so much about the lifestyle since we started going to the Pen. Cucks come in all different shapes and sizes. Big and small. Young and old. I'm sure in lots of different races too, but most of our experiences have been with white couples. All of us really get off on the alpha black male and submissive white female kink!"
"So all the men at this...uh...Pen place...are black?"
Justin reached down and rubbed his cock, aroused that Abbie was curious to learn more about it.
"Bulls Abbie...they consider it an insult to be referred to simply as men. They are all amazing black studs worthy of the moniker. The club was started by a former Major League Baseball relief pitcher named Carl Jenkins. They now have many chapters around the country. Most of the bulls are former athletes and/or successful men in other industries. Nick is kind of an exception, but as you know, he is very worthy of inclusion."
"Jeez Brie...it's hard to imagine anyone more qualified. Just this conversation is making me kind of horny..."
Justin peaked around the corner and witnessed Abbie's hand slip between her legs.
Brie laughed on the other end of the line. "God Abbie, you have no idea. Nick has the youthful exuberance and physical stamina, but each of the bulls brings unique attributes to the bedroom. Some of the older, more experienced stallions do things that would absolutely blow your mind!"
"And Dave is okay with it? He doesn't get jealous?"
"I know it sounds strange Abbie, but Dave is a true cuckold and it totally turns him on to see or hear about me experiencing complete sexual nirvana with all that black cock!"
"Hear about it? He isn't always there?"
"Sometimes he is, but he actually prefers fantasizing when I tell him all the details when we're in bed together later. Our own sex life has improved dramatically since I started sharing all my experiences while we make love."
"Oh my god Brie, do you tell him everything?"
Brie giggled loudly. "Well...just between you and me Ab, I could never tell him everything! The poor man might have a heart attack if I did..."
Both women laughed before Abbie probed more deeply, "It doesn't bother him that you are the only one experiencing all that amazing sex?"
Justin's excitement at Abbie's curiosity stiffened his cock more.
"At first it did a little, but once he realized how excited it made him to live vicariously through my pleasurable experiences, he really came to love it -- plus The Pen recruits young beautiful women to participate and fool around sometimes with the husband's while we wives are getting ours. Dave obviously looks forward to that."
"Wait...Dave has sex with other women too? And you are okay with that?"
"I didn't like the idea at first, but before long, I realized I was being hypocritical if I didn't capitulate to some extent. And the reality is, they don't actually have sex with them, it's usually a lot of heavy petting while they listen or watch what the bulls are doing with us."
"Heavy petting?" Abbie asked naively.
"Kissing, fondling and stuff. They let the husbands play with their boobs or butts while they give them hand jobs or an occasional blow job. No actual intercourse."
"Are these girls like hookers or something?"
"No...no, not at all Ab! The best way to describe them is kind of like Bullpen groupies. At our chapter, Nick is one of the top recruiters, obviously being their age and all. My understanding is the foals or fillies as everyone refers to them, do the husband stuff in return for getting to be with the bulls later. Sometimes they also join in with the wives."
"You mean like when they are with their husbands?" Abbie asked, surprised.
"No, no Abbie those opportunities are saved for the bulls! Those black men love sex with more than one woman at a time. Oh my god, that reminds me, a few months ago me and a couple of the other wives accompanied some bulls out to New York for a couple of days and we met a filly there who said she knew you. Really pretty young blonde with a great body...what was her name?...oh yeah Amber!"
"AMBER TISDALE?" Abbie shouted. Her chin and Justin's practically falling simultaneously to their chests in disbelief.
"Yeah that's her! She told me Nick recruited her into the club. Anyway, she and my friend Jenny spent the night with the alpha bull Carl Jenkins himself. Jenny told me it was unlike anything she had ever experienced. She told me that Amber girl can't get enough big black cock and I hope you aren't uncomfortable with me saying this Abbie, but Jenny said your friend is amazing with her tongue in regards to female anatomy too!"
"Amber?" Abbie gasped, "Wow I had no idea!"
Justin's cock was hard as steel within seconds as he envisioned Amber Tisdale eating pussy in a three-way with a hot wife and a hung black bull.
"My friend said Amber told her that after being with Nick, she wanted it all the time so when she moved to New York, Nick connected her with the Pen there." Brie giggled. "Poor girl, it sounds like she has the same affliction as me and you Ab!" Abbie got a small lump in her throat as she sat slack jawed staring at her phone.
Finally she spoke, "I'd like to hear more about that Brie, but Justin is going to be home soon and as I said before, I called to see if you could help me with my dilemma. I was wondering if in any of your experiences, you've heard of anyone else having the same challenge as me in communicating to their husband about a situation like mine."
"You know Abbie, now that I think about it, I have a friend at the club named Kaitlin who was having trouble telling her husband she wanted to check out the Pen. She finally came up with the idea of telling him over an intimate night together—you know, candlelight dinner, wine, soft music etc. After dinner she changed into sexy lingerie and surprised him in the bedroom. Long story short, once she had him all worked-up, she shared The Bullpen idea with him. It worked like a charm, he admitted that the idea turned him on so much they visited the club a few days later and have been regulars ever since."
"Wow! That's amazing, but a little risky. What if he had said no?"
"She knew he had cuckold desires, so she was hopeful, but admitted she was very nervous. It obviously worked out great for them and since Justin seems to have some of the same fetishes, maybe you could do something similar to tell him you had sex with Nick again and might desire to take this further."
"Oh my god Brie, I think that might just work! Justin really loved hearing about it the first time around, but I'm not totally sure how he will react this time after I didn't tell him immediately like I should have, especially because it was his birthday! I can't believe how guilty I feel, but this gives me hope that if I can just deal with it until this weekend, I could really make it a special night, knowing we wouldn't have to work the next day. I'm committed to Sydney's jewelry party on Friday, but Saturday night I could really go all out!"
Justin's nervous concerns were allayed significantly by his wife's admission of guilt and her desire to make it up to him. Thoughts of how he might take advantage of the situation were already bouncing around in his mind. He started to turn back in the direction of the garage with the intent of making a loud re-entry when he heard Brie's response.
"Ab, that sounds like a plan! If Justin loves you as much as I'm sure he does and now knowing his cuckold tendencies, I bet he will forgive you and want to hear more about the details! Speaking of which...uh em...how was it the second time around?" Brie asked with what Abbie could tell was a naughty grin on the other end of the phone.
"How do you think?" Abbie laughed. "So amazing! I wasn't as nervous this time and he remembered all the things I loved from the first time. He did all those and more until I was begging him not to stop! I can't even tell you how many times I...uh...you know..."
"That sounds like the Nick Thomas I know! I can only imagine how good the two of you must look tangled up together!"
"Oh my god Brie, his suite had mirrors over the bed, I've never had sex that way before. It was so arousing watching his muscled black body ravishing mine over and over. I bet his butt cheeks hurt that next day—my fingernails were dug in there so deep!" This time both ladies laughed as Justin rubbed his cock again thinking he might actually cum in his pants if Abbie relayed another word.
"Damn Abbie that sounds so hot, I might have to go find my vibe right now!" Brie joked. "So if Justin forgives you for not coming clean immediately as I would expect, do you want some more of that decadent chocolate?"
Justin held his breath waiting for his wife's response.
"Oh god Brie...of course! But that's where this gets even messier. Do you know that asshole Nick brought some slut back to his room the following night and they had sex all night long. I couldn't believe he had the nerve to do that after what we shared the previous night. The worst part was, Justin got super horny listening to them, while it pissed me off to no end!"
Brie spoke in her most understanding voice, "Abbie, please don't take this the wrong way, but you have to realize you are not dealing with a normal guy here. Nick is truly an alpha bull who most women would do just about anything to hop in the sack with...look at the two of us for example. And from my experience he is like the rest of them I've met—they truly believe their big black cocks were made for breeding and they expect to do so with as many women as often as possible. Think about it...regardless of what the two of you did the night before, he is a gorgeous 22-year-old hung black man with a penthouse suite overlooking the lake on a summer's night in Tahoe. Do you really think he wouldn't bring some chick back to his room and bang her? I'm surprised he only had one!"



Abbie didn't respond immediately as she processed what Brie said. "Yeah, I didn't think about it that way I guess. But they still didn't need to be so loud, knowing Justin and I were right next door..."
"Are you telling me you weren't the previous night?"
Abbie laughed before responding embarrassingly. "Funny you should ask, I remember at one point thinking it was good that my empty room was the adjoining room next door. I know I was moaning louder than that other girl and there is no way someone could have slept in there!" Both Abbie and Brie busted up this time.
Justin slowly backed down the hall with his gym shorts tenting outward. He couldn't remember his cock ever being harder. He waited five minutes in the garage before entering back though the door and closing it loudly. When he entered the main room, Abbie was standing near the kitchen sink taking a big swig of her mineral water.
If he hadn't been eavesdropping, the only sign that his wife had just engaged in one of the most tantalizing phone conversations he ever heard, was her rock hard nipples poking against the tight fabric of her workout gear.
*****
Now as he sat in his office the following day, Justin Dawson couldn't get Abbie's conversation with Brie out of his mind. So many thoughts and emotions coursed through him. First off, he had been buoyed by Abbie's remorsefulness regarding her failure to tell him about her Tahoe hook-up with Nick. Above and beyond anything else, his love for his wife superseded all of this craziness and based on what she had confessed to Brie, apparently she felt the same way.
That was obviously music to his ears, yet the fact that she had done it in the first place and not told him about it still left a gnawing doubt in the recesses of his psyche. "Why is she finding it so difficult to tell me? Is she worried I will put an end to it and deny her from carrying on with something she obviously can't get enough of? I don't know why she feels that way—in spite of some of the landmines we might have to navigate, I've made it very clear I am as excited as she is to see where this goes!"
The reality of the situation was now that Justin knew Abbie hadn't intended to fuck Nick again without consulting him and that she was indeed feeling remorseful for not coming clean, he couldn't wait to push this further down the path they both desired.
Justin picked up his phone and sent two text messages. The first was to remind Abbie that he and his buddy Aiden were going out for a few beers (which they weren't) later that night. The second was a message to Nick Thomas confirming their 6:30 p.m. connection at Fieldwork Brewery downtown.
*****
"Are you waiting for someone else to join you?"
Justin looked up into the smiling gorgeous face of the Fieldwork server. "Uh...yeah...I have a friend joining me in a few minutes." He answered, trying his best to keep his eyes focused on her beautiful face and not the great rack protruding from her tight-fitting tank top.
"Do you want to start off with a beer before your friend arrives, all of our selections are on the sheet in front of you and we have some other specials on that board over there." As she turned to point to the green and gold inked specials on the white board, Justin snuck a peek at her ass which was on par with her awesome tits.
"I like that you guys support Sac State with your color schemes!" Justin offered in a friendly conversation starter.
"Go Hornets!" The young short cropped blonde answered, eyes flashing with a big smile on her face. He noticed a ball-shaped tongue stud in her mouth when she asked, "Do you...uh...did you go there?"
Justin laughed, picking up on her uncomfortable line of questioning. "No, I'm a coach. I coach men's and women's dive at State."
"Wait...like diving? Like into a pool?"
"Yeah, that kind of diving..." Justin answered with a laugh, not sure what other kind of diving there was.
"Oh my god, then you must know my friend. He coaches diving too...his name is Nick T..."
Just then Nick Thomas walked up with a huge grin on his face. "Hey Courtney, I see you met my friend Justin!"
The hot blonde blushed as she connected the dots before she and Nick hugged in a very comfortable embrace. Justin watched intently.
"Yeah your friend said he was waiting for a friend, but I didn't know it was you Nick!" Courtney beamed as she and the black man separated. She looked over at Justin with a big smile, "Any friend of Nick's is a friend of mine!"
Justin had no idea how ironic that statement would be.
"I'll give you guys a few minutes to figure out what you want. Nick knows everything on the food and beer menu, I probably couldn't explain it as good as him! I'll be back in a few." Justin noticed as she and Nick made flirty eye contact again before she turned and walked away. Both men watched as all 115 lbs. of her rockin' 22-year-old body headed sexily off towards the bar.
Justin thought to himself, "Is there any hot women in Sacramento this guy doesn't know?"
He then questioned with a suspecting grin, "Sounds like you are a regular here?"
"Well you know I only live a few blocks away, it's pretty convenient." Nick laughed.
There was an awkward moment of silence before Justin spoke, "So I'm sure you know why I asked you here, do you want to find a table a little more private?"
"Nah, this is pretty chill, we can just keep our voices down coach."
"What about uh...Courtney?"
"She's cool, this ain't her first rodeo."
Justin didn't know exactly what Nick meant by the comment but suspected the hot blonde had done more than just serve drinks to Nick Thomas. After ordering their first round of beers Justin finally broke the ice. "Thanks for coming to meet me, I think it's time we finally talked."
"Yeah, I figured I'd hear from you soon coach."
"You know I know about Tahoe...you and Abbie?"
"Yeah coach, I figured it out on Friday night. After me and that hotel chick Kristi got back to my room she showed me the text that I supposedly sent her. I didn't recognize the number at first but when I entered it into my phone, your number popped up. At first it didn't make any sense, but after she said you arrived to the hotel earlier in the morning than you claimed, I put two and two together and it finally did."
"So you have me to thank for your little rendezvous!" Justin grinned.
"Yeah I guess you deserve a little credit, it didn't turn out too bad." Nick replied with a prideful smile and a laugh.
"Not too bad? It sounded pretty amazing to me!"
"Your wife didn't seem to think so..."
"My wife? Oh you're right about that! I suppose that slap I saw in the parking lot had something to do with it?"
"Oh you saw that?" Nick laughed again. "Yeah she was pretty pissed that me and the blondie were so loud. Truth be told, some of that, at least the part from me, was embellishment for you and Abbie's sake. I figured after you went to all that trouble to put it together, the least I could do was put on a good performance!"
"It sounded like Kristi certainly thought so!" Justin surmised. "Was she mad at first that I concocted the whole thing?"
"Concocted? The only concocting she was thinking about was what she was getting from my big black cock coach! I don't know how she could have been mad at you, she had the best damn night of her life!"
Justin's own dick swelled in his pants as he recalled the sounds of pleasure he'd heard coming from the hot blonde when Nick fucked the shit out of her in the room next door. "Well, I guess we can agree that Kristi's last day on the job turned out pretty good, but I didn't ask you to come here tonight to talk about her. I'm far more interested in what happened the previous night with my...uh wife."
Nick got an uneasy look on his face. "What do you want to know coach?"
"First of all, did you tell Abbie I was the one who concocted...uh...set-up the whole thing between you and Kristi?"
"Nah, I haven't spoken to her. I've tried to reach out a couple times this week, but I think she's still really pissed about me banging that blonde!"
Justin stared at Nick trying to digest his response before he spoke, "Okay, well I think the least you can do for me is to not tell her anything about my involvement or early arrival to the hotel. I'll cross that bridge myself."
"Yeah, that's cool Justin."
"Now that we've got that straight, I want some details about your hookup with my wife! Tell me how it all went down Nick."
"Damn Justin, the shit just kind of happened," Nick lied. "I don't think either of us expected it, but once the drinks started flowing at the reception one thing led to another and before we knew it we were back in my room."
"So neither of you planned this? The adjoining rooms...the suite...how do you explain that stuff?"
"Hell if I know coach. I was the most surprised person in the hotel when I opened the door to my room. But they charged me the same as the standard room so I wasn't going to turn it down. Finding out Abbie was in the room next door was just as much of a surprise, but I still didn't think much of it until we snuck out of the reception." Nick lied again.
"So you went back to the room and had sex all night long again?" Justin asked, his tone a mix of accusation, acceptance, and arousal.
"C'mon coach it wasn't much different than your house. I know afterwards she felt bad about the way it went down, but it certainly didn't stop her in the moment and I think she also believed it's what you wanted. But I have to admit I was a little surprised that you set up the whole thing with Kristi if Abbie was correct about your cuck fetish. We could've put on a repeat performance on Friday if you wanted. You could've seen it for yourself!"
Before Justin could reply, Courtney returned to the table and flirted unabashedly with Nick again before he ordered another round. After she departed Justin responded, "I only set up the Kristi thing cuz my wife didn't come clean about what happened the night before. I decided to make her twist in the wind for her behavior. Truth be told, I wanted you too also, but the plan needed your participation, so you got a pass."
Nick laughed. "Shit coach, I'm sorry for how it went down, but I think I can speak for Abbie in saying neither of us intended for it to happen stealthily. We were both just drunk and horny and well...you know. Has she since told you?"
"No she hasn't, but I overheard her talking to her friend Brie about it on the phone last night and she expressed pretty significant remorse for not having told me yet. I think she is planning to finally spill the beans on Saturday. But I will say, now that I know she feels guilty about it, I'm in a much better place."
"I'm glad to hear that coach." Nick replied before taking another swig of his beer.
There was an awkward silence for several moments before Justin spoke again. "So Nick, now that you've been with my wife at least twice as well as another rendezvous on my birthday in our hotel bed, it's about time we got this out in the open. I will start off by saying I'm not mad that you guys hooked-up, but again I didn't like the fact that all three connections took place without my advanced knowledge—but I put more blame on my wife than you for that."
"Yeah coach I..."
"I have more I want to say first Nick," Justin interrupted. "Abbie and I will work out the communications piece to this puzzle—I'm assuming by this weekend. I didn't ask you to come tonight to discuss that—no I did so to discuss the sex component and where we all go from here. Obviously Abbie has told you about my sexual fantasies involving her and a more endowed man. I had felt this way for several years but wasn't having much success convincing her I was actually serious about it. And then you came into our lives."
Justin continued, "From the first time we saw you in your Speedo, I fantasized about you pleasuring my wife with whatever it was you were packing in there. Obviously you had an interest in her too as some of your subtle and not so subtle seductions were all steering in that direction. I think my wife may have been naïve for a portion of that time, but somewhere along the way, I suspect about the time she felt up your cock at the strip show, I think she began actually having thoughts of the two of you together."
Nick held his tongue as he had observed a glean in Abbie's eyes at the very first scholarship interview suggesting the coach's hot wife might have had an interest in taking a walk on the dark side long before her husband suspected. He also recalled Abbie's fascination with his Speedo alteration photos on her office computer months ahead of the Masked Masculinity show.
Nick let Justin continue.
"Anyway, as you obviously know, everything more or less crescendoed at our house the night of the party. My initial hostile reaction the next morning was born more out of surprise than anger. I'm sorry I treated you badly, but I obviously wasn't feeling well from the previous night and...uh well...regardless of my fetish fantasies, it's not every day you wake up to learn your wife had sex with another man in your marital bed." Both of them laughed uneasily.
"Once I got over the shock, the arousal component kicked in, especially when Abbie told me some of the details. I felt bad for taking my initial response out on you, but it wasn't the kind of thing I felt obligated to reach out and apologize for. I mean...you did get to have sex with my wife in my bed after all."
"No, I get that coach." Nick responded, still with an uneasy smirk on his face.
"So now that that is out of the way, I want to know about what happened between the two of you in Tahoe!"
"Damn coach, as I said before, it was pretty much the same as your house," Nick lied, "you don't really want to rehash those details again do you?"
"Well first of all, I don't believe for a second it was pretty much the same as my house—I can't imagine the two of you having sex together as anything other than a spectacle each time it happens. And secondly, yes I do want to hear the details. This is my wife and my fantasy remember, no detail is too small, lay it on me Nick!"
Nick was proud of his performance to this point, he had played the low-key, remorseful act to a tee. Justin was set-up perfectly for what was to come. Nick's Bullpen experiences had trained him well for this—still he set the hook a little deeper. "Coach, you know I have the upmost respect for you and Abbie. You two have made such a positive impact on me over the past couple of years, not just in the pool, but in life too! I don't want to say or do anything that would change our relationship—there may be things you might not have considered."
"Try me Nick!"
Nick took one final gulp of his beer, he had every intention of testing Justin's cuckold resolve. "Well uh coach...I will start off by saying that your wife is one horny slut when it comes to big black cock!"
Justin's eyes grew in surprise at the frankness of the statement.
Nick continued, "She loves it Justin! It really doesn't matter if she's taking it down her throat or in that tight little pussy, she really can't control herself. She's not unlike a lot of other chick's I've banged from that standpoint, but I have to say, I was at least a little surprised she wanted it so bad based on her initial naïve, conservative nature. But it didn't take long for me to break her out of that shell," he laughed. "Now she has no problem begging for it!"
All of the saliva in Justin's mouth dried up as his cock sprang to full mast. This was what the coach wanted to hear, but he fully expected Nick to sugar-coat the details—instead his black protégé hit him with both barrels. Justin started to speak, but no words came out.
"Coach, I assume that's what you wanted to hear? No watered down version...right?"
Justin nodded with a hollow gaze on his face.
"Okay good! Well we fucked most of the night like at your house. Damn's she's in good shape coach, I guess swimming all those laps and those Peloton workouts give her lots of stamina. Shit, she nearly wore me out! But you probably witnessed the affects of that, you must have seen the sheets when you wandered into my room that morning," Nick chuckled, "that wife of yours puts out a lot of...you know...excitement...when she climaxes—which she obviously did a lot!" Nick's chest puffed out with pride. "And as you probably figured out coach, I don't do too bad in that department myself!"
Justin stared at Nick in complete shock. He tried to picture Abbie experiencing multiple squirting orgasms as the black man inferred. He'd only ever witnessed a handful of her ejaculations over the course of their marriage and he couldn't recall anything more arousing. In spite of those thoughts his response was directed at Nick's last admission. "So you guys really didn't use protection? Kristi told me about your conversation downstairs."
"I told that bitch later how pissed I was at her that she told you about that. Yeah man, we didn't have anything so Ab...uh...your wife and I decided to take our chances."
Justin gulped. "Take your chances? Kristi said there was a CVS only a block away, you couldn't make the short trip for that?"
Nick stared at his former coach blankly before responding, "I had other things on my mind."
The dive coach didn't know how to respond to Nick's retort.
The black diver conveniently pushed the conversation in a different direction, "Getting back to what we were discussing before, if you're interested I think I got a picture right before one of your wife's creamy eruptions, you want to check it out?"
"You have pictures?" Justin swallowed before asking hoarsely.
"Just a couple."
Justin's heart practically beat out of his chest. For three months he had conjured up countless mental images of Abbie and Nick together, now as Nick flipped through his phone, he tried to prepare himself for images he never really believed he would ever actually see.
"Oh here it is...yeah it's a good one!" Nick smiled.
Justin's hands trembled as the black man handed him his phone. The coach took one final deep breath before gazing at the photo.
All the air he'd just inhaled evaporated from his lungs in an instant.
On the screen before him, his beautiful naked wife sat upright on top of a muscled, tattoo-covered black man. The most sated gaze Justin had ever seen was painted on Abbie's gorgeous face as she looked upward at the mirrors above the giant bed. Her back was stiff and her torso was pressed forward while her delicate hands cradled her large breasts. Abbie's toned thighs were spread wide and her legs were bent at the knees with her feet resting on the sheets. The thickness of the massive black root buried inside her was apparent above the largest obsidian nutsack Justin could imagine. Behind his wife's perfectly molded ass, Nick's scrotum which the coach had seen hanging pendulously between his legs the morning following the party, was splayed on the sheets containing what looked to be a pair of weighted tennis balls.
But for all the inconceivable details of the image portrayed before him, it was the contrast in Abbie's beautiful tanned skin against the dark backdrop of Nick's impressive physique that captured his unyielding stare.
"Unbelievable..." he breathed, his mind in a distant place. For all the interracial fantasies Justin had imagined or seen via videos or photos, none had prepared him for what he was experiencing at this moment. His stunning nude wife was riding a black bull and it looked like the most natural thing he had ever seen.
"Do you have anymore?" Justin asked without looking up from the picture.



"Yeah, there's one more, toggle to the right." Nick chortled.
Justin hesitated, taking the picture in one final time. He finally flipped his thumb to the right and practically dropped the phone from his grasp.
If the previous picture was nearly perfect, this one actually was. The erotic image showed his wife topless, with her eyes closed and her wet tongue extended out the side of her mouth. The tip of her slippery probe pressed hungrily against the fleshy skin of Nick's massive black cock just below the swollen band that defined its oversized head. Both of her hands gripped his glistening shaft, one atop the other, inches above his massive balls. Her saliva combined with his lubrication fluid, seeped between her delicate fingers as they struggled to encircle its rutted circumference. His ebony scrotum hung down obscenely far and was framed flawlessly in the photo by Abbie's contrasting beautiful white tits. She gripped the powerful phallic against her cheekbone dreamily as if she never wanted to let it go.
"Coach...coach...coach..."
Finally Justin snapped out of his trance as Nick called to him for at least the third time. The younger man was sure his approach had achieved its purpose in disarming his coach. Any thoughts of Justin controlling the actions from this point forward were no longer on the table.
"So coach, you wanted to talk about where we go from here?"
Justin was still trying to clear his mind of the breathtaking images he'd just witnessed. Finally he spoke, "Yeah...uh...are you around this weekend?"
"Sure, what's up?"
Justin cleared his throat before he spent the next several minutes explaining to Nick what he had in mind. The former diver listened intently.
"Okay, yeah sure coach, sounds good but we do need to get a couple of things straight if we're gonna do this. First of all, you need to understand that anything I do in the bedroom with you and your wife happens on my terms. Nothing happens unless I say so or I consent to a request by one of you. You can be involved as much or little as you wish, but nothing happens without my approval. Your wife already knows this, but it's imperative you do too!"
Justin stared at his former protégé trying to fully grasp what he meant by "Your wife already knows this..." Nonetheless Justin now fully realized he was being directed to pass the baton as leader in this relationship to the young black man sitting across from him—the young black man with the huge cock that his wife loved.
Justin nodded in affirmation.
"Good, so just so we're straight, when we're at the pool, I will continue to assist in any way that you or Abbie directs, but when we're in the bedroom it'll be just the opposite. I'm not into humiliation, degradation or any of that shit, so no cock cages, collars, or hoods for you unless you're into that stuff, but if I tell you or your wife to do something, I don't want to hear any objection. Got it?"
Justin nodded again.
They swigged down the last of their beers and shook hands. Justin told Nick he would send him a text with more details regarding what they had discussed. Just then Courtney walked up with the check. Justin tossed a couple of twenties into the tray. "I got it Nick."
"Do you need change?" The hot blonde asked, flirtatiously smiling in the process.
"No, keep it!" Justin smiled back. She thanked him for the nice tip before turning to Nick and asking if he was going to hang for another.
"Sure, what time do you get off?"
"Nine, you want to do something after?" She answered with a suggestive smile.
"Yeah maybe, we'll talk in a bit." Nick answered coolly.
Courtney smiled again and said goodbye to Justin before both men watched as she walked away, her tight ass swaying again in the process.
"Hey thanks for the beers coach, I'll look for your text!"
"You bet Nick, say, do you mind sending me those pictures?"
Nick hesitated momentarily, "Nah coach...I'm actually gonna hang on to these. Drive safe out there, there are lots of drunks on the road!" Nick turned and walked towards the bar.
Justin stood staring in disbelief at his former protégé, suddenly realizing things were going to be different than before.
*****
Saturday took forever to arrive for both Abbie and Justin.
When she wasn't working, Abbie had spent much of the week preparing for this night. Her emotions had been all over the map as she wrestled with whether this was the right way to tell Justin about what had happened in Tahoe. Every day that passed had deepened her unease, especially now that Saturday was upon them and although she had pulled out all the stops, Abbie still had no idea how Justin would react to her admission. Her biggest fear was that her sexual plan might come across as presumptive, so she had already decided that if it didn't work as planned, she would do or say anything to convince him her love and commitment had not wavered.
And yet, as she contemplated those thoughts once again, the same burning itch that she'd felt since the previous weekend kept coming back. Abbie had never considered herself the type of person who required complete sexual gratification for fulfillment, but after experiencing it with Nick for a second time, an unfamiliar yearning now tormented her body.
But despite those desires, she had purposefully avoided initiating sex with Justin all week in hopes of making Saturday night as unforgettable as possible—but she soon found that abstinence combined with her ever-present arousal was agonizing. Abbie had fought the unbearable urge to pull her vibrator from its hideaway on several occasions during the long week.
Oddly, her husband had not instigated sex either. Instead, unlike his disciplined wife, Justin had jacked-off like a peeping Tom at a sorority house for much of the week. The two reoccurring images of Abbie impaled on and then tongue-worshipping Nick's big black cock were instilled in his mind and cause for a fistful of mind-numbing ejaculations. He even beat off at work, something he never did.
Both Abbie and Justin kept themselves as busy as possible throughout the day in an attempt to take their minds off what was sure to be a defining night in their marriage. Abbie had told Justin when he got home on Wednesday night that she wanted to do something nice for him on Saturday night to make up for some of the disjointedness of the previous weekend.
Justin didn't question her based on his knowledge of her conversation with Brie, fully aware of the basics of her plan. He devilishly planned to leverage her forgiving admission into a night of sex unlike anything they had ever shared.
It was a hot day in Sacramento. Abbie left after breakfast and spent most of the day shopping, getting her hair and makeup done, and finally making an important pit-stop at her favorite lingerie store. Justin, on the other hand, kept himself busy doing yard work, getting a haircut, and collecting his stash of kinky sex aids for the exciting night ahead.
They readied themselves late in the afternoon and Justin calmed his nerves by tipping back a few beers.
Abbie took significantly longer primping but when she finally emerged, Justin's eyes nearly bugged out of his head. His gorgeous wife's big tits were squeezed into a form fitting stretch tank top that did nothing to obscure her heavenly cleavage. Her breasts looked particularly inviting perched heavily over her flat stomach which the tight top accentuated to perfection. She wore a very short plaid skirt that looked to Justin like something the women at the Twin Peaks restaurant chain would wear. And although he frequented that establishment often with his buddies, he'd never seen anyone fill out one of those skirts better than his wife's stunning ass did at the moment. Her long athletic legs looked particularly hot in their summer-tanned splendor, set-off by a pair of 3" thin strapped heels.
And as good as her body looked from the chest down, Justin questioned whether he'd ever seen her look better from the shoulders up. Her lithe neck gave way to her gorgeously made-up face. Abbie's friend Chelsey was a make-up magician and she'd outdone herself this time. Abbie looked stunning with her hair up and her librarian glasses magnifying her gorgeous blue eyes and dark eye-liner.
"Wow babe! What did I do to deserve this kind of attention?" Justin grinned. "You look effing hot Mrs. Dawson!"
Abbie giggled before biting her lower lip. "Why can't I just do something nice for my husband?"
"Don't get me wrong...I'm not complaining," Justin responded as he approached and wrapped his hands around his wife's narrow waist. "I'm serious, you look absolutely hot honey. I can only hope this personal treatment leads to something in another part of the house later tonight!"
The naughty grin reappeared on Abbie's face. "You never know Mr. Dawson," she teased playfully.
Justin couldn't wipe the excited smile from his face as he mixed and served pre-dinner cocktails. They listened to a Khalid/Post Malone Spotify mix until dinner was ready.
At the table, Abbie popped a saved bottle of Silver Oak Cabernet and the two of them enjoyed it along with Abbie's delicious short ribs before opening another. By the time dinner was done, they were feeling no pain. Justin figured Abbie was trying to build up courage for her big confession. He was nervous in his own right, but his feelings were based on unbridled excitement, not dread.
Just after they finished eating, Abbie filled their wine glasses again, rose from the table, took his hand and led him over to the living room sofa. Justin couldn't help eying her spectacular ass in the process. Once seated, the smile that had been on her face for most of dinner disappeared as she spoke. "Justin, there is something I need to tell you. I'm not sure the best way to do it and I hope you won't hate me for doing it this way. And I'm especially sorry I didn't tell you before but...Nick and I...uh...got together again."
Justin did his best to not show any emotion. "Oh, is that right, when?"
"Last week at the retreat in Tahoe, the night before you arrived."
"Got together? Did you have sex?"
Abbie bit her lip and nodded sheepishly.
"Was it planned? Where did it happen? Have there been other times since the party?"
Abbie felt allayed that Justin wasn't screaming, yelling or cursing. "No honey...no other times since the party," she answered, gaining confidence. "And it wasn't planned, it just kind of happened in his room after we all got drunk at the reception!"
Justin contemplated making her grind for a lot longer, but he had already decided that coming clean now would likely make it easier to execute his plan for the remainder of the night. "Ab...I already know..."
Abbie's eyes grew huge. "Wha...what? How...when?"
He cut her off before she could babble another word, "I arrived much earlier to Tahoe on my birthday than I told you."
Justin watched as the gears began to turn in her mind before he continued, "When I checked into the room on Friday morning, housekeeping had not yet been to ours...or the room next door."
Again Abbie's eyes practically bugged out of her head. "You saw..."
"...everything!" He interrupted again.
"Oh my god Justin, I'm so sorry!" She began to cry.
"Why didn't you tell me Ab? You know my feelings about this, I wanted it more than you before, but the two things I always asked for were honesty and inclusion."
"I know Justin, that's why I couldn't bring myself to admit it. After it happened I felt awful for not telling you immediately, but it was your birthday and I felt so bad for not having the willpower to say no."
"Did he force you into it?"
"No...everyone was drinking so much at the reception. I planned to take it easy that night, but Sydney and Anna kept buying me shots and stuff. Before I knew it, I was wasted."
"Oh, so you are blaming this on being drunk?" Justin asked, secretly enjoying making her justify her actions.
"No...no Justin! I just didn't expect things to be like that. I mean, I really hadn't thought about being with him again, but there he was and after all that alcohol, I guess I just kind of lost my..."
"...WILLPOWER!" Justin interrupted.
Abbie's eyes sank before she answered in a hushed response, "Yes, I guess you could call it that. I'm so sorry I didn't tell you before now honey." Tears streamed down her face.
His next question caught her totally by surprise, "How was it?"
Abbie wiped her eyes, "Jeez Justin, do you really want to talk about that?" She asked cautiously, trying not to show her relief that he apparently was not overly upset with her infidelity.
"Of course I do Abbie, don't forget the only reason any of this ever happened in the first place was my desire for it to. But, obviously we are at a different place now...clearly I'm not the only one who had been having second thoughts about our decision to break things off with him."
"You were having those thoughts? Why didn't you tell me?"
"Don't make this about me Abbie. I'm not the one who gave into my desires. I want to know what was going on in your mind and about everything that happened!"
Justin could see more tears forming in her eyes. His plan was working to perfection and he realized this was his chance to advance it to the next stage. Before she spoke, he pulled her to him and hugged her tightly.
"Justin, I'm so sorry I didn't tell you before..." she acknowledged softly while nuzzling against his neck.
The dive coach pulled away and addressed her with a caring smile, "Abbie, I really do trust you and believe your actions were somewhat natural given our previous behavior. I can't say I'm mad, but I think disappointed would be a better way to describe the way I feel." He embellished for effect.
Abbie was now buoyed by the opportunity to make it up to him. She saw this as the perfect lead-in to execute the plan she discussed with Brie. "Justin, I love you so much, you are so understanding...I'm so lucky to have you!" She then bit her bottom lip and spoke mischievously, "Maybe I could make it up to you in there" nodding towards the bedroom.
Justin having heard her conversation with Brie, had a pretty good idea what she intended to do. He took the opportunity to maneuver the situation to exactly his direction. A knowing smile formed on his face before he spoke, "Okay Abbie Dawson, I will let you make it up to me, but you have to promise that I get to call all the shots. No matter what I say or request, you have to promise to do it without hesitation. Do we have a deal?"
A suspicious smile formed on Abbie's face before she kissed him wetly on the lips. "Can I have ten minutes to make myself a little more presentable before you come in?" She asked, eyes flashing.
"Okay, but just remember if I want anything to be different, no excuses or objections!"
Abbie nodded excitedly before heading towards the bedroom. Justin watched the sway of her sweet ass and thought to himself that if she made herself look anymore "presentable" he might blow his load as soon as he walked into the room.
Ironically at that moment they both had the same thought, "My plan is working to perfection."
Little did Abbie know that Justin was already aware of her plan and that his was a hell of a lot more exciting.
*****
Over the next five minutes Justin pounded two large shots of chilled Patron. Nervous excitement coursed through his veins. He checked the front door lock prior to sending off a text message. He ditched all of his clothes except his boxer briefs before excitedly entering his bedroom.
His hot 28-year-old wife was waiting on the bed dressed in a flirty lace and mesh lavender babydoll that left very little to the imagination. Abbie's hard nipples were visible, even in the dimmed lights—so was her little dark bush through the mesh of the skimpy garment. Justin stood in the doorway absorbing her perfection. He swayed ever so slightly from the effects of all the booze, but felt at ease knowing he wouldn't be one of the critical participants in tonight's performance. Despite his inebriation, his cock began to harden as he ogled his gorgeous wife...he had waited a very long time for this.
Justin made his way to his side of the bed, neither he or Abbie taking their eyes off one another as he approached. He slowly opened his night stand drawer and removed a dark black piece of material that Abbie immediately recognized as a blindfold. A sly smile came to his face as Abbie's eyes opened widely in mild surprise. "Don't forget this is my night...no objections." He reminded.
"I'm not objecting, just curious what you have in mind," she whispered followed by a nervous laugh.
"You'll find out."
Justin then pulled the pair of handcuffs from the drawer that Nick had used to secure her wrists to the headboard the night of the party. Abbie began to object before remembering her promise. The dive coach then pulled a large tube of lubrication cream from his drawer and set it on the nightstand.
"Justin..." Abbie started to speak before he held up a finger to quiet her.
Finally he reached for the remote control and turned on his newly purchased interracial porn video titled, "Bull Market".
Abbie watched—an enhanced sense of excitement coursing through her body. She had abstained from initiating sex with him or pleasuring herself throughout the long week in hopes of giving him a night he wouldn't soon forget. It had been especially difficult for her too as thoughts of her incredible night with Nick in Lake Tahoe kept reoccurring in her mind. She couldn't recall ever being much hornier than she was at the moment.
"Babe, you won't be able to see this, but you can certainly hear it," Justin suggested in reference to the porn as he motioned for her to move towards him.
"Does the title suggest what I think it does?" Abbie asked demurely as she dutifully crawled over. She sexily moved to her knees and shimmied around until her back was to him. Justin slipped the dark cloth over her eyes and tied it tightly against her thick wavy hair. He inhaled a deep whiff of her perfumed body. "You'll have to listen and find out, but I suspect it will sound pretty familiar to you!"
"Justin..."
"Sshhh...lay down on your back and put your arms above your head," the aroused coach ordered. His wife did as she was instructed. Justin admired the swell of her fantastic tits through the skimpy cut of the sexy lingerie.
At that moment the loud voice of a large black bull boomed from the porn flick, "This is what we exchange around here slut!" Justin glanced towards the TV as the huge black man partially dressed in a security guard's uniform pulled his massive cock from the mouth of an early 30's blonde dressed in a tight business suit. A long sticky rope of precum mixed with saliva stretched from her lips to his cockhead. "You might have got to ring that gold bell at the stock exchange earlier, but now you gonna suck on an oversized black bell for a while bitch! Uh-huh, just like that, get it all wet and shit!"
Justin leaned forward and connected Abbie's wrists together above her head. "Remember this is my night Ab, anything I say goes! I'm not going to connect your wrists to the headboard at this point because you'll need them."
Abbie gasped with nervous excitement before nodding her head quickly.
At just that moment Justin caught a glimpse of movement out of the corner of his eye. He turned to see Nick Thomas move quietly into his bedroom dressed in a tight black sweat suit.
Justin then watched as his diving protégé studied Abbie's scantily clad and bound body before nodding his approval. He checked out the video and gave Justin a subtle thumbs up, well aware that his former coaches both got off on interracial porn.



Suddenly Abbie spoke in an impatient tone, "Justin where are you, come join me on the bed."
"Babe, don't forget I make the rules tonight, I'll join you when I'm ready, but first I want you to tell me more details about your night with Nick in Tahoe."
Justin and Nick made eye contact again, both flashing knowing smiles.
"Oh god Justin, can we do it later? I want to feel you right now!"
"No Ab, you promised tonight would be my fantasy and I want to hear details!"
Suddenly the porn girl grunted loudly, "Oh fuck your black cock is so big, it feels so much better than my fiancé's little dick!"
The timing of the announcement had a certain irony about it.
"Tell me Ab!" Justin ordered again as he looked in Nick's direction as the black man removed his sweat shirt exposing his tat-covered chest and bulging arms.
"Jeez Justin, I told you about it at our house the night of the party." Abbie whined as she lay restlessly on their pulled back sheets. "This time we knew what each other liked before started...um...doing it."
"Did you suck his big cock?" Justin asked as he pulled her around sideways on the bed and again exchanged eye contact with Nick.
Abbie reached for his own dick with her extended bound wrists but Justin pushed her hands away. "Answer me!"
"...yes."
"Did you swallow?"
"Justin..."
"Abbie did you swallow?"
"Yes Justin. It was like last time. I think he really liked it and a lot came out."
Justin looked over at Nick who had a proud smile plastered to his face. He had also now removed his sweat pants and stood in only his Sac State Hornet Speedo. Justin couldn't help from peering at the inexplicable bulge in the stretched garment.
The young husband reached forward and softly squeezed Abbie's sexy tits through the lingerie. "Tell me more Ab."
Abbie's bound hands instinctively reached for her husband's cock again. This time he gripped her wrists and directed them down her body. "Abbie I want you to play with yourself while you tell me about how much you loved sucking his cock and swallowing his load!"
Abbie resisted initially but then succumbed to Justin's downward pressure and allowed her hands to fall between her legs. Justin and Nick watched as her fingers tugged on the seam of the baby doll until it was near her belly button. She then nimbly slipped them inside the band of her shear panties and began fingering herself in small circles. A faint gasp escaped her lips just before the porn slut announced she was cumming again on the bull's huge cock. The security guard growled loudly, "That's it bitch, gimme some more of that cum, there ain't gonna be none left for that lily-white fiancé of yours!"
Justin squeezed Abbie's tits again and thumbed her hard nipples.
"Oh yes Justin, that feels good, I love the way you touch my breasts. I want to have you in my mouth!"
Justin nodded towards Nick who moved alongside him. The dive coach who had always felt confident in his physical appearance and physique suddenly felt slightly unnerved by the size of the muscular black diver. That feeling was only exacerbated when he glanced down and compared the size and shape of the bulge in each of their respective briefs.
Justin moved aside, allowing Nick Thomas to stand hulkishly over his vulnerable wife. For some unknown reason, thoughts of alpha bulls laying claim to the most desirable females in the herd permeated Justin's thought process.
Justin also couldn't tell if Nick wore any kind of enhanced scent, but the dive coach's senses suddenly felt like they'd been washed over in a masculine pheromone bath. He wasn't sure, but something about Abbie's body language suggested she had experienced it too.
Both men watched as Abbie's hips moved in nearly imperceptible circles in concert with her delicate probing fingers.
Justin hated to interrupt her scintillating display, but he couldn't wait any longer. "Abbie, touch me now!"
Abbie's fingers lingered in her panties for several more seconds before she sexily slid them up her lavender nighty. A slick trail of her juices followed in their wake as they slipped over her breasts and along her neck.
Justin interrupted her erotic display one more time, "Abbie wait, before you touch me I want you to taste yourself!"
"Justin...no...I ca..."
He raised his voice sternly and cut her off, "Yes you can Abbie, remember it's my fantasy!" He made eye contact with Nick and they both held back laughter.
Not entirely sure what was driving her intense feelings of arousal, Abbie hesitantly complied with Justin's wish and sunk two of her pussy-flavored fingers between her lips. Justin's cock sprang to life immediately. This was the first time in all their years of marriage that he had the confidence to ask Abbie to taste her own pussy.
And she actually did it!
Nick watched undaunted. It wasn't even the first time in the last eight days that he had watched her do it.
"I told you Ab, you taste amazing! Huh." Justin gushed excitedly.
"Umph...umm" She grunted with a subtle nod of her head.
"Okay babe, reach up and touch me, I want you to stroke my cock!"
Abbie's bound wrists worked in unison as her blind hands searched adventurously for her husband's dick. Justin held his breath as her small fingers seemed to shrink as they neared Nick's bulging genitals. The black man made a subtle move to align her grasping hands with his nuts just before they made contact.
A satisfied gasp escaped Abbie's lips when she finally touched the silky material of his Speedo. But within moments and soon with one of Nick's huge balls in the palm of each of her hands, Abbie knew something wasn't right. She gasped "Huh?...Justin what's...going on...something's not..."
"Squeeze my big nuts baby...you know what to do!" Nick's deep voice boomed for the first time.
"Jus...Justin...what's...oh no..." Abbie stuttered. She tried to pull her hands away, but Nick quickly gripped the chain connecting the cuffs and held them in place.
"Abbie its okay...this is my fantasy. This is what I want. Do whatever he says, just like before. You know you want it too!" Justin answered assuredly.
"But...I can't...it's...not...not right honey."
"No, doing it behind my back wasn't right! Doing it right now while I watch is absolutely the correct thing to do!"
"Jesus Justin...are you...you sure?"
"Do you think I would have invited him here tonight if I wasn't? You know I've waited for this moment for a very long time honey."
"God..." was the last thing Abbie muttered before her fingers started softly groping Nick's huge balls. Before long she was actively squeezing and massaging the sheathed pair like workout putty. She could feel her pussy gush with excitement.
"That a girl, get reacquainted with them big nuts! You know what to do." Nick encouraged his hot former coach.
Justin watched in awe as their diving protégé's large hands reached forward and gripped his wife's tits in a way that suggested this wasn't new territory for him. Justin took a big step backwards, giving the muscled black man plenty of room to operate.
"Okay baby, I'm gonna bust out of this fuckin' suit any minute now. Reach up and free my junk!" Nick directed.
"Oh god...Justin...are you...?"
"Don't worry about him, he's fine, this is between you and me!" Nick ordered. "Pull that shit off and get yourself some of that black shit you love!"
Justin watched, mouth agape, as his wife hesitated momentarily before back-handedly slipping her fingers into the band of Nick's Speedo and pulling it slowly downward. Justin swallowed nervously as the thickness of the dark root was slowly exposed by his wife's actions. It seemed to take forever for eight inches of thick black cock to uncover before the head popped from beneath the fabric and bounced heavily against her forehead.
Abbie and her husband gasped simultaneously. For some strange reason, the thought that came to Justin at that moment, "Holly Shit! The Speedo Doesn't Lie!"
Time stood still in his mind as Nick's thick cock arced semi-rigidly over the biggest set of testicles he had ever seen. The dark phallic twitched and pulsed like some sort of wild animal that had just been released from its cage. The coach couldn't help but notice that the tip was aimed at his wife's incredible body as if to identify the object of the beast's sinful intentions.
Nick grabbed his dick and began rubbing the rubbery head around Abbie's pretty face. The young wife's neck arched backwards as her tongue instinctively slipped from her lips in an effort to invigorate her taste buds with its alluring essence—imperceptible grunts and gasps escaped her throat.
It took everything in Justin's power not to rub his rock hard cock as the scene he'd imagined so many times in his erotic fantasies played out before him. But he resisted, fearful he would blow his wad immediately with any additional stimulation.
Nick finally allowed Abbie's hungry tongue to find its target. He brought it to her sweet lips and was quickly bathed in familiar kisses and licks from his vastly improving cock-sucking coach.
Justin watched again in amazement at the fervor by which his typically conservative wife slutishly savored Nick's black dick. For most of their marriage Abbie had been a reticent head-giver but at this moment she resembled the blonde slut on the interracial porn flick. Justin also observed as his wife's idle fingers made their way back to her bull's hanging scrotum.
"You missed that shit didn't you?" Nick spoke confidently as he smeared his cock around her mouth.
"Um hmm." Abbie groaned. Justin could now see her wetness glistening on Nick's expanding log. He estimated it had to be at least ten inches and clearly wasn't yet fully rigid.
"Tell your husband how it tastes. He wants to know!"
Justin watched a large dollop of pre-cum form at the tip before Abbie's tongue whisked it away. "Um...good...umph...it's so good!"
"Take it in your mouth. Show him how much you love sucking that black snake!"
Abbie cringed at the directness by which Nick exposed Justin to their sex play, but she couldn't deny that his commanding style was a huge turn-on for her. She opened her mouth as wide as possible and took him inside.
Nick grunted his approval and for the next several minutes fucked her opening while regaling Justin with a steady stream of progress reports about what his wife's tongue was doing to his cock inside her mouth. Finally their protégé flopped it from between her lips, leaned forward and placed one of his feet up on the bed. His black scrotum now swung heavily above her waiting mouth. "Lick my balls!" He grunted.
Justin watched as after searching blindly for a moment, his wife's beautiful face was soon buried in Nick's dark leathery cum-filled sack.
"That a girl, you know what to do...yeah suck on em' like that! Hey coach," Nick turned in Justin's direction, "I wanna see your wife's big titties. Why don't you show them to me!"
The command caught Justin off guard knowing Nick was in a position to simply reach down and slip the narrow straps off Abbie's shoulders himself, but he quickly realized this was one more way for the black 22-year-old to exert his control. Justin crawled up on the bed as fast as his raging hard-on would allow. Within seconds he straddled Abbie's sexy body and took one of her heaving mounds in each of his sweaty hands. "Oh my god honey, you look so sexy at this moment!"
An undistinguishable response came from her throat as her stretched lips were vacuumed around a lemon-sized black testicle as Nick stroked his nearly foot long cock only inches from Justin's face. The coach stared in disbelief at its proportions as he slowly reached for the silky straps of his wife's baby doll. He slipped them from her shoulders. The excited coach slowly scooted down her body taking the sexy garment with him.
Abbie's d-cups bounced playfully from their ineffective hiding place, causing both men to grunt their approval. Justin slipped the lingerie under her ass and down her tanned legs before tossing it aside. He moved back between her silky thighs and pressed them apart. After pulling her sopping g-string aside, the horny coach dove in face first and ate his wife's pussy like a starving man.
Contented squeals escaped Abbie's lips between licks and slurps of Nick's succulent balls. The black man didn't stand idle while his former coaches each devoured their tasty treats. He gripped his big cock and roughly slapped Abbie's tits creating sexy pools of quivering goodness and splattering her saliva from his dick across her heaving chest—some even landing on her husband's face. Justin watched the arousing spectacle from his worm's eye view while he sucked voraciously on Abbie's swollen bump. Never in his wildest fantasies had he ever truly believed that he and Nick Thomas would someday tag-team his gorgeous wife.
To this point Nick had been purposefully respectful of his former coaches, but the deferential treatment had gone on long enough, it was time to turn up the heat. "You like when I slap your big tits with my cock don't you slut?" Nick growled.
Abbie cringed, wondering how Justin would react to Nick's use of the "slut" word. Their protégé had used the term liberally during their first two matings, but in neither case had her husband been there to hear it. Now as Nick's question hung in the air awaiting her response, Abbie thought about her aroused reactions to its use before, even going so far as to admit over and over how much she loved being a slut for him.
She decided that if she ignored his question, he might not ask again. Abbie doubled her efforts on the huge smooth testicle between her lips. In spite of the discomfited situation, her arousal was building quickly due to Justin's efforts between her legs and surprising pleasure she got from having Nick's engrossing genitalia in her mouth.
Nick reveled in this type of sex play with cuckold couples. He had learned from some of the best in the business in the two plus years since he'd first joined The Bullpen. There was nothing quite as satisfying as watching a cuck couple experience it for the first time—especially in a situation like this where the seduction had gone on so long and the prize at the end of the game was the complete black cock conversion of a young white wife as hot as Abbie Dawson.
"You didn't answer me. I know how much you love sucking on them big ol' nuts, but why don't you tell Justin what you told me about these big titties. Remember you said that after they had my jiz splattered all over them, they were mine now!" Nick challenged as he gripped his cock over her rigid nipples before pounding them hard again.
Justin stopped his ministrations to watch the porn-like interaction taking place between his formerly conservative wife and the muscled black man.
This time Abbie pleaded, "Nick, don't do this, we don't need to go there right now."
"Yes we do slut! He's a grown man, he can handle it! Tell him!"
Justin had never pondered being in this position. He now found himself in the middle of a situation he had fantasized about countless times since Nick had entered their lives and yet here he was suddenly cast into role of depraved referee between his embarrassed wife and her confident black lover.
He did the only natural thing...he sided with Nick Thomas. "Abbie, tell me...tell me what you told him!"
"Umph...oh god Justin...is that really what..."
Her husband cut her off, "...YES Abbie it's what I want. Tell me!"
Abbie licked Nick's big nut one final time before she gasped breathlessly, "Oh fuck...yes I told him my breasts were his. I told him I loved it when he slapped them with his big black cock and I couldn't wait for his hot cum to splatter all over them, like they did before!"
Justin felt semen ooze from his untouched dick.
"That a girl!" Nick said with a big grin as he made eye contact and spoke in her husband's direction. "We need to be honest with ourselves tonight Abbie. Justin knows you love my big black cock and is okay with it or we wouldn't all be here right now." He looked back down at her and finished, "You need to show him!"
Abbie's muffled voice sounded from between Nick's legs, "Oh god...Justin I love you so much. Please don't be mad!"
"I'm not going to be mad baby, I love you too!" Justin responded excitedly before tonguing her bulging clit.
Nick knew he was in complete control of the situation and wanted to make sure the Dawson's knew it too. "Coach, come around over here."
A disappointed whine emanated from Abbie's throat when Justin stopped eating her pussy and moved to Nick's side.
"Abbie's gonna show you how she loves to take my cock down her throat, aren't you slut?"
Justin immediately found Nick's new commanding presence to be utterly arousing. He watched the black stud reposition Abbie's shoulders and adjust her head so it tilted backwards off the edge of the bed. Her thick dark hair cascaded downward against the side sheets.
"The only position any woman can take a cock like mine down their throat is this one. Even still, most women need a lot of practice to do it, but Coach Abbie was a fast learner, weren't you?"
Abbie nodded, a sheepish expression appearing on the part of her face not obscured by the blindfold.
Justin stared in astonishment as he tried to fathom how Nick's huge swollen cockhead could actually fit in his wife's narrow throat, let alone any more of his massive dick.
"Okay here it comes, open wide just like before."
Abbie did as he instructed before he sunk his fat cock in her open mouth. The black man grunted, "Now remember how I taught you, loosen you jaw and relax your throat. Breathe in through your nose and don't succumb to your gag reflex!"
Justin watched and listened as choking and coughing sounds spewed from her throat. He suddenly feared she was in serious discomfort and hating every second of what Nick was forcing her to do. For the first time, Justin felt a strong sense of remorse and wondered if this whole thing wasn't a terrible mistake. How could he let his beautiful wife be used as a sexual plaything...a fucking cum dump for one of their former athletes—a man who now worked in her department at school and was their fucking assistant coach for fuck sakes?
Just as his feelings of doubt crested, he watched as his wife's bound hands moved forward voluntarily and gripped Nick's big balls.
"That a girl, you love those big nuts almost as much as my dick, don't you?" Nick growled.
Abbie's head nodded enthusiastically with Nick's cock lodged inside. "Um hmm..."
Justin's repentant thoughts were quickly washed away as he realized his wife apparently wanted this as much as the man who was feeding her his big black cock.
"Damn her mouth feels good coach, you're a lucky man. Okay Abbie, here comes more!"
Nick pressed forward until the thick head pressed past her tonsils and lodged itself in Abbie's throat. Justin gasped in disbelief—he could actually see the bulging outline of Nick's cockhead moving slowly down into Abbie's lithe neck. Guttural sounds reverberated from her esophagus as Nick's dick stretched and stuffed the tight opening.
Nick now used a technique he'd been taught by one of the more savvy bulls at the Pen to test a husband and wife's commitment to the cuckold lifestyle. He gave the directive, "Justin, reach down and rub your wife's neck, help her relax her throat and take it deeper!"
Justin stared back at the black man like he had two heads. "You want me to do WHAAATT?"
"She loves it Justin. Do it for your wife. Abbie do you want him to assist in helping you take it deeper so I can fuck all the way down your throat?"
Justin peered down and noticed that Abbie's fingers hadn't stopped kneading Nick's balls. In fact they looked to be more urgently squeezing and fondling the oversized pair. He then directed his gaze at his wife's cock-filled face just as she nodded in agreement with Nick's question.



"I told you man, you aren't going to let her down, are you coach?"
Justin took a deep breath, reached down and softly massaged his wife's neck right where Nick's cockhead protruded most noticeably. Nick groaned, "Damn that shit is tight, help it slide in further coach. Help me get it all the way in there so when I cum it'll shoot right into her stomach. That's how it went down in Tahoe, she didn't even spill a drop, did you coach?"
Unintelligible vibrations came from somewhere near her vocal chords as Abbie again nodded her head.
Nick leaned forward and took her big tits in his hands.
Justin found the contrast in color between Nick's oversized paws and his wife's supple white tits to be as arousing as anything he had witnessed to this point. He found himself unconsciously stroking Nick's cock more urgently through the delicate skin of Abbie's neck.
Nick pushed a couple more inches down her throat.
Justin had never harbored homosexual feelings and felt awkward touching another man's dick even through his wife's skin—yet in spite of his shameful feelings he couldn't deny he found the interaction strangely arousing. He stood, transfixed on the entire scene, a scene of which he now inconceivably played an integral part.
Nick groaned as he squeezed Abbie's tits more roughly.
Justin could clearly see and feel the burrowing lump in Abbie's throat, it reminded him of a snake stretching to swallow its prey. He was also mesmerized by the way Nick's meaty scrotum spilled though his wife's delicate fingers and the increased urgency by which she squeezed and kneaded his balls as they moved steadily towards her forehead. Justin found himself squeezing and stroking more urgently, trying to assist in getting the last couple inches of the long fat cock into his wife's mouth.
"Umph...oh fuck yeah, you two are doing great, keep it up! We're almost there." Nick grunted. "Abbie keep playing with my balls and coach...uh...keep stroking her neck, I'm gonna get my nut soon!"
Justin knew what Nick really meant about his role in this debauched triumvirate, but he heeded the order enthusiastically anyway. The coach didn't know if he could stop right now even if he wanted to.
Underneath the blindfold, Abbie's eyes watered down her cheeks. Her jaw was starting to ache and her breathing was strained, yet she could feel her pussy dripping as Nick's cock pressed deeper and deeper. His constant manipulation of her sensitive tits and surreal feeling of Justin rubbing Nick through the skin of her neck was scintillating. She wondered what was going through her husband's mind at the moment—"Did he like being a part of this?"
Her thoughts were interrupted. "Aaahhh YEAH!" Nick shouted as his balls pressed against Abbie's tilted head. "Mmm...SUCK THAT BIG COCK BITCH!"
Justin watched with wide eyes as Nick's head fell back, his heavy breathing suddenly reminding him of an Olympic sprinter gasping for his final twenty meters. The black man grunted loudly and shoved his cock as far down his wife's throat as his balls allowed. "FUCK YEAH, TAKE IT...TAKE IT DEEP!" He roared.
Both Abbie and Justin felt the head of Nick's cock buck and his dick turn to stone as the first eruption surged through it and exploded down her throat. The initial blast was followed by countless ejaculations, each gaining in strength and volume until Nick could barely stand on wobbly legs and his massive balls were effectively drained.
Justin stared, mouth agape. No interracial porn video, lewd photograph or narrative of his wife's sexual exploits with this man had prepared him for what he'd just witnessed. The raw power and emotion of Nick Thomas' testosterone-fueled performance overwhelmed any visions he'd conjured in his mind.
The coach's thoughts oddly turned to Nick's ascension through the diving college ranks and the dominance he'd exhibited over his competition on the springboard. But after what he'd just witnessed, Justin couldn't help but think that despite all his aquatic success, Nick's truest talents were clearly in the bedroom. "What man wouldn't want that kind of sexual prowess!"
Those thoughts would be validated in spades over the remainder of the dissolute night.
A scary but exciting revelation suddenly formed in Justin's mind. The massive black cock shoved deep down his wife's throat had changed them both. Justin's own cuckold desires had been confirmed in dramatic fashion and Abbie's ripened love for his magnificent cock was undeniable. Justin realized they were now completely under Nick Thomas' thrall.
The black man slowly slipped his hulking phallic from her throat.
Watching inch after inch of it slide from between her stretched lips validated Justin's realization that his previously sexually naïve wife was being converted. The same beautiful woman who had always been reticent to giving head, was now willingly deep-throating a huge black cock and enthusiastically inhaling its voluminous eruptions into her gut.
Justin's eyes popped as the bulbous head finally parted his wife's sexy lips depositing a trail of semen across them and down her cheek as Nick's glistening cock slumped heavily and arced over his proud balls. Abbie's tongue instinctively slurped up the viscous remnants and returned them to her mouth.
Nick reached down and removed her blindfold.
Justin expected an awkward exchange following the intense sexual tension and stunning climax he'd just watched. However, after blinking several times, a cute smile formed on his wife's face before she questioned in fun, "Hey, when did you get here Nick?"
After a momentary pause, all three of them busted out laughing.
When the laughter subsided, Justin and Abbie made eye-contact. "Are you okay?" She asked.
"Yeah, are you?"
Abbie nodded sheepishly. "I love you Justin!"
"I love you too baby. Was it different with me in the room?"
"Of course, but I think the blindfold made it a little easier."
"You didn't seem to have too much trouble." Justin joked with a playful grin.
Abbie smiled at him before making eye contact with Nick. "Well, I've had a little practice."
Again they all laughed.
"It looks like you've had a pretty good coach." Justin joked again before smiling in Nick's direction.
"Yeah, I think you could say that..."
A big smile formed on Nick's face and his chest puffed impressively as he took in her nakedness. "You about ready for some more...uh...coaching coach?"
Justin stared at Nick with wide eyes, thinking about the eruption he'd just witnessed. "Oh my god, ARE YOU?"
"Shit...I'm always ready coach!"
"Hang on." Justin countered, suddenly feeling blood flowing to his own dick again. He leaned down and kissed Abbie wetly, immediately recognizing the same musty flavor he'd tasted on her lips in Tahoe. "Are you ready honey?" He asked before unlocking the handcuffs and tossing them aside.
"I don't know...am I?" She asked, seeking his approval, a pensive gaze on her beautiful face.
Justin opened his mouth to speak but before any words came out, Nick interrupted, apparently having waited long enough, "I think we all know the answer to that fucking question. Go sit over there and see for yourself coach!"
Abbie and Justin connected visually one final time. He looked into her glossy eyes, "You want this right?"
Her lips curled ever so slightly before she bit the lower one and nodded like an excited school girl.
Justin gave her an affirmative wink before he moved to the leather chair on his side of the bed. He could suddenly feel himself sweating. Butterflies filled his stomach in anticipation for the moment he'd waited so long to experience. He watched as his gorgeous wife lie on their marital bed dressed in only a sopping g-string, spectacular tits heaving invitingly as deep breaths filled her lungs.
While standing next to the bed, Nick's big muscular legs bulged as his black ass partially concealed Justin's view. Nick stared down at his sexy female coach. "Come get another taste," he offered as he held his semi-flaccid cock in her direction.
Justin noticed the hungry gaze on Abbie's face as she rolled onto her stomach and inched her way over to him. As she slid up onto her elbows, Nick placed one of his feet up on the bed next to her. His huge black balls swung forward and back, bouncing off his thigh in the process.
Abbie opened her mouth. Nick took his time smearing his cockhead from her wet lips, across her flushed cheeks, and against her painted eyelids before slapping her nose. He then brought his reinvigorated stick back to her saliva-filled mouth and pushed it inside. Abbie slurped it sloppily with no care as to how much spilled down her chin. Over the next few minutes she slutishly sucked, licked, and kissed his cock like one of the porn stars on the TV behind her.
Justin watched, completely astounded at who his wife had become. He thought about all the alcohol they had consumed before Nick's arrival. And while all that imbibing clearly contributed to her current behavior, it wasn't the booze that made her this way—Justin could clearly see she was suffering from another affliction. His beautiful wife was cock drunk!
Abbie's enthusiastic efforts eventually returned Nick's glistening dick to its incomprehensible grandeur. The young diver pulled it from her lips, aimed it toward the ceiling and stroked the top couple of inches that protruded above his belly button. Abbie knew the program. Saliva oozed from her lips before she latched onto one of his exposed testicles hanging in front of her. Justin's eyes were like saucers trying to come to grips with its size. His sexy wife couldn't even get her lips around it. The awed coach thought back to how many times he'd wondered what Nick was sporting under that Speedo and now he wondered how the garment had possibly contained him.
His thoughts were interrupted by Nick's deep voice, "Ooohh yeah, suck on em'. Get them big boyz back building up that nigger nectar you love so much!"
Abbie and Justin made eye contact following Nick's crude comment. While it made them both slightly uncomfortable, it didn't stop her from continuing to suck on the ebony orb or for her husband's dick to remain stiff as steel.
After another minute of oral efforts Nick announced, "Okay it's time we got that married pussy some of what it needs!"
Nick pulled her hips over to the edge of the bed. Justin could see the wetness soaking her panties as she lifted her knees and spread her legs for him. The reinvigorated black man bent at the knees and slapped his heavy dick against Abbie's wet pussy through the fabric of the g-string.
She squealed, "Oh yeah...you know what I like! Please don't tease me..."
"Uh huh...why don't you tell your husband what you want!" Nick challenged as he slapped his cock against her pussy again.
Abbie wished she had the willpower to resist and make Nick treat her with a little more respect in front of Justin, but the fact was his brusque treatment turned her on and she simply couldn't wait any longer. She had thought about his cock all week, especially after her conversation with Brie, and now she wanted it more than she could stand. "Oh shit...Justin," she whimpered, "God...I want him inside me...I want to feel his big black cock inside me!"
"Take him baby. Take his huge dick and tell me how that big fucking thing makes you feel!" Justin blurted with excitement as he reached down and rubbed his own cock.
"I love you Justin," Abbie whimpered one final time before Nick jammed his fingers inside her g-string and yanked it to the side exposing her little glistening dark muff and thick slippery pussy lips. He held the soaked strip of material in his left hand as he rubbed his gigantic cock up and down her gushing slit.
"Your wife has some juicy pussy lips coach. She loves getting em' spanked by this big cock right here. Don't you slut?"
Abbie nodded as she watched anxiously while propped up on her elbows, her delicate fingers pinching and tweaking her big nipples.
"Tell me what you want!"
"Ugh...oh god...I want your big cock. I want you to fuck me!" She whimpered. "Please don't make me beg!"
Justin stopped rubbing himself, he knew if he didn't stop he was going to cum in his shorts. His beautiful 28-year-old wife looked hotter than at any moment he could remember—her stunning body naked, willing, and ready to be ravaged by her alpha black male.
Nick shoved the fat head of his circumcised cock inside. Abbie's splayed lips stretched around it like a tight rubber band. Her eyes rolled back in her head as it fell back to the mattress. She moaned loudly, "Ohhh...unh...uhn...soo big...oh shit!"
Nick glanced back over his shoulder at Justin with a shit-eating grin before he pushed a couple more inches inside. Abbie gasped, "Jesus...god...umph...yeah!"
Justin stood slack jawed as Nick proceeded to feed the entire length of his giant cock into his wife's stuffed slit. Sounds unlike anything he'd ever heard escaped from her mouth and filled the room. The scene was so surreal, it wasn't until Nick's black sack bounced off Abbie's ass and the mattress below it, that it hit Justin that they weren't using protection.
"You'll pull out, won't you?" He asked, his voice completely weak and distant.
"Huh? Uh...yeah...uh huh..." the black bull answered without inflection or emotion. He then proceeded to pull his cock all the way back until only the head remained inside Abbie's swollen lips. Her glistening wetness clung to every square inch of the rutted surface. For the first time Justin noticed the length and thickness of the veins that pumped blood through the enormous organ. He tried to focus but before his eyes could do so, Nick shoved the entire length back into his wife.
Abbie cried out in pleasure.
"Daammnn that shit is tight!" Nick growled as his head fell backwards.
The young diver did it again and again and again. Each time nearly letting the bulbous head escape the confines of her married clinging lips before thrusting it back inside. His huge balls cascaded off the mattress with each injection.
Abbie was a mess of desire, pleasure and apprehension. The feelings of sexual elation were returning quickly as her slippery pussy welcomed Nick's incredible girth, but the trepidation of Justin's presence still pulled her backwards. She looked in his direction with glossy eyes and shortened breath.
In spite of her obvious signs of pleasure, Justin could tell Abbie was still holding back. "Baby, give yourself to him! This is what we've both wanted for a long time...don't hold back! I love you!"
Finally confident Justin's feelings were allayed, Abbie let herself become the sex craved tigress Nick tamed in Tahoe. "God your big cock feels so good! Fuck me!"
Nick gripped her by the ankles and spread her legs as his muscled ass jabbed forward and back at a renewed pace.
Abbie squealed, "Oh yes...shit...that feels sooo good! I love it!"
Over the next several minutes, Nick fucked her like a real bull until she was begging him not to stop.
Justin could tell by the signs, Abbie was nearing that special place quickly. He finally allowed himself to rub his own dick again.
Abbie's unending moans and guttural grunts filled the room as Nick pounded into her. Justin watched as she desperately gripped Nick's huge arms in an attempt to pull him down for a kiss. He resisted. She whimpered her frustration as his hulking frame now obscured much of Justin's view. The coach could see sweat beads dripping down Nick's back. He contemplated moving to another position, but realized he no longer needed a perfect visual—the sounds told the story.
"Uhn...uhn...oh god...oh god...it feels so good! Please don't stop...you're going to...uhn...jesus...so fast...uhn...you're going to make me cum...you're going to make me cum so fast! I love how you fuck me Nick! Don't stop!"
"Yeah bitch, cum all over that big nigger dick! Just like all them times before!"
Justin dropped his shorts and madly stroked his cock just as his wife climaxed.
"YYYYEEEEESSSSS! OH GAAAWWED! SO GOOOOOD! Abbie screamed as her back arched and pussy juice exploded from deep in her womb. It splattered in a forceful wave all over Nick's big black pistoning cock. Justin's eyes nearly bugged out of his head at the volume that spilled off Nick's bounding scrotum and splashed against their sheets and onto the floor. He didn't need any further stimulation, his own balls tightened and he came on his stomach.
The thunderstruck coach slumped in the chair as he struggled to catch his breath. The scene had been more scintillating than anything he could have dreamed. Three years of fantasy driven imaginations had all just culminated in a mind-blowing crescendo that took his breath away.
Then he realized it wasn't over...
Nick pounded Abbie right through her orgasm. He now leaned forward as her fingers tangled in his kinky dreads. She pulled him down urgently and like two hormone driven teenagers, they mashed like it was their first time.
The kiss went on—all the while Nick railed into Abbie's dripping pussy relentlessly.
She could feel that familiar feeling building deep inside her again. Never in her wildest dreams before hooking up with him, could she imagine having multiple orgasms—especially the kind of squirting cums she had just experienced. But after that first night in her bed and then again in Tahoe, she now had come to expect them. She couldn't wait for the next one. "Oh god Nick...uhn yeah...you're gonna make me go again!"
"Tell your husband how much you love my big cock!"
Abbie hesitated as more grunts and gasps spewed from her mouth.
"Tell HIM!" Nick demanded.
Justin stood, his shorts around his ankles and cum dribbling down his belly. His eyes glued to Abbie's rapturous gaze.
"...Oh god honey, his big cock feels so good! He's gonna make me cum again!"
"Do it baby! Cum on his big black cock!" Justin shouted, now with a much better view as the black serpent ravaged his euphoric wife. He could see her pussy lips turn inside out with each powerful thrust. Their protégé was now huffing like a real bull.
"Ohhhh god I can feel him everywhere...so deep...and my clit...SO GOOOD! Oh Justin, I'M CUUUUUMMMIIINNNGGG AGAAAIIINNN!"
Her husband stood mesmerized as his wife's gushing pussy erupted for a second time in less than two minutes.
This time however, Nick wasn't far behind. Every muscle in his chiseled body flexed. He roared loudly as he yanked his cock from inside her. Pussy juice dripped from the pulsing phallic as he stroked it just before the first blast exploded and splattered heavily across Abbie's still heaving body. Justin watched as stream after stream plastered his wife's sinewy core from her chin to her belly button—her bounding d-cups taking the heaviest brunt of it.
When it finally concluded all three of them stared at one another in rapt fascination before they broke out in mild laughter. The scene had been so sexually charged the brief respite just felt like the right thing to do.
Finally Justin volunteered to get a towel for Abbie. When he returned, she and Nick were engaged in quiet conversation. Justin couldn't help but stare at volume of semen spread across his wife's naked body as he handed her the towel.
Nick broke the silence, "Hey coach all that shit made me thirsty, what'd ya say you whip us up something to drink. Vodka or whiskey is always good for fucking!"
Ten minutes later Justin returned with a tray of cocktails and shots. As he entered the room he found Nick and Abbie both kneeling on the bed kissing and laughing. Nick's big hands each gripped one of Abbie's tits while one of hers was wrapped around his black flaccid cock.
"Round three already?" Justin asked with a laugh.
"Nah, just getting' in the mood coach!" Nick joked.



"How about some mood juice then, god knows I could use one after that!" Justin offered.
"Okay, everyone does a shot before we drink anything else," Nick ordered more than suggested. Abbie feigned her displeasure, before a cute smile formed on her face. They each reached for one.
Just then a female voice chimed from near the doorway, "Do you have another one of those?"
All three heads turned to see a young perky blonde dressed only in boyshort style panties and a half-cut dark green and gold tank top with a large Sacramento State Hornet on the chest. A large set of round breasts spilled out the bottom of the tiny top.
Abbie screamed as she moved quickly behind Nick's hulking torso to hide her nakedness, "Who the fuck are you? What are doing in our house?"
Justin recognized the short-cropped blonde immediately, but even he was suddenly uncomfortable with his own state of undress.
"Guys chill, I invited a friend to join us!" Nick's deep voice sounded. "This is my friend Courtney. Justin I'm sure you remember her!"
"What???" Abbie screamed again. "Make her leave!"
"Nah, she's cool! I invited her to keep coach company tonight." He turned his head towards Abbie behind him, "We're gonna be busy, I thought he could use a little chill time."
This time both Abbie and Justin shouted, "What???"
"It's not a big deal, they can have a little fun in the other room, while we do our thing."
Suddenly both dive coaches remembered the conversation Abbie had with Brie earlier in the week and the mention of "fillies" from The Bullpen. Blood began to flow to Justin's cock as he snuck a peek and checked out Courtney's rockin' young body.
Abbie was still freaking out, "What did you mean when you said Justin should remember her?"
Nick laughed, "Oh shit nothin'—she waited on us at the brewery earlier this week when we set this up."
Abbie glared angrily at Justin, "You set this up for her to come here tonight?"
"No honey! I didn't know anything about this part! I only set up Nick coming over!"
"That's right baby," Nick spoke in a more calming voice, "he didn't know anything about Court coming over. This was all my idea! He laughed. "And as I kneel here now, I can say it was a good one!"
"Bullshit!" Abbie snapped. "I'm not going to let some young...uh...chick...come waltzing in here and sleep with my husband!"
This time Nick spoke more forcefully, "They ain't gonna sleep together, they're just going to have a little fun while we do our thing!"
Abbie started to object again before Nick turned his head and spoke in hushed tones. Justin couldn't make out what was being said, but based on Abbie's reaction he was making a convincing argument.
Finally after nearly a minute Abbie gave an apprehensive head nod.
"Okay, now that that's settled, give this girl one of those shots!" Nick announced boisterously.
Abbie and Justin stared emotionlessly at one another for several seconds before Nick's voice broke the silence, "C'mon coach, give this girl a COCKtail!" The emphasis on "COCK' wasn't lost on Justin or Abbie.
Justin approached Courtney and held out the tray. "Nice to see you again," he offered as he noticed just how young she looked.
"Nice to see you again too!" She replied with a perky giggle before grabbing one of the whiskey shots and pounding it down quickly.
"Why don't you guys take what else you want and leave the rest of that tray for us while you get better acquainted in the other room!" Nick suggested.
Again there was a long pause before Justin set the tray on his desk. He and Courtney each grabbed a drink and moved slowly towards the door. Before they exited, he heard Abbie's voice behind him, "Justin..." He turned.
"I love you!" She said in a hushed tone.
"I love you too babe..." he replied before slowly heading out the door.
Justin was a bundle of emotions when he and Courtney arrived in the guest bedroom. On one hand, the nervousness of being in a sex fueled environment with someone other than Abbie for the first time in ten years had his heart pounding like a drum. On the other, the excitement over the opportunity to be with a hot young babe like Courtney, with his wife's okay, already had his cock hard as steel.
That development made for an obvious conversation starter.
Courtney bit her lower lip and smiled cutely, "Looks like you have a bit of a problem there..."
Justin looked down at his tented shorts and back at Courtney embarrassingly, "You noticed?"
She giggled again, "It's a little hard to miss."
"Yeah...uh...well...that tank top has me a little...uh...distracted."
She browsed at her double-d's, knowing she looked hot in the half-shirt. "You mean because of the hornet?" Courtney joked, eyelashes blinking sexily.
This time they both laughed.
"No...because of what's popping out of the bottom!" Justin smiled with a panting dog expression on his face.
"Oh if that's the case maybe you'll be less distracted if I do this, Courtney teased before she reached down and lifted the fabric exposing her huge tits. Justin's eyes nearly popped out of his head. He hadn't seen many live breasts besides Abbie's (only at strip clubs) since his marriage, but now he was face to face with a set that gave his wife's a run for their money.
"Whoa, I don't think that's going to do anything to help with my distraction, but I can't say I'm too upset with your sympathy for my situation!"
They both laughed again.
"Why don't we get a little more comfortable," Courtney suggested with a naughty smile as she nodded towards the bed, "I have some things I'd like to get off my chest!"
Justin couldn't believe this was happening. Only minutes before, he'd watched his beautiful wife cum all over her black lover's massive cock before Nick coated her body with a prodigious semen shower. Justin had thought at the time that he couldn't imagine anything more arousing, but now only a short time later, a gorgeous 22-year-old offers her spectacular breasts to him while his wife is still in the other room with her black bull. "Am I in a dream?"
"Hang on," Justin said before he reached for his drink and guzzled it down. In spite of how fucked-up he already was, he figured one last dose of liquid courage couldn't hurt. They fell on the bed together and were soon tangled up under the covers. They kissed and petted before Justin took her tits in his hands. He immediately thought to himself that they felt a little bit larger than Abbie's d-cups, but not quite as firm. Nevertheless, they were certainly capable of providing just about any man a lifetime of enjoyment.
Courtney shoved her tongue into Justin's mouth and flicked her stud against his receptive counterpart. Justin had never kissed anyone with a tongue ring, but he immediately understood the allure. He tried to imagine how good it might feel flicking against his balls.
The young blonde's hand slipped down and gripped Justin's raging hard-on. "I see you are still distracted," she giggled into his ear.
"Oh shit, please don't stop doing that..."
Justin dropped his head and took one of Courtney's hard nipples between his lips. After sucking and biting it to her delight, he moved to the other one. As he did so he noticed a small tattoo on her breast. It had the initials "BP" on it with a small female horse head beneath. "I hope you don't mind me asking, but what does the tat represent? An old boyfriend or something?"
Courtney smiled, "No it's for a place called The Bullpen."
Suddenly Abbie's conversation with Brie resonated in his mind. He remembered Brie talking about Amber and the other "fillies". The horse head made perfect sense, Nick was an active recruiter and Courtney fit the bill as Brie described—young, hot, and fuckable.
"So I know a little about that place from a conversation Abbie had with her friend Brie."
Courtney smiled widely, "You guys know Brie and her husband Dave?"
"Yeah, she and Abbie have mutual friends."
"That's awesome, I was just with them last week at the Pen. They're great!"
Justin suspected what she meant by with them, but instead of probing directly he asked, "So are you a filly there?"
"Yes, Nick invited me last year and I've been loving it ever since. You know about fillies too?"
"Just what Brie told us. I understand one of our former divers Amber Tisdale is one in New York."
"That's what Nick said, I haven't met her, but I heard she's totally hot. I can't wait to, hopefully soon! Anyway, you and your wife obviously love the cuckold scene, have you guys thought about joining the Pen?"
"Oh I don't know, we just learned about it recently. I'm not sure we are ready for anything like that." Justin answered cautiously.
"You should, you guys will love it! The bulls are amazing and based on what Nick has told me about Abbie, she would be quite popular. It would blow your mind too Justin!"
"There's so much to consider, I'm sure we'll talk more about it soon."
Justin had no idea that conversation would begin the following morning.
With plenty of liquid courage coursing through his veins, Justin asked, "So speaking of blowing, what do you say you show me how that tongue ring feels?" He asked with a nervous laugh while lifting the covers.
Courtney giggled, "I can't really do that, but how about if I use my hand some more," she grinned mischievously as she stretched his briefs over his hard cock and pushed them down past his thighs. She gripped his cock and stroked, "So tell me, how was it seeing your wife and Nick for the first time?"
"Captivating!"
"Yeah? I bet! Nick told me about Tahoe and the time before. It sounded really hot!"
"What did he say?"
"He said your wife loved every second of it, she couldn't get enough! He said it surprised him a little bit because she started off pretty naïve, but before long she turned into a dirty little bird!" Courtney laughed. "Nick has a way of bringing that out in women!"
"Dirty little bird? Like what did he say?"
"Oh I'm sure she told you all this stuff...the handcuffs, IR porn, striptease...it was all her idea."
"Yeah, I heard about those things, I was surprised she got that wild!" Justin answered, comfortable he knew all the details and suddenly thinking this young girl didn't really know what constituted dirty.
"Oh then she must have told you the other stuff too..." Courtney asked before she sucked on one of his nipples while still stroking his cock.
"I think I have a good sense of what went down...Mmm...that feels good!" Justin grunted now moving his own hand from her luscious tit towards her pussy. Before it reached, Courtney grabbed his wrist, "Let's not go there right now, play with my boobs some more."
The move surprised Justin, but he figured she just needed more time to loosen up.
Courtney then hit him with both barrels. "Yeah, Nick said your wife really gets off on his fingers and tongue in her ass! But what surprised him the most was how much she loved returning the favor!"
Justin stopped squeezing Courtney's tits, "Wait...did you say my wife...uh Abbie...licked Nick's ass?"
"Yeah, it even surprised him a little! He said she really got into it!" Courtney divulged before she laughed.
"What's so funny?" Justin asked, surprise still in his voice.
"Oh I don't know. I think it's kind of a black man thing, all the ones I've met really love that rimming shit. I know it's one of Nick's favorite things!" She giggled again.
"I really can't see my wife doing that..."
"Has she never done it for you?"
Justin hesitated, deep in thought, "Not until this past weekend, I thought it was just a special birthday surprise..."
Courtney cleared her voice, "Well then I think you have Nick Thomas to thank for that Justin. Who do you think taught her?"
The hot blonde could see a look of realization form on Justin's face, "...yeah...uh yeah...I guess I do have him to thank for that."
The young blonde had learned that Pen wives rimming of black men was one of the taboos that many cuck husband's struggled to come to grips with. Nevertheless, all bulls insisted on it, regardless if the husband's ever found out or approved.
As Justin's awkward response hung in the air, they both heard a loud slap followed by a pleasurable squeal. Moments later they heard another one. Courtney kept stroking Justin's cock. "Sounds like they're onto round three!"
"Yeah, it does..." Justin answered absently, trying his best to listen for further confirmation.
It came moments later with another slap and a moan. "I think he's doing her doggy, the young blonde surmised, "Nick said it's her favorite position. She loves it when he spanks her ass while he fucks her from behind!"
"I have to go see!" Justin blurted as he hurriedly pulled the covers back.
"Wait, I'll go with you, but don't go running in there and distract them, it'll be hotter If we watch from the doorway."
The unmistakable sounds of animal sex grew louder as they headed down the hallway. Justin's heart beat rapidly as his wife's cries of passion intensified. The door to the master bedroom was partially closed but not so much they didn't have an unobstructed view of the bed when they peered in. The scene that awaited them was something right out of the hottest interracial porn flick Justin could imagine—but in this porno, his wife was one of the stars.
"Feels good don't it slut?" Nick growled as he pounded away.
"Uhn...uhn...fuck me Nick...yeah...your big cock feels so good! Spank me again!"
The muscled black man spanked her tight bubble ass with his right hand as he railed into her doggy style in the middle of the bed. His huge cock pistoned out of her at a breakneck pace as his oversized nuts banged off her toned thighs.
Abbie was on her knees and elbows with her spectacular ass raised to the perfect height for Nick's onslaught. Her sexy tits jiggled with each thrust of his onyx pole. A large handful of her thick dark hair filled Nick's left paw, pulling her head backwards as an unending litany of moans and grunts escaped her pursed lips.
"Uhn...uhn...yeah...oomph...yeah...uhn...fffuck...yes..."
Courtney's small hand slipped down and gripped Justin's cock as he watched, mouth agape. She stroked it lightly and whispered in his ear, "Fuck Justin...your wife is so hot! Nick said she was, but I had no idea she looked like that! No wonder he loves fucking her so much!"
Justin stared back at her and nodded. His mind was ablaze with aroused thoughts of validation for all the times he had imagined his beautiful wife and their muscular diving protégé engaging in the kind of fervent sex they were at this moment—his wife representing the perfect fare-skinned feminine specimen and Nick Thomas the unyielding dark alpha male.
"God they look good together..." Courtney breathed erotically into Justin's ear as she stroked him more urgently.
"Oh yes Nick don't stop!" Abbie cried out.
"Tell me, how is it compared to Coach Justin's dick?"
"Oh god, big..."
"What do you mean? Much bigger?" Nick growled.
"Oh yeah, so much bigger! He could never make me feel like this!"
Justin watched and listened in amazement. His wife's guilty admission only a source for further arousal.
"You gonna cum on this big nigger dick again slut?" Nick questioned lewdly before jamming his middle finger in his mouth.
"Oh god, yes Nick you're gonna make me cum again! I love it...uhn...yeah!"
"Tell me...tell me what your tight married pussy is gonna cream all over!" Nick growled as he slid his slick finger over her asshole.
"Yeah, that feels good! I love everything—especially your big black cock! I'm gonna cum all over your huge nigger dick again!"
Justin watched and listened in disbelief. Had his wife really just used the words, "huge nigger dick?"
"See if this helps slut!" Nick shouted as he shoved his slippery digit in her tight puckered hole.
"OHH GAAAWWWDDD, THAT'S IT! I'm gonna cum Nick...You're making me cum again...so fucking good...yeah...FFFUUUCCCKKK MEEEE!" Abbie's entire body went stiff before an explosion of sex fluid erupted between her legs.
At the same time Justin's load dumped from his rigid cock onto the hardwood floor in the hallway.
They watched as Abbie collapsed onto the bed face first. After a momentary pause, Justin and Courtney shared a bout of hushed laughter. They quietly made their way back to the spare bedroom. In spite of the excitement, after all the booze Justin had consumed over the past several hours and now having busted a second nut, he basically passed out the minute his head hit the pillow.
*****
He awoke several hours later with a pounding head and desert-dry mouth. He glanced over at the clock—it read 3:17 a.m. He instinctively reached across, but he found no one in the bed next to him. It took him a moment to recall that the young blonde hottie from the brewery had been lying next to him when he undoubtedly passed out. The groggy dive coach reasoned that she must have headed home, certain that he was done for the night. As he lay there, Justin tried to clear his head of the proverbial cobwebs caused by a long night of partying and sex play.
His thoughts turned to Abbie and the final sexual crescendo he'd witnessed between her and Nick. He wondered if Nick had left following that climax, likely taking Courtney with him when he did. As he started to get out of bed, he caught a whiff of something foreign to he and Abbie's home. "That smells like marijuana..."
It was a warm night in Sacramento, Justin automatically assumed the skunky smell had wafted through the windows from the neighbor's backyard.
But as he exited the guest room and with every step he took, the unmistakable scent grew stronger and stronger. He began to wonder what in the hell was going on. When he came around the corner, he could see a dim glow illuminating from the still partially open door of his room, hazy smoke filled the air...then he heard the sounds.
"Fuck yeah, that shit is still tight, but it's finally opening up!" The deep voice confirmed Nick Thomas had not yet departed.
"I think that weed loosened her up...yeah baby right there...uhn...yeah...lick it!" Justin now realized that Courtney likely hadn't left either. He was pretty certain the female voice he'd just heard was hers. In spite of his aching head, his heart beat fast in his chest. He was excited at the possibilities, but completely unprepared for what he would see when he finally peered into his room.
When he did, his beautiful wife was still on her knees and elbows on the bed. She was also still completely naked and her fantastic tits bounded forward and back as their black protégé pounded her from behind.
However, unlike Justin's previous viewing, two things were dramatically different now. The first—while Nick Thomas was still pummeling roughly into Abbie from behind, this time his glistening black cock was pounding away in his wife's formerly virgin ass. The second—instead of Abbie's face being buried in the bed sheets, it was buried between the legs of the hot 22-year-old brewery server who only a few hours previously had shared a bed with him.
"Pound her ass Nicky, she's finally getting used to it, aren't you baby?" Courtney gushed with gritted teeth, legs spread wide, and fingers imbedded in Abbie's thick hair.
"So big..." Abbie grunted. "It still hurts...but a little bit better. So much cock...god...it's so deep...agh...agh"
"Give her another hit of that Sour Diesel—that shit is finally loosening up her tight hole!" Nick growled.
"Now? Her tongue just found my clit...uhn...yeah...lick it baby!"
"Yes now!" He ordered.
Justin watched as Courtney reached across to his nightstand and pulled a half-smoked joint and a lighter from one of him and Abbie's kitchen bowls. She sparked the blunt until it glowed cherry red. She held her breath for several seconds before puffing a cloud of smoke into their bedroom.



In spite of all the other visual images overwhelming Justin's senses at the moment, watching the weed cloud billow into his bedroom made him cringe.
But he immediately forgot all about what he'd just seen when his beautiful wife lifted her mouth from the hot 22-year-old's pussy and took a hit from a marijuana joint that Courtney held to her lips. The young girl giggled, "That's it baby, when you're ready, blow it on my kitty!"
"Give me another hit of that fine shit too!" Nick grunted, all the while keeping up his unrelenting pounding of Abbie's obscenely stretched rectum. "Damn this shit feels good, I've wanted in this ass for as long as I can remember!"
Courtney handed him the spliff and just as he inhaled deeply, Abbie released her intake against Courtney's pussy and followed it with a playful, "Meow..."
Courtney and Abbie busted up in an obviously baked response. The laughing made Nick lose his concentration and his hit came seeping from his lips before he totally lost it and joined the two of them in a fit of stoned hilarity.
Once they finally stopped, Nick directed, "Coach climb up on top her face with your head between her legs."
Justin watched as Nick expertly guided the girls into a sixty-nine as he positioned himself behind Abbie's hot ass again. The dive coach could see large red marks on his wife's curvy bubble cheeks where he'd seen Nick spank her earlier. Large amounts of lubricant mixed with Nick's pre-cum oozed from her gaped asshole.
Justin contemplated entering the room, but something about the voyeuristic component turned him on. The stealth behavior had never been part of his fantasies, but this was all new territory. How could he possibly know how he would react to seeing his beautiful wife getting fucked in the ass by a huge black cock while she ate pussy for the first time? He reached down and started rubbing his dick again.
"How's that pussy taste coach?" Nick barked as he rubbed the head of his fat cock up and down Abbie's crack from her asshole to her dripping pussy.
"MMMmmm" she answered without lifting her head.
Justin was thankful that Nick had positioned them on the bed such that he could see all the action from the side. He jacked himself off more urgently now as he watched Abbie's tongue flick across Courtney's clit. She didn't look like a first timer.
"Uh huh, eat my pussy baby!" Courtney encouraged. "Damn, this married bitch is a natural Nick...uhn...fuck yeah!"
"Oh is that right Court, well after you taste her ass, why don't you show her what that tongue stud of yours can do!" Nick challenged as he brought his fat head to the beer server's lips and pushed it inside. "Suck her married ass from my cock slut!"
Abbie's own thoughts were a blurred mess. Never in her wildest dreams had she expected Justin to invite Nick to the house after what had happened the previous weekend. She had no idea that he'd learned about her sex with Nick and that he'd used that knowledge to set up tonight's rendezvous with him.
Her recollection then focused on when Justin had watched and even participated when she'd deep throated Nick and then watched nearby when he fucked her to multiple squirting cums. Yet in spite of her wild sex with Nick, she was apprehensive when Justin went to the other room with Courtney. But her concerns were eventually allayed when Nick convinced her that the two of them wouldn't be doing anything more than touching and kissing. Meanwhile he and his delicious cock had reignited her to the point of begging. Nick proceeded to give her the doggy pounding she had pleaded for. She was guiltily thankful that Justin hadn't been there to witness her sluttish actions (at least that she was aware).
Now as she knelt on her hands and knees straddling Courtney's beautiful body, countless thoughts coursed through her. "What's Justin going to think when he learns I had lesbian and anal sex for the first time? How am I going to tell him that after I finally got used to Nick's size, I really started loving the way it felt with his big cock in my butt? And that once the initial apprehension went away with Courtney, I got so excited at how it felt to do oral on her?"
Just as Abbie processed those thoughts, she felt Nick's fat cock push against her asshole and Courtney's tongue ring diddle her clit again. She moaned out loud then excitedly dropped her head between the young blonde's legs.
Justin stroked his cock frantically as the unfathomable scene played out on his marital bed.
Nick picked up where he'd left off and started fucking Abbie hard in the ass. It wasn't long before rapturous sounds of pleasure cascaded from her throat as the two youngsters performed their special talents on her.
"Yeah, how's that shit feel now coach? How you like her ring on your clit?"
"MMMmmm...sooo good...it feels so good! Her tongue is amazing!"
"How bout' your ass? You all done cryin' and shit?" Nick challenged as his glistening cock pistoned in and out of his former coach's ass.
"Jeez...it still hurts, but not like before. I'm...I'm...starting to...uh...like it...uhn...uhn..."
A proud smile came to Nick's face. "Another white convert..." With that, he pulled his fat dick from her stretched hole. It remained fully dilated as he rubbed his thumb over the circular opening. Abbie grunted her approval.
Justin couldn't believe he was actually witnessing Abbie having anal sex. Never in his wildest fantasies had he expected this. Over the course of their marriage she had always shut him down at even the slightest mention of it. And now here she was getting it hard from a black cock that most women would struggle to take in their appropriate anatomy.
Justin then watched with wide eyes as Nick let a long saliva stream spill from his lips and land inside Abbie's dilated hole. And then as if to distribute it properly, he gripped his big cock, slapped her sphincter several times, and shoved it back inside to finish the job.
Abbie squealed in pleasure and pain.
It didn't take long before she began feeling an orgasm building from an unfamiliar place deep in her body. The foreign pleasurable sensations being delivered by her two young sex partners racked her overwhelmed body to the point she could no longer concentrate on her efforts. Her head tilted backwards, Courtney's pussy juice spilling down her chin as constant whimpers seeped from her lips.
"You two...so good...you make me feel sooo good! Plllllleeeeease don't stop! Oh yeah, lick me Courtneeeyyyy! YESSSS LIKE THAT! Oh god...you guys are going to make me go again!"
"You want my seed in your ass slut!"
"God YES Nick, cum in me—I want to feel it shoot inside! You need to do it fast...I'm almost there!"
Justin watched, completely enthralled as Nick pumped into her more aggressively, wet sounds filled the room.
Nick gripped his wife's sexy hips and held her rigid as his entire body flexed. The young black man roared as he exploded inside his former coach's virgin ass.
Abbie could feel the sensation as countless ropes of Nick's hot cum painted her rectal cavity and pushed her over the edge. She shrieked as her ejaculation splattered messily all over Courtney's pretty face. The coed did her best to lap up, but she got nearly asphyxiated from the messy outburst.
And then the poor girl experienced a second wave when Nick pulled his viper from Abbie's ass and a viscous creampie oozed down the married coach's slippery pussy lips and squashed thickly on the young girl's face.
After a long moment of incredulity Courtney joked, "Damn, somebody throw me a frickin' life preserver down here!"
Nick erupted in laughter immediately, moments later after catching her breath, Abbie did too.
Meanwhile, Justin stared down at his newest mess on the hardware floor. His hand was coated too. Again he contemplated heading into his room to join them, but something pulled him in the other direction. He wandered out to the kitchen, cleaned himself up, poured a big glass of ice water and stumbled back to the guest room.
*****
The following morning Justin woke with a pounding head. He looked to his side and wasn't surprised when the bed was empty next to him. He crawled from the bed, took a long piss and made his way out to the main room. The house was quiet.
Justin refilled his water cup and downed several Tylenol before returning to the living room. He stole a glance out the sheared draperies and observed Nick's Mustang parked in the driveway—he wasn't surprised. Justin wondered what his neighbors would think seeing a foreign car in the driveway, especially if any of them had seen a black man enter the previous night.
No other cars were visible, making Justin question whether Courtney was still around. "Shit, for all I know, she might have Ubered over here." After what he'd witnessed in the middle of the night, he suspected all three of them were probably still tangled up in his bed.
The dive coach crashed down on the couch and turned on the tube. It was opening day of the NFL season, perfect for vegging on the couch all day if necessary. Justin wasn't the least bit sure what else this day might bring.
Justin's thoughts turned to the events of the previous night. He had looked forward to that experience for such a long time—finally seeing Nick and Abbie together had turned out to be everything he hoped...and more. Later seeing his conservative wife in an anal threesome was unthinkable, but his arousal at the experience was nothing short of exhilarating. "Oh my god, she was actually eating pussy while he fucked her in the ass with that...that fucking tree branch!" Justin rubbed his cock through his shorts as he contemplated where in the world this craziness would take them moving forward.
Just then he heard a door handle turn and the sound of squeaky hinges. Oddly enough with all the other much more important things on his mind, Justin reminded himself that he needed to oil the hinges on their master bedroom door.
Moments later Abbie came around the corner barefoot and dressed in one of his tee-shirts. The oversized top covered her shapely hips but not much else. Her tanned thighs looked incredibly sexy peaking from underneath and her big braless tits jiggled enticingly as she moved. Her hair was a tangled mess. But despite her obvious exhaustion, Justin still observed an unmistakable radiance emanating from his gorgeous wife.
Nick Thomas walked not far behind, dressed in only his sweat pants. His muscle shirt was draped over his arm, exposing his tatted torso. Justin waited to see if Courtney appeared. When she didn't he asked, "Anyone else coming out of there?"
"Nah she bailed early this morning," Nick answered casually.
Justin and Abbie made immediate eye contact. Her bloodshot eyes looked hazy and languid. A small knowing smile formed on her lips. "Honey, before I forget, there's something sticky on the floor outside our room, we need to remember to clean it up today."
Justin returned her gaze, his own guilty smile forming, "Oh, is that right? Maybe I spilled some of the drinks last night..."
"Yeah maybe that was it..." Abbie answered, fighting back a giggle but grinning nonetheless.
She came over and sat next to him on the couch. She gave him a wet kiss on the lips. Nick parked himself in the Lazy-boy facing them as Justin muted the sound on the TV.
"How are you doing today?" Abbie asked cautiously.
"I'm a little rough around the edges, but not too bad considering how much I drank." Justin answered with a sheepish grin before he asked "Long night?"
Abbie looked over at Nick and then back at him, "Yeah, I think you could say that."
"Well, obviously that was something else last night. I think it's safe to say this relationship has moved to another dimension. We all know we could sit here all morning beating around the bush, so I'll just get it out on the table, where do we go from here?"
There was a long pause before Nick answered, "Well coach, as I was just saying to Ab...uh your wife, in the bedroom, this has been an incredible experience...even beyond what I could imagine. Getting that scholarship from you guys and then learning all I did from y'all the past couple of years—I can't thank either of you enough."
They both nodded back proudly.
Nick continued, "And on top of that, what has gone on between us these past three months has been a hell of a lot of fun. But I have to say, we can't do this anymore unless...unless you guys are interested in making a more active commitment."
Abbie and Justin both immediately thought back to Abbie's conversation with Brie when Nick had given her an ultimatum...an ultimatum that if she wanted to continue fucking him, she and Dave would have to join The Bullpen.
"Active commitment?" Justin asked, likely already knowing the answer but asking anyway.
"I think you guys know that I belong to a group called The Bullpen. As part of my participation in that organization, I am discouraged from engaging in sexual relationships with committed couples unless those folks agree to join."
"But..." Justin started to ask before Nick cut him off.
"I obviously trust you guys. We've known each other for a long time now, but it's just policy. The Pen gives each of us protection in case anything gets crazy. I obviously can't imagine that happening with you guys, but sometimes people change."
Justin and Abbie looked at one another. Justin was hearing these details for the first time, Nick had already told Abbie all this in bed.
Nick continued, "If you guys choose to decline, I will completely understand and will do my job at the university and as your assistant coach without any lingering feelings. It will all just be an awesome memory that the three of us will share without anyone else, except Courtney, knowing about it."
Neither Justin or Abbie could believe how Nick could discuss this so matter-of-factly without even a hint of emotion as to what had transpired over the past three years or in their bedroom only hours before.
Nick spoke again, "Obviously you don't have to make any decisions without giving it a lot more thought. You know how to get a hold of me if you have questions about The Pen. I encourage you to reach out to your friends Brie and Dave, I think they would tell you it's one of the best things they've ever done. And knowing the two of you the way I do, I think it would be for you too!" He finished while staring at Abbie.
With that he stood up and walked towards the door. The Dawson's followed. Their former protégé shook Justin's hand before giving Abbie a lingering kiss on the lips. He walked out of the house and was soon driving away.
Justin and Abbie made their way back to the couch in stunned silence before he spoke, "Well I guess we have a lot to talk about."
"Yeah, let me get some water first." Abbie answered before making her way to the kitchen.
When she returned, she sat down next to him on the sofa. They stared at each other for several seconds before Justin leaned in and gave her a kiss. "I love you Abbie!" As they connected, Justin's thoughts wandered to Abbie's succulent lips and all they had come in contact with in the past 12 hours: Nick's cock, his semen, Courtney's pussy, cannabis, and who knows what else...
"I love you too Justin," his beautiful wife volunteered, a touch of relief in her voice.
"Let's not talk about Nick's offer yet, I'd like to discuss how we got to this point—what do you think?"
"Yeah, that's probably a good idea."
"First I would like to say, that I am sorry that I didn't tell you sooner that I had arrived in Tahoe early..."
"No Justin, that wouldn't have mattered if I had just told you right away when I saw you..."
"On second thought babe," Justin interrupted, "let's not rehash Tahoe or how we got to last night's situation. We can talk about those things later. What I want, and assume you do too, is to discuss last night and what we want to do moving forward."
Abbie nodded her head cautiously.
"I will start off by saying that I did set things up with Nick, but I want to make it very clear I did not know anything about Courtney. That was all on Nick!"
"Yes, he assured me of that..."
"It's important to me that you knew that, we can talk about her later."
Abbie nodded again.
"Okay, now that that's out of the way, I want you to know that last night represented everything I've fantasized about for a long time. Being in the room with you and Nick, seeing and hearing him pleasure you, watching you climax together was...I can't describe it as anything other than...incredible!"
"Are you sure? I didn't know how you would feel actually witnessing us...you know...together?"
"I had to keep reminding myself, this was the same guy that we had trained in the pool for the past few years, the guy with the huge bulge in his Speedo and now there he was taking control of your gorgeous body. I was so turned on watching him do all those things to you."
"It didn't make you uncomfortable?"
"Slightly at times, but absolutely not for the most part. It was exhilarating honey. I was so aroused witnessing your reactions, but now what I really want, is to hear in your words how it made you feel!"
"Jeez Justin, are you sure? You obviously heard some of it already..."
The dive coach nodded assuredly, "Absolutely babe!"
"God, he just does...does something to me. I never thought about wanting it like that, but after you...I mean we...started talking about it and then watching more of those...um...movies, I guess I started wondering what it would be like."
"You mean about having sex with a guy with a really big dick?"
"...yes, I guess."
"Well he certainly has that. Do you think it turns you on more that he is black?"
"No...I mean...maybe. Well, I guess..."
"It does doesn't it Abbie!"
She stared into his eyes, "Yes, I love how it makes me feel and I guess the taboo aspect adds to my feelings...when he stretches me with that...uh thing...and when it touches me in places I've never known...it just feels sooo good Justin. It's hard to put into words..."
"But it's more than that, isn't it Ab? You seem to get off on how he talks to you and all the things he does. I can tell you love it when he talks like that to you. Like dirty...and when he calls you his...uh...slut...and when he spanks you and stuff."
"Oh god Justin, it's hard to talk to you about this...but...it just makes me feel so different than when I'm with you. When you and I make love, all the feelings of intimacy and love bring me satisfaction in ways that I could never achieve with anyone else..."
"But with him...?"
"When I'm with him, I desire something different. It feels almost animalistic. I guess you could say I like being submissive and when he takes control, my body just reacts in ways I never imagined."
"It's not just your body Ab, obviously your mind does too! Like I said, you obviously love it when he talks to you like that and directs you to do things you've never done before!"
"God, as we sit here now, I feel guilty about it honey. But when it's happening...when I'm in the moment...I get so excited and I can't say no...I don't even want to!"
Justin peered down at his tenting shorts. Abbie followed his gaze and noticed it too.
"I guess you like hearing about it..." she smiled mischievously before reaching down and gripping his cock.
"Almost as much as I liked watching it...go slow." He urged as he adjusted his sitting position. "So speaking of your actions, you did some things last night I assume you hadn't before?"
Abbie's eyes dropped in acknowledgement, "...um...yeah. Like I said, when I'm in the moment, I can't...uh...can't say 'no'."



Justin grinned, "The house has a detectable scent this morning from one of those activities..."
"Jeez honey, that was so crazy. I felt like I was back in college again when that girl...Courtney...got that stuff out. My first reaction was 'no way', but then with a little encouragement I decided it would be kinda fun..."
"Was it?"
"Um...yes. I got sooo stoned Justin." Abbie giggled nervously. "That stuff...it was different...different from what I remember."
"Like how?"
"In college, it seemed like the few times I smoked pot, I always just wanted to go sit in the corner. That stuff last night...Nick called it something I don't remember, made me feel...like...extra horny." Abbie admitted sheepishly as she stroked his cock more urgently.
"Whoa babe," Justin reached down and slowed her pace, "I'm not gonna last long if you do that. Sour Diesel is what he called it."
"Yeah that's it...wait how do you know that?" She asked, confused.
"Remember the sticky floor in the hallway outside our room...I...uh...woke up and watched the three of you from beyond the doorway."
"Oh my god...then you saw..."
"EVERYTHING!" He confirmed.
"...jeez Justin, you're not mad I hope? I was going to tell you, but I wasn't sure how you would react."
"Relax honey...yes I'm okay, I was naturally very surprised, but it was so hot I didn't want to interrupt and change anything. I wanted to see what you would do if you didn't know I was watching."
Abbie's eyes dropped again before she gazed back up at him. "Obviously, I did a lot."
"Yeah...but as I said, I'm okay. I set most of last night up knowing I was giving Nick...and you...lots of latitude. But like I said before, what I really want is to hear your feelings about it!"
"Which...which part first?" Abbie asked nervously.
"You know the biggest elephant in the room is the...uh...anal...the anal sex. I was amazed you actually did that Abbie!"
"God Justin, me too," she answered apologetically. "I guess the whole experience...the girl...the marijuana...it all just made it seem less...less bad. Nick tried both times before, but I said no. But last night after he touched me there with his fingers and his...god...tongue, I guess I was ready."
"Damn Ab, you never let me go there..."
"I know honey, but like I said before he just does something to me..."
"God Abbie, did it hurt to have that big thing go in...there?"
Abbie's eyes widened, "Yes, so much at first! I was like crying and begging him to go slow."
"Did he?"
Abbie paused. "Kind of...at first, but it didn't feel like it. I mean he said it would be better to not...uh...wait. So after a little while, he pushed it in really deep..."
"What did you do?"
"What do you think...I screamed? I wonder if that's what woke you up?"
"I don't think so because by the time I saw, you seemed to be enjoying it. Jeez Ab, I still can't believe what I watched."
"I know...are you sure you aren't mad?"
"No...uh...just surprised more than anything. So what happened after that?"
Abbie took a big drink of her water before continuing. "It still hurt, but then she started doing things to me and they convinced me to smoke more of that Diesel stuff. After a while, I got more used to it and then..." Abbie paused.
"Then what babe?"
"I...I...actually started liking it Justin. It was a different feeling than anything I've ever felt, but he said I would get used to it and then love it. I can't say I loved it, but it wasn't like I thought it would be..."
"How did he possibly think you would love it?"
The guilty look returned to Abbie's face. "I guess because I really liked the other things he did there..."
"You mean like his fingers and tongue?"
Abbie nodded sheepishly.
"God Ab, speaking of that, Courtney told me you...uh...did that to him too!"
Abbie stared blankly at her husband. "I...uh...yes...I...did honey."
"Wow, how did you...I mean, what caused you to...your tongue..."
Knowing he was having trouble getting the words out, Abbie spoke, "...Justin it's hard to explain, but he was doing so many things to make me feel good that when he told...uh asked...me to do it, I didn't want to disappoint him."
"So when you did it to me in Tahoe...?"
Abbie's guilty look reappeared. "Yes, he had already taught me what to do and how he liked it..."
Justin gulped as he tried to digest what his wife had just said. Still amazed at her admission, he decided to switch gears. "So what about her? When did Courtney come into the room?"
"It was late. She said you fell asleep after you guys...uh...watched me and Nick from the hallway. She said you didn't do anything more together...but I didn't really believe her."
"She was basically telling the truth." Justin replied dejectedly. "I tried, but besides kissing and letting me play with her boobs, she wouldn't really let me do anything else."
"Oh...huh?" Abbie answered, surprised after what she and the coed did together later.
"I mean she used her hand in the hallway when we watched you guys, but not her mouth." Justin clarified. "So finish what you were saying about when she came in..."
"...well when she came in Nick had her approach the bed and he told her to take off her clothes for...us."
"What were you doing?"
"I was trying to...uh...you know...get him hard again."
"With your hand?"
Abbie nodded embarrassingly. "And my...mouth."
"Wow, you were sucking his cock again?" Justin asked rhetorically. "So did she do it? Did she strip?"

Abbie nodded. "My job got a lot easier after she took off her shirt and slipped her panties down her legs."
"She did? Fuck, she wouldn't do that for me..."
"Hmm...that's weird, I think maybe it was one of those Bullpen things honey...but she...um...seemed pretty excited to do it in our room."
Justin's annoyance dissipated. "She looked pretty hot naked didn't she?"
Abbie bit her lower lip and nodded while smiling mischievously.
His wife's sexy look turned Justin on. "Ab, will you suck me while you tell me the rest?"
Her eyes flashed before she nodded quickly. She hurriedly assisted in removing his shorts. Moments later his stiff cock was deep in her mouth. "Aaagghh Abbie, damn that feels good!"
For the next minute Justin reveled in the amazing transformation his previously reticent wife had made when it came to sucking cock. She had had lots of practice in the past week.
"Mmm Ab that feels so good, so what happened after she got naked?"
Abbie let him slip from between her lips and stroked it in long slow strokes. "Umm...Nick climbed between us on the bed and we took turns on him...actually...we didn't really take turns, we did it at the same time." She answered before taking Justin back in her mouth.
"And you kissed?"
"Our tongues were working side by side and eventually they touched. Everything was so wet. Then our lips, and mouths, and fingers, and tongues all just sort of melted together around it."
"Around his cock?"
"Uh huh...and his...um...you know...big balls."
"Shit Ab, that is so hot! So what was it like kissing another woman, especially with Nick's cock right there?"
"Surreal honey...but...for whatever reason, it felt more natural than I thought it would. Maybe it was the alcohol or what else we were doing, but I wasn't really nervous. She obviously had done it before, so I guess she made me feel kind of comfortable."
"So you had thought about it before last night? Being with a woman I mean..."
"I guess after seeing so many girls do it in those movies I was kind of...um...curious. Are you mad?"
"No honey, next to watching you with Nick, seeing you with another woman was my next biggest fantasy! When I saw the three of you together on the bed I almost came without touching myself."
"But you didn't come in?"
"No, like I said before, I wanted to see what you would do, but also, there was something about the voyeuristic part of it that really turned me on. Of course as part of that, I saw you do more with her than just kiss?"
Abbie continued to stroke him in slow wet strokes. "God Justin, after we played together with him, Courtney pulled out that marijuana. I said 'no' a couple of times but they finally talked me into it. And then, like I told you, I got so excited. Before long she pushed my legs open and went...um...down on me. Justin, it felt sooo good!"
"Her tongue ring?"
"Jeez honey, amazing!"
"Did you cum?"
Abbie dropped her eyes in embarrassment before looking back at him. "Twice..."
"Oh shit Ab, that is so hot. Then what happened?"
"Nick said it was only fair that I return the favor..."
"And?"
"I did it." Abbie smiled naughtily.
"When I watched you guys later, she said you were a natural...I assume you must have liked it?" Justin asked with a wide grin on his face.
"Oh Justin, I couldn't believe it was happening. I don't...I mean...I'm not sure what was...uh...going through my mind. I just tried to do what feels good for me...and...I guess she liked it."
"Did she cum?"
Abbie nodded with a tight naughty grin.
"Oh shit Abbie! I am so turned on right now! Please take me back in your..."
Before he could get the words out, his hot wife took his cock back in her mouth. Abbie sucked him like the slut she had become for Nick. She played with his balls and stopped only long enough to encourage him to cum in her mouth.
It didn't take long, Justin's load spewed into the back of his wife's mouth moments later. She swallowed without spilling a drop.
After Justin finally caught his breath, he told her he loved her. "Oh my god Ab, that was incredible! I guess the only thing to talk about now is what we want to do about Nick's offer!"
Abbie nodded, not wanting to be the one to talk first.
"So what do you think, do you want to take the plunge?"
"Oh god Justin, the whole thing is even crazy to talk about. Only a few months ago, I could never imagine us discussing something like this. Actually I still can't for that matter. There are just so many reasons why it doesn't make any sense."
Justin sat and nodded, showing no real emotion.
"What do you think?" Abbie finally asked impatiently. "You don't think we should consider it do you?"
"Hell if I know honey. I feel just like you, I suspect. It seems crazy to consider, I mean the idea of joining a club of black men who want to have sex with my wife, is kind of beyond my comprehensions..."
"Yes you're right honey it's a crazy idea. We should just tell him we aren't interested and the whole thing needs to be forgotten about..." Abbie responded abruptly, but after a long uncomfortable pause she spoke again. "Right?"
"I don't know if it's quite that easy Ab. I mean he does work with you and he is our assistant coach now..."
"Yeah, but I can just tell him we made another mistake, we need to prioritize our careers, and we aren't interested in this Pen thing!"
Justin stared into her eyes for another unusually long time. "Are you sure honey? We just got done telling each other we experienced one of the most unforgettable nights of sexual satisfaction that either of us has ever dreamed of..."
Abbie could feel her pussy getting wet and her nipples hardening. "Are you saying you want to do this Justin?"
"I'm not saying we should or shouldn't, but I think we need to be honest with ourselves and perhaps do some more research."
"Like...like what..." Abbie asked a subtle nervous excitement in her tone.
"First, I think we should get together with Brie and Dave." Justin answered with a devious look in his eyes. "And if we don't get all of our questions answered, maybe we could tell Nick we are having trouble making a decision and we need him to come over for another informational download!"
Abbie stared back with her own naughty grin. "...I'll call Brie tonight!"
*****
One month later
Nick Thomas sat on the opposite side of Carl Jenkins' massive mahogany desk in the large black man's office in downtown Sacramento. The gold-embossed nameplate parked near the center simply read "BRAHMA". There was an open folder in front of the 43-year-old Bullpen President and CEO. A now familiar topless photo of Abbie Dawson with her tongue pressed dreamily against Nick's rutted black cock lay on top of the rest of the contents in the file.
"Nick my boy, I have to commend your efforts over these past 18 months—your recruiting work has been nothing short of exemplary. There are a lot of black bulls throughout this organization who have you to thank for the significant enhancement of quality pussy in their respective chapters. Whether in the form of mares or fillies, you've recruited a lot of quality white bitches who have gotten to experience what black sexual fulfillment is all about. I can actually speak from recent experience—that young little blonde in New York..." Carl snapped his fingers trying to remember her name...
"Amber..."
"Yes Amber...Amber Titsdale!" Carl shouted deeply with a satisfied smile on his face. "MMMmmm...young and tight! Damn son, where did you find that shit?"
Nick grinned, not seeing the need to correct the big boss's mispronunciation of Amber's last name or to answer his rhetorical question.
"Shit, and on top of that, I just got a call from our Miami chapter director telling me about an experience a couple of his bulls had with some horny cuck wife and a little filly you recruited recently...the hot blonde bitch...she works on a cruise line or something..." Carl snapped his fingers again...
"Kristi..."
"Yeah Kristi! Them bulls couldn't stop talking about all the black ass and white pussy that got eaten at that little beach party!"
They both laughed.
The large black man continued, "But as good as you've done recruiting elsewhere, obviously no chapter has benefitted more than this one right here Nick Thomas. All of these married sluts you've been bangin' like that Brie bitch and this newest filly Courtney have raised the fuckin' bar my brotha. So much so, that I got bulls from around the country asking me to have our next retreat out here...in Sacra-fuckin-mento for fuck sakes! Can you believe that shit?" The CEO bellowed. Laughter ensued.
Carl Jenkins then slid a thick envelope across his desk.
"What's this?"
"Well deserved compensation my son, you keep this shit up and you'll be sittin' in this fuckin' chair in a few years!"
Nick acknowledged the gift with an appreciable nod and a thank you.
"...Which brings me to this right here," Carl spoke as he raised the picture of Abbie—a shit-eating grin immediately forming on his face. "I know you been working on this exquisite specimen for a while son, but your patience really paid off...MMMmmm...that's some fine shit right there!"
"Yeah, I'm pretty tight with her and her husband..."
"I'll say..." Carl grumbled absently as he thumbed through the other photos, stopping on one of Abbie's spectacular ass splayed open with Nick's cock obscenely stretching her previously virgin hole.
Finally the CEO reconnected, "Well again I commend your work son. All the paperwork seems to be in order for the...uh..." He snapped his fingers again...
"Dawson's sir..."
"Uh yeah Dawson's...Yeah we'll get them immersed in our little community here as soon as possible. I'll have Shayla give them a call right away!" With that he stood, shook Nick's hand and walked him to the door.
As soon as he departed, a door on the far side of the room opened and Carl Jenkins' right hand man, Thirteen entered. His real name was Tyrone Rodgers, but ever since his days as an All-pro safety with the Dolphins, he'd been known to his friends as "Thirteen". Most folks who met him assumed the moniker was in reference to the number he wore throughout his football career, but those in his close circles, like Carl Jenkins, were aware that his former teammates had bestowed it upon him in deference to his huge 13" cock.
"So the paperwork is officially in?" Thirteen asked with a wide smile exposing his one large gold tooth in a mouth full of otherwise pearly whites. "Is she as hot as the kid led us to believe?"
Jenkins, now standing back behind his desk picked up the photo of Abbie staring bleary eyed up at the mirrors above the bed while riding Nick's huge cock. "You tell me," the CEO asked as he handed it to his right hand man.
"It looks to me like we may have just gotten a new lead mare here in Sacramento!" Thirteen crowed enthusiastically.
"No my friend...I think The Bullpen may have just found a new Unicorn!"
The end.
*****
Author's note:
***Please read all of this. Info on sequel story below***
I hope you will take the time to vote on chapter 8. Your votes, comments, and emails are what drives me to do this. I read every comment and email and respond to as many as possible. I hope you will vote on the merits of this chapter, not your feelings about it being the last one in this saga!
As you may have read in my most recent profile update, this is the formal end to "The Speedo Doesn't Lie". I appreciate all your reads and responses (especially the good ones) but I know some people will still be upset that I chose to formally end it now.
First let me say that I never intended for it to go eight chapters, but I'm proud that it did. That said, I felt like anything done further along these same story lines would have been redundant and less interesting. Abbie Dawson was the perfect character for me—innocent hot wife who with the urging of her husband eventually succumbs to the attraction of big black cock. By the end, her innocence is lost, albeit via a circuitous story track.
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Standing uncomfortably in her sexy black baby doll, Liv Rawlins stared in shock at the scene in front of her. Her typically confident husband looked fearful and sullen sitting on their living room sofa, his good arm handcuffed to the wrought iron backing of the designer couch—his other, the one he couldn't lift, resting limply in his lap. The young wife was painfully aware he was likely using that limb to obscure the stainless steel cock cage encasing his shriveled penis. The only other item adorning his body was a large red ball-gag stuffed deep into his mouth. The two of them made eye contact and each could see in the other's expression just how serious a situation they found themselves in.
Their moment of realization was interrupted by escaped convict Mylo Dickenson's booming voice. "It's good to see the two of you finally reacquainted, it's been quite a while. In fact, come to think of it, the last time you were together, we were all still inside the confines of that shithole prison you run chief." Mylo laughed, "A lot has happened since then, we broke out, you pissed yourself and your wife and I spent a long night in bed together!"
The warden stared at the rapist through hate-filled eyes.
"Don't do this you sick son of a bitch!" Liv interrupted insolently.
Mylo laughed, "Me sick? I really doubt a sick man could have performed so admirably last night. You, of all people should know. I mean, could a sick man really make a woman cum so many times in one night?"
Mylo watched as the warden glanced in his wife's direction only to see her eyes drop in obvious shame.
"Baby, why don't you come on over here and sit in my lap," Mylo suggested to the hot WILF with a big shit-eating grin on his face.
In spite of her loathing, an unsure expression formed on hers as she contemplated whether to push back or succumb to his request.
"C'mon honey, I don't bite...uh...well I guess that's not entirely true, but that hot little number is covering up most of the evidence, isn't it..." Mylo laughed again as he looked over in the warden's direction for effect. The escaped convict turned back to her and patted his lap.
After several excruciating ticks, Liv Rawlins slowly moved in his direction. Mylo felt blood flowing to his cock as he brazenly ogled her sexy body. Both men could see the alluring jiggle of her natural d-cups underneath the skimpy lingerie. The warden's eyes widened with every step she took in the rapist's direction. His wife was soon standing in front of the filthy pig, back turned to him. Grant pulled at his restraints as his muffled cries filled the room.
Mylo had already tuned him out while his cock gradually inched down his thigh—it had been a long time since he had felt so in control. And while his memory of all those joyous experiences from long ago had faded somewhat in his forty something incarceration-eroded brain, he couldn't recall ever being in a more perfect situation than the one he found himself in now.
He patted his lap yet again as he stared up into the nervous face of the gorgeous wife. He could only imagine the shameful torment she was experiencing. The only saving grace from her perspective was that her husband hadn't physically watched any of the unsavory things the two of them had done together over the past 24 hours.
That was about to change.
Liv Rawlins slowly descended into Mylo Dickenson's lap. The prison escapee's muscled arms and oversized hands guided her lean body into place until her hot ass was nestled in his lap and she was facing her husband. The convict took a big whiff of her thick hair, immediately recognizing the combined scent of perfume, smoke, and perspiration.
Grant Rawlins could read the pained expression on his wife's face but was powerless to do anything about it. He couldn't believe how delicate her shapely body appeared against the backdrop of the sociopath's muscled physique. The warden then noticed Mylo's huge cock extending out of his shorts and lying dangerously on his powerful thigh. His eyes grew wide as he stared.
Mylo observed the abhorrent gaze. The detestable criminal nonchalantly gripped Liv Rawlins' hand and moved it to his cock. She tried to pull away, but he held it there and spoke forcefully in her ear. Grant couldn't make out what was being said, but finally when Mylo removed his, her small hand remained in place.
"Okay folks, we have a lot to discuss here! Wait, stroke it baby...yeah nice and slow for now while we talk!"
The warden watched helplessly as his wife's demure fingers moved ever so slowly across the exposed skin of the convict's rutted penis. The delicate digits appeared to shrink as the phallic expanded in her grip. "Yeah, that's better," Mylo groaned. "Now we can get down to business. It looks like the three of us are gonna be held up here for a while, so we're all going to have to make the best of the situation." The rapist grinned as his hand found the outside of Liv Rawlins' toned thigh. I'm willing to do my part! But as for the two of you, as soon as you accept who makes the rules and you learn to adhere to them without question, the better off you're both going to be. Is that understood?"
They stared into each other's frightened eyes, hesitating for several seconds before nodding hesitantly.
Liv could only imagine the humiliation her husband must have felt with the big red ball gag stuffed in his mouth and a stainless steel cock cage circling his penis. She had purchased the cage a few years previously as a kind of playful joke while the two of them were down for a party weekend in Vegas with friends. While walking down the strip after a long day of drinking by the pool, a show, and then separating from their friends, Liv naughtily suggested they slip into an adult novelty store.
Grant had been after her for some time to let him buy her a large dildo. The idea had excited her, but she had feigned resistance as she hadn't wanted to come across as overly excited about it. But she was. However, on this night, she had plenty to drink and was feeling particularly naughty when they entered the store. After a lot of back and forth, they eventually settled on a thick black veiny 7" toy (the same one Mylo had tossed aside and referred to as "this little fucker"). As part of their negotiations at the kink shop, Liv had suggested, almost jokingly in her mind, that if Grant was so adamant about her having a big dildo, that he must agree to wear a chastity cock cage on occasion while she pleasured herself with it. She was surprised when he actually agreed.
In the years since, the dildo got a lot more use than the chastity cage, but on occasion Liv would demand that he wear it for naughty weekend play sessions at the beach house. Neither of them would have ever imagined the shameful cage becoming a permanent part of Grant's attire, as his captor now required.
Mylo's deep voice interrupted Liv's thoughts, "Mmmm good. So getting back to the rules...they are pretty fucking simple, my big cock needs as much enjoyment as it wants, whenever it wants 24/7! And since I'm not a fag, that leaves only one of you to provide that pleasure!" The Rawlins' gulped simultaneously. In addition to the stress created by Mylo's statement, Grant couldn't help from peering again at his wife's fingers as they slowly rubbed the lunatic's incomprehensibly big dick as it rested dangerously on his leg.
Mylo continued, "I took a little time this morning prepping the room next to the master to be your little hideaway chief. I found some cable in the garage which I was able to secure to the bed frame in your new room. When you're in there, you'll be able to move as freely around the bed area as your cable-cuffed wrist will allow. I also left a bucket so you don't have to piss yourself again." Mylo laughed. "I would suggest you learn how to do it through that little slit in your cage or you'll have a stinky mess on your hands. And once a day you'll be given a chance to take a shit, you better make use of the time or you'll be waiting 24 hours till the next opportunity. Is that clear?"
The warden glared at Mylo through hateful eyes before nodding almost imperceptibly.
"How is he going to do any of that? He can barely move with his injuries!" Liv complained, serious displeasure in her voice as she studied her husband's displaced collar bone poking against the skin of his crushed shoulder.
"So feisty! Wow, I love it! But sweetie you need to channel that energy for when you're riding my horn the next time! Meanwhile, I'm sure your little hubby will figure it the fuck out." Mylo responded as he used his other hand to grip a thick chunk of her hair. He pulled her head slightly backwards before he spoke threateningly, "We'll talk more about his injuries later, but first you need to relieve the pain in a much more important body part. I'm talking about the discomfort I'm feeling in my nuts from not having been relieved for a while. Your little hand feels pretty good, but not as good as your married lips. Slide off the couch onto your knees and take off my shorts."
Her husband immediately pulled on his restraints as panicked sounds erupted from his throat again.
Mylo laughed while stroking her hair in an obvious attempt to further incense the helpless warden.
"Please don't do this!" The hot wife pleaded.
"On your knees bitch!"
"Here? Now? Can we at least go in the other room?" She begged.
"Absolutely fucking not slut! Trust me, we'll be spending plenty of time in that bedroom, but I think the warden deserves to see some of what we're up to. It would be really unfair for him to only get to listen! Don't you agree?"
"Please My...uh...Mr. Dickenson..."
"That's pronounced Dick-is-in bitch! Remember we went over this last night! Of course you can call me Stud, Master, or Savior when you're screaming out to me in ecstasy, but the rest of the time it's Mr. Dick-is-in! Is that clear?"
Liv hesitated before answering in an accepting tone, "...yes."
"Yes what slut?"
"...yes...uh...Mr. Dick-is-in."
Warden Rawlins redoubled his efforts trying to free himself as the degrading banter angered him desperately.
That rage was nothing compared to the feelings he encountered moments later. "I told you to get on your knees!" Mylo shouted, a definite impatience now in his tone. The warden's scared wife descended between his muscular legs. "Okay, now pull my shorts off...careful to maneuver them around my crank." Mylo lifted his ass off the chair as Liv awkwardly slipped his boxers down to his ankles. He kicked them off with a satisfied chuckle. His huge cock lopped over the edge of the chair but was obscured from the warden's view by his wife.
In spite of what she was about to do, Liv hoped they would remain in this position. Her husband wouldn't witness it directly this way—and better yet, she wouldn't have to see his reactions.
"Take that big cock in your mouth." Mylo directed as he held it out to her.
Liv Rawlins shook her head. In spite of how many times she'd sucked it the previous night, apprehension paralyzed her now. Mylo casually reached down and grabbed a big clump of her thick hair again. "Don't start gettin' all rebellious now slut, you sucked this thing like a whore last night!"
"That's a lie you bastard!" The strong-willed wife argued.
"Oh yeah? Then how did so much of my jiz make it into your stomach that you had to hurl?"
"You forced me to swallow it...and there was so much!"
The comment swelled Mylo's psyche. But her husband listened in pained disbelief. His wife's initial response buoyed his desolation, but her follow-up reaction painfully confirmed that regardless of whose version was correct, the woman he loved had incomprehensibly consumed a great deal of the rapist's semen.
Mylo laughed, "Okay if that's your story...but today's a new day, you should have plenty of room for a new batch bitch! These big balls have been churning for a while now, so I hope you're ready."
Liv Rawlins' recollection of how much cum Mylo's huge testicles produced each time he ejaculated entered her thoughts. She had gulped down as much as possible each time he came, but never was she able to consume even half of one of his voluminous loads. In fact each time he erupted, her gag reflex kicked in and large amounts of the viscous fluid spilled from her lips and splattered on her tits.
Liv's thoughts were interrupted by Mylo's gravelly voice. "Okay baby, shimmy on your knees to the right as I swivel the chair that way. We want the chief to have a good view don't we?"
Her earlier thoughts now crushed, she gazed up at him through hateful eyes before obeying his order.
For the first time since seeing Mylo's glistening cock outside his office the previous afternoon, the rapist's massive dick was now on full display in front of the warden. It hung menacingly over the largest set of balls he had ever seen, which themselves now hung off the front cushion of the chair and bounded against it as the convict maneuvered into position. Grant disbelievingly estimated Mylo's thick cock had to be every bit of nine inches long and was clearly not yet fully hard. The enormous package looked completely incongruous against the slight features of his wife's beautiful face which was now only inches away.
"Chief, it seems incredibly ironic that we find ourselves in this position doesn't it?" Mylo didn't wait for his reaction, "I mean, twice a day for the past six years I've had to relieve the pressure in these big nuts by checking out fat chicks, faggots, or conjuring up images of past pussy. All of that thanks to your sorry ass!" The brazen convict gripped his fat cock and brought it to Grant's wife's lips. "But now I get to fuck your wife's beautiful mouth while you watch. I think you'll be surprised at just how good she is at making me cum. I have to say, I always kind of thought that dumb sluts gave the best blowjobs, but your smart doctor wife might make me rethink that theory. Of course she has much more to learn, but trust me fucknut, she's gonna get plenty of practice!"
Grant pulled frantically at his restraints while his wife begged Mylo one final time to go in the other room.
"Bitch, put your lips on that cock right now or I'll rip that gag from your husband's mouth and make him suck me dry!"
Liv Rawlins' acceptingly leaned forward and opened her mouth as wide as possible. Her succulent lips wrapped around the engorged purple head that had already occupied the same wet climes a half-dozen times in less than 24 hours. Mylo's head fell backwards. "Oh fuck yeah...Mmmm baby...suck that big fucker just like last night!"
For the next five minutes Liv Rawlins' stretched lips circled the rapist's oversized head while her husband watched in agony. But to her credit, she consciously made no effort to pleasure her captor additionally with her tongue or fingers. Mylo patiently let her wallow around in an attempt to not stimulate him further. Of course after 18 years in prison, she could have simply kissed it over and over and his balls would have bounced together in joy. But her halfhearted performance now clearly wasn't in keeping with the prowess she had demonstrated the previous night in her drug and booze induced performance. Her current efforts weren't acceptable—something would have to change.
"C'mon bitch you can do better than that. Take it deeper and use your hand to stroke it slut. You obviously remember how I like it!"
Grant Rawlins cringed again at Mylo's demeaning dialogue directed at his wife.
Liv reluctantly moved one of her hands to Mylo's rutted shaft. Although still shocked at her obscenely stretched lips, Grant was immediately taken aback by the way his wife's extended fingers failed to circle its circumference—amazingly the digits were several inches from doing so. He watched, tormented as her small hand began subtle up and down motions on the convict's cock in tempo with her mouth. Her wedding ring sparkled brilliantly against the slickened backdrop.
Mylo buried one of his large paws in the back of her hair and forced her face downward on his shaft. He had been impressed at how deeply she had taken him the previous night and now he couldn't wait to show her piece-of-shit husband what she was capable of.
But instead, she resisted.
She pulled her head from his shaft. "It's too big, you are gagging me, I can't take it any deeper! Please, can we stop?"
Mylo had had enough—it was time to remind her there would be serious consequences for insubordination and/or unenthusiastic efforts. He pushed her out of his lap and moved quickly over to the fireplace. He grabbed the firewood poker roughly from its stand and turned angrily back in the Rawlins' direction.
Liv screamed as she observed the abject fury in the convict's eyes. Her husband pulled frantically at his restraints. Mylo moved back in front of her, his slick cock still arcing menacingly over his balls as she cowered and bawled from her knees. He noticed that her new positioning exposed her deep cleavage, showing off her big tits as they bounced heavily beneath the skimpy lingerie. "Slut, you are going to learn that anything less than complete submission and unbounded enthusiasm will result in consequences for you and/or your piece of shit husband!" Mylo pivoted quickly and whacked the warden squarely on his swollen, dislocated knee cap. The proud prison leader shrieked like a little girl in incomprehensible agony.
His wife screamed as tears streamed down her face, "Please don't hurt him, I'll do what you want!"
"Oh you bet you will cunt, but you need to realize I'm not going to tell you twice!" Mylo growled as he manipulated the iron bar in his hands until the blunt end was driving into the warden's broken ribs at a high rate of speed. The warden screamed again in pain.
"PLEASE STOP!" Liv Rawlins pleaded. "I promise I will do better, I'll show you!"
A sinister smile formed on Mylo's face as he lined up the pointed edge of the poker with the warden's shattered shoulder. "What did you say slut?"
"Please stop, I will do what you want. I'll do better...I'll make you feel better!"
"You fuckin' better bitch! If not, I'll stick this poker so far into his shoulder they'll need a wench to get it out! Are you ready to suck it like you did last night?"
She nodded her head—shamed however to acknowledge in front of her husband that she'd pleasured him much more enthusiastically the previous night under less threatening conditions.
Mylo moved over in front of her, now with a club in each hand. He dropped one on the floor and fed her the more dangerous of the two.
Liv Rawlins, respected medical professional and administrator opened her mouth and started sucking the convict's cock like a whore. Mylo stood no more than four feet in front of the warden with his cock in one hand and the back of his wife's head in the other. "Now we're getting somewhere...Mmmm yeah...suck that big cock." He groaned while flopping his thickening hose around her gorgeous face.
Grant watched in shock at the fervor by which his wife took to her task. Saliva dripped from her lips as she slobbered slutishly on the thick tool while both her hands aggressively jacked it off. Wet smacking sounds filled the room. "Aaahh...that's more like it!" Mylo gasped. "That's the slut I remember from last night...show the warden how much you love sucking that big fuckin' cock!"



Liv's big eyes peered up at Mylo with it stuffed in her mouth. She shook her head as if to disagree with his statement, but she continued her efforts nonetheless.
The warden had witnessed his beautiful wife's amazing transition from medical professional to kinky tigress on many occasions, but he'd never seen her perform the kind of oral exuberance with which she appeared to be pleasuring their captor at the moment. His only consolation despite the disturbing visual, was he knew she was only acting this way to not further degrade their situation with the crazed lunatic. Still, he couldn't help but wonder why he'd never received such unbounded oral attention from her.
"That a girl," Mylo grunted "that's the cocksucking I remember from last night. Now take it deeper!" He urged as he held the back of her head and pushed himself further into her throat.
For the next several minutes Grant opened and closed his eyes hoping that it would soon be over and he would no longer have to watch his wife being forced to copulate the escapee. Mylo had pressed his huge cock into her throat and instructed her to squeeze his balls with one hand while stroking the portion of his saliva covered cock that still extended from her stretched lips with the other. A litany of grunts and directions spewed from his mouth as it became apparent he was nearing climax. "Fuck bitch...yeah...uhn...you're almost there, now show me those big titties before you drain my balls!"
Liv ignored his initial request as she kept up her ministrations.
"Now bitch! Don't make me get that fucking poker again!"
A renewed look of fear appeared on her face as she slowly dropped her hand from his balls and slipped the thin straps from her shoulders.
Grant screamed through his gag as his wife's spectacular tits revealed themselves for the breathless convict. "Damn baby, those fuckin' hot tits are the final piece, get ready I'm gonna spew, you better swallow my entire load this time!" He then turned to the warden, "Nod your head and confirm you want her to swallow every fucking drop! Do it now fucker or I swear, you aren't going to like the consequences!"
Grant's head ached from the pressure of the unbearable situation and lingering effects of the previous night's concussion. His eyes watered and saliva dripped from his lips as rage filled his being. Unintelligible sounds reverberated in his throat as he madly shook his head in defiance.
"Oh fuck I'm almost there! Tell her chief, nod to her and let her know you want her to swallow my seed!"
The warden shook his head more vehemently as he realized the moment was nearly upon them.
"Mylo roared as his massive cock bucked in Liv's throat and the first blast erupted against her tonsils. Unfortunately, her mind was filled with indecision due to the conflict between Mylo's directive and her husband's dissent—nonetheless her first reaction was to swallow, but she did so without full commitment. The hesitation made her unprepared for the next spurt which carried more volume and power than the first. She tried to catch up, but more semen was injecting into her mouth at a torrid pace.
Seconds later Mylo's jism mixed with her saliva began spilling from her lips onto her chin.
When it was apparent she was incapable of, or simply not trying to swallow his entire load, Mylo yanked his cock from her mouth and painted her heaving tits with rope after rope of shooting ejaculate. The warden's eyes nearly bugged out of his head when he witnessed the volume and power of Mylo's unfinished eruptions. When it finally ended, the sticky mess that covered his wife's chin, neck and breasts nearly made him gag.
That turned out to be an ironic response based on what happened next.
When he caught his breath, a devilish grin formed on the face of the escaped convict. He proudly observed his work on the face and chest of the sexy wife. He stared at the warden as he stroked his cock one final time and a big dollop of cum oozed from the tip and splattered onto one of her hard nipples.
"Well that was a good way to start the day! A day that is sure to be filled with lots more of that kind of fun, don't you agree assfuck?" The muscled sociopath asked as he glared smugly at the prison leader. Grant Rawlins stared blankly at the scene, unable to comprehend what he'd just watched. He studied his wife's stunned look as tears ran down her face and mixed with the semen splattered around her mouth.
Liv Rawlins was completely numb. Never in her worst nightmares could she have imagined something as disturbing as what had just occurred. She had just been forced to orally copulate a crazed prisoner from her husband's own prison while he was bound, injured and forced to watch from only a few feet away. A prisoner who happened to have the largest penis she had ever seen and whose virile discharges were beyond her previous imagination. Yet more distressing than any of that, as she knelt in front of him covered in his spooge while her husband stared in stunned disbelief, she could feel wetness running down the inside of her thighs.
"So people, did I not just say that as soon as the two of you learned the rules and adhered to them without question, the better off you were going to be?" Mylo asked, a threatening tone returning to his voice.
Neither of the Rawlins' responded, both fearful where he was going with his line of questioning.
"Well I can't imagine either of you forgot, and yet you still chose to disobey me...especially you chief! I told your wife to swallow all of my load and when I asked you to support that command, you shook your head and discouraged her from doing so. Didn't you?"
The warden stared back without blinking.
"Well now we have a problem fuckhead, a problem where my precious cum now sits splattered on your wife's face and tits you piece of shit, and that I'm afraid, is completely unacceptable after I instructed her to swallow all of it." Mylo's softening cock swung back and forth as he moved to the far side of the couch and retrieved the 2nd ball gag from the Rawlins' box of kink. He spoke again, "You see, one of you is going to swallow my load whenever I cum, but since you took it upon yourself to discourage your wife from doing so, this time it will be your turn big boy!"
"No! I'll do it!" Liv screamed as she brought two fingers to her face and pushed some of Mylo's cum between her lips.
"STOP RIGHT THERE CUNT! He yelled, "Take those fucking fingers out of your mouth...NOW!"
She hesitated before doing what he said. "You had your chance to do it the first time, but that opportunity has now passed—instead the hubby is going to get sloppy seconds!" Mylo held the ball gag out to her, "Honey, you're going to use those little fingers to scoop up as much of my jiz from your face and tits and coat that ball like a snowball. In fact, better yet, think of it as a candied apple and the goal is to coat that perfect red specimen with as much yummy caramel as you can get on it. If I'm satisfied with thickness of the glaze, we'll do this just once. If not, we'll make another tasty treat for the warden to enjoy when he's done with the first one! And just so we're all clear about this moving forward, every time you give me head, your hungry hubby will get a special treat afterwards if any of my precious release makes it out of your mouth! You got it?"
Mylo parked his bare ass down in Grant's recliner and watched, as from her knees, the warden's wife dutifully scooped thick globs of Mylo's cum from her face first and then from her smothered tits and smeared the viscous goop around the red ball. Tears streamed down her face as she performed the disgusting task, all the while purposefully avoiding looking up at her husband.
It wouldn't have mattered if she did, Grant's watery eyes were focused solely on the crazed bastard who he intended to kill if and when the opportunity presented itself. Mylo stared back with a sinister smirk of his own. He was enjoying every diabolical second of this.
After a long minute, Liv Rawlins held up the cum-covered sphere for Mylo's inspection. A sly smile formed on his face. Large globs of his thick spunk coated the gag, obscuring it to the point that its previous bright red finish was now a hazy shade of orange. However before he gave it his blessing, Mylo had one more directive, "There's a big splotch there on your left tit next to your nipple, make sure to get that on there too!"
After she added the final scoop Liv pleaded again, "I'll take this, my husband has been through enough already, please don't make him do it..."
"Consequences are consequences baby...next time you'll have to decide whether you want to take it all or save some for him, but this special treat has his name all over it! So here's how it's going to work." Mylo continued as he looked back and forth between them before settling on the warden, "I'm going to remove the straps holding the current gag from your head and you're going to spit it out dickwad. Then you are going to open wide while your sexy wife feeds you the new candied apple! You aren't going to say a fucking word between tasty treats, you got that shit-for-brains?"
The warden stared at the psychopath loathingly.
"YOU GOT IT FUCKNUT?" Mylo screamed.
Grant Rawlins swallowed uncomfortably before begrudgingly nodding his head.
"Okay good asshole...but if you decide to revolt, I certainly won't mind using this son-of-a-bitch again!" Mylo threatened after getting up from the chair and waving the menacing fireplace poker in front of the warden's face.
Liv knelt in stunned silence with the repulsive sticky ball gag extended between her outstretched fingers. She couldn't imagine feeding the disgusting thing to her husband.
"Time for the warden to get his breakfast!" Mylo announced as he reached around and removed the rubber straps securing the ball gag to his head. Grant spit out the degrading device immediately. The typically proud man took several unencumbered breaths, filling his lungs with precious air before he unleashed a vitriol-laced tirade toward Mylo, "You mother-fucker...I'm going to kill y..."
The warden's voice was replaced mid-sentence by a bone-chilling shriek as Mylo's large hand gripped his shattered collar bone and squeezed intensely.
"PLEASE STOP, leave him alone!" Liv screamed as tears streamed down her face.
"Get that apple ready sugar...c'mon chief open up nice and wide for your tasty treat!"
Grant Rawlins did his best to withstand the pain, but eventually the agony was too great. His lips slowly separated and his jaw hinged open. "That a boy!" Mylo cheered, his hand still gripping the Warden's shoulder tightly. "Okay baby slide that yummy thing in there."
More tears streamed down Liv's face. The loving wife hesitatingly held the gooey sphere out in front of her before she spoke apologetically, "I'm so sorry to do this honey, but we better do as he says." Her hand was shaking as she pushed the disgusting gag into her husband's open mouth.
Mylo's thick semen collected around the warden's lips as the prison leader did everything in his power to avoid letting his tongue touch it or engaging his swallowing reflex.
"Honey, reach around behind his head and connect the straps," the convict ordered.
Liv held out her cum covered hands. "I can't do it with my hands all gooey like this."
Suddenly an odd image of Lester Hayes the former cornerback for the Oakland Raiders popped into Mylo's mind. Hayes was renowned in NFL lore for coating his hands in a pine-tar substance called "stickum" before he took the field. Eventually the NFL banned "stickum" and similar substances, but that didn't keep a smirk from forming on Mylo's face as the indelible image of #37 in silver and black formed in his mind's eye. When he snapped out of his trance he answered, "Yes you can bitch! Do it now!"
Liv Rawlins reluctantly stretched the rubber straps tightly around her husband's head as the sticky spooge mixed from her fingers into his hair. The task proved especially difficult given the filthy condition of her hands, but eventually she made all the connections before whispering apologies in Grant's ear. "I'm so sorry honey, I love you! We'll get through this..."
Mylo finally released his grip on the warden's shattered shoulder and looked on proudly. "That's good work team! Now sugar, you go on into the bathroom and start filling that big Jacuzzi tub. The two of us are gonna take a nice little dip before breakfast. While you are doing that, the warden and I are going to have a little talk. And don't get any ideas about searching around for something to hurt me with. I've scoured the bedroom and closet and removed all of your husband's weapons. But in case I missed one, I wouldn't suggest trying anything if I were you. But if you do, you better kill me on the first try or "apple-boy" here is going to suffer like you can't imagine! Do you understand me?"
The warden's wife stared disdainfully at her captor before nodding her head and turning towards the bedroom. Mylo's large hand flew out and slapped her hard on the ass, drawing a startled scream. "Get that tub nice and full slut, I haven't had a good bath in twenty years! Oh, and make sure you're waiting in it with nothin' on when I get there!"
The men both watched as her perfect ass and long legs looked especially good in the sexy lingerie.
After she disappeared around the corner, Mylo slid next to the warden on the couch. The same smug look remained plastered on his face as he observed the semen plastered ball extending from the warden's lips. The deranged convict could see several thick beads extended down the warden's chin from the buildup around his stuffed mouth. "I bet you wish you hadn't encouraged your wife not to swallow huh chief?"
Grant Rawlins pulled at his restraints as unintelligible shouts came from his throat.
"I've never actually tasted it, but I've been told my cum is particularly salty, would you agree ball boy? Just think, at some point you and your wife will be able to compare notes!" Mylo laughed. "Anyway if I were you, unless of course you really love the flavor, I would suggest you encourage your sexy wife to swallow my entire load next time! One thing you may have working for you is it seems she has some deep throat talents. If she can learn to take my big cock all the way down her throat like I suspect, I'll cum straight into her stomach and we'll all be better for it. Don't you think?" Mylo laughed as he grabbed a handful of the warden's hair and physically forced him to nod.
The rapist continued, "I have another piece of possibly good news to share with you chief, I have some pain pills that your prison doctor was nice enough to share with me after all his teeth fell out. I might be willing to share a few with you assuming we can work out a bartering system. After your wife and I have our little bath, the three of us can discuss the details." Mylo reached down and retrieved his silky boxers (actually they belonged to Grant) from the floor and slipped them over the warden's head. "You wait here chief, but I might suggest you take a little nap. I expect we're going to be busy for a while."
There were no words to describe the warden's fury as he remained helpless in his own home listening to the rapist cackle devilishly while moving towards his bedroom. And despite his best efforts to control it, Grant Rawlins suddenly felt the first of several large globs of convict cream seep into his throat.
Liv Rawlins waited nakedly in the swirling water. The hot bath water felt wonderful on her sex fatigued body, but she wasn't thinking about that at the moment. Her thoughts were instead focused on the misery her husband was experiencing at the hands of the vengeful sex offender. Tears streamed down her face as an unbridled sense of helplessness consumed her. She was a strong willed woman who prided herself on remaining in control whatever the situation. Her dad used to always say to her, "Olivia, you are completely responsible for your own destiny, don't let anyone tell you otherwise!"
At this moment, her dad's words felt very far from the truth. She felt like her destiny remained solely in the hands of a crazed rapist. A crazed rapist with an incredibly large penis...
"Ahhhh, now that looks like an inviting spot!" Mylo shouted as he entered the steamy bathroom and stood over the large swirling tub. He was completely naked. His huge cock hung thickly over his massive balls. "Aren't you gonna invite me in?"
"Why don't you go fuck yourself!"
"Sorry honey, I've been doing that for the last eighteen years. Frankly, I'm looking a lot more forward to fucking you again sweetheart!"
"I wish that roof in the infirmary had collapsed during the earthquake and killed you instead of that poor guard and the doctor."
"I'm sure those bastards would agree with you, but it didn't work out as good for them as it did for me. While they're both waiting in line at the pearly gates, I'm standing here looking at your chest thinking about giving you another pearly necklace!"
"You're a monster!"
"You know it's funny baby, when you were still passed out in that bed this morning with my jiz spilling down your ass, your husband said the same thing to me. I'll tell you what I told him, I'm not a monster, but this dude is!" Mylo laughed as he gripped his huge cock and held it out for her to see. "But ironically from your perspective he must be a nice monster like that big blue fucker from that movie...what was his name?...oh yeah Sully! I only know that cuz this nice monster gave you more pleasure last night than any night of your life!"
"There wasn't anything nice about it. You raped me!"
"I guess that's where we don't see eye to eye," Mylo replied as he stepped into the huge Jacuzzi tub. "When I see a woman scream out in pleasure and cum like a whore, I naturally assume that she loved it. You don't see it that way?"
"There is more to satisfaction than body parts slamming together. That's what you are incapable of understanding you misogynistic asshole. For any woman to achieve true sexual pleasure, her body and her mind must be stimulated. You are completely incapable of accomplishing that. There isn't a woman alive who could be stimulated intellectually by you!"
Mylo laughed, "I have no fucking idea what miso-mumbo-jumbo is, but it doesn't matter. I'm not sure where your mind was, but you sure could've fooled me that you didn't achieve true sexual pleasure when you were cumming all over my dick all night long."
"Fuck you!"
"Oh, this conversation has now come full circle. I think we've already covered that!"
Liv changed the subject. "What are you going to do with us?"
Mylo's large foot stretched across the tub and found its way between the young wife's legs. "I think you have a pretty good idea what I plan to do with you," his big toe found its way to her opening. "I haven't decided yet about your piece of shit husband.
Thirty minutes later, Liv Rawlins lay face down on the large padded sitting surface that circled the back half of the Jacuzzi tub. Beads of water and perspiration trickled from her spectacular body. Her perfect naked breasts were pushed against the soft covering and her knees were spread wide while Mylo Dickenson stood in the swirling water between them. His long tongue was rimming her tender sphincter while two of his long fingers were buried deep in her married pussy. Liv's breathing was erratic and her hands gripped the soft cushion, trying to resist the incredible orgasm that was building inside her. "How's your mind feel now?" Mylo asked as he pulled back with a smile and spit on her pulsing asshole.
"I hate you...uhn."



Grant Rawlins sat miserably on his living room sofa. Through his one eye that wasn't covered by his cum-stained underwear, he watched the heavy rain continue to pour down through the big picture windows onto his deck. Dark clouds were visible as far as he could see out over the Pacific Ocean. His body ached in ways he'd never experienced, but it was the indescribable pressure building in his bladder that was pushing him towards the edge of surrender. The thought of pissing himself again, this time on his expensive living room sofa, sickened him. Unfortunately, the possibility was quickly becoming an inevitable reality.
Contributing to his desolation, the horrendous taste of Mylo's semen had still not fully dissipated from his mouth, in spite of the fact he had unavoidably already swallowed most of the glutinous paste. He could still feel the slimy remnants oozing down his throat and on his chin from the detestable coatings that had remained outside his mouth.
His wife and their lunatic captor had now been in the other room for at least ninety minutes. Over the course of that wretched endlessness, the warden had listened for audio clues as to what was happening. He'd originally heard the distant hum of the Jacuzzi jets whir to life. But aside from a few triumphant laughs from the rapist, he hadn't heard a thing. His mind however, couldn't stop conjuring up images of what was assuredly occurring behind the closed doors.
Interestingly, while he hadn't been far off on most of his imaginations, the exact image of what was actually happening at that moment had not been one of them. His beautiful wife lay on her side with her knee stretched up in the air while Mylo Dickenson lay behind her with his massive cock pistoning in and out of her splayed pussy. Her thick vaginal lips were stretched obscenely wide to accommodate his vein-covered pole while her internal secretions bathed his rutted dick in a velvety silkiness that after spending nearly half his life in prison, he'd never dreamed he would experience again. Their tangled bodies were covered in sweat as steam from the swirling jets in the adjacent tub created a sauna atmosphere in the indulgent space.
Mylo's muscular arms were wrapped around her sinewy body with his large hands each gripping one of her luscious tits. She had long since given up pushing him away. She had steadfastly rejected his advancements for the longest time, but eventually her quivering body accepted its inevitable destiny and surrendered. But in spite of her figure's wretched deception, up until this point she refused to provide him the voluntary verbal responses that his constant goading desired.
Liv's involuntary responses were a different story. Despite her best attempts to obscure them, a litany of quiet grunts and moans escaped her lips as Mylo's incredible cock pleasured her pussy in ways she never imagined.
Her captor deviously bit one of her ears and whispered, "You gonna cum on this big cock again slut?"
"Fuck you, I...I...fucking hate you!"
Mylo laughed. "Oh, are we back on this mind/body thing again? I still don't understand the concept. How can your mind and pussy feel such different feelings? I would think that eventually one would win out over the other and since your pussy is clearly winning the day, I would think it would have a lot more influence."
"You're a fucking pig!"
Mylo laughed again as he renewed his efforts. He'd already learned what got her off so he quickly reestablished those motions. He pulled his cock out until only the fat head remained, he then shoved it back in, making sure the rutted phallic scraped against her G-spot on its diabolical journey to her deepest depths before colliding with her sensitive cervix at its conclusion.
A loud moan escaped her lips. Liv couldn't get over the intensity of the pleasure his huge penis created inside her. She wanted so badly to hate it, but she had now come to accept, that was an impossibility. Despite the abhorrent situation, he seemed to know exactly how and what to do to maximize her feelings of enjoyment. Liv questioned how she could allow herself to be led down this path by a crazed lunatic whose long term intentions were yet unknown to her and her husband. Yet in the short term, at this moment, all she could think about was he was leading her down a shameful path that would surely end in another mind-blowing orgasm. She knew it was only a matter of time and she hated herself for actually looking forward to its arrival.
Mylo could already read her like a book and knew by her body reactions she was well on her way to yet another climax. The experienced assailant tweaked her steely nipples and bit down hard on her neck. Her body tensed, but he knew it was one of arousal not pain. He moved to her ear again, "Let it go...you're gonna cum all over my big cock again aren't you baby?"
The warden's wife whimpered helplessly and shook her head.
"C'mon, we both know it's coming. Tell me."
"N...no...I...I can't."
"Can't cum on my big dick? Or can't tell me slut?"
"Uhn...uhn...oh...god...please...don't make me...again."
"Don't make you what again?" Mylo growled as he pulled hard on her big nipples again.
"Ohhhh god...don't make me...oh...uhn...uhn...oh fuck...you're doing it...you're...you're gonna make me cum...oh god...cum again! Ohhhh...Mmmm...Shiiiiiittt!" Her sweaty body began to shake as a glass-shattering squeal escaped her lips so loudly that her husband heard it from the other room. Liv Rawlins' perfect little bubble ass pushed backwards as pussy juice splattered violently around her captor's pistoning dick.
Just as her squirting orgasm was finally waning, Mylo roared as his cock flexed and the conquering phallic erupted deep inside his enemy's wife's pleasure tunnel. The hot sensations reinvigorated her sensitive depths causing a second wave of ejaculate to squirt from her sated cunt and spill all over his bounding nuts.
Ten minutes later Mylo exited the master bedroom with Liv in tow. The tormented husband who had somehow maneuvered the boxers from his head, observed neither of them wearing the same clothes as before. Mylo had on another pair of his silky boxers and his wife wore one of his favorite light pink form-fitting teddies. A sweaty sheen covered both of their exposed bodies—the warden noticed his wife's thick hair was quite wet and clinging to her head.
Liv tried not to make eye contact with her husband, but when she did, she could see something was clearly wrong. "Oh my god, he's shaking!" Grant led her gaze into his lap as he tried desperately to communicate that he needed to piss. "Do you need to go to the bathroom honey?" She screamed.
The warden nodded his head frantically.
"Let me take him to the bathroom!" The desperate wife begged their captor.
"Nope, he pisses in his bucket in the bedroom, you can lead him in there if you want."
"Where is the key to the cage?"
"He can piss through the little slot, it's as good a time as any for him to learn! The cage stays on."
Liv moved quickly to the sofa and after Mylo casually approached and released his handcuffs, she frantically helped her injured husband rise. She led him as fast as his body would allow into the front bedroom. Mylo heard frantic movements inside. A devious smirk formed on his face when a minute later he heard Liv's caring voice, "It's okay honey, we can clean it up, it wasn't your fault."
Moments later she emerged from the room. "You son-of-a-bitch, you kept him locked to that sofa until he was ready to burst. That's inhumane!"
"Inhumane? Don't tell me about inhumane! Putting someone in a jail cell with a big black sodomite is inhumane bitch! Pissing himself ain't shit. But if he wants, he can remain locked in the bedroom so he's close to his little shitter," Mylo offered without any remorse.
"He needs to get cleaned up, I'm going to help him take a shower."
"You'll do no such thing! His showers are earned by good behavior and so far he's been a rebellious fuck!"
"Are you crazy? He's urinated on himself twice now, please let me clean him up!"
"I already told you 'no', so don't fucking ask me again! Besides, after you make me breakfast, you're going to change the sheets from our bed onto his and put clean ones on ours. Those sex-soiled ones will be like cologne for his piss stench!"
"What? You want to make him sleep in those sheets? They're soaked!"
"Whose fault is that?" Mylo laughed. "Each morning after you and I dirty up the new ones, you'll change them onto his bed. Maybe if you can learn to control your...uh...responses, his new daily sheets won't be too bad..."
"You're a fucking asshole!" Liv spewed before stomping off back to the bedroom.
"Don't be long, I'm starving from all that fucking!"
Five minutes later, Liv Rawlins led her injured husband back out of the bedroom, Mylo suspected she'd at least wiped the noticeable urine from his lower body in spite of his directions to the contrary. "Put him back on the couch where I can cuff his sorry ass."
"Can I at least put something down..." she started to ask before she realized how embarrassing that must have sounded to her husband.
A pleasurable smile formed on Mylo's face knowing her inadvertent comment had to have been painful to the piece of shit warden. "Nah...put him in his little corner there. He can stay here, until he stinks too bad, then we might have to banish him to his room."
Mylo moved over and quickly reconnected the warden's good wrist to the wrought iron. He studied the warden's loathsome face and then took the opportunity to kick him while he was down. "Aside from the dried remnants around his lips and chin, it looks like the chief here has finished off his breakfast! It's good to see him getting all that healthy protein under these circumstances, we'll have to see what's on the menu for lunch!" He cackled evilly before reaching out and squeezing the warden's wrecked shoulder.
The captive prison official winced in pain.
"Enough about him, I'm hungry as fuck after all that screwing baby," Mylo announced, "make me some bacon and eggs. And I bought all the shit for blueberry pancakes too. I've been craving that shit for eighteen years now—I even got some whip cream to spray on top! Actually, if I'm being honest..." a shit eating grin formed on his face, "the whip cream will have plenty of other uses, but we can spare a little for the pancakes!" He laughed as he stole a glance over in the warden's direction.
"But before you get to cookin' honey, help me get this porn back up on the TV. Hubby needs something to watch while we're makin' bacon," the juvenile convict joked as he wrapped his arms around her waist and dry-humped her jiggling little ass. "I mean, as I recall, you did call me a pig at least once!"
Liv pulled away disgustingly. "You are a fucking pig!"
"Hahaha...SOOEY...oink...oink...this fucking pig can't wait to wallow around in the mud with you again little Miss Piggy!" Mylo teased as he spanked her hard on the ass.
The warden watched the unbelievable scene unfold in front of him. In his worst nightmares, he could not have imagined a more deplorable situation coming to life. The events of the last twenty-four hours would have been impossible to believe even if the most diabolical erotic fictional author had penned the proceedings. How was it possible that he and his wife could find themselves in this situation? While he sat cuffed, injured and wreaking of urine in his own home, his beautiful, intelligent wife stood half-naked in front of him while one of the most notorious sex offenders of the 21st century, spoke degradingly to her on his high-school level of maturity, and groped her magnificent body like he owned it. Grant wondered how long this untenable situation would go on.
Little did he know, this nightmare was only just getting started.
His thoughts were interrupted by Mylo's booming voice, "Like I said baby, turn that porn back on, you got any threesome shit? This disgusting pig loves him some serious fuzz-bumping!"
Ironically only a month previously, Liv had surprised Grant with a couple of threesome compilations in his Christmas stocking. He had expressed a desire for three-way sex videos on several occasions, but she had resisted until a really hot scene popped up on a rented movie they'd watched on a weekend trip to Sedona before the holidays. The experience surprised her—watching the two hot girls pleasuring one another while getting fucked by a hung black stud had sparked a fire within her she hadn't expected.
Liv looked wearily over in Grant's direction as she slipped the ménage a trois DVD into the player. The first scene was one of his favorites. In it, a hot young couple invites one of the wife's recently divorced friends over to console her following her husband's affair. The friend, who bore a strong resemblance to Liv, ends up forgetting all about her ex as the friends fuck her every way imaginable.
When Mylo saw how hot the two actresses were and the size of the husband's big cock, he cheered loudly. "Yeah sugar, this is exactly what I wanted to see. Let me guess, this is your DVD, not little cage-boy over there!" He nodded in Grant's direction.
Liv didn't respond, knowing whatever answer she gave would only spur him on further.
Mylo, already aware the young wife had a kinky side to her, took her silence as confirmation that she liked watching the MFF sex. "Well this is some hot shit, but while we're getting breakfast ready, let's really get this daylong party started! Mute the porn and put on some more of your tunes, none of that faggot classical crap your husband listens to!"
Liv swallowed fearfully, suspecting she knew what he meant by a daylong party. Nonetheless she moved to the stereo. Usually she hooked her phone up and listened to one of her Spotify mixes through the booming Sonos sound system. But without it, she perused her older collection of CD's. "How does GnR sound?"
Mylo got a huge grin on his face—everything about this married bitch was perfect.
One minute later, to her husband's obvious chagrin, the Guns N' Roses classic "Welcome to the Jungle" blasted from the captive couple's robust surround system.
To be continued...
*****
Author's note: I want to thank everyone who has waited patiently for this story to resume. A lot has changed since the last chapter was released, but I can assure you, Mylo's desire for revenge against the warden has not. Liv Rawlins will learn the depths of the notorious rapist's loathing for her husband in the coming chapter's...
Please remember to vote and either comment or PM me. Make sure to include your email address if you want me to respond. I had originally planned on writing only two more chapters to this saga, but I decided to shorten them and author several more. I can't say exactly how quickly I will publish each, but this is my top priority and the wait between them shouldn't be long.
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Axel Rose's unmistakable voice blared from the speakers as the smell of sizzling bacon wafted through the Rawlins' weekend retreat in Sea Ranch, California. Outside, the ceaseless rain pounded heavily around the isolated property.
Like all the residents of this remote seaside community, the Rawlins' had been drawn to Sea Ranch for its rugged beauty and get-away-from-it-all charm. Most of the upscale homes rested on a four mile stretch of grass covered landscape that sloped invitingly towards picturesque cliffs overlooking the Pacific Ocean. Few trees and even fewer close neighbors made this the perfect geographic antidote to the rat race existence of their primary residence in the Bay Area.
Unfortunately for the captive couple, it also meant the likelihood of someone dropping by for a stick of butter was quite remote too. Their nearest neighbor was a thousand yards away.
The Rawlins' had bought the place late the previous summer and spent most of the fall remodeling and decorating. In late autumn and over the holidays, their weekends were filled hosting extended family or simply enjoying the peace and serenity of the solitary place to themselves. They hadn't made much of an effort to meet their "neighbors". But in spite of their yearning for isolationism, the Rawlins' had committed to spending much of the upcoming spring and summer exploring the breathtaking terrain and immersing themselves in the culture of coastal Northern California and Southern Oregon. They had lots of trips planned up Highway 1 on Grant's Harley.
Those alluring plans were now the farthest thing from their minds.
Liv Rawlins' hacking cough challenged the Guns N' Roses iconic singer's octave range as ironically the band's famous ballad November Rain blared from the speakers. A billowing smoke cloud exited the young wife's lungs as her coughing fit continued. Mylo Dickenson laughed as he removed the thick joint from her fingers and took another hit himself. "Okay honey, just one more for you and then we'll sit down and enjoy this incredible feast you prepared for us!"
"No more...please. You said if I took that first one I could stop, and now you want me to take a third, this is crazy! I don't do this stuff..."
"Shit baby, think of it like a vacation! We don't have anywhere to be or anyone to see, we can just hang out and enjoy each other's company all day...if you think about it, we have a lot to celebrate—I mean it is the one day anniversary of the first time we fucked!" Mylo teased, knowing the comment was especially insensitive for the captive couple as today was actually their seventh wedding anniversary.
"Company? Vacation? Anniversary? It's more like a FUCKING NIGHTMARE! Why don't you just take the car and anything else you want, and make a run for it before they find you. Grant and I won't tell them you were here and you can be far away by then."
Mylo laughed. "Sugar, there are a couple of problems with your scenario. First, I don't want to leave. And second, if I did, one of the things I'd take with me would be your sexy ass! So unless you want to be like a modern day Bonnie and Clyde, I would suggest you hit that doobie one more time and shut the fuck up!"
The deviant watched proudly as the half-naked wife reluctantly hit the Sour Diesel spliff for the third time. He ogled her flawless body displayed to perfection in the deep cut lingerie exposing her large breasts. "Hey chief," he yelled out to the gagged warden sitting solitarily across the room, "Do you remember if Bonnie from Bonnie and Clyde had as nice a rack as your wife? I'm thinking not or ol' Clyde might have been too distracted to kill all those fuckin' people...kind of like I am right now! Hahaha."
The warden stared at him blankly. His bound wrist still connected to the wrought iron section of the couch. Over the past hour, he'd watched and listened as best he could above the loud music, as the deranged criminal juvenilely tortured his faultless wife with constant verbal and physical goading. A litany of sexual teases and references to the previous night's activities spewed from his mouth. All the while, the son-of-a-bitch spanked, pinched, and groped her while she prepared his extravagant breakfast. The pancake spatula was his play toy of choice as he slapped her exposed ass cheeks again and again.
For Liv, the whole experience was challenging enough, but doing it while stoned was next to impossible. The criminal had been smart enough to have her administer his insulin shot before they started partying heavily. Once that was out of the way he broke out the weed. And now making matters worse, the convict had prepared two of the strongest Bloody Mary's either of them had ever tasted. Periodically he would make her stop what she was doing and take a large swig with him. They followed each guzzle with a mandated kiss that her husband was forced to watch.
In reference to the warden, Liv wasn't the only one having to deal with Mylo's constant banter. The rapist took extra pleasure in verbally assaulting him too. "Hey chief, how's that porn treating you?" He yelled out. "That threesome shit is fucking awesome ain't it? As a matter of fact, I wish that hot Indian reporter we saw on the news earlier was here. I can tell you if she was, me, her, and the little missus would be all tangled up in that bedroom right now! Hahaha. I bet it's a bitch having that cage on your little pecker while that hot ass shit plays in front of you! Maybe at some point if you're a good boy, I'll let you jack off while me and the old lady get it on again! Oh...that's assuming you can jack off, which arm do you do it with?" He teased rhetorically.
The warden stared despisingly at the abhorrent criminal, hoping against hope that his revenge would come sooner than later. Meanwhile, his guilt-filled wife did her best to ignore his crazed rants and when it was finally time to eat she asked, "Can you unlock him so we can bring him to the table?"
"Table? He ain't eatin' at this fuckin' table, not smellin' like he does. As a matter of fact, he ain't getting near this grub! When we're done, I got some other menu items for him." Mylo laughed.
Liv glanced worriedly in her husband's direction before questioning, "What do you mean 'other menu items', I made plenty of food for all three of us?"
"Don't fucking worry about him, he'll get his nourishment, but right now c'mon over and sit that pretty little ass in my lap, I'm hungry as fuck from all that fuckin'!"
Liv could see the impatient gaze forming on Mylo's face again. She decided she was better off doing what he said than questioning him again. After delivering two large platters of eggs, bacon, pancakes, and fruit to the table she asked, "Don't you want to have room to eat? I bet you haven't had a meal like this in a long time, I could sit over there and give you plenty of space."
"Haha, I got nothing but time on my hands honey. So if it takes an hour to eat this awesome looking spread, I'm good with it. Besides, my stomach isn't the only body part looking for a little nourishment." Mylo teased while flashing the same shit-eating grin she'd seen before. He led her gaze to his lap where his huge cock extended several inches out the top of his boxers. "That hot little blonde at the weed shop was right about that Diesel shit, it makes my fuckin' dick hard!"
Liv gasped loudly. She was at a loss for words as she thought shockingly to herself, "How can his huge penis be hard again already? He isn't going to want to have sex right here...in front of Grant...is he?"
Her final question was answered quickly as he backed his seat from the table. "Baby, climb down under here and help me get my boxers off. I'm not shy, and there's something cathartic about eating naked!"
With the music blaring loudly, Grant could only hear bits and pieces of their conversation but he had a pretty good idea what Mylo was coercing his wife to do. He pulled on his restraints yet again, but he could feel the power in his resistance fading quickly. The interminable pain and swelling in his broken bones, lack of food, and utter exhaustion were sapping what little energy he had left.
Liv took one final glance in her husband's direction before kneeling down under the table. Mylo ran one of his big hands through her hair. "Okay Sugar, help me get these uncomfortable fucker's off."
They worked together to free the snug boxers and Liv maneuvered them over his unit before sliding them down his legs. His semi-hard cock swung back out and flopped against her pretty face. The talented children's doctor moved her small hand to his shaft and reluctantly guided the swollen head into her mouth at Mylo's direction.
The sex offender's head fell back as he groaned loudly. "Oh fuck yeah!" Now with his hungry cock being serviced, Mylo turned his attention to the buffet and proceeded to shovel the delectable contents into his hungry mouth. The home-cooked breakfast feast was like a gift from heaven. He honestly couldn't tell which was better, the tasty food or the breakfast blowjob.
Liv couldn't believe his cock was already in her mouth again.
Her thoughts were quickly interrupted by more of Mylo's hubris. "Damn warden...Mmmm...you don't know what you're missing over here. I honestly don't know what's better, your wife's wet lips or her fuckin' blueberry pancakes!"
The warden seethed with rage. For the second time since they'd awoken, his beautiful wife was being forced to pleasure the deranged sociopath orally. This time however, her positioning, the loveseat to his left, and the placement of the kitchen table set, obscured his view of the debauchery. But the constant verbal chatter from the arrogant piece of shit, let him know exactly what was happening.
"Yeah, you suck a really mean cock honey! But as filling as I know that fucker is, you must be starving yourself, climb on up here and get yourself some of this incredible grub." Mylo encouraged as he easily lifted her lingerie clad body from her knees and maneuvered it into his lap. She was now facing her husband's direction as Mylo's huge cock pressed against her g-string clad pussy.
When she looked over in Grant's direction, Liv noticed her vision was slightly blurred—she immediately chalked it up to the marijuana and vodka. "Jeez it's only a quarter to eleven and I already feel like this? What in the world is the rest of this day going to be like?"
If she only knew...
For the next several minutes the tortuous criminal fed her tidbits of the delectable fare while subtly gliding his steel shaft along her slit. It wasn't long before he could feel her wetness leaking onto him. He whispered in her ear, I'm gonna slide my cock in you and as long as you don't respond outwardly, your husband won't have to know we are fucking again. The choice is yours, if you choose to fight it or make a scene," his teeth clenched menacingly for effect, "then I'll drag your ass over there and fuck you so hard on the couch right next to him that he'll never be able to get the image out of his mind! Is that what you want?"
Liv subtly shook her head, confused by how she should respond, but not wanting to torture her husband any further.
"Good...so I'm gonna pull your panties aside and you're going to rub that wet slit along my cock until the head pops inside. And then we're gonna work together to get this fucker nice and deep, just the way you like it! Then you're going to ride and squeeze it with your tight little cunt while we eat the rest of our breakfast. And when you're ready to cum, I would suggest you try your best not to squirt all over the place or your hubby might know. Do you think you can do that?"
Liv nervously contemplated his directive. She hated her options, but didn't see she had a choice. The pretty wife slowly nodded as she did her best to focus on the man she loved sitting helplessly across the room, not the one whose fat cock felt so good grinding against her dripping sex.
Her head hadn't stopped nodding before Mylo's long fingers slipped inside the slick material and yanked her g-string aside. The delicate garment stretched like it might snap. It was already soaked. "Nice baby...okay slide that married pussy across my dick until it's nice and wet and then line it up with your hole. Then I want you to tell me what you want!" Mylo whispered before he bit down on her ear.
The crazed sex offender fed Liv a piece of crispy bacon while her hips moved ever so slowly across his lap. As they did so, the young wife could feel every rutted contour of his rigid pole as her tender lips parted and gripped the persistent invader. Her married slit left a slippery trail along its veiny span. "That's it baby, nice and slow," Mylo whispered, "but don't forget to eat or your hubby's gonna wonder what's going on."
Liv reached for her fork and mindlessly took a bite of scrambled eggs. She glanced in her husband's direction just as his head bobbed for the first time.
"Damn, these blueberry pancakes are fucking juicy!" Mylo blurted out loud enough to startle the warden from his malaise. His announcement startled Liv enough that she flinched too. Mylo felt a gush of pussy cream splash across his cock when she settled back down. The deviant extended his purple-stained tongue and fluttered it like he was eating pussy, "Yeah, this shit is so wet and juicy, I can feel the nectar dripping! What do you think baby?" Mylo asked as he brought a big bite smothered in syrup to her mouth. His callous approach caused a large dollop of gooey syrup to spill from his fork and splatter in the gap between her big tits.
"Oh shit, I almost forgot the best part," Mylo shouted as he grabbed the whip cream canister from across the table. "Here honey open up, mix this shit with the bite in your mouth!" The reluctant wife did as he said before her mouth was quickly filled with the thick sugary cream. "Is that fuckin' shit good or what?" He cackled.
With the distraction in place, Mylo whispered stealthily in her ear, "Tell me where you want my cock!"
She shook her head delicately, trying not to alert her husband whose attention had been recaptured by Mylo's outburst.
"Don't fuck with me bitch or I'll get that fireplace poker out again," he cautioned, this time in a more vociferous, threatening tone, but still not loud enough for her husband to hear.
Despite the distance across the room and Mylo's distracting ravings, Grant suspected something more was happening between the lunatic and his wife, but his vision of their layered bodies remained blocked below the table level. He watched as after Mylo filled his wife's mouth with whip cream, he sprayed a big clump on his own tongue and joyously sucked it down.
After swallowing, the rapist whispered again, "Tell me..."
"Can we please just keep doing this, I'm sure it feels good for you..."
"Don't question me bitch! I can tell by how wet your pussy is, it feels good for you too, but it ain't your choice," Mylo growled through gritted teeth as he pinched her plump ass hard.
Liv held back a scream. "Okay, put it in."
"That's not convincing enough slut!" He gripped her skin and pinched more aggressively.
"Oh shit please stop. Will you...um...put it inside me. I want to...uh...ride it..."
A conquering grunt escaped Mylo's throat as his fingers absorbed another taught section of the wife's sexy ass flesh. "What do you want to ride?"
"Please don't pinch me...your cock...I wanna ride your...um...big cock!"
"That a girl. Take a bite of food as you slide forward and put that tight hole against it. This horny fucker knows what to do after that. It won't be his first time stretching that tight shit out. Will it?"
"Oh jeez...no!"
"What do you mean 'no' bitch?" Mylo questioned as he gathered more smooth skin between his fingers.
"I mean, no it won't be the first time he has stretched it out. It's...uh...he's so...so effing big..." She acknowledged as she slowly pushed her hips forward, gliding her sopping gash along his bulging shaft again. At the same time, she distractedly forked a bite of cantaloupe into her mouth.
When her slippery opening neared the swollen head, Mylo gripped her hips tightly and thrust upward. His big cock was like a wild animal stabbing its prey. The young wife practically choked on her food as the oversized knob bullied its way inside. Mylo reached for a piece of bacon and stuffed it in his own mouth. After chewing loutishly he bellowed, "Fuck chief, this shit is good, you should put it on the menu at the prison! Damn, it's easy to forget after you haven't had something for so long just how fucking good it can be! You know what I mean big guy?"
In spite of his distrust for the deranged convict, perhaps due to his foggy head or the arousing threesome on the screen in front of him, the warden didn't catch that Mylo's deceptive reference referred to his wife's pussy, not the bacon.
Over the next few minutes, the warden peered ignorantly back and forth between the porn and the kitchen table. He fought the dull ache from his concussed brain and exhaustion from the long sleepless night. As a result, he wasn't sharp and had no idea every sensitive nerve ending in his wife's pussy was being assaulted by the oversized intruder taking up residence between her legs.
At the same time, Mylo coerced the guilt-filled wife into feeding him bites of the delectable fare. He did the same for her, making her tell him how much she loved each one. The preoccupied wife answered in a series of breathless nods as her slick pussy soaked the rooting invader.
Mylo basked in the moment. He knew the young wife was experiencing profound anguish. Despite her pleasure, she was trying not to display any reaction in front of her husband. That, in and of itself, would have been difficult under any similar circumstance, but it was made all the more challenging now by the size of the intruder stretching her tunnel to its limits.
From Mylo's perspective, on the surface this stealthy strategy would appear to fly in the face of his true goal of torturing the warden through the sexual (mis)treatment of his wife. But the cunning sex offender knew his own satisfaction would be that much more fulfilling if, in addition to tormenting the man who had wronged him for so long, he corrupted the mother-fucker's wife's brilliant mind in addition to her spectacular body. Mylo Dickenson was in his element. Fucking Liv Rawlins was unbelievable, but fucking with her was almost as good!
He wasn't done.
Mylo slipped his hand from her ass and moved it between her thighs. She stiffened as his long fingers found their way through her little furry patch to her slippery bump.
"Oh god...no please don't...you don't need to do that! I already feel you everywhere..."
"Not everywhere slut, I could be molesting your huge tits or fingering your asshole, which of course I will again later, but right now, you just sit here and ride this big cock. Don't worry about anything else."
Liv bit her lip and grunted while the already incommunicable feelings of pleasure were enhanced dramatically as Mylo's fingers frigged her like no man ever had. She tried to avoid making eye contact with her husband, but when she finally glanced his way and saw his head bobbing in exhaustion again, a momentary sense of relief permeated her senses. She let herself enjoy the feelings of pleasure without remorse, if only for a few seconds. Unfortunately for her, during that blissful hesitation, perhaps due to her drug and alcohol induced condition, the irrefutable words "ffffuck me" oozed unconsciously from her faithful lips.



A satisfied grin formed on Mylo's face. It had been a very long time, but he had been down this path many times in the bedrooms of countless women, all of whom wanted desperately to reject his personal trespassings. But as it was with each of them, he could already sense that Liv Rawlins' body was succumbing to the pleasurable feelings her intellectual mind could not refute.
He thought to himself, "I'm fucking this horny bitch in the same room as her asshole of a husband, while I hold them both captive in their own home, and all she can do is beg me to keep fucking her. I'm gonna bang this bitch till her pussy explodes!"
The irony of the situation was profound. While the warden sat isolated in misery with his cock uncomfortably bound by a cold immovable barrier, his wife's sexual complement dripped in blissful arousal while stuffed to its limits by the hottest pleasure tool imaginable. All the while, her captor's fingers played her clit in perfect rhythm with the GNR keyboardist's manipulation of the ivories.
The young wife battled her feelings of disloyalty. Her husband sat no further than thirty feet away while another man drove her towards sexual ecstasy the likes of which she hadn't imagined possible only 24 hours previously. Perhaps the drugs and booze had broken down some of her inhibitions, but she still questioned how her body could respond so traitorously given the situation.
Nevertheless it did. Liv Rawlins was going to cum. And it wasn't going to be a small one.
From somewhere deep inside, perhaps not as deeply as her captor's cock, another orgasm was building. Since the prior night, the young wife had come to recognize this previously unfamiliar stirring. Each time it felt like a tropical depression forming in the far recesses of her ocean, building unrelentingly until it reached her pussy as a category five tempest that battered her from the tips of her toes to the last follicle of hair on her head.
Mylo knew her storm was coming—he already recognized her telltale signs. Limitless gasps and grunts escaped her lips followed by continuous contractions around his dick while the slickest of lubrications saturated him. Her nipples swelled harder than diamonds. "That's it baby, cum on that big fuckin' cock again!" Mylo whispered in her ear.
"Ohhhh...not here...can we please stop...uhn shit?" The guilt-filled wife answered his challenge unconvincingly.
Mylo held back a laugh. He had stopped moving his cock and pulled his fingers from her clit minutes before. The warden's wife's undulating hips and contracting pussy were now doing all the work.
"You don't want to stop! You know what's coming and hubby can barely keep his eyes open. As long as you don't scream too loud or squirt all over the place, he won't know. You can have your cake and eat it too!"
"It's not cake, it's...it's terrible..." she answered in a pre-disposed response.
This time Mylo did let out a laugh, the words coming from her lips didn't align with the urgent movements of her hips. "Oh yeah, that sopping pussy doesn't seem to think so!"
"It's only because you got me wasted, just like last night!"
"Honey, you better come up with a better excuse cuz you and I are going to be fucked-up 24/7. And based on the way you fucked after that blow last night, this weed's just a warm up. I got a mountain of that white stuff!"
"I hate you!"
Mylo moved his hand back between her legs.
"Oh god...please don't do that..."
"Do what?" He teased as he slipped her bump between two of his thick fingers.
"Touch me while...while...you are inside me...like that...oh...uhn...please...don't" Liv Rawlins whimpered as her hips reacted more urgently.
Mylo moved his mouth to her ear, "It's time baby, it's time to give me that cum. Hubby's in lala land over there. Cream on this big cock again, we can clean the mess up after..."
"You're an evil man...uhn...uhn...uhn...just know I'm...oh god...not doing this for you. I'm doing it for him," she grunted while gazing in her husband's direction. "He's a better man...oh shit...than you could ever be!"
Mylo felt her sinewy body tense and go rigid as her pussy gripped his cock one final time. Her breathing stopped as an almost imperceptible shriek escaped her parted lips. It was such a high pitch that it didn't capture her husband's attention, but Mylo knew it was the final sign. He watched as her hands gripped the edge of the table, her fingers turning white, as she pushed herself down hard on his cock.
Moments later the cunning rapist's genitals were washed in waves of hot fluid as robust as any he'd already drawn from her. While she was still shaking, Mylo breathed in her ear, "That's it, give it to me sweetheart. Cum on that big cock again! I'm not sure how you're measuring the better man, but if it's him, it certainly can't be determined by whose cock your little pussy squirts on the most." He cackled.
The sex offender remained buried deep inside for the next several minutes while she breathlessly recovered. Her hips twitched involuntarily in post-coital recuperation while Mylo fed her more of the delectable fare. She mindlessly consumed the remainder of her breakfast that had long since turned cold.
When his cock finally softened, Mylo lifted her hips and pulled out. Another wave of dammed-up ejaculate spilled from her gaped opening and gushed on the floor. "Oh shit, you spilled your syrup all over the floor bitch!" Mylo yelled. "Go over and grab something to clean it up before it becomes even more of a sticky mess."
Grant's drowsy head lifted as he peered again in their direction.
Liv could feel her cum dripping down her legs as she moved to the kitchen hoping her husband wouldn't be able to see from across the room. She shuffled quickly on wobbly legs, leaving a trail behind her. The remorseful wife retrieved a sponge and a towel and made her way back to the table. Mylo looked on smugly before she shot him the dirtiest look imaginable.
His demeanor changed again. "Get down on your hands and knees and clean it!"
As she climbed under the table and began wiping up her mess, Mylo gripped a handful of hair, pulled her face to his arching dick and ordered just quietly enough that Grant couldn't here, "Clean your cum off my cock with your mouth first!" She started to object until he yanked more firmly on her scalp. Moments later Liv Rawlins, wife of the proud prison leader, licked her own essence from the dripping penis of one of his inmates—an evil man who had ripped yet another mind-bending orgasm from her bewildered pussy.
"Don't forget my balls too slut, that shit splattered all over the place!" He piled on degradingly.
The young doctor awkwardly licked and sucked her cum from his genitals. While Liv had always possessed a kinky streak, fellatio was never one her things. She had tasted herself on Grant's tongue many times and was never grossed out by it, but it wasn't her thing to do it from his penis. Her husband had always been the oral provider in their relationship.
Now as her tongue fluttered along the rutted surface of her captor's cock, she surprisingly found her flavor subtle, and her scent, while pungent was not disagreeable. Before long, she found herself licking more vigorously as an unfamiliar feeling began to develop...she couldn't place it, but it felt strangely like intoxication. And while she'd already had a strong cocktail and several hits of pot, she could tell this was something entirely different.
Mylo helped her out from under the table and after slipping his boxers back on, led her across the room to where her husband sat. The warden's heavy eyes opened wide as he saw them approach. He stared back and forth between them as drool spilled from his gag. His chest was soaked with spit. But despite his desolation, he still was able to discern a strange look on his wife's face that wasn't familiar to him. He also noticed she had a dark wet spot on the front of her babydoll and slickness on her thighs. "That must have been where the syrup spilled..."
An overwhelming sense of guilt enveloped Liv as she observed her husband's wretchedness. She felt especially disloyal as only minutes before, while he wallowed in pain and dejection, she had experienced indescribable pleasure while cumming all over their captor's huge cock...again.
Their thoughts were both interrupted by Mylo's grading voice. "Okay doc, now that you provided me with your delicious treats, I think it's time we had a little three-way discussion regarding your piece-of-shit husband's injuries." He looked over at the warden as an uncontrollable saliva stream spilled from around his gag and dribbled down his chest.
"Well...maybe this will be a two-way discussion, but I think you get the point." The escapee laughed at his own joke while mocking the helpless warden yet again.
The Rawlins' were not in a joking mood.
But in spite of Mylo's cruel mocking, they both felt cautiously buoyed by his acknowledgement of Grant's injuries and a willingness to discuss them. Mylo rose and retrieved the fireplace poker before making his way across the room and collecting the medical bag. He came back to where they were sitting and plopped back into Grant's Lazy-boy with the bag in his lap.
"Chief, those unfortunate fucks in your infirmary were nice enough to provide access to the prison pharmacy after they departed planet earth. I collected a pretty nice stash of shit before I left, including that huge mountain of blow sitting on the end table over there. I'm not going to ask why you keep medical grade cocaine in the infirmary at a state prison, but I'm...uh...let me correct that...your wife and I are really glad that you do. I've already told you what that amazing shit does to her!"
Mylo watched as the distraught warden glanced in his wife's direction only to see her eyes drop again.
"But she isn't the only one potentially benefitting from my little pilfering. You see fucknut, I grabbed a shitload of pain meds too. He pulled container after container of pills from the bag. I have a bunch of opioids including Vicodin, Oxycodone, Morphine...oh looky here I didn't realize I grabbed a couple of bottles of Fentanyl too!"
"You had all that pain medication with you the whole time and didn't offer him any knowing the severity of his injuries? You're a son-of-a-bitch!" Liv shouted.
Mylo laughed. "You don't know how correct that statement is honey! My mom was a bitch, actually she was a whore but that's just semantics, and yes I like to fuck a lot...you obviously know that! But getting back to the pain meds, I still have no intention of giving him shit! Anything he gets will be earned. And since he isn't in any shape to earn his own, you're going to do it for him!"
The warden shook his head vehemently, fully grasping what the lunatic was suggesting.
"Oh look how chivalrous the gallant hubby is honey, in spite of his obvious discomfort, he doesn't want his sexy wife to have to degrade herself to earn pain relief for him. What this dumbshit doesn't understand is his horny wife loves every second of her degradation. Huh baby?"
"Fuck you Mylo!" Liv screamed.
"What did you say to me cunt?"
"I...I...said...oh...I'm sorry...I said I'm sorry!" She backpedaled, realizing her last comment might have crossed his imaginary line.
"No, that's not what you said slut!" Mylo growled as he rose quickly from his chair and moved across the space between them to the kink box. He ripped the wooden paddle from inside. As he turned back towards his chair, he gripped her thick dark hair and pulled her across his knees as he landed heavily back in the seat.
The warden pulled desperately at his bindings as his wife screamed in terror.
Mylo stared at him with cold dark eyes as he yanked the bottom of his wife's baby doll up over her hips until it was wrapped around her torso. She struggled to free herself, but the shocking strength in his upper body quelled her movements. The devilish assailant then gripped the top strap of her g-string and ripped the stretchy garment from her hips and tossed it aside.
Both men sat staring at one another as the sexy wife's heart-shaped bubble ass now lay exposed in the convict's lap. Mylo raised the paddle in one hand as his other rubbed across her perfectly smooth skin until his fingers disappeared between her cheeks.
Another thick spit stream spilled down the warden's chin as he helplessly watched his wife's hips tense while fearful whimpers escaped her lips.
"Okay fucker, your disrespectful wife is clearly not adhering to the rules we established earlier—so she needs to be punished. Nod your head and confirm you agree!"
Grant Rawlins frantically shook his.
"WHACK" the paddle sounded as it landed squarely on Liv Rawlins' pristine ass. She screamed in pain.
"Damn that is one tight fuckin' ass chief—I'm surprised the paddle didn't break! Acknowledge your hot wife needs to be punished for her insolence!"
The distraught warden shook his head vehemently again.
Again the paddle slapped loudly against her reddening ass cheeks. She yelped.
The warden had used the same paddle on his wife many times in their playful sex games over the years. It had been one of the first toys they had added to the kink box not long after their wedding years before. In fact it was its purchase that led Grant to truly understand that his new wife had a seductive, naughty side in the bedroom that he never could have imagined in his wildest dreams.
Many years before, the warden had returned from a business trip on a Friday night only months after their wedding night. He had texted her when he left the airport to tell her he'd be home in about an hour. When Grant entered the house, everything was dark. He thought it was odd, but made his way upstairs quietly, anxiously wondering what his beautiful wife might have in store. The only light was a muted ambiance emanating from their master bedroom at the end of the hall. When he turned the corner, he was immediately presented with one of the most erotic settings he ever dreamed possible.
Candles flickered around the large room while quiet music played in the background. In the center on their large bed, his gorgeous wife rested on her elbows and knees. Her wrists were inexplicably handcuffed to their headboard. Grant approached silently, his cock already hard in his pants as he took in the scene. Liv's stunning body was clad in tiny black and white jailbird lingerie. A short skirt, if you could call it that, covered about three inches of her deep cleft ass crack, leaving the rest of its bubbled exquisiteness exposed for him. Her thick pussy lips sat framed to perfection between her ass cheeks and smooth athletic thighs. Black fishnet stockings connected with lacy garters highlighted her long legs capped by four inch stiletto heels. She wore nothing on top, the skin of her sinewy torso glistening under the flickering light of the candled illuminessence. To crown the perfection of the scene, the warden could make out the perfect roundedness of one of her large naked breasts from the side as it pressed enticingly against the silky bed sheets.
Neither of them had made a sound on his approach. When he finally arrived at the foot of the bed his eyes were drawn to an unfamiliar wooden paddle resting on its surface. Next to the paddle, a note read: Warden, I've been a bad prisoner while you were away. I've had many naughty thoughts—I thought it only right that I be spanked for all the dirty things I've fantasized about!
Grant made a quick glance up at the heavens and asked himself, "What did I do to deserve this?"
The warden quickly learned that his wife hadn't purchased the paddle only for his benefit. On that decadent night and many since, he had watched streams of her silky juice flow down her thighs as he paddled away at her sweet ass.
Of course he had never spanked her as firmly as Mylo Dickenson was at this moment. The warden was pulled back to reality by the rapist's gravelly voice, "C'mon warden, don't make me do this again! Your audacious wife needs punishment doesn't she?"
This time Grant hesitated in response—the backwardness of the situation readily apparent to him. Their captor had roughly paddled his wife's naked ass while challenging him to acknowledge her need for punishment. The crackling connections and pinkish glow forming on her typically flawless skin making it obvious she was already receiving significant chastisement. He didn't know what his acknowledgement of her wrongdoing would lead to, but it didn't seem like it could be worse than the treatment she was already receiving. And knowing his wife's desire for the paddle, the conflicted warden was also mindful of how her body might respond to further paddling. This time he nodded.
"Ah, nice warden! I'm glad you see things my way. Due to your confirmation, the paddling will cease for now, but since she's in need of more, this will accompany your wife and I the next time we head off to the bedroom together!" Mylo spewed while holding up the punishment tool.
The warden gulped nervously.
Mylo directed his next statement at the sexy wife, "Your hubby wants me to extend this punishment in the bedroom, but in the meantime, are you ready to apologize for your disrespectful behavior?"
Liv quickly nodded her head. "Yes Mr. Dickenson, I apologize, please don't paddle me again!" Ironically, she had the same concerns as her husband in regards to how her body would respond. The only difference was, she could already feel the effects on the inside of her thighs.
Mylo set the paddle aside and gripped her puffy ass cheeks with both hands. "Okay, I will forgive you for now honey, but just know we aren't done with this." The cocky escapee squeezed the doctor's bubbled contours while staring across at her husband. He wanted Grant to know who this splendid ass belonged to now.
Mylo led the warden's gaze back down as his fingers slipped between the folds of deep cleft gap. Moments later a devious grin formed on the rapist's face. "Hmm chief, if I didn't know better, I'd think our little criminal enjoyed that more than she let on." The assailant pulled his hand from between her cheeks and held his fingers up for them both to see. The glistening wetness was clearly apparent.
Warden Rawlins gulped nervously again as he realized the lunatic had just uncovered one of his wife's kinky secrets.
Mylo moved her from his lap back into a sitting position next to him. Grant couldn't help but notice that the confident, sometimes fiery appearance in his wife's expression was no longer there. It had been replaced by an accepting, almost submissive gaze.
"Where were we in regards to these pain meds before your wife so rudely interrupted?" Mylo barked in the warden's direction. "Ah, that's right, we were just getting ready to discuss the earning component to this little program. So I've been thinking about the most equitable way to distribute these into your 'pain pill bank' chief. And now, after spending as much time as I have with your wife, I have a better idea about the most reasonable way to do it."
He continued, "Originally I was thinking about awarding you with a dose of morphine for each time the little wifey squirted on my big cock..." Mylo hesitated for effect as the Rawlins' stared at each other in horror as to what he had just suggested. "But I've since come to realize that really isn't fair, because at the pace we're on, you would have a huge stockpile of drugs in no time. So instead, I've decided you will earn a quarter of a pill for each squirt—that sounds about right doesn't it doc?" Mylo grinned while staring at the shocked wife.
Her fiery persona returned and it took everything in her being to keep from cussing him out again. She held her tongue and stared back with hatred in her eyes.



"I'll take that as a yes!" Mylo jeered. "Okay, this is subject to change if I find the warden's stash growing too quickly, but as of now, here's how the program will to work: For every blowjob where my jizz is not swallowed in its entirety, I will award half an opioid, either Vicodin or Oxycodone, and of course the warden will get a yummy new candied apple in the process. But if the little wifey ups her game and learns how to gulp it all down, then I will award an entire pill. Unfortunately for you chief, in that scenario you won't get one of your tasty treats, unless you want one of course..." Mylo laughed. "Are you following?"
They stared at the psychopath, rage apparent in their expressions.
"Okay good. Moving on. Per my previous announcement, I will award a quarter of a dose of morphine for every time the doctor's squirtin' little quim splashes on my big cock. I'm still concerned this one might be a little on the lenient side based on the past 24 hours, but as I said, I'll make adjustments as necessary."
Again, the married couple seethed but remained quiet.
"And lastly, to earn the really potent stuff, you know they say Fentanyl is up to fifty times stronger than morphine—I'm probably making this one a little too easy too, but all that's required for the warden to earn a full dose is for you to take one of my sticky loads in your ass Mrs. Rawlins!"
Grant yanked at his restraints as desperate undistinguishable cries sounded from his throat.
"I hate you," was all the livid wife could muster.
Mylo laughed. "Of course if I'm in a charitable mood, I might award "extra credit" for special treatment. But also know that I can and will take away any number of rewards for insolence or resistance!"
Both Rawlins' sat silently for several seconds, but Mylo could tell Liv was holding something back. "What is it doc? You got something you want to say?"
"Yeah...uh...but can we go in the other room to discuss it?"
"Nope. If you want to get something off your very nice chest, do it right here or I'm going to consider this topic closed." Mylo knew what she wanted to ask, but didn't want to give her the opportunity to do it outside of the warden's earshot.
A pained expression formed on her face as she made eye contact with her husband before speaking, "Obviously his injuries are significant, are you going to give him any painkillers now?"
"Why would I do that, we just established the guidelines?"
Again the convict watched as she glanced nervously at the warden before responding, "What...what about what's already been earned?"
"What do you mean?" He asked, playing dumb but fully understanding what she was getting at.
This time an irritated expression formed on the wife's pretty face. "You know what I mean!"
"I'm afraid I don't, you're a smart doctor lady and I'm just a high school dropout from the sticks."
The young wife knew exactly what Mylo was doing, this wasn't going anywhere unless she asked directly. "Are you going to give him meds for the...uh stuff...we've already done together?"
"Stuff?"
"SEX you asshole!"
A sly smile formed on Mylo's face as he peered over at the warden who was breathing heavily through his nose as spit spilled down his chin. The remorseless convict saw this as another opportunity to torment them further. "Hmm, I'm not really sure what you're referring to Sugar. I guess I could award him half a Vicodin for the blowjob, but not a whole one cuz you choked on my load. And don't forget, he was rewarded with that scrumptious apple in that exchange, so it worked out pretty good for him. Didn't it chief?" Mylo laughed as he studied the warden's furious face. "...But aside from that, I'm not exactly sure what you are talking about honey?"
"That's bullshit! You've already rubbed his...my husband's...nose in it. He obviously has a good idea what you've been making me do behind closed doors!"
"Making you do?" Mylo laughed, enjoying every second of the titillating banter. "Doc, you seem to be living in some kind of spectrum of denial. But nonetheless, I think you should focus on how you're going to maximize his bank from this point forward, anything you may have done is water under the bridge...or more accurately stains on the sheets."
"You're a monster!"
"Careful titties, do you want me to get that paddle out again? Actually, don't respond to that...I think I already know the answer!" Mylo joked. "Alright sweetcakes, speaking of sheets, I want you to run on into our room and strip those off our bed and make up the warden's comfortable resting place with them. Put some clean ones on our bed, I saw a red satin set in the closet last night, use those. And then find another one of your hot little outfits and slip it on. Also, clean yourself up. Fix your hair and put on some makeup. I like dark eye-liner, thick eyelashes, and glossy lipstick! When you're done, climb under those silky sheets and wait for me!"
The young wife glared back at him. "What about food and drink for him, he hasn't eaten or had anything to drink in almost 24 hours?"
"That's not true. Don't forget honey he already got a significant amount of protein on that candied apple! But, I'll see to it that he gets some more nourishment before I put him to bed. But you need to hurry your ass up, get those sheets changed and make yourself hot for me."
She started to rise but before she moved far, Mylo reached out, grabbed her arm and pulled her head down for a heavy wet kiss. The action surprised her and her body wasn't in a position to fend him off. He held her there as their lips pressed together for several moments. When he finally released her, she pushed herself away and scrambled towards the bedroom, never glancing back at either of them.
The warden pulled at his restraints as rigorously as his wrecked body allowed.
Mylo watched Liv's sweet little ass jiggled before she disappeared. "You know chief, you are one lucky SOB! I don't know how a jackwagon like you ever landed something as fucking hot as that! I think now about all the nights I sat in my own squalor in solitary thanks to you, while you were home chasing that fine shit around the bedroom. I got to give you credit. I mean, as you know, I had my fair share of quality pussy when I was on the outside. But probably due to the long time since, I don't remember ever sinking my cock into something quite that sweet!"
Unintelligible cries sounded from the warden as more spit spilled down his filthy face.
Mylo continued, "So the shoe is on the other foot now isn't it motherfucker? It's unfortunate for you that this fucking rain still hasn't let up, because if it did, me and the little lady might venture out a little bit, but instead we are holed up here with nothing else to do except party and fuck! I'm gonna let you in on a little secret. While you were sitting here watching porn and dozing, your horny little wife was impaling her tight wet hole on my cock while we dined at the table. While I fed her bites of bacon in one opening, I fed her the full length of my sausage in the other. And when that horny slut finally came, which she always does, it was her cream that squirted all over your kitchen floor, not the fucking Aunt Jemima's!" Mylo cackled. "So as I told you before, think of this as your solitary confinement you son-of-a-bitch. Today while you lay in our cum-stained sheets, just know I'm gonna be chasing that sexy shit around your bedroom all day long!"
Mylo moved across and patted the immobile warden heavily on his wrecked shoulder as muffled cries of rage sounded. He spoke again, "It won't be long before I move you to your room to get a little shut eye chief, you must be tired as hell after trying to sleep in your own piss all night long. I hope you have happy dreams!"
The warden struggled against his restraints yet again as the arrogant criminal rose from the couch and made his way into the kitchen. For the next fifteen minutes, the prison official listened as the song Whistle Why You Work spewed irritatingly over and over from the sociopath's lips. With a gloating smile, Mylo whistled and busied himself collecting items for his planned day of debauchery. Rawlins watched as the miscreant removed a large bottle of chilled tequila from the refrigerator along with a twelve back of Bud Light. "I probably could have picked up the fully leaded stuff chief," Mylo teased as he held up the twelve pack, "as with all the exercise I'm gonna get, I guess I could've used the extra calories, but I'm always trying to watch my girlish figure!" He laughed as he headed into the master room before coming back out for another load.
The grating whistling continued.
"I love what you and the missus have done in there chief. The mini-fridge and big screen are gonna come in handy today. Oh shit, that reminds me, I need to grab some porn. Shit, this is like packing for a camping trip, I don't want to forget anything important!" He laughed giddily. Moments later Mylo sauntered past again with a shit-eating grin plastered to his face, a container of strawberries, the canister of whip cream, and a bottle of Hershey's chocolate sauce now stacked on his tray.
On his next pass he carefully picked up the mirror containing the big pile of cocaine. "Your wife's favorite part..." he jeered.
On his final jaunt, Mylo moved in front of the warden and yanked his boxers down. His huge cock flopped out heavily and rested in a slight arc, pressed in its position by the massive ball sack beneath it. "You know after thinking about it, my last statement wasn't entirely true chief, the cocaine is actually your slut wife's second favorite part!" The sex offender slapped his cock against the warden's face before pulling up his shorts and squeezing the tormented man's injured shoulder again. The proud prison official whimpered in agony.
Mylo moved over to the kink box.
"Let's see...hmm...the nipple clamps, porn, and motion lotion are already in the bedroom. What else...ah this little bullet vibe could be good...you know chief I found a remote egg in her panty drawer, did you even know she had that? Or is that part of a secret stash she uses to get off when she tires of your little tool?"
The warden didn't respond as Mylo cackled again.
The convict continued perusing the box. He pulled out a black leather horse crop and playfully whipped it in the air, "This could be interesting..." Finally he grabbed the bag of feathers and a blindfold. "You sit tight here chief, I'm gonna take this shit into the love nest and then I'll come back and escort you into your room." He started to move towards the bedroom before stopping in his tracks. "Oh shit, I almost forgot..." He returned and retrieved the wooden paddle from the couch. A sly smile formed on his face, "I'm on to her chief. She liked when I spanked that tight little ass with my hand last night, but that dirty little thing seemed especially fond of the paddle a few minutes ago. I think I may have made a kinky little discovery, huh chief?" Mylo patted it playfully against the warden's cheek several times before hurrying off.
When he returned, he unlocked Grant from the couch and roughly pulled him to his feet. After sitting for such a long period, his injuries conspired to make it difficult for him to walk from the living room to his bedroom. When they finally arrived, the pungent smell of sex struck both of them simultaneously. "Ah good, the little wifey got the sheets changed over I see...and smell." Both men could see large wet spots coating the expensive floral printed bed coverings. Grant had observed the soiled sheets when Mylo led him to their room earlier in the morning, but for some reason they appeared more sullied now. Perhaps it was the prospect of him climbing between them that made it seem so. His thoughts were interrupted by the sex offender's repartee, "At least it doesn't smell like piss in here anymore, huh chief?"
With little difficulty, Mylo connected the warden's good wrist to the cable circling the bed. "I'll go grab you something to eat and drink. There's some toilet paper there on the floor next to your bucket if you need to take a crap."
The escaped convict returned a few minutes later with a paper plate containing two dry rice cakes, a box of cat food, and a couple of Mountain Dew's. "I know I kind of splurged on the vittles compared to that shit you fed me in solitary, but it's just the kind of guy I am. Bon Appetite! If I were you, after chowing down on this feast, I would try to get some sleep. But I need to run, I'm sure my scantily clad buddy is getting anxious for my arrival!" Mylo could hear the warden madly sliding along his cable behind him as muffled cries echoed from deep in his throat. A proud smile formed on the rapist's lips as he exited the room and pulled the door closed behind him.
*****
Fifteen minutes later as the distraught warden sat on the edge of his bed, he heard the door knob click and his stunning wife entered quietly.
The sight was like a cruel mirage.
Grant couldn't remember ever seeing her look hotter. The silky leopard patterned teddy that Mylo had tossed in his lap earlier, clung to her flawless body like the designer had painted it on himself. The v-cut stretchy material gripped her natural D-cups like a layer of skin, exposing the alluring chasm and highlighting the rounded contour of each globe to perfection. Black slender straps, stretched to capacity, sunk taughtly into the smooth skin of her exposed shoulders carrying a heavy burden.
The fullness of her breasts contrasted the sleekness of her narrow core, molded tightly in the silky fabric. And the taper of her sexy hips was made all the more seductive by the cut of the designer piece and the idyllic volume of athletic thigh exposed between the body glove and the matching leopard patterned tights connected by garters. Her shapely legs squeezed by the sexy hose, appeared to go on forever as her delicate feet melted naturally into a pair of jet black five inch stiletto heels, giving the impression she was standing on her toes. Agonizingly, the warden had never seen any part of the decadent ensemble on her—his naughty wife had only purchased it days before to surprise him for their anniversary.
Now their crazed captor would soon enjoy it for a second time.
As she moved quickly and as quietly as the stiletto's allowed, the full grasp of his wife's flawlessness registered for the tormented warden. She'd been inside for only a few seconds before the beguiling scent of his favorite perfume wafted in strongly and made his misery that much more profound.
His wife's thick dark locks were teased in a wild kind of kinky coif that looked like it belonged more on a 23-year-old than a woman ten years older. Heavy dangling oil-rubbed earrings and an onyx chain necklace that he'd never seen before hung around her sleek neck. Liv's Ariana Grande looking long natural eyelashes were painted in black mascara and complimented by dark eyeliner that, along with her dense eye shadow, made her shapely azure blues pop. Her naturally swollen cheekbones blushed in a pinkish radiance that would make any Cosmopolitan model jealous, highlighted the perfection of her flawless facial skin. And lastly, a mid-shade glossy lipstick made her full thick lips look so wet it was as if she'd just taken a big swig of baby oil.
The warden couldn't help but wonder why she would make herself look so good for him.
"Honey I don't have much time. He just went into the bathroom and if he finds me in here, I don't know what he'll do!" Liv spoke in panicked tones as she frantically located a nearby towel and wiped his spit strewn face. She carefully observed the large gash on his forehead for signs of infection before she spoke again. "Honey, it's important that you get some rest, I snuck these from one of the pill containers in the living room," she held out a couple of pills. "This is Fentanyl, it's some pretty potent stuff, I don't have time to take your gag off so I'm going to push them around it and you'll have to try to swallow or suck on them if necessary. It should help significantly with the pain and will make you tired too." She squeezed the first pill between the gag and his stretched lips and fingered it inside before she did the same with the second. "What did he bring for you to eat and drink?"
Her husband's eyes led her gaze down to the meager rations. "Oh my god! He's evil!" Liv shouted in hushed tones when she observed the abhorrent spread. She quickly opened both cans of Mountain Dew and slipped the straw into one, "This shit's not going to help you sleep," she whined as she pushed the straw where the pills entered and he was able to suck some of the sugary drink into his parched mouth. Liv broke up several small sized pieces of the rice cake for him to slip around his gag. "Try to get some of this food in your mouth, you have to eat and drink! Do you understand me?"
Grant nodded his head but wondered how he would manage any of this without the basic use of either of his arms.
"Honey, I've got to go, he might already be out of there!"
The warden's eyes were like saucers as he tried to motion for her to stay. She hugged him tightly and planted several kisses around his face. "Just know that I love you more than anything in this world and we will get through this!" She paused momentarily before looking deeply into his bloodshot eyes. "Baby, anything I have to do for him will be to get us one step closer to freedom, please know that I'm doing this for US! I Love You!"
Against his muted objections, she rose quickly and was out the door in moments.
The warden had no idea there was dampness between his gorgeous wife's slender thighs as she exited.
*****
Moments later the injured man heard a loud roar and a terrified scream that he knew meant one thing, his wife had been caught. His heart beat like a freight train and his head pounded as he tried to come to grips with the incomprehensible situation. The distraught prison leader committed yet again, that if and when he were to escape this nightmare, he would kill Mylo Dickenson by whatever means necessary, even if it meant he would have to spend the rest of his life in his own maximum security prison for it.
At the moment, his negligee attired wife was being led into the master bedroom by the back of her arm. She and her captor were moving as fast as her high-spiked heels allowed. "I told you to be waiting for me in bed, you purposefully disobeyed me slut!" Mylo growled before whacking her hard on the ass.
Liv's heart was in her throat as fear and pain gripped her. She did her best to keep her balance in the heels as he moved her along quickly.
Mylo held back a laugh. He had no intention of hurting her, but she didn't know that. Physical violence, aside from hard fucking, had never been one of his things, but his plan required at least the threat of it. The sex offender had every intention of corrupting the young wife's mind as well as her pussy, and he knew putting her in a position of fear and arousal would make her that much more pliable.
Based on what he'd learned in the past 24 hours, he knew just the thing to do the trick. He grabbed the wooden paddle from the dresser as he led her roughly towards the bed. Mylo could smell the sweet scent of her perfume. He'd given her basic instructions as to how he wanted her to prepare herself for their bedroom rendezvous, but she had taken his vision to another level with the leopard teddy, matching thigh-high tights, and platform sex heels. The outfit, combined with her hair, makeup, and fragrance gave the hot wife the appearance of a $1,000-a-night hooker.
Mylo Dickenson would have her for free.



Tears streamed down her face as he landed on the edge of the bed and yanked her sexy body over his knee for the second time that morning. "Please don't do this...please!" She begged.
"Slut, my instructions were clear and you chose to ignore them!"
"But...but I dressed up like you wanted!"
Mylo held back a laugh again as his he thought to himself, "You exceeded my expectations there slut... you didn't make yourself look this hot because of my orders—you wanted to look extra hot for me you horny bitch..." He finally spoke, "Yeah, it's the only reason your punishment isn't going to be worse. Now reach back and unsnap it between your legs slut and then beg me to spank your sweet little ass!"
"Please don't...it hurt me when you used the paddle before..." She whimpered.
"It's gonna hurt a lot more if you don't unveil that tail for me right now bitch!"
Liv reluctantly shipped her hand back between her ass cheeks and disconnected the crotch snaps.
"Pull it up in the back and show me where you want this paddle!"
"I don't want it...please...can you just use your hand?"
This time Mylo did laugh. "Oh, you can count on that too slut, but I don't think you mind this paddle as much as you lead on!"
"Why would you say that...it hurts!" She whined as her nimble fingers reluctantly pulled the stretchy garment up the crack of her ass exposing her reddened cheeks. Mylo spied her spectacular caboose. He had molested the puffy halves as he pounded the shit out of her doggy-style the previous night before directing his massive cock to her rear entrance and claiming her forbidden prize—a joy her husband had never experienced. Now her previously unblemished backside bore the signs of the odious connections. Bruises and bite marks staked Mylo Dickenson's claim as the new owner of the formerly pristine place.
Mylo slipped his thumb in his mouth and moved it over her beckoning starfish. The combination of sensitivity and tenderness from what Mylo's huge cock had done to her backside only hours previously made her jump. His powerful arms held her in place as he molested her private little hole.
"Please don't touch me there, it hurts from what you did already!"
"Haha, you say that now slut, but that isn't what I heard when you begged me to shoot my load in your ass last night and early this morning!"
"I didn't beg..." she answered unconvincingly.
Mylo laughed again. "Okay, maybe you didn't beg, but you sure didn't object!" In his best women's impersonation he mocked, "Oh yeah...god...please...yeah...I didn't know it would feel like this...so big...oh...yeah...don't...uhn...stop..."
"You're such a pig..." was her only comeback. She wanted to use the drug/alcohol excuse again, but knew that would only feed right into his perverted plans. Mylo grinned before he let a large saliva stream spill from his lips and splatter on her asshole. Another surprised gasp escaped her mouth.
As he messaged the slippery fluid around her sphinq he quipped, "I'm going to paddle this sweet ass of yours again for disobeying my orders. You have two choices, you can object and I guarantee it will be much, much worse or you can beg me for more and I might show you some mercy. And don't forget slut, I'm onto your little secret, a little paddling is right up your alley. What's it going to be?"
The respected children's doctor now found herself in an unwinnable position. She was terrified for what the crazed sociopath might do if she objected, but encouraging his sadistic behavior went against every fiber in her being. But at the same time, Liv Rawlins knew her body well—she was fearful how it might respond if she accepted. And worse yet, she knew her captor knew it too.
"Tell me slut!"
"Oh god...ugh...do it...spank me." She answered in the faintest of tones.
Mylo heard her the first time but wanted to make her say it again. "I didn't hear you, what's it going to be slut?" He shouted loud enough that her husband in the other room could hear.
Grant Rawlins remained on the edge of the bed. The initial relief from the Fentanyl was just starting to take effect as the extreme pain from his injuries began ebbing for the first time. Yet, in spite of his physical improvement, his head still hung dejectedly as it conjured up images of what the lunatic was likely doing to his wife in the room next door. He hadn't heard a thing since the initial uproar but the warden still couldn't get the image of the hot outfit and his wife's overall stunning appearance out of his mind. "She always looks phenomenal in lingerie, but did she have to make herself look that good for him?"
He then heard the convict's deep voice from next door but couldn't make out what was being said.
Back in the master, his wife's unsteady reply sounded. "Spank me."
The next sound the warden heard was the unmistakable connection of the wooden paddle on his wife's firm backside. It was followed by a piercing squeal. He heard it again...and again...and again.
Tears were streaming down her beautiful face as her captor paddled away at her bubbled cheeks. A litany of taunts rained down upon her as her ass turned a bright shade of pink. "Tell me you want another slut!"
"Oh god...please don't...it hurts..."
"Tell me...now!"
"God...shit...yes...spank me again."
"Whack" the paddle sounded as it struck the smooth surface. The warden's wife yelped loudly.
"Are you going to obey me from now on?"
"Yes... yes...I promise...please no more paddle!"
"How do I know I can trust you?" Mylo teased, not really caring whether he could or couldn't but having too much fun listening to her grovel to stop.
"I...I'll do what you want...please just don't use the paddle again."
The assailant held back a laugh. He thought about all the things he had planned for the hot WILF, some of which she might not like as much as the paddle. "We're gonna fuck some more but based on your husband's condition, I'm not sure the lower grade meds are going to do much for him. You better get your head around earning him more of the strong stuff...you know what I'm talking about, huh slut?"
Liv gulped, remembering the Fentanyl was tied to anal sex. Before she could process that thought further, she felt Mylo's long fingers slip between her ass cheeks down towards her pussy. She knew what he would find when they got there.
"Ah-hah, just as I suspected!" Mylo triumphed. "This tight pussy is literally dripping! You might claim you don't like that paddle honey, but your little slit gives you away every time! I bet the warden pulls that thing out of the kink box every chance he gets. If he doesn't, I'm sure you remind him! Haha."
Liv didn't respond—the convict wasn't far off. The young wife could feel pussy juice spilling down the insides of her thighs as it always did when Grant paddled her. Mylo flipped her off his lap onto the bed face down. She let out a startled gasp as her captor gripped her narrow hips and slid them forward. Moments later, she felt her cheeks part and Mylo's long tongue push its way inside her asshole.
"No...don't do that...ugh."
The sex offender probed her sensitive opening while roughly squeezing her tender cheeks. Liv couldn't believe this was happening again. Prior to the previous night, the young wife had never had her sphincter rimmed. It took only a moment to remind her of the decadence.
Still, she objected, "Please don't do that...as a medical professional...uhn...I can tell you that isn't a safe practice."
Mylo laughed. "You think I care about that Sugar, you can't imagine some of the shit that has gone in this mouth in the last eighteen years. Besides, I really like the taste of your ass!" He bellowed before circling his devilish tongue around and around her puckered hole. The whirling dervish then continued downward along her taint to her slippery pussy lips.
Liv Rawlins moaned unconsciously when it arrived. Mylo's thumb replaced his tongue on her rosebud as he went to work on her thick labia with his mouth. Juice was practically dripping from her slit as he worked his magic. "Lift your hips!" He ordered as he moved a pillow alongside her.
"Why do you have to do that..." She breathed heavily as she followed his orders with only slight hesitation.
"Don't ask questions slut!" He growled as he shoved the pillow underneath and hungrily attacked her pussy.
"Please don't...oh...uhn...this is so wronnngggg...why do you keep doing thiiiiissss?" She whined breathlessly.
Mylo pushed her legs apart and brought his other hand beneath them. He rubbed circles around her swollen bump while he sucked and nibbled on her thick tasty lips. All the while, his thumb never paused its relentless assault on her pulsing asshole.
The hot doctor's hips began to move as her genitals basked in the tortuous pleasure. "Please don't do this. Please stop...uhn...god," she urged as Mylo watched her fists grip the comforter tightly. The subtle roll of her hips became more pronounced as he moved his fingers from her clit and buried them in her slippery groove.
"Oh no...noooo! Uhn...no...please...sttt—oppp! Not there...no...not there too!"
The practiced sex offender roughed her g-spot as he dropped his tongue back against her slickened ringpiece and went to town.
This time the young wife gasped out loud. "OH FUCK! GOD I HATE YOU!" Her rigid ass cheeks tightened against his face and her hips rolled violently as if they were trying to find something more solid than the pillow to hump. Mylo increased his efforts and moments later the warden's wife squealed as sex juice erupted from her married pussy and splashed his entire forearm.
In the room next door, Grant's bobbing head was suddenly startled by Mylo's triumphant wail! "YEAH THAT SQUIRTIN' LITTLE PUSSY'S LIKE A FUCKIN' WATERFALL!"
Back in the master room as cum still surged from the young wife's pulsing pussy. Mylo had already flipped her over and pulled her to the edge—his massive cock was balls deep before she even caught her breath. Liv screamed loudly as the mammoth organ hammered into her. The deviant was on a mission—a mission to extend the doctor's climax. The maneuver was one Mylo had perfected with so many other hot young babes and he was sure the warden's wife's fiery body was ripe for the process.
With one foot on the bed and the other on the floor, he wasted no time in pounding her pussy hard. Her flexible body was angled such that her shoulder was pressed against the headboard while her splayed hips perched on the edge, invitingly open for his assault. Mylo gripped one of her stocking clad legs and aimed the tip of her spiked heel towards the ceiling. The new position afforded him the opportunity to fuck her hard. Real hard.
"Please stop...you're hurting me...oh god...it's too deep," she begged.
Mylo ignored her pleas and continued hammering into her. He could see fear and pain in her expression, but he knew one of the two emotions would fade quickly. This was the first time he had really seen her face since his make-up directive. The sexy WILF had exceeded his expectations in making herself up for him and aside from a few mascara stains on her cheeks, she looked absolutely flawless. The kinked hair, long dark eyelashes, and full glossy lips gave her the look of someone five years younger. Although his memory had faded significantly, he couldn't remember ever fucking any chick this hot.
"Fuck bitch, your slippery pussy is so damn tight, we need another cum to loosen it up!" He joyously teased through his sinister gaze.
"You're too big...please...it hurts..." Liv pleaded again. All the while she could still feel the remnants of her previous orgasm stirring within. She tried to ignore the sensation, but as his huge cock maintained its offensive, the reluctant wife could feel pleasure pulses firing in the deepest walls of her pussy.
Mylo could see the changing effects on her gorgeous face.
He turned his attention to another beckoning vision. The young wife's big tits jiggled invitingly beneath the sexy lingerie while her hard nipples poked against the slick fabric. Mylo coolly gripped the top and pulled down hard on the stretchy material releasing her bounding D-cups. The thin straps maintained their grip on her shoulders creating a leopard patterned sling around her huge breasts. The effect caused the flawless set to press together, pushing upwards towards his hungry face.
The new vision stiffened his cock and encouraged him to pound her more aggressively as he reached down and tweaked one of her hard nipples. Liv Rawlins grunted loudly while other new sounds filled the room. Her slickening pussy began putting off sloppy wet overtures while the headboard banged hard for the first time.
In the room next door, the warden had positioned his wrecked body carefully between the filthy sheets and begun to doze. He was awoken by the sound of the bed frame suddenly slamming against the wall. The helpless husband knew immediately what the sound meant. His raspy throat gulped painfully, trying to imagine how the sex-crazed lunatic could perform again so soon.
The constant thumping went on and on like drips from a leaky faucet. It was a reverberation that made him practically ill and one he came to detest in only a matter of moments.
It was only just beginning...
Meanwhile his wife had gone practically tone deaf. The only sounds she could hear were her own grunts and moans and the incessant litany of sexual taunts spewing from the lips of her relentless captor.
"C'mon slut...gimme that cum!"
"Nnnnnoooo...you're a monster!"
"Don't fight it...you know you can't wait to squirt all over this big stick again! Let that tight little pussy do its thing Sugar!" Mylo goaded as his thick cock thrust relentlessly into her married slit. Wet, slapping sounds filled the room as his massive balls slapped off her soaked ass splattering their combined juices across the bed.
The headboard banged off the wall again and again.
"Fuck you got a hot pussy...tell me how much better my big cock feels than your husband's little prick!"
"No...uhn...I won't...uhn..."
Mylo slapped one of her big tits. "Say it cunt! Tell me you love this big fuckin' cock and you're going to cum all over it again!
"Ohh...don't do that...you're hurting me..." she whined.
"SAY IT!" He slapped the heaving mound again.
"Just...just because I might...uhn...do it again...uhn...doesn't mean I like it more than his. I...I do it on his penis too." The distracted wife answered, not really even sure what she'd just said.
"Ha! I'm sure you do cum on that little tool once in a while, but you don't squirt all over it every time do you slut?"
"I...I don't know...oh shit...please just stop...uhn...I love my husband...please..." Her hands that had been moving aimlessly across the bed now gripped the comforter tightly. Her eyes rolled back and her mouth opened. Mylo knew she was on the verge of another massive climax.
"That's it baby it's time to give it to me! It's time to cum all over this big fucking cock again!"
In spite of her desperate attempt to not provide him with the satisfaction again, her mental efforts were quickly overwhelmed by her physical euphoria. She couldn't deny the pleasure any further. Her lithe body began to shake as breathless words escaped her perfect lips, "Oh god...I'm doing this for him...only for him...uhn...uhn...uhn...soooo good ...uhn...yeah...soooo much cock...oh shit...cummmminnng...cumming for him...yessssss ...don't ssttttopppp!"
The look of complete ecstasy on her gorgeous face coupled with the arousing movements of her wanton body were all it took to trigger a massive eruption from Mylo's cum-filled nuts. He wailed triumphantly as his swinging testicles pumped a gallon of scalding convict cum into her fertile womb. Their combined juices splattered together deep inside her slippery tunnel before gushing out all over the satiny bed sheets.
Upon hearing the climactic wailing from next door, the warden did everything in his power to control his rage. Eventually he squeezed his eyes closed, trying to block out any further thoughts or sounds. Over the course of the long afternoon, he entered into and out of fitful sleep. The pain medication had relieved his injuries to the point of tolerance and sheer exhaustion finally pushed him towards needed dormancy.
Unfortunately for him, he was awoken again and again to the banging of his headboard against the shared wall.
The sex offender and his wife fucked. And they fucked. And they fucked. The jubilant wails of the rapist beast and his wife's own climactic acknowledgements, coupled with his inability to do anything about it, made the proud warden feel like he was on a slow steady path towards insanity.
*****
Five hours later Mylo Dickenson entered into the warden's bedroom with the smuggest of shit-eating grins plastered to his face. Chocolate syrup stains were visible around his mouth. "Good afternoon, or should I say good evening! How is your anniversary going pencil dick? I hope you were able to get some sleep, I know how irritable I can get when I haven't slept. Are you the same way chief?"
The warden stared at the rapist loathingly.
"I can see from the splatter around your bucket you must have pissed at least once. Isn't a little pittle on your cage a lot better than sleeping in a big pool of piss? Let's get you unlocked from your cable so you aren't stuck in here all night. I can assure you the real action in this house isn't taking place in this little cave. Mylo dragged the indignant prison official out to the living room and positioned him back in his spot.
The unmistakable smell of cigarettes painfully overwhelmed the warden's senses. It made him sneeze. Mylo picked up on the effect. "I know, those Marlboro's are still strong after all these years, aren't they chief? Your wife coughed like a junior high schooler on her first one."
Grant's eyes opened wide in surprise before Mylo reached to his left and opened a familiar wooden box. The initials G.A.R. were monogrammed near the latch in gold inlay letters. The warden recognized the box immediately. "Cuban's? Only the best for the biggest asshole in the California prison system, huh chief? I hope you didn't mind that I rescued your humidor from your office desk. No sense leaving these babies around for all those loser murderers and gang thugs to smoke!" Mylo joked before taking a big puff and blowing the heavy purple smoke into the warden's face.
"So chief, I just got to tell you I had one of the best afternoons of my life!" The smug convict smiled before taking a nice long drag from Grant's favorite Cohiba brand stogie. "This 43-year-old battered body even surprised me. I mean to keep up with that five-star fuck machine for that long was a hell of an accomplishment for an old fuck like me." Mylo's comment was just another dig at the distraught husband. In spite of Liv Rawlins' sexual prowess, the practiced rapist had literally fucked every ounce of energy out of her fit, athletic body.
Spit splattered from around the warden's gag as rage steamed from his ears. The sex offender casually puffed another long drag. "I mean if they awarded gold medals for fucking, that wife of yours would be on the medal stand in the marathon category!" Mylo jeered through a big wide smile. "Then again, I understand they drug test all those athletes and with the amount of jif your little wifey had flowing through her veins, she certainly couldn't have passed any tests!" The unfeeling convict laughed loudly before he continued. "And as far as cum goes, I don't know where she gets it all. It reminds of this Pit Bull I used to have when I was a kid. That fucker could piss on every rock, tree, bush and fire-hydrant in my whole neighborhood—he never ran out no matter how long we walked. Now I'm not calling your smokin' wife a dog, but that bitch cums like my old Pit Bull Hank used to piss. Her squirtin' married pussy just never runs out!"



Mylo didn't stop. "But I gotta give you credit chief, every time that little slut gushes on my dick she says she is doing it for you. I mean that horny bitch even says it before she screams out my name in ecstasy. She's as loyal as they come. You're a lucky man Rawlins!"
The warden decided that further emotional displays were exactly what the psychopath desired, so he just stared at him through unblinking eyes. Inside, however Grant felt like a thousand daggers were stabbing him in the heart. He was obviously aware of his wife's propensity for ejaculation, but the thought of her doing it time after time on the huge cock of a detestable rapist was more than he could fathom. The indignant husband suspected the escapee was embellishing the story, but after sleeping in cum-covered sheets himself for the past several hours, it was hard to deny there was likely a lot of truth to his braggadocious rant.
The warden swallowed hard and wondered to himself how this detestable situation could possibly get worse.
It would...
To be continued...
*****
Author's note:
Please remember to vote and either comment or PM me. Make sure to include your email address if you want me to respond. I had originally planned on writing only two more chapters to this saga, but as you can probably tell, we have a ways to go. I can't say exactly how quickly I will publish each, but this continues to be my top priority and the wait between them shouldn't be too long.
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Cedric Brown woke to the smell of sizzling bacon wafting into the large master bedroom. Like most folks, the black man considered the delectable aroma one of life's true simple pleasures. Of course, the scent being displaced by the frying pork wasn't bad either.
The room reeked of sex.
He shifted his naked torso to the right and observed the stunning brunette with what appeared to be a satisfied smile on her sleepy face. Kacey Shaw was the young wife of the person creating the delectable scent emanating from the kitchen.
Ced Brown ogled the portion of her naked body not covered by the expensive bed sheets. Her large breasts were exposed, displaying their heavenly fullness on her lithe frame as she lay on her back in a blissful slumber. The black entrepreneur proudly viewed the numerous hickey's and bite marks apparent around her mid-sized areola. Her large nipples were red and undoubtedly tender.
Kacey's husband had shared that his wife loved having her beautiful tits sucked and bitten—Brown had made sure to take advantage of the decadent invitation. The horny black man loved him some big white titties and had spent the better part of the night molesting her full c-cups. But what her husband hadn't known prior to the previous night, was how much his inexperienced wife would love having her breasts painted in thick African-American semen.
Cedric Brown made sure both Tim and Kacey Shaw found out.
The smug black man observed the flaky white residue evident around the young wife's chest and neck. He had planted several voluminous loads in her married pussy over the course of the night, but he'd started off the proceedings splattering her bounding tits and beautiful face with a week's worth of black baby-making buildup. The cuckold couple had been absolutely stunned at the amount of creamy ejaculate that had erupted from his huge balls and covered her entire upper body.
Now Brown slipped quietly out of bed and located his boxer briefs. He pulled them up his muscular legs making sure to maneuver them over his low hanging scrotum and snaking his long limp cock into the stretched fabric. After draining nearly a gallon of piss, he walked out and found Tim Shaw working diligently in the kitchen.
"Damn dude, that smells really good!"
The software engineer nearly burned himself on the stove when startled by the deep voice behind him. He turned to see the muscled black man standing nearby in only his underwear. A welcoming smile formed on the young husband's face. "I figured you might appreciate a hearty meal after that workout!"
Brown laughed. "Yeah you got that right man, that wife of yours really put me through my paces!"
This time it was Tim Shaw's turn to chuckle. The stunned husband had watched from near the bed for the first couple of hours, but to say his wife had been the one setting the pace was a humorous claim. The cuckold knew that to suggest anything other than the fact his petite wife got the absolute shit fucked out of her, was pure fallacy. He'd also heard her pleasurable moans and whines throughout the night after he'd finally gone to the guest room to get some sleep.
"Ced, I'm really not sure that's an accurate assessment of what I witnessed and heard." The husband answered in a humorous response. "I mean, I saw Kacey nearly pass out from pleasure at least twice just in the time I was in the room!"
Brown's chest puffed out. "Well, I'll still give her credit, after your sexy wife came to each time, she did her damndest to keep up!" This time they both enjoyed a hearty laugh.
"So what'd you think?"
"Jesus Ced, to see her respond like that was beyond my wildest fantasies. I always suspected if I could just convince her to go through with it, she would love sex with an endowed...uh...hung-like-a-horse stud like yourself. But even I didn't expect it to be like that. Once she relaxed and witnessed my arousal too, the way she kept begging you to make her cum absolutely blew my mind! How many times do you think she did? Ten?"
"Oh, I don't know Tim, I wasn't counting," the proud black man answered fallaciously, well aware it had been upwards of twenty. Like others before, the horny little slut had morphed into a borderline nympho—the formerly happily married hottie couldn't get enough of his huge cock.
Tim spoke. "So I have to share something kind of embarrassing with you Ced. Kacey and only went to that bar last night as kind of a test to see if a self-help program we've been attending was actually working."
"Wait, you lost me there Tim, what kind of program?" Brown asked questioningly, yet fully aware of what Tim Shaw was about to tell him.
"Yeah, it's kind of complicated, but Kacey demanded that I get some help for my fetish desire to watch her have sex with an endowed man—so at her urging, we recently enrolled in a self-help program called Cuckolds Anonymous."
"Cuckolds Anonymous? You mean like a program to kick the cuckold habit? Oh shit Tim...after last night, can I assume the program doesn't work very well?" Ced Brown asked embarrassingly with an awkward chuckle.
"I don't know. They have hundreds of satisfied customers according to their Amazon and Facebook ratings and numerous positive references we checked before we joined. Last night was supposed to be kind of a baseline test to determine the direction the program would take Kacey and I over the next several months."
Ced allowed an uncomfortable gaze to appear on his face before responding. "I guess it's fair to suggest you and your wife failed the test..."
"Are you kidding me Ced? I never wanted to join in the first place. Kacey only requested I do it because she was nervous where my cuckold fetish might lead us. And now here we are. I got to witness the most amazing spectacle last night while my wife enjoyed the greatest sex of her life! In a convoluted way, I'm ecstatic we joined. If we hadn't, we never would have been at the bar last night to meet you!"
Just then, Kacey called out from the other room. "Tim, can you come in here please."
Her husband peered at their nearly naked house guest as he moved towards the master bedroom—a look of uncertainty on his face.
Five minutes later the tech engineer returned with a devilish smirk. "She...uh...would like to talk to you. She says she has a favor to ask."
The two men made knowing eye contact. The request came as no surprise to Cedric Brown. A confident smile formed on the black man's lips as he reached for a piece of bacon and took a smug bite. "I assume you can put this breakfast on hold, we might be awhile!"
"Yeah, I...uh...kind of suspected that. I'm going to go ahead and eat, but I can re-warm it when your...uh...conversation is done."
"Sounds like a plan!" Brown answered, a calm giddiness in his voice. Moments later he was closing the bedroom door behind him.
Tim Shaw stood sipping his coffee in the kitchen with a raging hard-on in his pants. A million exciting thoughts now coursing through his mind as he thought back to how he and Kacey had gotten to this point. The irony of the situation was still hard to fathom.
It had been only a month previously when his wife demanded he get some help for his disturbing desire to watch her have sex with an endowed man. Reluctantly following her ultimatum, he had found the self-help organization online. And while he had gone through the motions for Kacey's benefit, he never really bought in, still hopeful his fetish obsession of eventually watching her getting fucked by a big-cocked black bull would eventually take place.
Unbelievably, as he had just conveyed to Brown, it was through their involvement with the group Cuckolds Anonymous that they came to meet him. And now the rest was history. His formerly reluctant wife, the same woman who had insisted that he get some help for his disturbing fantasy, was at this very moment on her hands and knees in their marital bed getting joyously hammered yet again by the hung black man.
After finishing his breakfast and cleaning up the kitchen, Tim Shaw approached and put his ear to the bedroom door. "TELL ME!" He heard Ced Brown's deep voice demand above squeaking bed springs.
"Yes...yes I love it! You're so much bigger than him! Plleeeeeaase don't stop!" His wife begged.
"Whose tight little dripping pussy is this?"
"Oh god...it's yours Cedric! It's yours anytime you want it!"
The young husband heard a conquering howl before the black man shouted. "You bet it is! This married pussy ain't gonna be able to live without big black cock anymore. Is it?"
"No...ohhhh...god...it feels sooo good...ffffffuck meeee!"
Tim Shaw had rarely heard his wife use the 'f' word, but now it spewed from her lips like some sex-crazed foul-mouthed slut. In addition to her profanity-filled whines of encouragement, the sound of squeaking bedsprings and wet body parts slapping together in a hurried rhythm captivated the aroused husband's attention. He dropped his pants in the hallway and frantically stroked his hard dick. "Oh my god, my wife just told that black bull who we just met last night, her pussy is his and he can have it anytime he wants!"
His previous thoughts were interrupted by his wife's lustful validations. "Uhn yeah...I can feel your balls bouncing off my clit...ohhhh...it feels so good Cedriiiiicccc."
"You gonna cum on this big black snake again?"
"Yes...oh shit...yeah...it's sooo much cock! I LOVE EVERY BIG BLACK INCH OF IT!"
"Squirt that married pussy all over it again baby...this big fucker loves himself a good cum bath!"
"I love when you talk to me like that Ced...I'm going to...keep doing it just like that...ohhhhh...uhhhhh...oh my god! Please don't stop! CUMMING...I'm cummmiiinnnggg again! FUCK MEEEEEEE CED!"
The banging of the head board intensified in concert with Tim's wife's desperate grunts and moans. "That a girl, get it all out! Yeah, that's a juicy one baby! That squirtin' little pussy is milkin' one out of this ebony root too! Turn over, I want paint them big titties again!" The black man shouted.
Tim heard an urgent wrestling on the bed before Ced's deep voice roared. "YEAH HERE IT COMES...YEAH...TAKE IT..." Victorious grunts escaped the black man's lips for a seemingly endless stretch while the mattress springs strained and squeaked. The stunned husband listened incredulously as his wife's black lover announced, "FUCK YEAH...ALMOST DONE...UHN...UHN...YEAH!"
"Almost done? It sounds like he's been cumming for a full minute..." The young engineer thought to himself as he frantically stroked his cock and when he heard his wife's shocked response, "Oh my god Ced, there is so much...my boobs are totally covered," it put Tim over the edge—his own meager load spewed from his six inch dick and dribbled across his fingers onto the floor.
He then heard a hearty laugh followed by Cedric Brown's deep voiced directive, "There you go, smear it around those sweet titties just like before baby! And clean the rest off!" Shortly thereafter Tim Shaw could hear the unmistakable vibrating sounds of his wife's throat stuffed to capacity.
Twenty minutes later the handle on the bedroom door clicked and the interracial lovers made their way to the kitchen. Ced Brown wore the clothes they'd met him in the previous night, his wife had on one of Tim's long tee shirts.
"How was your conversation?"
Tim Shaw watched as his wife's beautiful eyes dropped in guilty acknowledgement before Ced Brown answered enthusiastically. "Very enlightening for your wife Tim—I just filled her in deeply on a subject to which I would consider myself an expert!"
"Oh yeah? May I ask what it was?" Her husband asked with a knowing smile.
Ced Brown looked back and forth between them before answering jokingly, "It's kind of scientific. Let's just say it has to do with masses and volumes!"
The two men laughed heartily while even Kacey let out a bashful giggle.
After an enjoyable yet slightly awkward meal, Brown informed the Shaw's he needed to be going. They walked the muscled black man to the door. As they neared, Tim Shaw asked, "When are we going to see you again Ced?"
A slight grin appeared on Brown's lips as he studied each of their expressions. "Is that something you both want?" He asked, still peering at each, but knowing it was only Kacey's response that mattered.
He also knew what her answer would be.
Tim Shaw's facial expression confirmed it was his wife's decision to make. The sexy brunette bit her lower lip with a devilish grin and nodded enthusiastically. They all laughed.
"Well then Tim, you have my consultant card, give me a call whenever you guys want to have a little fun!" Brown shook his hand and then leaned forward and gave Kacey a lingering kiss. The excited husband watched their extended connection, focused on the contrast of the black man's dark skin and tall athletic frame versus his wife's diminutive light skinned body. Her craned neck stretched upward to facilitate the kiss. Kacey's bare legs crossed—one foot toe-touching the floor in schoolgirl fashion. Tim Shaw could feel his cock hardening yet again.
Moments later the young couple watched as the black man hopped into his convertible Porsche and sped off.
*****
Ced Brown's already robust ego brimmed as his outbound call rang through the car speakers. After a couple of rings a woman's voice answered. "Cuckolds Anonymous".
"Hey it's me, we really need to get caller ID on that phone! After five years in business, you should know when it's me calling."
"Well, you typically call my cell, but yeah, I'll call AT&T this morning and get it set up. How'd it go?"
"How do you think?" The black man responded with a hearty laugh as he stared at himself confidently in the rearview mirror.
"Really? All in?"
"Oh, it was ALL IN alright. She loved every inch of it!"
"Damn Cedric Brown, you are a CLOSER!" Tanya Lewis' giggling voice sounded on the other end of the line.
"Haha, it's not that hard when you got the goods woman. I'll fill you in on the details when I get back on Monday morning. But as I told you, I'm heading down to Pebble for a couple days of golf."
"At least you got your priorities straight Ced, hot sex before hitting the links!" She joked, knowing all too well what floated her boss's boat.
Brown laughed. "As much as I love golf, even Pebble won't compare to bangin' that married little thing all night long!"
"So she was as hot with her clothes off as she looked with them on? Real or fake?"
"Yeah, I owe you the bet money, those natural things were as perfectly shaped as they come. And speaking of cum, you wouldn't believe how good they looked splattered in my spunk."
"Ced, you can't help yourself—always marking the ripest female in the herd!" She giggled. "Do you know what Freud would say about that?"
"I don't give a shit about any of that psycho-babble crap!" He laughed. "But I can tell you this Tanya, I gave em' another good coating again this morning just to make sure!" This time they both erupted in laughter.
"Hey, but back to business, you said we have a new group coming in on Monday?"
"Yes, a good sized one this time, fourteen." She answered.
"Fourteen? That's awesome. Any prospects?"
"Damn Ced, you're insatiable! Pretty little Kacey Shaw's juice hasn't even dried on your cock yet and you're already checking out the next batch," Tanya laughed.
"Girl, don't forget where your bonus comes from!"
More giggling ensued. "I obviously don't Ced, and of course I was kidding about the cute brunette. I'm sure she loved every minute of it. But getting back to your question, I think there are a couple that could be interesting. We can discuss them when you get back."
"Ahhh, now you got my attention, you know how I love them young married ones!"
"Yes sir I do. And obviously the Shaw's know now too! Have fun down at Pebble."
Cedric Brown closed the conversation and turned up the tunes, the song "Hey Ya!" from one of his favorite bands OutKast, blared from the speakers as he glanced at himself in the rear view mirror and smiled. His pearly white-toothed grille peered back at him. The proud 43-year-old liked what he saw. He could see a tinge of grey peppering his goatee, but at his age he thought it gave him a distinguished, trusting appearance.
He laughed as he thought deviously, "At least the distinguished part is accurate..."
The successful black man was thankful for his appearance and the other physical blessings that had been bestowed upon him. In addition to his good looks, he was just as proud of the financial well-being he had achieved in his life. A solid career as a major league outfielder, followed by post baseball business successes had provided him with a lifestyle that made most of his contemporaries envious.
During and following his major league career, he leveraged many connections he made playing for the A's in Silicon Valley into business opportunities. The savvy entrepreneur parlayed a handful of those into a smattering of technology driven start-ups, eventually selling them off, and making him a very wealthy man. The most lucrative of his endeavors was an organization that developed sabermetric analytics programs allowing college and professional sports teams to better understand statistical opportunities via computer-based models. His company's developments revolutionized the high-stakes sports industry in many ways.
By the time he sold the business, nearly every professional sports team in the U.S. and most major colleges were using the software created by his company. His own previous employer, the Oakland A's became the poster child for its contributions. The green and gold had parlayed its philosophies into several deep playoff runs in the early 2000's as part of the Moneyball era under General Manager Billy Beane. They would later make a movie starring Brad Pitt about the 2002 team that won twenty games in a row.
Cedric Brown played on that 2002 team.
Of course it wasn't just his baseball skills and cunning business prowess that resulted in his fame and fortune. A strong mind and an ever flowing sense of self-confidence were also central to his success. His self-assurance had developed primarily as a result of his physical attributes, none the least of which were his hose of a throwing arm and his hose of a black cock in his baseball pants.
From the time he had developed early in high school, his good looks, athletic skills, and enormous penis had made him extremely popular with the opposite sex. His sexual prowess only grew in his college years and exploded during his professional playing career.
The wealth and adoration bestowed on professional athletes provided ample opportunity for Brown and his contemporaries to enjoy lifestyles most could only dream of. Women from all corners of the country would throw themselves at professional athletes and hung studs like Ced Brown would reap the rewards. He developed a particular affinity for young white women, especially those already involved in relationships.
It all started his 22-year-old rookie season playing for the A's.



One of his teammates, a 30-year-old relief pitcher named Jack Daly, approached Brown one night while they were on a road trip in Seattle and asked if Ced would be interested in having sex with his wife. The rookie outfielder was quite familiar with Kendra Daly, all the guys on the team were. She was 5'-4" blonde country girl with a tight little body and a great rack.
Despite the multiple drinks they'd both consumed, the request caught the young outfielder totally off guard, but he was immediately intrigued by the opportunity. "Are you fucking serious JD?"
"Absolutely Ced, I've seen that hose of yours in the shower and I can't get the vision out of my mind of you giving that monster to my wife! On our last road trip to Anaheim, I was in the room next door when you pounded that hot little brunette you picked up at the bar all night long. It was clearly the best night of her life! I'd love for my wife to experience that kind of ecstasy."
Brown laughed proudly. "Yeah that horny little bitch has texted me every day since we left town. But c'mon dude, are you fucking with me about having sex with your wife?"
"Ced I'm totally serious. You might be new to this stuff, but there are lots of guys like me who get off on the idea of watching or listening to hung dudes pleasuring our wives or girlfriends. There's actually a pretty large cuckold community in the league."
"Cuckold community?"
"Don't tell me you haven't heard the term, I would have expected with a tool like yours that someone must have approached you in the minors or somewhere?"
"Nah, I guess I was never in the right situation. What's the deal?"
"It's a little hard to explain, but cucks like me are generally submissive guys who encourage our wives to sleep with alpha males like yourself, making her sexual pleasures my vicarious sexual pleasures."
"Damn! So you're telling me you would get off on me boning your wife? And there are other dudes who dig that shit too?"
"Yes I totally would, and like I said, there are other guys around the league who are into the lifestyle too. Many of us are most aroused by the thought of black studs like you doing it with our white wives."
"So have you and uh...Kendra...done this before?"
"Once...well kind of. We met this guy on a road trip last year who came back to our hotel room, but he didn't turn out to be the hung stud he claimed to be. It was exciting nonetheless as he was bigger than me, but I wouldn't say he rocked my wife's world."
"White or black?"
"He was one of these super-confident white guys who talked a big game, but like I said, he wasn't what I hoped. He got my wife off a couple of times, but it wasn't anything like what I heard coming from your room down in Anaheim!"
Cedric Brown couldn't believe his good fortune and certainly had no intention of looking a gift horse in the mouth. Fucking the shit out of Kendra Daly would be a special treat. "Well I guess if you white dudes are into hung studs laying pipe with your wives, it would make sense you'd approach the brothers. You all know how the saying goes...once you go black..."
Brown continued. "So is getting her some BBC something you and Kendra have discussed?"
"I've been fantasizing about it for a long time, but it wasn't until you walked into our locker room in Spring training and I saw what you were packing that I decided to finally give it a shot. And when I heard you bangin' that brunette last week, I knew I had to give my wife the final push! I've been working on her for a couple of months, but I think I finally convinced her."
"And?"
"As a matter of fact, we watched a replay of one of our games this past weekend and while you were at the plate I asked if she thought you were hot. She sheepishly admitted that she did and that she thought you filled out your uniform nicely. I told her to look at the bulge in your pants and she said that's what she was referring too. After we both got done laughing, I told her about your cock and about hearing you fucking the brunette in Anaheim. My wife practically came on the spot. Kendra fucked my dick off that night while I teased her about all the things you would do to her with your big black cock if she finally agreed to my fantasy."
Brown laughed heartily. "You sound pretty confident I would agree to it JD."
"C'mon Ced, I've seen the way you and the other black players check her out. And let me tell you, she's way hotter with her clothes off than on. I told her I was going to approach you about it while we were away on this road trip."
"And she was okay with it?"
Jack nodded enthusiastically.
"That's good shit JD!" Brown now realized this was more than just a drunk teammate spewing gibberish. "So tell me, what kinds of things did you tell her I would do to her with my big dick?"
"Shit Ced, everything! I told her you would make her take your thick dark meat down her throat and that you would want to cum in her mouth and all over her face. She asked if you had big balls too and I described them as a set of black limes dangling half way down your thighs."
Ced Brown laughed, "Well JD you're right about me wanting to jamb it between your wife's pretty lips and cum all over her face, but you're going to have to correct your assessment of my nuts, they're more like a couple of big old heavy lemons than some puny little limes!"
This time they both erupted in laughter.
"I thought they might be bigger than I estimated, but I didn't want to get caught checking them out too intently in the shower, so I didn't stare. I apologize for the insult!" Daly confirmed with a guilty smile.
"Uh huh...what else? Did you tell her I would spray my seed all over those big titties too?"
Daly's cock was now hard as a rock. He couldn't believe he was finally having this conversation, and the fact it was happening with his cocky 22-year-old black teammate, was beyond his wildest imagination. "Yes, as a matter of fact I did Ced. I've read a lot about hung studs like yourself marking their territory with bull semen. My wife practically hyperventilated when I told her you would do it to her!"
"Okay JD, you got me intrigued. Where and when are we going to do this?"
"We get back into town on Thursday night, can you come over on Saturday?"
*****
That Saturday following an afternoon victory in which he got three hits, Cedric Brown showed up at the Daly's Blackhawk home carrying an expensive bottle of rum. The 22-year-old black man wore a tight tee-shirt, shorts, and flip-flops. The Daly's met him at the door and welcomed him inside.
After the initial greeting, Ced Brown paid little attention to his teammate; he was too busy checking out Kendra Daly. The hot little blonde wore a short pair of Daisy Duke cutoffs showing off her long tanned legs and tight little ass. Up top she sported a white low cut tank top accentuating her big tits to perfection.
Over the next couple of hours, the three of them killed the rum while frolicking around in the Daly's extravagant backyard swimming pool. Kendra had ditched the tank top and cutoffs for a skimpy red bikini that was very much to the black man's liking. Jack knew his wife was enjoying the view too. Brown's muscled torso and impressive eight-pack were on full display, as was the obscene bulge in his tight swim trunks.
The further things progressed, the more Jack Daly could see the initial awkwardness of the situation fading as his stunning wife and young black teammate grew more flirtatious. Jack could feel blood flowing to his dick as he watched and listened as the outfielder and his playful wife no longer stealthily ogled one another—instead they now flirted unabashedly while raining sexually charged innuendos back and forth.
Jack eventually announced that he was heading into the house to get things together for the barbecue. He topped off both of their cocktails before challenging his wife in a playful warning to not let the sexual banter get too out of hand while he was inside. They made eye contact as Kendra bit her lower lip before a naughty grin replaced her previously pouty gaze.
Her reaction caused his dick to stiffen again as he turned back towards the house and went inside.
Daly worked excitedly, putting the final touches on his famous beef ribs and potato salad. All the while he resisted the temptation to peek out the large dining room window to see what was happening outside. He was pretty certain things would progress and he wanted to give them time to do so.
After nearly twenty minutes, he quietly opened the sliding French door and peered towards the pool—what he saw made him realize his dinner prep had been a waste of time.
Something far more delicious was on the menu.
His gorgeous wife lay on her back on the edge of the pool deck with Cedric Brown's head buried between her legs while he stood in the cool water. Her skimpy red bikini bottoms were stretched wide across her smooth thighs behind his short dreads while Brown's head moved actively between the silky garment and her dripping pussy.
Jack Daly's dick sprang to life as an image he'd fantasized about countless times was now a breathtaking reality only thirty feet from where he stood. He slipped out the door and moved quietly towards the oblivious pair. As he neared, he could hear his wife's muffled mews and gasps as the black man hungrily ate her pussy. Her pretty face was half-covered by a towel as she tried to mute her guttural responses. "Uhn...uhn...ohhhh...oomph...yeah..."
Suddenly Brown's head tilted back as he glanced in Jack's direction with his wife's sweet slippery juices dripping from his lips. The black outfielder gave his teammate a wink before he extended his long tongue and blindingly fluttered it back across Kendra's bulging clit, drawing another indulgent moan. "Ohhh...god yes, your tongue feels so good Ced!"
Jack looked on excitedly while observing Kendra's little blonde patch and splayed puffy lips, slick with their combined juices. His thoughts were interrupted by his wife's breathless urging, "Pleeaassee keep doing it just like that Ced...your tongue is magical! I love it!"
Daly slid quietly into a nearby patio chair and watched. The contrast between his wife's lightly-tanned complexion and slim features versus Brown's dark skin and muscled physique consumed him. In his mind he was witnessing nature's perfect sexual collision of alpha dark masculinity and stunning white femininity.
He and Kendra had been together since she was a sexually naïve nineteen-year-old from a religious Midwestern home. Now here she was a mere eight years later, with a young alpha bull between her spread legs, beginning his lessons as to what unadulterated sexual pleasure was all about.
"Jesus Ced, that feels sooo good, I don't want to...um...stop...but Jack is going to be out any minute..."
"I'm right here sweetheart."
Kendra Daly yanked the towel from her face and looked horrifyingly at her husband. "Oh shit...honey I'm so sorr..."
"Babe don't apologize! You know this is what we both wanted, enjoy it. Let him do all the amazing things we talked about!"
"Oh god honey...are...are you sure?" She asked, her voice trembling in a breathy plea mixed with fear and excitement.
"YES! This is so hot babe! I can see you love it! I do too!"
Kendra Daly's head fell backwards as she allowed herself to relax and enjoy the decadence. "Mmmm...mmm...hmm."
Brown immediately reached back and ripped her bikini bottoms from her legs, drawing a startled squeal. He pushed her welcoming legs apart and dove back in like a starving man.
"Oh shit...Ohmygod yessss," she whined. "Your lips and long tongue feel so good Ced!"
Brown's talented mouth brought the hot wife to the edge again and again. Daly practically shot his own wad when he watched his teammate roll his sexy wife's hips backwards and tongue her asshole. The pleasure sound that escaped her lips was like nothing he'd ever heard. This time the young black stud didn't let up and within a minute Kendra squealed, her ass lifted and rolled wildly as she gushed all over her lover's ravenous tongue.
"Mmm...that's some tasty married pussy!" Brown bragged as he squeezed her ass cheeks and lapped up her cum.
After she finally gained her breath, Daly watched as Brown lifted his sated wife into the pool. Her arms and legs wrapped around him as her sexy body melted against its muscular opposite. The two kissed passionately, sharing the taste of her sex in a desperate embrace unlike anything the pitcher had ever seen from his typically conservative wife. Their kiss went on and on as Kendra's nearly naked body contorted against the slick skin of her black lover.
When it finally subsided, Brown ascended the pool stairs with her wrapped tightly around him. Jack watched as his wife's spectacular pantiless ass came into view. It was obvious from his vantage point that she was urgently grinding her pussy against Brown's cock as they moved from the pool to the padded lounge chair only a few feet from his own. Against her whimpers and whines, Ced pried her clinging limbs from his torso and lowered her onto the lounger. His muscular legs straddled the patio chair as he stood confidently in front of her.
Jack Daly couldn't imagine being more aroused. He could see his wife's little fur patch glistening with wetness as she moved anxiously to her knees. Only her undersized bikini top obscured the last vestiges of her phenomenal naked body from his black teammate's view. Her stone hard nipples pressed desperately against the slick material, already defining the bounding goodness that lay beneath. Meanwhile a look of sexual hunger Jack hadn't seen washed across his wife's face as she stared at the outline of Brown's huge cock through his dripping swim shorts.
Her small hands reached out for the inviting bulge, but Brown pushed them away. "None of that until you tell your hubby why you want it so bad!"
"Oh god...he knows! He wants me to have it too! Don't make me beg..."
"Yes I do, please don't tease us Ced!" Jack heard the desperate words escape his own mouth without any thought or hesitation.
"Not till she tells you what she wants!"
Kendra Daly didn't pause. "I want to taste his fat dick Jack. I want it in my mouth honey. Oh god...I wanna suck that big black beautiful cock and make it explode all over my face."
Daly sat with his mouth agape—completely mesmerized by the surreal scene that played out before him.
Ced chuckled. "Okay baby, but first I want to see them big ol' titties. JD, why don't you take off your wife's top and show me them lily white tits that are gonna get all stickied-up by my jiz!"
The relief pitcher heard his wife gasp as he mindlessly moved behind her on the lounge chair. He could sense the erratic nature of her breathing as he planted kisses along her neck while his hands circled around and cupped her heaving d-cups. He squeezed lightly and breathed in her ear. "Are you ready for this?"
She hesitated momentarily before her head nodded in a short quick acknowledgement. "Uhhh...yes honey I think so...but I'm nervous. Look at how big it looks under there..."
Husband and wife stared at the incomprehensible lump in the young black man's dripping swim trunks. Jack's fingers went to the tie circling his wife's lithe neck and released it. The strain on the fabric released immediately as her bounding breasts revealed themselves to her black lover. Her large nipples and pebbled areola pointed upward at the muscled athlete straddling the chair in front of her—water droplets accentuated their supple perfection.
Cedric Brown thought back to the claim that Jack Daly had made regarding his wife's hot body looking better without clothes. He wasn't shitting; the outfielder could readily see the athletic blonde had a body built for fucking—narrow shoulders, flat stomach, long slim legs, tight bubble ass, and a set of perfectly shaped tits that begged for a nectar bath. "Nice baby!" Brown groaned. "But before you unwrap your special gift, let's have the hubby oil you up and get one last feel of how his wife's white married pussy feels before it gets blacked for the first time!"
"Uh...oh god Jack, can you believe we are doing this?" Kendra panted distantly. "Rub the oil on me for him..."
Her husband's head nodded robotically as he released the lower tie of his wife's bikini top before tossing it to the ground. Her 26-year-old stunning body now knelt completely naked in front the man who was about to become her black bull.
Jack reached for the bottle of Hawaiian Tropic 4 SPF oil. He popped the cap and liberally squeezed, releasing a heavy stream of the sweet smelling contents across the back of his wife's shoulders, along her neck and down her upper chest. He held it in place over Kendra's amazing tits as the slippery fluid squirted across her tender skin before dripping from her engorged nipples. He quickly tossed the bottle aside and brought his hands to her shoulders and urged, "Babe, massage that oil all over your beautiful breasts and stomach while I do the rest. Show him what your body looks like all wet and slippery!"
Her horny husband lubed her back and shoulders as his wife's petite hands went to her tits and rubbed and massaged the slick oil. She looked up at Brown and licked her lips sexily as she pulled and pinched her hard nipples and moaned.
Blood flowed to the black man's thick cock as he watched. If her amazing body looked good before, it looked absolutely spectacular oiled up and shimmering in the late afternoon California sun. It was time for her to receive a fucking unlike anything she had ever imagined.
Jack reached around and assisted in the oily enrichment of his wife's slippery d-cups. His fingers then trailed downward across her stomach and through her silky wet tuft to the thick folds of her slippery pussy lips. Jack had never felt his wife more wet as his probing digits easily slipped between her legs and he breathed into her ear. "It's time babe, reach out, take him and tell me how big he feels."
Kendra's trembling hands moved as if some unseen puppet master controlled them. Her petite fingers landed simultaneously—one on the long thick cylinder protruding sideways at a downward angle and the other on the bulging lump beneath it. Jack heard his wife inhale excitedly as she experienced the size and weight for the first time. "Of my god Jack, they're so thick and heavy..."
"They're?"
"Yes...his long thick cock and his...oh my...huge balls..."
Daly watched as his wife took one of Brown's massive testicles in her hand before gripping the other. "Take em' out honey, I want to see you hold them," her husband encouraged anxiously.
Both of her hands gave a gentle squeeze to their oversized contents. Jack then watched as his teammate's black paws weaved into his wife's thick blonde hair, pulling her head slightly forward. "Reach in there and take out your prizes baby..." Brown's deep voice directed.
Kendra Daly was close enough that she could smell Brown's masculine scent. She took her time, basking in the moment and enjoying the feel of the incomprehensible genitalia while letting her imagination flow. After nearly a minute, her mouth now fully filled with saliva, she couldn't hold back any longer. She excitedly slipped her small fingers into the band of his shorts and stretched them over the huge lump. Her sparkling eyes grew huge as the dark black phallic slowly revealed its immeasurable girth before eventually flopping out heavily in front of her stunned face. The Daly's gasped simultaneously as the thick hose reminded them both of a dark elephant trunk with an oversized knob attached to the end. The rutted contours and long black veins gave it a serpentine appearance. Kendra pulled mindlessly downward on his suit until his huge ebony nutsack unveiled itself.



Her mouth dropped in nervous astonishment. Meanwhile Jack immediately realized his lime-sized description of Ced's testicles was a significant underestimation. Just as that thought crossed his mind, Kendra's awestruck voice sounded. "Jesus Jack...it's...it's so much bigger than you...uh...described. I don't know if I can do this..."
Before her husband could respond, Brown's deep voice assuaged. "Oh you can do it alright baby. Trust me, it might look dangerous, but it won't bite...well...uh...it might," He laughed. "But I guarantee you're gonna love the venom one way or another honey. Reach out and capture that thick snake!"
The older pitcher watched as both of his wife's demure hands gripped the limp shaft, one atop the other. She lifted the plumb-sized head and slowly stroked—neither set of fingers encircling its thickness even in its flaccid condition.
"That's it baby, nice and slow while you get acquainted. Them soft little hands feel real nice. Keep doing that and you'll wake this horny fucker right up! JD, how bout you rub some of that pussy juice on them pretty nipples so I get a tasty treat when I suck on em'!"
The pitcher followed orders and soon both of his wife's stiff nipples were slick the combined wetness of the tanning oil and her dripping sex. He could barely breathe himself as his unimaginable fantasy was suddenly coming to life right in front of him. He watched as the viscous fluid spilled between her fingers as she slowly stroked up and down the extraordinary shaft—her oil-slick wedding rings sparkling brightly against the rutted obsidian backdrop.
"Oh god babe, I can feel him getting harder, it's stretching my fingers out..." Kendra announced breathlessly.
"Shit hun, look at that big drop forming at the tip..." Jack Daly's fascination clearly evident in his response.
The pitcher watched as his wife's lips moved tantalizingly close to his young teammate's big black cock. She held it there and maintained her long slow hand action as the already robust pre-cum dollop expanded to nearly the size of a marble—gravity ensuring that it would drip from the long slit at any moment. Kendra's excitement combined with the tweaking of her engorged nipples caused small whimpers to escape her lips as her core expanded and deflated in anticipation. She licked her lips and stroked one final time before extending her tongue, catching the viscous discharge just as it separated from its ever-churning place of origin and splattering thickly on her waiting tongue. "Mmmmm....mmmm..." both men heard as she slipped it inside and savored its goodness.
After swallowing, Kendra Daly kissed around the engorged head—she started off hesitantly but it didn't take long before she licked the expanding knob like her favorite flavored lollipop. Her husband watched as his naked wife stroked his teammate's soda-can thick pole with both hands before finally taking the saliva covered head between her stretched lips.
The young outfielder's head fell backwards as a satisfied groan escaped his mouth. "Uhn yeah baby...suck that big fuckin' thing!"
Her cheeks bulged as her small mouth filled with black cock. Brown pulled her head slowly forward allowing the thick band to sink inside her stretched lips. The knob filled her mouth completely. Jack Daly could hear guttural sounds emanating from his wife's throat as she tried her best to take more inside.
"I'll teach you how to take it down baby, but right now, use that tongue...yeah...uh huh...just like that...right there on the underside! Tastes good don't it?"
Kendra Daly grunted as she nodded in agreement, mouth still stuffed to capacity.
The relief pitched yanked on his own swim trunks, awkwardly trying to pull them down even while sitting behind his wife on the lounge chair. From her knees, her heart shaped ass rolled enticingly as she slutishly slobbered all over Brown's magnificent cock.
Jack Daly was finally able to gain release from his shorts. "Kendra, let me slide my legs under you. I want you to ride me while you suck him off!" He practically shouted, still trying to reconcile the size difference between his young teammate's black meat and his own six inch penis. Kendra wasn't much help as she was preoccupied trying to recapture the fleshy knob back into her mouth—it was currently being manipulated by its teasing owner who was smearing their combined juices around her pretty face with it.
"Honey, slide down onto my cock!" Her husband pleaded, preoccupied himself watching his wife's long wet tongue chasing around the elusive black snake.
"Huh..." Kendra finally answered distractedly, barely aware that her husband had slid beneath her. "Oh...umm...I didn't know you were under...yeah okay...hold it up honey."
Moments later his wife's dripping pussy enveloped his penis and easily slid down to the base.
"Fuck babe, that feels amazing, you're soaked!" Daly cheered, drawing little reaction from his wife.
Moments later she turned over her shoulder while frantically stroking Ced Brown's meat. "Honey, look how big it is now that he's fully hard!"
Her husband ignored the slight, knowing full well his diverted wife was in a different place. Instead he took the opportunity to encourage her to relish the moment. "I told you babe. I know how badly you wanted him in your mouth. Suck him till he cums!"
She hurriedly took Brown back between her stretched lips while she unconsciously bounced up and down on her husband's cock.
Ced Brown watched the married couple experience what he now realized would be a new sexual dimension for him. Having sex with another man's wife while the cuckold husband watched or participated was a source of arousal unlike anything he had considered—and he knew now it was a kink he would seek out a lot more often. Experiencing a married cockrocket like Kendra Daly ravenously sucking his cock while her husband watched was just too good to believe—he could only imagine how the Daly's would respond when he pounded the shit out of her married pussy.
Well...the black man already knew how Kendra Daly would respond...
The fact that she'd barely noticed when her husband positioned himself beneath confirmed for Ced what he expected going into this—it really didn't matter if his teammate was a bystander, cheerleader or active participant, the hot wife would be focused on one thing...his big black cock!
With one hand gripped behind her head, he fucked her warm mouth in a synchronized rhythm with her body undulations. He could already tell this sexy bitch had some untapped cock-sucking potential that he now fully planned on developing. "Mmmm baby that's better...you love sucking that big cock don't you?"
She pulled it from her lips leaving a long sticky saliva stream between the massive head and her mouth. She stroked it frantically and nodded enthusiastically. "I've never been more excited giving head, you taste wonderful!"
"Yeah? Well there's a lot more where that pre-shit came from—I'm fixin to get my nut! Are you ready for the main course?"
Jack Daly watched as his wife's thick blonde coif flew wildly as she eagerly confirmed her black lover's question. "God yes Ced, I want to see it erupt! I want to taste it. I want it all over my face and my boobs!"
"Oh don't worry baby, there'll be plenty to give both a good hot bath! Stroke it fast like that while you tongue the tip!" Brown ordered. "Yeah...uh huh, it won't be long now!"
Kendra Daly bounced wildly on her husband's cock as she stroked the dark black organ like she was trying to set it on fire. Meanwhile her tongue wiggled frantically all around the already engorged head that was swelling more noticeably with each passing second.
"Oh fuck...yeah baby...here it comes...YEAH FUCK...OH FUCK YEAH! Brown grunted just before his rigid cock bucked and the first blast launched straight up in the air, almost hitting the underside of table umbrella before raining down in Kendra's hair and on Jack Daly's torso. Brown took hold of the suddenly uncontrollable fire-hose and haphazardly pasted several hot streams across the beautiful wife's face and extended tongue before pressing it downward and splashing her bounding tits with the remainder of his incomprehensible output.
Jack's own load spurted into his wife's sodden pussy as he witnessed Ced Brown's eruption.
When he finally caught his breath and with his teammate's cum splattered on his own stomach, the pitcher stared in disbelief at the volume of seed now coating his wife's face and heaving chest. The pitcher was even more amazed when his previously conservative wife took Ced Brown's heavy cock back in her mouth and cleaned the messy remnants.
In spite of the scintillating scene, Jack Daly could already feel his penis softening inside his wife's slippery pussy. He watched breathlessly as his still horny wife licked up and down his teammate's long shaft. It didn't appear that Brown's cock had deflated in the least.
His thoughts were interrupted by Cedric Brown's deep voice. "JD, you gonna give that pussy another shot?"
"Uh...um...I'm...uh...not really ready at the moment..."
"Hey you don't mind if I trade you spots? I don't think your pretty wife has...uh...how should I say it...seen the light yet! I got the torch she needs to find her way!"
"Yeah..uh...sure...like now?"
"I'm good to go and I doubt your wife will ever be more ready JD!" Brown answered as he watched Kendra Daly slutishly slurping up juices from his cock.
Jack's limp dick slipped from his wife's pussy as she finally rose to her feet with Brown's assistance. She hadn't yet let go of his dick and now used it as a balancing mechanism as she stood on wobbly legs.
It wasn't until she turned that her husband witnessed the full extent of the cum shower Ced Brown's huge balls had given her. Her left tit was completely enveloped in his thick semen and the other wasn't far behind. Two long spurts streaked down her face. The first started above her hairline and bisected the length of her face down to her chin. The other ran from her eyebrow to an area along her jawline, painting shut her eyelid in the process.
Jack couldn't remember ever seeing his wife's pristine facial skin look messier and more unkempt in all the years they'd been together.
"Honey, can you get me a towel," she asked, a distant tone in her voice as her eyes remained focused on the big black cock in her hand.
"Sure babe, I'll be right back," Jack answered as he glanced down and noticed Kendra still gripping Ced. In his mind, it looked as if she didn't want to let it go for fear she might not get it back.
As Jack shuffled towards the house he glanced back to see Brown moving onto the lounger—taking up the same position he had previously occupied.
His naked, cum-covered wife still hadn't let go of his teammate's big black cock.
Jack quickly located a couple of work towels in the laundry room and hurried back outside. To his amazement, Kendra still held Ced Brown's rock hard shaft, but now her grip was serving a specific purpose. She was using it to steady his rigid dick as her tight pussy engulfed the immeasurable dome. Daly could see a stretched rubber rolled about two-thirds of the way down his long shaft. He wondered where the condom had come from and how the two of them had gotten it on so quickly given Brown's size—but nevertheless, he was relieved that he wore one.
As he approached, his pretty wife's grunts and moans attested to the stretching she was experiencing. "Ohhh...unh...uhn...so effing big...jeez...yeah..." Daly moved close enough to see every splattered detail of the semen still covering her face. As her head fell backwards and her mouth opened in another breathy gasp, he wiped a good portion of the sticky mess from her lust-filled face.
She barely noticed as her tightly closed eyes and erratic breathing confirmed her mind was clearly focused elsewhere. Jack moved the towel towards her cum-covered breasts, but before he reached, Ced Brown's deep voice boomed. "Nah...leave that shit there JD, let your wife rub my love lotion around them big titties—I wanna see my seed oiling them things up real nice!"
Jack Daly eyed his teammate incredulously. He was quickly reminded this wasn't Ced's first rodeo. The young black stud had clearly been down this path before and it was apparent he knew what he liked. The only difference in this situation was it was now his wife and not one of his barfly one-night groupies who was the recipient of Brown's directions.
The captivated husband slid quietly into a nearby chair and watched.
Kendra's stretched pussy was now impaled about halfway onto the onyx club extending from between Cedric Brown's muscled legs. Her head was thrown back causing her long blonde hair to spill across his thighs as indistinguishable pleasure sounds escaped her open mouth. Both men watched as her small hands went to her intoxicating breasts and began massaging Brown's viscous cream into the soft skin. Within seconds her fingers were completely engrossed in the thick milky substance.
Jack Daly thought it was one of the most erotic images he'd ever witnessed.
"There you go baby, coat them nice titties while your tight little pussy coats my dick. We need to get this hungry snake nice and deep before you cum all over it!"
"Nice and deep?" Daly thought to himself. "He's already submerged further than I could ever hope and I can still see three or four inches sticking out!"
"Oh Ced, I don't know if I can take anymore, you're so big!" Kendra whined, eyes still languidly gazing up towards the bright blue Northern California sky.
"Baby, your tight little pussy was made for stretching. Trust me there are places deep in there just waiting to experience what black bull-cock feels like. You ain't felt nothing yet!" Brown challenged as he gripped her hips and pulled down another inch.
"Oh god Ced...yeah...oomph...ohhh...fuck..." She practically screamed.
"Feel good don't it?"
"Ohmygod YESSSS! Oh Jeez it's so big...yeah...I love it! But pleeeeaassee go slow!"
"Enjoy it at your pace baby...ride it till your tight little slit can handle some more! Roll them hips—trust me, your married pussy won't be able to get enough of that shit in no time!"
"Ohhhh...you're so right Cedric! It's so deep, I can't believe it! It's amazing...uhn...uhn...yeah!"
"Your husband's a good dude, but tell me that big black cock doesn't feel a helluva lot better than his white boy dick!"
Kendra slowly glanced in Jack's direction with a sated gaze painted on her face. It was a look unlike anything he'd ever witnessed in their eight years of marriage. Her beautiful tits bounced as her hips rolled erotically on the thick black shaft impaling her dripping slit. "Oh god Jack, will...will you be mad?"
"No honey tell the truth...tell me how he makes you feel!"
"Of jeez honey, he's amazing! He's going to make me cum so fast! YES Ced, your big cock is the most amazing thing I've ever felt! I love my husband so much, but he could never...uh...can't make me feel like this! I'M GOING TO CUM ON YOU! YOUR HUGE BLACK COCK IS GOING TO MAKE MY LITTLE PUSSY SQUIRT!"
"Yeah baby, that's what this big pole is here for! Spray that married juice all over it! Show your husband what that tight little slit does when it gets some fat black dick!"
"Ohhhh...Uhhhh...yeah...SO GOOD...uhn...uhn... Can't stop...I can't stop honey...fuck...I'M GOING TO CUM ON HIM!"
"Do it babe, you look so fucking hot! Give it to him! Give him your cum!"
"Ohhhh fuck me Ced...I love it...I'M CUMMMMMINIINNGGG!"
The two men watched as Kendra Daly's phenomenal body convulsed like she was having a seizure before a blast of ejaculate erupted from deep in her stuffed pussy and soaked Cedric Brown's big cock and bounding nuts.
"That's it baby! Let it all out! That's a juicy one!" Brown cheered laughingly.
Jack Daly watched slack jawed. In all their years of marriage he'd never seen his wife's pussy so much as gush, and now the first time she experiences his young teammate's huge black cock she squirted like a wanton slut.
The relief pitcher realized immediately this was a lifestyle he and his beautiful wife were destined to live for years to come.
*****
The unforgettable fucking Ced Brown gave Kendra Daly that Saturday turned out to be the first of countless bull experiences the young player would have with cuckold/hotwife couples in the years to come. Once word got out about his sexual prowess, it wasn't uncommon for players from other teams to seek him out when the A's were in town. Many wanted the young hung stud to fuck the shit out of their wives or girlfriends too.
Brown quickly learned that nothing got him off more than the bull dynamic. Fucking hot wives and girlfriends became his personal fetish of choice—so much so that as time went on, sex with single women often left him wanting. There was just something about exerting his alpha dominance in the bedrooms of couples that really caused his big balls to bounce together in elation. He learned that typically unfulfilled white wives became some of the horniest sex partners imaginable when exposed to his big black dick. Nothing thrilled him more than watching the reactions of uncontrollably sated wives and ogling husbands as he pleasured the previously faithful hotties in ways they never had dreamed.
At the height of his playing career, Cedric Brown had at least one cuck couple in every city on the schedule. The decadent lifestyle both fulfilled and fascinated him. But as much as he loved the illicit sex, he could never quite understand why any man would purposely want to watch his wife or girlfriend morph into a wanton black cock slut. But who was he to question their motives—after all he was himself the very fortunate beneficiary of all that black cock addicted pussy.
The MLB outfielder was astonished at the sheer number of opportunities that came his way. He was initially skeptical as to whether the cuckold/hotwife population was as significant as he had heard, but before long he came to understand just how robust the group was from the shores of the Pacific to the Florida Keys.
Brown found that he gravitated towards young white couples with naturally big-titted wives, who fortunately were quite prevalent in the major leagues. And while his primary interest was with the sexy wives, Brown observed that cucks came in all shapes and sizes. In the process, he experienced every type of cuckold/hotwife relationship across the spectrum. And while the drama could be all over the board for the couples themselves, Brown steered mostly clear of it, instead focusing on one thing—fucking as much young white married pussy as his big black dick could handle.
It wasn't uncommon for the A's to fly into town and inside of a few hours for Brown to be balls deep in the hot wife of one of the following day's competitors. On one memorable road trip against the Yankees in New York, Brown, who had been banging the lingerie model wife of the pinstripe's ace pitcher Shane Young for about six months, Uber'd to their place after touching down. He fucked the shit out of the hot blonde all night long—eventually her husband went off to bed as he was scheduled to be on the mound the following day. As fate would have it, Brown pounded three homers off Young in the next day's game and then returned to their house and pounded three more big loads into the pitcher's stunning wife that night.
In another memorable hookup, Brown accompanied Detroit Tigers star outfielder Scott Hanson and his big-titted wife Trish to the All-star game being played in Toronto at the former Skydome, now known as Rogers Centre. During the game while Hanson was playing centerfield, Brown had Trish Hanson bent over the couch wildly fucking her doggy style in a hotel room facing the field directly above where her husband was positioned.



Before long, more and more spectators around the huge venue were alerted to the festivities taking place behind the floor to ceiling hotel room windows and the game soon became an afterthought as thousands watched the rousing sex act. No one else in attendance knew who the interracial couple was, but Scott Hanson obviously did—the Tigers star was forced to navigate the next couple of innings with a major league hard-on in his baggy baseball pants.
Over the course of his playing career, Brown indulged in too many similar experiences to count.
When it was finally time for him to hang up his cleats, Brown still had multiple cuckold/hotwife relationships around the country. Unfortunately, those good things eventually came to an end. As time passed and he traveled less, many of those connections faded away. His business interests kept him busy following retirement, but as he sold those off one by one, Brown found himself experiencing a bit of a mid-life crisis by the ripe old age of 37.
While the rich black man still bagged lots of pussy and found plenty to keep him busy when he wasn't on the prowl, he missed the bull lifestyle from his playing days. It wasn't until a meeting with his accountant Saul Lieberman one afternoon that that all that changed. While sitting in Lieberman's posh office on the fifty-second floor in San Francisco's financial district, his accountant posed the question. "Ced, your investments are obviously doing well, but you could really use some more write-offs to mitigate your tax exposure. Have you ever thought of relocating your primary residence out of California to somewhere that doesn't have state income tax? Somewhere like Texas?"
"Yeah, it's crossed my mind Saul, but I love the Bay Area and I don't want to move. Most of my close friends are here and it's the best weather in the country. And as you know, I have the place in Maui and the other one in New York City to hang out when I want to get away, but this is home. I appreciate the suggestion, but what other recommendations do you have?"
"You could start up another business."
"Fuck that, I'm done with the corporate bullshit. Let some other fucker's deal with that shit, I don't want the stress and frankly I don't want to work that hard anymore!"
"I understand Ced, you've already made your millions. What about a non-profit?"
Brown laughed loudly. "Why would I want to spend any time doing something that wouldn't earn me a bunch of dough Saul, I'm surprised you of all people would even ask me that based on how much I pay your greedy ass? Besides I already contribute to a bunch of charities."
Lieberman took the comment as a compliment like only a Jewish accountant would. "Yes you are a very generous man Ced, but this would be something different, the non-profit tax benefits could be quite significant and it would allow you the freedom to expand your wings and do something—whatever it may be, that has always interested you. And, the term non-profit is a bit of a misnomer. You and any employees can still earn large paychecks as long as the entity is transparent and doesn't turn a profit. In addition to salaries, any money the business earns must be retained by the organization and used for its own expenses, operations, and programs."
"Like what kind of business Saul? The only things I'm really interested in are golf, money, and puss..." his voice trailed-off mid sentence as a light-bulb suddenly went on in Cedric Brown's brain. After a long silence a sly smile formed on his face before he continued, "So if I were to start up a non-profit, does my name have to show up all over the ownership and financial records?"
His accountant looked at him suspiciously—he'd seen a similar gaze on Brown before. "Well, I'm not sure what you are getting at Ced, but there are ways we could bury your involvement in a web of informational ambiguity and cloudy references. Someone would have to do a lot more than a Google search to uncover your connection, if that's what you mean?"
A wide toothy smile now formed on Brown's face.
"I can see your wheels turning Ced, on second thought don't tell me anymore, it's probably better that I don't know what you're considering!" Saul Lieberman half-joked before both men erupted in laughter.
*****
Two weeks later Tanya Lewis' cell phone buzzed twice before she answered, "Oh my god...if it isn't the one and only Cedric Brown...what did I do to deserve this call?" The cheeky brunette joked.
"Hello Tanya...long time, no talk!"
"I'd say so, how long has it been, three years?"
"Yeah...that sounds about right, how have you been?"
"Good...one day at a time Ced, you know how it goes!"
"I do Tanya, how's Jim? Still fighting fires?"
"He's good, still hanging out at the station watching Oprah and playing gin three-days-a-week if that's what you mean. And yes he's still running the station, but he's planning on retiring in a few years."
"Must be nice, only in California can a fireman retire at 50 and still earn full pay for the rest of his life! It's why our state is going bankrupt."
"Shit Cedric, ain't that the pot calling the kettle black! What do you turn 37 this year, and you've been retired for at least four already?"
"Careful Miss Lewis, there might be a racial slur in there somewhere," Brown joked and they both busted out in laughter. "But seriously, I hope you and Jim are doing well, what's it been, five years now since you got hitched?"
"Yep, five going on fifteen," she laughed. "I'm kidding, he treats me like a princess, not like that motherfucker who cheated on me!"
"Yeah, you did well this time around Tan, but what about you, are you still working at that halfway house for troubled teens?"
"Yep, it still pays like shit, but I love when the light bulbs go on for the recoverable ones!"
"They are lucky to have you," Brown lauded, amazed that a psych professional of her skill level was still working in a job so far beneath her capabilities.
"Oh shit Cedric, we haven't talked in three years and you're already buttering me up, you must need something. Did you knock up a married one this time?"
Brown laughed, she knew him all too well.
He had known the former Tanya Simpson for the better part of fifteen years since early in his second season in the majors. Brown had received a few votes for Rookie of the Year the previous year, but a brutal early season slump his sophomore campaign had nearly gotten him a bus ticket to the minors. His manager, Art Howe, recommended that Brown see a shrink as it was quite clear to everyone in the clubhouse that his on-field shortcomings were more mental than physical.
One of his teammates recommended a psychologist named Tanya Simpson. The shrink and Brown hit it off from the very first session and the young outfielder immediately stopped overthinking at the plate. The slump ended quickly and by the time the season was over, Brown had hit .306 and nearly won a Gold Glove.
And while the results showed his mental challenges were behind him, Brown continued to meet occasionally over the next few years with his brain savior as he liked to refer to her. She had taught him several valuable coping mechanisms, but he still welcomed their sessions just to keep his head on straight. Aside from their baseball discussions, he found there wasn't anything he couldn't share with her, including his off field relational activities. And while she was ten years his senior, he found her to be incredibly open minded and non-judgmental about his sexual escapades. She even helped him navigate through a few of the more complicated situations that ensued from his bull/cuckold/hotwife triangular relationships.
As Brown got more MLB years under his belt, he saw less need for psychological assistance and eventually stopped meeting with Tanya. They exchanged occasional emails and Christmas cards but it wasn't until he received a text from a mutual friend that he learned that Tanya's husband Greg had left her for another woman and that she had sunk into an alcoholic depression. Her devastation had been so acute that she had closed her practice and lost nearly everything before Ced even learned of her situation.
Brown stepped in and paid for her to get into rehabilitation and once she was out, he helped find her a place to live and get back on her financial feet again. He tried desperately to convince her to go back into practice, but she insisted she didn't want the stress of having her own business again and instead decided to take the job helping troubled kids. That had been nearly ten years now, and to her credit, she had stayed sober ever since.
"I was hoping we could get together and talk," Ced offered.
"What about?" She asked guardedly, knowing full-well who she was dealing with.
"I have a business proposition I would like to discuss. Are you available tomorrow for a cup of coffee?"
"Sure, tomorrow's my day off, but Ced I really doubt it's something I'd be interested in, I like working with the kids."
"I know Tanya, but don't forget you owe me one. And I'll tell you what, just hear me out and if you aren't interested after we talk, I promise I won't bug you again. See you at 10?"
"Okay Cedric, it'll be nice to see you again!"
"Me too Tanya."
The following day at a Starbucks in Los Gatos, the two old friends embraced. Ced noticed that she'd put on quite a few pounds since he'd last seen her at her wedding, but she still maintained her cheerful smile and friendly appearance. She had been an attractive woman in her early-thirties when they first met and aside from her weight gain, she still looked good in her late 40's.
From her perspective, the black man who stood before her had aged gracefully since she'd first met him when he was a cocky 23-year-old. He too had put on some weight, but it was evident through his tight tee-shirt and athletic shorts that it had all formed as sinewy muscle. She thought to herself that most men would die to look as good as him in their late thirties. He still had the brilliant white-toothed smile she had noticed the first time they met.
After ordering drinks and exchanging small talk, Ced finally volunteered, "I don't see any reason to beat around the bush Tanya, what I really came here for is to ask you to come to work for me!"
"Work for you, I thought you sold off all your businesses?" She replied quizzically, raising an eyebrow before sipping her extra-hot latte.
"I did, but I'm thinking about starting up a new one, but I can't do it without someone of your psych expertise along side."
The comment boosted Tanya's ego, but her response was exactly as he feared. "I'm obviously flattered Ced, but I haven't worked in a true clinical or business environment in a long time—as much as I would love to work for you, I'm going to have to respectfully decline."
"Oh c'mon Tan, you haven't even heard what the opportunity is yet, and I wouldn't be here if I didn't think you were perfect for the job. How much are you making at the boys center?"
"Ced, it's not about the money..."
"How much?"
"40k."
"Shit, I'll pay you four times that much with a bonus opportunity to earn another twenty percent!"
Tanya's eyes got huge. "That's two-hundred thousand Ced! You can't be serious!"
"I'm totally serious Tanya and I'll give you a three-year contract!"
"Oh my god Cedric, why me?"
"Oh c'mon Tanya, no one is more qualified! In addition to your unparalleled clinical skills, this position requires someone who understands the way I tick and can accept that while my intentions are mostly noble, I have certain personal, how should I say, desires, that I expect to extrapolate from this endeavor."
Suddenly Tanya's womanly instincts kicked in, she knew this man well enough to suspect his intentions were likely sexual in nature. "Why don't you tell me more about this business Ced?" She asked suspiciously.
A toothy smile formed on his face—she was capable of reading deep into his mind with little information to go on. "I'm glad you're intrigued enough to want to learn more Miss Lewis. I'll start off by saying that I plan to do this as a non-profit entity."
"You? A non-profit? I've never known you to have even the slightest desire to do anything that wasn't going to make you lots of money or help you capture puss...?" She stopped mid-sentence as a distrusting smirk formed on her face.
The guilty gaze on his suggested her line of questioning was on the right track. Before she could formulate another question he asked, "Do you remember the conversations we used to have about some of my relationships back in the day?"
Tanya responded guardedly. "...Yeah. I used to warn you about the potential fall-out of getting involved with married couples. But I also remember you rarely listened to me."
Brown laughed. "Well, I'm glad I didn't listen to you, I had some of the best sex of my life in those relationships! Anyway, as you may recall, the husbands or boyfriends in most of those relationships were known as cuckolds right?"
"Yes, as I remember the clinical definition of a cuckold is a submissive man who willingly encourages his girlfriend/wife to sleep with alpha males whereby the woman's sexual pleasures become the husband's vicarious sexual pleasures and experiences. Where are you going with this Ced?"
He ignored her question. "That's very good Tanya. Do you also recall that I used to tell you about all the different types of cuckolds I experienced in my time as a bull?"
"Yes...so can I assume that since you referred to it as your time as a bull that lifestyle is now past tense? Are you no longer living it Ced?"
"Let's just say the opportunities have been far less robust since I stopped playing. That's partially what this is about."
Tanya started to see where this might be going, but still had lots of unanswered questions. "Okay, as I recollect you said there were primarily three types of cuckolds you encountered back in the day."
"Yes that's right—the all-in cuck, the reluctant cuck, and the objectionable wife cuck."
"I remember. So what does any of that have to do with your business plan?"
"I'll get to it in a minute, but first let me refresh your memory about one of the primary things I learned regarding most cuckold/hotwife couples—they typically enter into the lifestyle with significant apprehension. It makes sense, but nonetheless, all of them are still intrigued by it. That said, the more discerning ones are far more thoughtful about the potential consequences going in."
"Uh huh..."
"For some, the lifestyle becomes the best thing that ever happened to them. The wife enjoys the most satisfying sexual experiences of her life and the husband gets to share in erotic encounters he never could have provided himself. Meanwhile, the bull gets to enjoy all that married pussy without the drama that often accompanies so many less balanced relationships. As you know, I was lucky enough to experience a bunch of those amazing connections."
"Of course I remember Ced." Tanya replied, suddenly feeling wetness between her legs, much the way she did when Brown would recount the unfathomable details on her office couch years before.
Brown's spirits rose, he could see Tanya's engagement intensifying before he carried on. "Unfortunately for the rest, the lifestyle often morphs into something they never considered. It frequently ends in fractured relationships when the husband gets resentful or the wife gets too addicted to big cock. Makes sense right?"
"Sure, those were the same cautionary examples I used to warn you about!"
"Yes I remember, although that cocky 23-year-old black man only focused on the wife getting too addicted to big cock part!" He grinned pridefully. "But perhaps now you can take some solace in the fact that I'm basing the genesis of this business on your recommendations from all those years ago."
Her eyebrow rose in cynical fashion before Brown continued.
"Like any good personal assistance program Tanya, my plan for this business is two-fold: The first is to provide education for conflicted couples about the potential pitfalls and ramifications of bull/cuckold/hotwife relationships. The second is to provide couples already immersed in the lifestyle with an unbiased, education-based, non-judgmental avenue for escape if they find themselves in too deep."
Tanya laughed loud enough that people from the adjacent tables turned and looked. She lowered her voice to just above a whisper, "Wait, am I really to believe that the same man who fucked more married women with the blessing of their cuckold husbands, is seriously considering starting a self-help organization focused on discouraging that same type of behavior for other married couples?"
A guilty grin formed on his lips. "Yes Tan, who better than me to understand the repercussions of these types of relationships?"
She giggled again. "Okay Cedric Brown, did you forget who you are talking to here? There is something you are not telling me! While I know you have a big heart and you do lots of selfless things for other folks, I also know your true motivations are built around your pocket book and satisfying that monster in your pants. What's your real angle?"
Brown chuckled as he returned her gaze with a sly smile of his own. "You do know me too well Tanya! Okay...I told you before that my plan for the business is two-fold, but in reality it is three-fold."
She looked on expectantly, validated by his admission that she had unearthed the final piece to his puzzle.
"You see Tanya, as I mentioned before, I really miss the bull lifestyle and with as much time as I have on my hands these days, I am looking for something to help pacify both of those situations. And while I'm sincere in my desire to provide a necessary service for hundreds, if not thousands of conflicted couples..." Brown looked around to make sure no one nearby was listening. He lowered his voice and spoke through a devious grin. "...My other motivation for this business is to uncover a pipeline of young couples who might be candidates for one 37-year-old well-hung black man to introduce into the decadent hotwife/cuckold lifestyle!"
"CEDRIC BROWN! That's terrible..." Tanya screamed quietly back at him as a knowing smile formed on her face. "...Even for a dirty old man like you!"
"Who you callin' old bitch?" He questioned before they both erupted in laughter.
After digesting what she'd just heard, Tanya recounted, "So let me get this straight. You plan to start a discreet non-profit organization to provide help and assistance programs for most couples who are either thinking of indulging in or already immersed and trying to get out of the cuckold/hotwife lifestyle? All the while, you'll be targeting certain ones to lead down the exact same long dark rabbit hole that leads inevitably to one particular black cock?"
Brown nodded smugly. "That's about right Tan, but with one clarification, I would describe the black cock as long and dark, not the rabbit hole!" He chuckled at his own joke.
She shook her head in mock disbelief. "And can I ask what you are going to call this business?"
A Cheshire cat grin formed on his face. "You've obviously heard of Alcoholics Anonymous and Gamblers Anonymous..."
"You're not really going to..."
"...Of course I am!" He interrupted proudly. "The organization will be known as CUCKOLDS ANONYMOUS!"
To be continued...
*****
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The three black men stood on the tee box at the iconic seaside par three 7th hole at Pebble Beach Golf Links. All were regaled in expensive golf attire, designer sunglasses, and gold jewelry. Each held an expensive Cuban cigar in one hand and a chilled glass of Scotch in the other. As they readied for a toast, Carl Jenkins, the former major league relief pitcher's voice boomed as he turned in the direction of their missing fourth playing partner. "Are you going to join us Thirteen?"
The final player in their group smiled back while holding his phone to his ear. His one single bright gold tooth shone brightly in his otherwise perfect mouthful of sparkling white chompers. "Nah, I'm kind of busy at the moment boss!"
"Don't worry about the five Benjamin's I coughed up for you to join us today 1-3!" Jenkins joked in reference to the five-hundred dollar Pebble Beach green fees, drawing hearty laughter from the other men.
"Golf is for pussies and besides my cock gets in the way when I swing!" Tyrone Rodgers, Carl Jenkins' right hand man, known to all of them simply as Thirteen, joked from the cart. Another round of laughter ensued.
"Fuck him," Jenkins snickered, "that son-of-a-bitch can't stop thinking about pussy even when he's out here on one of the most scenic places on god's green earth! But, I have to admit, the man has his priorities straight—so with that, let's toast to white married pussy and the cuckolds who, pun intended, tee that shit up for black bulls like ourselves to enjoy!" They clanked their glasses together, sharing another hearty chuckle before knocking back the silky smooth 25-year-old Macallan single malt.
"I heard that boss...you know I'll always drink to fine white pussy!" Thirteen shouted and raised his glass while still carrying on an animated conversation on his phone.
"You got to give the poor bastard a pass." Jenkins volunteered. "We just signed up a new couple in Sacramento who have us all walking around with stiffy's lately. We haven't enjoyed the hot wife Abbie Dawson yet, but Thirteen's been strutting around like the cock of the walk trying to come up with an appropriate immersion plan."
Jenkins lowered his voice, "But what he doesn't know, is Brahma, the big boss, is gonna pull rank and break that fine shit in all by myself!"
The other two smiled, well aware of the self-proclaimed nickname Jenkins had bestowed upon himself. Carl Jenkins, the founder and CEO of a series of sex clubs for affluent black men around the U.S. known as The Bullpen, had invited the other two gentleman to join him and Thirteen for a couple of days of golf and relaxation on the spectacular Monterey Peninsula. The group had plans to play 36 holes today at Pebble and follow it up with a round at the ultra-exclusive Cypress Point Club the following day. Ironically there was a time when four black men wouldn't have been welcome at the historically racist Cypress Point, but times had changed, and these weren't four ordinary black men.
All four had enjoyed successful careers as professional athletes—three were now retired, including Jenkins who had been a relief pitcher for several MLB franchises and his business associate Tyrone Rodgers, the man they referred to as Thirteen, himself an All-pro safety for the Miami Dolphins. The third retiree was former MLB outfielder Cedric Brown. Brown and Jenkins had struck up a close friendship while playing together late in their careers and had remained incredibly tight for more than a decade after they both hung up their spiked cleats.
The final member of the group was still in the midst of his future Hall of Fame tenure as middle linebacker for the Dallas Cowboys. His name was Cole Steele. At 31, the huge black man was more than ten years the junior of any of his playing partners, but nonetheless, the former Super Bowl MVP still had plenty in common with the older black men.
Steele had been introduced to Jenkins a half-decade previously while playing for the Chargers. In the years since, he had been a frequent guest at several of Jenkins' Bullpen establishments around the country. And now, even after the birth of his first child Star, Cole and his wife Jenna, herself a stunning blonde, were still frequent visitors to The Bullpen's Dallas chapter.
"Okay gentleman, and I use that term very loosely, $100 for closest to the pin!" Jenkins challenged jovially. "We can't play a hole like this one without putting a little side action on it!"
"Damn Carl, after all these years, you still like giving me your money!" Brown joked while accepting his friend's challenge.
"A c-note, I'm in for that shit!" Thirteen shouted from the cart as he dropped his phone on the seat and pulled a random club from his bag.
"Fuck me, he's gonna lose and I'm going to have to pony up for his sorry ass again!" Jenkins complained jokingly before spinning a tee to see what the teeing order would be. "Okay 1-3 you're up, followed by the big fella, me, and then Mr. Cuckolds Anonymous over there!"
Thirteen stepped up to the tee, took an ugly practice swing and proceeded to spray his 9-iron into the Pacific Ocean.
The rest of the group nearly fell to the ground in laughter.
"Fuck this game, and I hit myself in the cock again. I can't help it if you shrimp dicks don't have the same problem!" He mockingly complained before storming back to the cart. "I got some pussy on the other line...that shit's a lot more interesting than you dickless motherfuckers anyway!"
His comment only contributed to their stomach-churning hilarity.
The irony of his statement would have been incredulous to 99.99% of the male population. His three playing partners all possessed thick black horse cocks in excess of eleven inches, but none of them would have entered a biggest dick contest with Tyrone Rodgers. Most people who heard the Thirteen moniker assumed it referred to the number on his Dolphins playing jersey, but those who had been around him in the locker room, knew it was given for a different reason. The true rationale for his paradigmatic nickname was based on the inconceivable 13" midnight black bull cock that hung between his legs.
Cole Steele was next to hit. The hulking linebacker could hit a golf ball a fucking mile, but he still hadn't developed the finesse skills required to score consistently in a game he had only started playing a few years previously. He sailed his lob wedge over the green into the back bunker.
"A hundred and sixty yards with a fuckin' lob wedge Bull? You need to get off the damn juice when you stop playing brotha!" Jenkins joked.
"I don't know why I take these side bets with you two hustlers!" Cole smirked before shaking his head in disgust.
"I do! Besides spending it on the smokin' hot wife of yours, what else you gonna do with all of Jerry Jones' money? I'm surprised that rich-ass mofo's yacht ain't parked right out there at this minute!" Jenkins pointed to the cove adjacent to the 7th green. "Well, on second thought, he's probably happy it ain't, Thirteen's ball would have gone right through his motherfucking windshield!"
All three of them died laughing again as Rodgers flipped Jenkins the bird from the cart.
The Bullpen founder was next to hit. As a 5-handicap, he confidently lined up his sand wedge and lofted a perfect looking shot right over the flag stick that landed softly and spun backwards to within seven feet of the pin. He erupted in exultation and joyously accepted a hearty fist bump from Cole Steele who was already on his way to retrieve his wallet from his bag.
Jenkins bragged smugly to his good friend Brown. "Not only am I not going to have to cough up the dough-ray-me for my Davy Jones cart mate, I get to collect from your sorry ass and the Super Bowl fuckin' MVP!"
"You want to double or nothing motherfucker?"
Jenkins stared at his longtime friend before a big smile formed on his face. "I don't care how good you are CB, in this breeze, you'll be lucky to get it inside 15 feet, let alone inside my pretty little pin-seeker. Fuck yeah, I'll take your bet!"
A wry smile formed on Ced Brown's face. It was a look Carl had seen too many times—his brimming confidence soured quickly. As good as his own shot had been, if there was anyone short of Tiger himself capable of hitting a dart inside his ball, it was his buddy Cedric Brown. The man had the golden touch in just about everything he did and while his handicap said he was a two, Jenkins knew no one was better with money on the line.
Brown took another puff before tossing his stogie onto the tee-box. He exhaled and confidently re-teed his Pro-V1 before checking the wind one final time. The former major league batting champ took his typical buttery swing and launched a knock-down wedge down the hill toward the postage stamp green.
Carl Jenkins knew immediately he'd made a bad bet.
Brown's subtle draw aided by the Pacific breeze was a thing of beauty. His ball bounced once, hit the flag stick and settled right next to the pin. The former outfielder missed a hole in one by six inches.
Cole Steele who had just returned from his cart cheered loud enough that the group on the 8th tee turned to see what had happened. Brown spun his head coolly and shrugged his shoulders as if to imply "What the fuck did you think was going to happen?" A shit-eating grin formed on his face as he stared at Jenkins who looked like he'd just seen a ghost.
"Pay up motherfucker!"
Over the remainder of the round and the eighteen holes that followed, the banter and the drinking intensified. But in spite of their eventual inebriation, Carl Jenkins resisted the temptation to make additional wagers with Cedric Brown. Although he was a wealthy man himself, Jenkins saw no reason to contribute anymore of his hard earned cash to his millionaire buddy.
And while Jenkins didn't challenge his good friend to any additional bets, he did take the opportunity, as he always did when they got together, to ride him about his current business venture. "Okay, so I know Cole will agree with me about this, why are you still carrying on this fuckin' Cuckolds Anonymous charade?"
"I'm not sure what you're referring to Carl." Brown smiled slyly. "Cuckolds Anonymous is a legitimate non-profit business that has helped hundreds of couples navigate delicate and often tenuous extra-marital relational challenges."
Jenkins laughed loudly. "Oh don't give me that fuckin' bullshit again CB, you started that business for one reason and one reason only! You love that pipeline of married pussy you disguise as a self-help organization!"
"We have hundreds of satisfied customers, have you seen our ratings on Amazon and Facebook?" Brown answered again with a shit-eating grin.
"Yeah, I know you've hired some capable counselors, but they are only there to help the dickless slugs with ugly wives and/or girlfriends while you are bangin' all the hot babes!" Jenkins challenged, levity clear in his voice.
"We assess each couple individually and create a specific plan to best help them achieve their relational goals. But yes, we have special programs for certain hand-chosen couples!" Brown winked before he took a big satisfactory puff from his Cuban.
Jenkins laughed. "Hand-chosen my ass! More like cock-chosen—as in chosen by that big nigger cock in your pants! Those poor suckers don't have the faintest idea that the man they are trusting to help them make the right decisions regarding the lifestyle, is the same one trying to bang the shit out of all their hot naïve wives!"
Brown grinned. "It's like any clinical counseling situation my brotha, not everyone takes to the help and guidance we provide regarding the risk factors involved in these types of relationships. As is almost always the case, some ignore the education and end up embracing the very situation they thought they were looking to avoid. But as we also council our clients, the lifestyle may not always turn out bad for them. In spite of the risks, some find lifelong happiness!"
"Yeah...lifelong happiness on the end of your long cock!" Jenkins shouted.
"I suppose that is a viable outcome for some!" Brown answered with a grin, no longer disguising his true motivations.
"I don't know why you bother with all headaches man. You could just go hang out at my San Francisco chapter and bang all the married white pussy you want. And while I don't take it as a serious challenge, in some roundabout way, we are actually competitors. My business exists to grow opportunities for black men to bag more white wives, while yours aims to reduce our opportunities. In fact, I would be a little more concerned if it weren't for the endless supply of horny married pussy looking to experience what true sexual nirvana on the cocks of black bulls is all about!"
"Yep...that fact is good for both our businesses!" Brown grinned, raising his glass. "And we both know the Bay Area is one of the most fertile places in the country. We got all these young Stanford and Cal educated stock-option techie geeks who outkicked their coverage with their outrageously hot wives who only married them for the money in the first place. After a couple of years these babes are unsatisfied, bored or both and looking for something more satisfying. Their shrimp-dick husband's don't want to lose them, so the cuckold phenomenon becomes a natural progression. Their rationale: give their wives the big house, the big yard, and plenty of big cock and everything will be okay!"
"Amen to that CB, but you still haven't explained why you prefer your indirect method for achieving the same prize the rest of us bulls get without having to work so hard for it?"
"It's a much better tax write-off!" Brown joked.
"Oh fuck, you expect me to believe that shit? There are hundreds of things you could do to reduce your nut without having to deal with all the drama your business inevitably develops!"
"That's true, but I leave that shit up to my staff to deal with. As for The Bullpen, you know I've brought plenty of clients by your establishments. But in all honesty to your question, let's just say there is something incredibly satisfying about picking the fruit directly off the tree! We disarm the lucky couples to the point they think they've overcome their cuckold desires, when in fact we've perfectly prepared them for the next eligible black man who happens into their lives." Brown took another puff from his Cuban, held it momentarily before exhaling a satisfying cloud of blue smoke. "It just so happens, yours truly, is the next eligible black man who happens into their lives!"
All three men laughed.
"I guess when you explain it like that, it does sound pretty fucking enticing," Jenkins acknowledged.
"And I don't have to share any of them with dudes like that!" Brown joked, nodding over in Thirteen's direction. They turned to see Jenkins' right hand man standing with his huge cock hanging out uncouthly taking a piss next to the cart.
They all hooted again when Rodgers flipped off Brown this time.
"As a matter of fact I had this little cock-rocket Kacey Shaw for the first time the night before last." Brown volunteered. "The Shaw's joined recently and were actually out having their baseline test, as we refer to it, at a venue we directed them to. Sure enough, they failed miserably when a certain black man picked them up at the bar and they invited him back to their place. This black man...uh...popped young Kacey's BBC cherry and then banged that horny little thing all night long. Her tech engineer hubby watched for the first couple of hours with that look we all know so well—that fucker actually made me breakfast yesterday morning while I was fuckin' his hot wife again!"
"That's awesome Ced!" Cole Steele cheered.
"Yeah CB, you've even got me half-hard now! We're going to need some more details of that breeding my friend!" Jenkins squawked.
"That's what we got tonight and tomorrow's round for!" Brown answered smugly.
*****
Monday morning
Cedric Brown sat in his posh leather office chair with a Starbucks in hand as he spoke to his clinical director Tanya Lewis across his large desk.
"So how was your weekend at Pebble?" She asked.
"Fuckin' awesome! The weather was pristine and the company wasn't too bad either. Those suckers even decided to line my pockets with a little spending money at the bar with their stupid side bets!" Brown chuckled.
"Who was there?"
"Carl Jenkins, his buddy Tyrone Rodgers and Cole Steele from the Cowboys!"
"That's a pretty motley crew," she giggled, "no lady friends?"
"Not this time. Cole's wife Jenna didn't make the trip and those two other motherfuckers decided to take a couple of days off!"
"Damn, you four with no sex outlet for a couple of day's straight, I can't imagine the testosterone that must have been wafting from your table at dinner Saturday night!"
Brown laughed. "Yeah, Carl and Thirteen said they were gonna have a couple of Pen mares act as flight attendants on their private charter back to Sacramento last night!"
Tanya stared at her boss with an incredulous gaze. "I thought you were bad Cedric, but those friends of yours are the horniest men on the planet!"
"Yeah, you got that right, but that's enough about them. Let's talk about what we got going on here today."
"Sure, but before we get to today's new group, we should probably talk about the Shaw's."
A big smile formed on Cedric Browns lips. "Ah, the Shaw's, yes we should discuss them."
"So after our conversation Friday morning I left Tim a message about setting up our next session. I'm assuming it will turn into an exit interview?"
Brown chuckled proudly. "Yeah Tan, unfortunately for the Shaw's, the program wasn't exactly right for them. They fell victim to a smooth talking black man! Poor Tim Shaw may have thought he was on a path to overcoming his cuckold fetish, but he watched with the most excited gaze while that sexy little wife of his had the best damn night of her life. He even made the fortunate black man breakfast the next morning while Kacey and her bull had another heart to heart...uh...discussion!"
Tanya Lewis shook her head, this wasn't the first time she'd heard a similar story from her boss. "Do you think they'll be upset the program failed them?" She asked as if by obligation, already knowing the answer.
"No, that's the best part. Tim told me the next morning he never wanted to join in the first place and he couldn't have been more satisfied with how his wife responded." Brown answered as a prideful smirk washed across his face. "As for his wife, she just couldn't have been more satisfied period!"
Tanya giggled. "Okay, when he calls me back, I'll make sure the exit interview doesn't conflict with anything else on your calendar. I assume you want to be behind the glass..."
"You bet I do! There's nothing more gratifying than hearing from another satisfied customer. So let's talk about what we got going on later this morning."
"Big group, fourteen in all."
"You said we had some prospects? Tell me more." Brown asked, excited that he might actually have multiple targets for a change.
Tanya's eyebrows rose as if to validate his interest. "Yes, in reviewing the files, I identified two possibilities. Both couples fit the typical profile—high earning technology industry hubbies with gorgeous wives. Both late twenties. The first pair is the Zeller's, Brian and Brooklyn." She handed him their file. "Brian is an operations manager at Facebook, his cute redheaded wife is a stay-at-home mom who clearly finds time to get to the gym every day."



"Redhead huh..." Brown thumbed through the file to the picture each couple was required to provide as part of their registration materials. "Very nice..." Ced commented as he observed the photo of the young couple from a recent vacation to Hawaii—his attention clearly focused on Brooklyn. "Damn she's hot for having pumped out a kid..."
"Two actually...both under the age of four. See what I mean about her spending time in the gym, she looks really good for a mother of two, doesn't she?"
"I'll say..." Brown murmured as he held the picture up more closely, checking out Brooklyn Zeller's perky c-cups and great legs. An approving gaze washed across his face. "I would definitely consider them worthy candidates...do you have the file for the other couple?"
Tanya Lewis knew her boss well enough to know the file she was handing him now would have an even greater impact. "These are the Sims', Josh and Taylor. He's a regional sales director at Salesforce and she's a real estate professional. Both Stanford grads as you'll be able to tell by the photo they included. You know how we ask them for a fun pic that best defines who they are, I think the Sims' took it pretty literally..."
Cedric Brown flipped through several pages before coming to the photo. Tanya watched as her boss's expression-filled eyes nearly bugged out of his head. Now sitting on top of the pile was a photo of Josh and Taylor Sims both wearing their respective college uniforms. Josh's was his Stanford baseball uni which Brown hardly noticed. The aroused black man was too busy checking out Taylor Sims in her long-sleeved, white-sweatered Stanford cheerleader uniform. Her long blonde wavy hair cascaded across her slender shoulders as if attempting to obscure her large perfectly shaped breasts.
It was an impossible task.
"Holy shit Tanya, I need details..." Brown demanded, his voice suddenly excited as his wide eyes remained glued to the photo.
His psych director giggled before responding. "I thought you might be interested in learning more about them...the uh...Sims' I mean." Brown glanced up to see a knowing smile on Tanya's face. His psych director knew him well enough to know his focus was surely on Taylor Sims' large breasts as he stared at the picture.
She continued. "As I said, they are both Stanford grads who grew up here in the Bay Area. That photo was obviously taken from their college days, but they are still only in their late twenties so it wasn't all that long ago. No kids."
Tanya watched as an intriguing smirk formed on Brown's lips before she went on. "According to their profile, they joined because while Josh fantasized about seeing Taylor with another man, he has fears about losing her to someone much more endowed than him. He even wrote here on his profile that he is pretty small in that department..."
"Ah...type-II cuck. If I had a small dick and this hot bitch for a wife, I'd be nervous too!" Brown joked. "What do we know about her?"
"You're gonna love this—her profile is really cute. She calls herself the biggest Oakland A's fan in the Bay Area and acknowledges she loves a man in a baseball uniform...so much so that she married one! I looked it up and sure enough, Josh was a backup second baseman on Stanford's 2014 team that went to the college world series."
"Cha-ching! This could be like stealin'!" Ced gushed. "What do we know about her opinion relative to...uh...what's his name's rationale for joining?"
"Josh...his name is Josh. You are so bad Cedric!" Tanya giggled again. "Don't forget they paid us a lot of money to be here."
"I know, I know. But you didn't answer the question, what do we know about young miss...uh...Taylor's perspective on Cuckolds Anonymous?"
"I would say it's a little ambiguous, the Sims' were pretty vague on that part in their application. I can't tell from their response if she forced this or if it was his choice or for that matter whether she may have given him reason to doubt her loyalty. I will say however, that based on some of their other responses, she seems pretty naïve about the whole program—which doesn't tell us much, except that it might have been his idea."
Brown eyed the photo excitedly. "I'm going to hold on to this one and let's see if mister...uh...Sims will hang around and talk to you after the session..."
"What about Brian Zeller?"
"Let's hold off on him for now...redheads are great, but you know what they say, blondes have more fun! Let's see how things go with the Sims' first." Brown answered, eyes still enraptured on Taylor Sims' big tits in her tight white college cheerleader sweater.
*****
A couple of hours later, Cedric Brown watched from his office behind the oversized two-way mirror facing the large meeting room at Cuckolds Anonymous. The fourteen men who sat around the large circle while Tanya Lewis led the proceedings, were oblivious to his existence. Although he was the founder and CEO, no member at CA was aware of his involvement in the discreet self-help organization.
That's the way Ced Brown wanted it.
Ted Chang, the final participant on Tanya's left had just finished acknowledging the obligatory creed that all circle members were expected to recite to open all meetings: "Hi, my name is Ted and I'm a cuckold."
Everyone else in the group responded in unison as they had when the rest spoke: "Hi Ted, welcome to the circle of cucks."
Brown watched and listened through the mic'd sound system as Tanya led the large group through the course goals and expectations. She discussed the different cuckold types the organization had identified and then went around the room asking each member how they would classify themselves and how their significant others viewed their participation in the program. Brown paid little attention to the first several responses until it was Josh Sims' turn to speak.
"Hi, as I said before my name is Josh. Based on the definitions explained by Tanya, I would classify myself and my marital relationship as a type II cuckold. Like the rest of you, I have a strong desire to watch my wife have sex with an endowed man, but I also have a fear of losing her to someone far more sexually capable than myself..."
Brown snickered and thought, "That's a creative way to admit you got a small dick..."
Josh Sims continued. "My wife Taylor is a beautiful blonde who gets hit on all the time by men...and women for that matter. It turns me on when I see the way they look at her, but recently I've often wondered how she responds to the attention when I'm not around. Up until the past few months, I would have characterized her as pretty sexually naive, but a couple of recent experiences have led me to believe she may have stronger desires to experience sex with an endowed man than I previously believed. That thought excites and terrifies me at the same time!"
A sly grin formed on Cedric Brown's lips before he heard Tanya's reply. "Okay, thanks for sharing Josh; we look forward to helping you cope and overcome your fears in the upcoming months. I can speak for everyone in the room in applauding your courage in explaining your situation with us today. Jim, why don't you go next."
Brown rubbed his cock as he thought back to similar speeches he'd heard from other participants over the years including Kacey Shaw's husband Tim not long before.
As if on cue, Brown's phone pinged.
It was a text message from Tim Shaw himself: "Hi Ced, this is Tim Shaw. Kacey and I were wondering when we might be able to see you again for drinks or something."
Now a wide smile formed on the black man's craggy face. "Or something?...That horny little bitch is having BBC withdrawals" he laughed, validating what he fully expected following the thorough fucking he'd given the hot brunette only days before.
His typed response: "Hey Tim, that sounds great, I'm in a meeting right now, let me call you in a couple of hours to discuss!"
Seconds later Tim Shaw's reply came back in the form of a large thumbs-up emoji and a message saying that he and Kacey were driving down to LA and would be in the car all afternoon.
Brown's cock swelled as he envisioned pounding hot little Kacey Shaw again.
He turned his attention back inside the meeting room as Tanya led the group through a PowerPoint presentation exposing many of the pitfalls of extra-marital and love triangle relationships. He had heard the presentation countless times, and although his clinical director made one compelling argument after another, Ced was not surprised to see that Josh Sims and a few others wore indifferent, almost disinterested gazes on their faces. Brown's pulse quickened, he had seen the look many times before—including on the husband he had just exchanged text messages with.
The welcome session concluded ninety minutes later with all the participants standing, shaking hands and exchanging well wishes with their new program colleagues. As they exited, each thanked and complemented Tanya and told her how much they were looking forward to future sessions. When there were only a few men remaining, Tanya pulled Josh Sims aside and asked if he had a few minutes to talk.
After the final participant departed, Tanya led the handsome software sales leader into her office and invited him to have a seat on one of two facing couches. Brown switched viewing places and now watched and listened through another two-way mirror on the adjacent wall dividing his office from his clinical director's.
After taking her place across from the young husband, Tanya asked what Josh thought of the first session. His stumbling response was as expected from someone who had clearly not paid very close attention for most of the class.
Tanya relieved him of his discomfort when she interrupted and got to the point. "Josh, we have been working on a new kind of alternative program here at Cuckolds Anonymous specifically designed for type II cuckolds. I think you would make a good candidate if you're interested."
"Alternative?"
"Yes, well alternative is a bit of a misnomer, but this program does take a little different approach than our traditional curriculum. You'll be happy to know, if it's something you are interested in and you fulfill our pre-program requirements, as a beta participant we would refund up to 50% of your $8,500 Cuckolds Anonymous registration fee based on a sliding scale, contingent on how long you stick with the program and with the caveat that you agree to be completely open and honest over the course of your sessions, so we can gauge the program's effectiveness."
"Wow, so explain how the sliding scale rebate works?"
"Well, after your pre-program fulfillment requirements are met, we would refund $4,250 to you immediately. If you stay in the alternative program for at least 8 weeks that will be all you will pay. However, if you do decide the program isn't right for you, we will refund approximately $600 for every week short of the 8 week period you do not attend." She handed him a piece of paper showing the refund breakdown. "You'll also note that if you choose to leave up to and/or following the second session, which is a baseline setting outing, we will still reimburse you for your entire registration fee, as long as you meet our exit program requirements."
"Damn that's a helluva deal. So what am I giving up? Can I expect this version to be as effective?"
"We feel absolutely confident it will be, in fact we are only offering this up to a few participants with the hope of developing a kind of enhanced program that we can use to ultimately satisfy more couples and develop additional long-term revenue, which we would reinvest into the organization moving forward."
Brown watched as Sims pondered the offer. As had been the case in Tanya's previous interactions, he was impressed by the sales pitch his clinical director had just given. He thought about Josh Sims' profession and laughed as he thought to himself, "She's bullshitting the bullshitter!"
"So how is this alternative approach different?" The young husband asked, clearly showing interest.
"That's a good question Josh, unlike our traditional programs; this one prioritizes one-on-one direct interaction with a clinical professional. In fact," she fumbled through some documents as if checking the schedule, "looky-there, if you were to participate, I would actually be your counselor."
"Wow, so you are saying I would get 50% of my money back and still get one-on-one counseling from the program's director? That sounds too good to be true!"
Tanya laughed. "Yes Josh, if you commit and fulfill our pre-program screening, you would no longer participate in the circular group discussions, instead you and your wife...uh..." she paused to peruse the paperwork even though she had already committed Sims' sexy wife's name to memory, "...Taylor...would meet individually with me."
"Wait, Taylor would be a part of this too?"
"Oh, forgive me for leaving out that detail, but yes, this alternative approach aims at understanding the relational dynamics of the couple, not just the male participant. Would that be a problem for the both you?"
"Um...I don't think so, but I would obviously want to talk it over with her. How long would the program last?"
"It would be approximately ten weeks, give or take depending on you and Taylor's comfort level. Can I ask, I know you described it briefly in the circle, but could you provide more detail about how you and your lovely wife came to join us?"
Brown could see that Tanya was doing a great job setting the hook, he sat forward in his chair eagerly awaiting Josh Sims' response.
"Sure...as I said in the circle, Taylor is a beautiful woman who gets lots of attention from other men. But unlike most guys, I've never been one to get jealous or angry about it, instead I've always found it kind of arousing. At first I wondered what was wrong with me, but after doing some research, I learned there are a significant percentage of men just like me. When I read the definition of what a cuckold was, I realized I fit the description to a tee."
"That's interesting Josh, did you discuss what you learned with Taylor? Does she know?"
"Not initially, but as time went by, I began dropping subtle hints. At first she just blew them off, thinking I was kidding. But eventually she realized I was actually turned on by the idea. My wife then went through a kind of distressed phase, not able to get her mind around the idea that I could actually have such a disturbing fetish."
"After that, I didn't bring it up again for quite some time, but eventually in an effort to expose her to more endowed men than myself, I convinced her to let me start showing porn on our bedroom TV during our lovemaking. You have to understand, that in spite of the fact Taylor looks like a Playboy playmate, my wife has always been very conservative when it came to sex...it took all my sales acumen to convince her." Josh laughed.
"You're not alone in that Josh, women are far less likely to admit an interest in pornography." Tanya acknowledged before peeking up at the two-way mirror.
"Luckily, after I introduced it, I could tell my wife got more aroused and the porn provided me the opportunity to call attention to the size of the hung studs and how much the actresses got off when having sex with them. I teased her about how big-dicked guys preferred having sex with women with spectacular bodies like hers and whether the idea of doing it with one of them turned her on. Taylor denied it at first and said that I was all the man she could handle. But I suspected she wasn't being entirely truthful," a look of embarrassment swept across Sims' face, "as I wrote in my application, I'm not the most endowed guy in the world."
Tanya gave him a reassuring smile encouraging him to continue.
"Anyway, eventually my persistence paid off and my wife finally admitted to getting aroused by the guys with big penises."
"Go on, this is really good background information Josh." Tanya urged while subtly glancing towards the mirror again.
Brown winked at her despite the fact she couldn't see his reaction.
Josh continued. "Our sex life reached a whole new level when Taylor started letting me tease her about how she might respond to having wild sex with a hung stud. But in spite of my encouragement, she would never come right out and admit a desire to actually do it. Nonetheless, as we watched and made love, Taylor would have some of the most intense orgasms when I described how good it would feel for her to be taken so deeply or to be spanked while getting it hard from behind!"
"So is Taylor's newly developed arousal at the thought of having sex with an endowed man what brought you to us?"
"Yes...and no. We actually had a couple of...how should I say it...interactions...that were the primary reason I reached out to you."
"Oh that's right, you suggested that in the circle...do you mind sharing the details?"
"No, not at all, how much time do you have?" Sims answered as he glanced at his own watch.
"My schedule is clear for the next hour, I hope you feel comfortable giving as much detail as possible."
"Yeah sure, the first came several months back when we attended a party hosted by some friends. The party got pretty rowdy and there was a lot of drinking going on. One of my buddies brought his single friend along. The guy whose name was Tate was this ripped ex-marine who I could tell, took a serious liking to Taylor. Like I said, I'm used to men ogling my wife, but eventually Tate started making not so subtle passes at her."
He went on. "Although she was doing lots of flirting herself, it soon became one of those awkward situations where I should have stepped in and said something. But weirdly, I got so aroused watching and listening to the inappropriate banter that I couldn't bring myself to do it. It wasn't until Greg told his buddy to cool it, that the buffed marine finally backed off. Taylor and I left the party not long after that. But in the Uber ride back home, I could tell my wife was in a different place. She always gets horny when she drinks, but there was a look in her eyes I hadn't seen before."
The cuckold husband continued. "When we got home it wasn't long before we were naked...I hope this isn't too graphic?"
"No not at all Josh, these are exactly the kind of details I need to make effective recommendations moving forward. I want you to be as specific as you are comfortable being. So what happened next?"
Now having the director's encouragement, Josh continued. "I felt between Taylor's legs and she was wetter than I could ever remember. I asked why she was so turned on and she shamefully admitted that flirting with the marine had aroused her. She asked if I was mad. I told her I was surprised but I wasn't mad and then guiltily admitted that I was kind of disappointed when Greg told his friend to back off. Taylor's eyes got really big and she hesitated before asking how far I would have let it go. I thought about it for a minute before deciding to see how she would react if I turned up the heat. And although my buddy and I had never discussed it, I lied and embellished, "Greg said Tate has a huge cock and I wanted to see what you would do if he showed it to you."
"Josh that's cruel," Tanya giggled, "how did your wife respond?"
"I know...sometimes I can be bad like that. Anyway my admission caught her off guard and she stammered for a few seconds before asking nervously, "Like...uh...how big?"
"Again I lied wanting to see her reaction. I said to her, Greg said he was a legend in his marine unit. He said rumor has it Tate's cock is like ten inches long and thick as a soda can! An astonished gaze formed on my wife's face before she muttered the words...'oh my god'."



Brown's chest puffed out behind the mirror as his own cock exceeded the description of the young husband's embellishment.
"When I asked my wife how she felt about Greg telling Tate to back off, her mind was clearly in a different place before she answered softly that it was probably good that he did. When I asked her what she meant, her only response was, 'Take me to bed Josh.' My typically conservative wife was wilder between the sheets that night than she had ever been. I can say it was definitely some of the best sex of my life!"
"Wow that's quite a story, did you guys ever hook up with Tate?"
"No, he was only out visiting that week and he actually returned to the East Coast the following day. After that night, Taylor and I didn't talk about it much, but I couldn't help but notice she was becoming more adventurous in bed. And at the same time, my own sexual shortcomings seemed more pronounced the more porn we watched. Taylor would never admit it, but I couldn't help but think seeing all that big cock on the video screen had to make her question what it would really be like."
"Hmm, did you have any regrets about the interaction with Tate or about exposing her to the endowed porn stars?"
"No, I know it sounds weird, but my arousal outweighed my insecurities."
"It's not weird for anyone with cuckold tendencies Josh. We see these types of behaviors all the time. How long ago was this?"
"Just a few months back."
"So you said there were a couple of interactions that led you to Cuckolds Anonymous. Did something else happen?"
"Yeah, the second one was much more profound." The young husband took a sip from his water. "So just last month my company hosted our annual top-performer sales retreat at an upscale resort in Jamaica. The trip was fantastic and since I had had such a good year, Taylor and I decided to spoil ourselves and extend our stay for a few more days after all my work colleagues departed. While the semi-business portion of the trip had been phenomenal, it was a little on the tame side as all the big bosses were there too."
"But following their departure, Taylor and I decided to let our hair down and immerse ourselves in the Jamaican culture. We visited with the resort concierge and in addition to scheduling a bunch of fun excursions, we learned there was a reggae band playing in the lagoon bar that night. And since she and I have always been big fans of Bob Marley, Peter Tosh, and contemporary reggae artists like Stick Figure and Rebelution, we thought it would be fun to go."
"Me and my husband are big Bob Marley fans too! No Woman No Cry is one of my favorite songs..." Tanya's enthusiastic response encouraged Josh to continue.
"Yeah that one's a classic! Anyway, although Taylor tends to typically dress on the conservative side, we went shopping that afternoon and I convinced her to let me buy her a provocative little dress that she never would have been caught dead in back here in the Bay. As I said before, my wife has a spectacular body and the little body glove mini accentuated every curve to perfection. It was cut really low across her breasts and was so short the cheeks of her amazing butt were exposed. She kinked her thick blonde hair just the way I like it and when she exited the bathroom that night, I thought I was going to die. I couldn't remember ever seeing her look sexier to go out in public."
Brown rubbed his cock as he glanced back down at the photo of Taylor Sims on the desk next to him.
"Are you sure you want all this background Miss Lewis?" Sims asked.
"Oh definitely Josh, but please call me Tanya. As I said, the more detail the better. Feel free to be as graphic as you want—I assure you, you won't tell me anything I haven't heard before, don't be bashful!" She smiled warmly.
"Okay Tanya...well the concert was awesome! There weren't a ton of people at the resort, so it wasn't packed, but everyone there had a blast. The open air bar was amazing down near the beach with palm trees and stuff. As you might expect at a reggae concert, there was lots of smoke and a very strong scent of marijuana wafting around. We got offered plenty, but neither of us had done it since college, so we declined. Nonetheless we partied hard, sampling every exotic rum cocktail that came our way. The band was great and it wasn't long before everyone was out dancing and partying. As you might imagine, my wife was quite popular in her skimpy dress—I'm used to men checking her out, but that night, every guy in the place gawked unabashedly. I even noticed a bunch of women staring."
"Sounds like quite a party!" Tanya giggled.
"Yeah, we were having a great time! On one of our dancing breaks we met a couple from Wisconsin, Scott and Bailey, who were celebrating their fifth anniversary. He was a fireman and she was a kindergarten teacher. We hit it off and ended up spending the rest of the night partying and dancing with them. Bailey was a really cute little 5'3" brunette and after watching her and Taylor dancing together in the tropical setting, Scott and I joked that aside from my wife's blonde hair, they were like two other hot women in a tropical setting we'd watched on cable TV when we were kids. We started calling them Ginger and Mary Ann."
Tanya laughed again. "What did your wives think about the Gilligan's Island reference?"
"They were so hammered by that time, they thought it was funny too! Anyway, when the show finally ended, the four of us were sitting together when the lead singer of the band came up and introduced himself. His Jamaican accent was strong but he spoke decent English. We all raved about the show and Taylor asked if they ever toured in the US. The dread-headed singer said they hadn't yet, but were hoping to in the next year."
"We drunkenly promised we would be the first people in line if they did. Damian, the singer, then said the band and a bunch of friends were heading back to their bungalow for a post concert party and invited us to come. The girls both nodded excitedly and Scott and I decided 'what the fuck'. A big grin formed on the black man's handsome face before he encouraged us to swing by our rooms and grab swim stuff as their private beachside bungalow had a huge swimming pool and hot tub. He pointed down the beach to a place five-hundred yards away with tiki torches burning around the tropical landscaping."
"We stumbled back to our room, Taylor was especially wobbly in her heels. When we got inside, I pulled her close and shoved my tongue in her mouth. When we separated I told her how much I was looking forward to tearing that dress off her as soon as we got back from the party. She giggled before biting her lower lip naughtily and reminding me I would have to tear her bikini off instead."
"My eyes widened as I pictured her amazing body in the little white two-piece. "Trust me, I won't have any trouble ripping that thing off...there isn't much there to begin with!" I drunkenly announced.
"We scooped up our stuff and headed over to the bungalow. The place was awesome and while we were definitely the minority, in addition to Scott and Bailey, there were some other white people there—most of whom were female."
"How many people were at the party?"
"Oh, I don't know, probably thirty or so, but it was pretty chill—everyone was having a great time. Damian got out his guitar and did an acoustical set on the pool deck while the booze flowed freely. Before long, the pot started making its way around also and after seeing Scott and Bailey indulge, Taylor and I decided to imbibe too. By the time the first couple of people made their way into the pool, we were all super stoned. Damian asked one of the other girls to show Taylor and Bailey where they could change. Scott and I went behind a cabana and did the same."
"The girls returned in sheer cover-ups over their tiny suits, nonetheless I could still see all the black guys checking them out as they walked across the deck. Bailey couldn't have been much more than a hundred pounds with really perky b-cup breasts and runner's legs. She looked really hot, but at 5'-5" and 120 pounds, Taylor was impossible not to watch. My wife's d-cups jiggled ever so slightly as she strode towards us. I could tell every set of eyes in the place was scoping her out."
Cedric Brown peered back at the photo of Taylor Sims and concluded from her husband's description that her hot body probably hadn't changed since her cheerleading days. He rubbed his cock again hoping to hear some dirty details about the stunning blonde wife.
"Before long, many of the party attendees made their way into the pool or the hot tub. We bellied up to the little swim-up bar, yes...they actually had a swim-up bar." Josh laughed. "Scott ordered a round of shots and we hung out with our new friends for the next hour or so as people came and went. The huge hot tub was still really crowded when we finally climbed in."
"But over the course of the next half-hour the crowd began to thin. I noticed as the other white women wandered off with black musicians or their buddies. I didn't think Taylor picked-up on it as she and Bailey were immersed in a spirited conversation with Damian and the band's bass guitarist Shug.
"Scott and I sat, watched, and listened—we had each taken more than our fair share of hits off the weed and weren't capable of adding much to the conversation. Eventually the four of us, along with Damian and Shug, were the only people remaining in the huge tub. Taylor and I had somehow separated from our friends and we were now hanging out with only Damian. Scott and Bailey were across the steam filled circle with Shug. I tried my best to stay involved in the dialogue, but Damian and Taylor were now in a deep discussion about the meaning of life, which I couldn't get my drug-warped brain around."
"We've all been there Josh. My psych friends in college used to solve all the world's problems after taking several bong loads to their heads!" Tanya joked, hoping to keep the young husband talking.
"Yeah, well that's when things got interesting. We were soon interrupted by a low moan from across the tub. It was pretty dark, but I looked over through the steam and my eyes practically bugged out of my head. Shug was sitting up on the edge of the tub and Bailey's head was bobbing between his legs. I peeked over at my wife and she and Damian were staring in that direction also. I moved close to Taylor and sat down next to her on the plastered bench circling the outer edge of the tub. Damian was already on her other side."
"Bailey's behavior must have come as a big surprise, what was going through your mind Josh?"
"So many thoughts. First I couldn't believe that the sweet little married school teacher who we had partied with for much of the night was now sucking the cock of a Jamaican musician...oops I hope you don't mind me being that graphic Tanya?"
The clinical director assured him it was fine and encouraged him to continue.
"Secondly, I found myself wondering what was going through her husband's mind as he watched from just a few feet away. The scene was so surreal, I felt like the ultimate voyeur—but yet I couldn't pull my eyes away. And then when Bailey dropped down to lick Shug's balls, I felt a pang of inadequacy when I saw the size of the bass player's cock. It had to be every bit of nine inches long and thick as a cucumber."
Brown chortled as he now had a pretty good idea where this story was going. He thought to himself, "You haven't seen nothin' yet brother!" His thoughts were interrupted by Tanya's next question.
"What was Taylor doing while this was going on?"
"That was kind of the most surprising part. While I thought she might be appalled or at least embarrassed, she wore a kind of indifferent, almost displaced gaze across her face. I figured it was the pot causing her glazed eyes and heavy eye lids. I was still trying to read her emotions when the sound of Shug's deep voice distracted my attention. "Let's take this little party back to my room, shall we?"
"I watched in amazement as the tatted black man pulled the petite brunette from the tub and carried her towards the house. She was no longer wearing bikini bottoms and Shug's huge cock bounced in a semi-arc from one thigh to the other as he walked. Not long after, Scott climbed out with an obvious hard-on in his trunks and followed them inside."
"Wow, I can see why you were surprised. That kind of thing doesn't happen every day...even in Jamaica. Did you have any idea why your wife's response wasn't more incredulous...yours certainly was?" Tanya asked, sensing the real surprise was yet to come.
"I didn't know at that point but I learned later..."
"Do you mind sharing?"
"Yeah...um...Taylor admitted the following day that Damian's fingers were between her legs."
"Oh Josh I'm sorry, I wasn't expecting you to say that," Tanya lied. "Taylor must have been so upset!"
"No...uh...to be honest Tanya, hearing it the next day really came as no surprise following what happened only moments after our friends went inside."
"Oh?"
"I was still trying to get my head around what I'd just witnessed when Damian moved up onto the edge of the tub much as Shug had done not long before. But unlike when the bass player did it, this time I was watching as the black reggae singer plopped his ass on the coping. It was hard not to notice his muscled physique, tattoos and body piercings, but in spite of my best attempts to avoid it, my eyes were inexplicably drawn to the thick rigid pole that angled sideways beneath the dripping boxer briefs he wore in lieu of swim trunks."
Tanya covered her mouth in mocked surprise. "Oh my, he did that right in front of your wife? Obviously she must have been able to see him too?"
"Yes...of course she could. His package was now right in front of her face. She stared at it for the longest time. Time literally stood still—I felt paralyzed watching before Taylor was inexplicably drawn to him. My wife moved tantalizingly close before one of her delicate hands emerged from the swirling water and came to rest halfway along his massive cylinder. I watched in disbelief as several inches of his thick cock now extended above and below my wife's petite fingers as the thin digits tried to encircle him. It was only then that Taylor peeked over at me."
"Oh my, what did you do Josh?" Tanya asked, now excited to hear the details but maintaining her professional facade.
"Inside, I knew it was my last chance to alter what appeared to be the inevitable course of events—to actually protect the vows Taylor and I made to one another only a half-decade previously. But instead of objecting, I stared blankly rubbing my own hard-on beneath the swirling jets, giving my previously loyal wife full discretion to determine the direction our faithful relationship would take from that day forward. Disbelievingly I watched as she turned back to him and her stretched fingers suddenly squeezed and gripped tightly before stroking purposefully along his rigid pole. Damian groaned his approval as his head fell backwards. "Yeah baby stroke that big black cock!"
"He said that to her? What emotions were you feeling Josh?"
"Too many to say—if the whole experience wasn't enough to blow my mind, replaying what Damian had just uttered took me to another realm. Not only was my stunning wife now stroking the huge cock of another man, she was stroking the huge cock of a black man. In all of our porn watching escapades, interracial sex was not something we'd ever considered. At least I hadn't..."
"Did seeing your wife with a black man make you feel more uncomfortable?" The counselor asked, stealing another glance at the mirror behind him.
Brown waited anxiously for Josh's response.
"No...I mean I don't know. Everything was so surreal. The contrast between his dark muscular torso and her blonde hair and light skin was captivating. It became even more incredulous when Taylor's other hand raised from the water and her small trembling fingers slipped into the elastic band of his boxer briefs. I gulped as she stretched the fabric away from his skin with both hands and peeked inside. From my angle I couldn't see what she could, but her breathy response gave away her thoughts. "...oh jesus."
"Take it out baby," Damian's Jamaican accent validated the moment, "show your hubby what those pretty lips are gonna be suckin' on!" My heart nearly beat out of my chest as my wife slowly did as directed and slid the reggae singer's shorts down revealing the biggest cock I had ever seen. I guessed it was every bit of ten inches long with a head so swollen it looked top heavy. With all my senses on overdrive, my ears picked up a faint approving resonance from somewhere deep in my wife's throat. "Mmmm..."
Josh hesitated, "Are you sure you want me to continue Tanya, I know this sounds really graphic?"
The clinical director did her best to keep a professional outward façade, but inside she was getting as aroused listening to the husband's erotic story as Cedric Brown was behind the mirror. "Uh...um...yes Josh, I think it's important I understand all the thoughts and emotions you were feeling at the time."
"Okay. Well at that point I didn't have a lot of time to process my thoughts as Taylor reached for him quickly, dropped her head and planted a wet sloppy kiss on the head of his bulging cock. I was stunned. My wife, who had always been a much more enthusiastic receiver than giver when it came to oral sex, appeared desperate to taste him."
"Why do you think she acted that way Josh?" Tanya asked, obviously already knowing the answer but wanting to hear his cuckold-reactive response.
"I don't know exactly. So many things had brought us to that point—my previous urgings, the setting...including the booze and drugs, or maybe it was seeing what Bailey had just done."
"I hope you don't mind me asking, but do you think it's possible your wife just wanted to experience a really large penis?"
"I suppose, especially after all the porn we'd watched and the incident with the marine just a few months before, but it still came as a surprise to me."
Tanya chimed again. "Oh that's right. You said Taylor was insatiable later that night following the party where you met the marine and has become more adventurous in bed since. It sounds possible she may have some infatuation with large penises, but we can uncover more about that over the next ten weeks. I apologize again for interrupting, but as I mentioned before, for me to provide the best assistance moving forward, I need to understand as much as I can about how you both felt when the infidelity took place."
"Yeah, I get it doc. Where was I? Oh yeah, things really heated up at that point. Taylor gripped his pole with both hands and licked sloppily around the exposed portion. Saliva spilled from her lips and oozed down his rutted shaft. The scene was incredible—my wife's copious dribble intensifying the shimmering blackness of his veiny cock in the flickering light cast by the tiki torches. I sat in bewilderment at what was happening right in front of me. One of Damian's large hands entwined in her thick hair as he grunted, "Take it in your mouth baby, I'll teach you how to suck a big black cock!"
"Oh my." Tanya answered unconsciously.
"My wife's wet lips parted and she took him inside. The contrast of his angry-looking cock and Taylor's flawless skin took on a more noticeable appearance as he pushed it deeper, bulging her cheeks. Damian urged, "That a girl, swirl your tongue underneath the head just like that. Yeah baby...you might not need a lot of training after all! Suck it!"
"What was going through your mind while Taylor copulated him?"
"I knew I should have felt anger or betrayal, but arousal was all I was feeling. I was amazed at the fervor by which she pleasured him. As I said, my wife was never enthusiastic when it came to fellatio, but at that moment she looked like a junkie desperate for another hit as her tongue chased the reggae singer's swollen cap while he teasingly smeared his oozing pre-cum around her beautiful face. Finally when she recaptured it in her mouth, she took him as deeply as she could as if to ensure she didn't lose him again."



Now that Tanya realized Josh Sims had no hesitation spewing erotic details, she asked a question she knew her boss would want to know. "Josh, I know many black men love having their testicles pleasured, did Damian request the same from your wife?"
"Wow, you really do know your stuff doc!"
The clinical director gazed proudly at the mirror while Sims reached for his water. Brown smiled back at her from behind the glass.
Josh continued. "Yes it wasn't long before Damian pulled his cock from my wife's mouth and instructed her to take care of his balls too! He put one of his feet up on the edge of the tub spreading his legs in the process. I couldn't believe it when Taylor's head tilted and I saw them for the first time. His smooth dark grapefruit-sized sack hung almost to the water—I could tell the leathery-looking bag was being weighed down by some heavy contents."
"Did your wife do it for him?"
"Oh definitely, I watched for the next several minutes as Taylor licked, sucked, and kissed his huge balls—each of them a mouthful itself. Damian leaned back and confidently stroked the head of his cock above his belly button as my wife serviced his testicles. I had always fantasized about her doing that to a guy with a big cock and large nuts, but seeing the submissive nature of the act right in front of me nearly blew my mind."
Josh took a deep breath before continuing. "There we were three thousand miles away while my wife, who all of our friends back home know as an outgoing, beautiful, respected real-estate professional, was submissively sucking and licking the massive balls of a very black, dread-headed reggae singer in a hot tub in Jamaica. It was like something right out of a porn flick, I had to stop stroking my dick through my suit or I would have cum immediately. And then out of the blue, my conservative wife's breathy voice sounded. "Mmm Damian, your balls taste so good..."
Tanya shifted in her chair, Josh's story was getting her aroused too.
"I didn't have time to process her stunning admission before Damian's cocky response came back quickly. "If you think they're good on the outside baby, just wait till you taste what's on the inside. But before you do...let's have a look at these." The black man calmly reached forward and pulled down the stretched cups from my wife's big tits exposing them to his obvious delight and creating a sexy sling from her bikini top. The stretched garment squeezed her huge breasts together creating a delicious dish of soft white skin capped by her rock-hard nipples."
Brown rubbed his cock, excited yet slightly jealous that he wouldn't be the first black man to enjoy Taylor Sims' stunning rack.
Her husband continued. "I watched as Damian's bloodshot eyes popped. 'Damn baby, those are the nicest white titties I've ever seen!' He looked over in my direction. 'You're a lucky man hubby, but tonight your wife's big titties are my property!' The Jamaican then confidently tweaked one of Taylor's nipples, drawing a pleasurable moan from her nut-filled mouth."
"How did Damian's claim of taking control of Taylor's breasts make you feel?"
"Again, I know how I should have felt, but it seemed so natural that the alpha male would do as he pleased. In fact, at that point he pulled her mouth from his nuts and slapped one of her boobs with his huge cock. He did it several more times before he told Taylor to wrap her tits around it. My wife didn't hesitate. She quickly removed her top and cradled his engorged cock between them. My stomach was in my throat as her skimpy bikini top, now obviously void of its earlier contents, floated over to me."
"What did you do? Did you consider participating at some point Josh?"
"In hindsight, I wish I would have moved to her and fingered her or something, but I was so dumbstruck by the entire scene that I remained paralyzed. Over the next ten minutes or so, I watched and listened as the Jamaican fucked my wife's beautiful tits. Again the contrast in their connection was stunning. Seeing Damian's fat rutted obsidian snake sliding dangerously between her large supple white breasts was breathtaking. He told her to spit between them to create more lubrication before he pulled her mouth down each time to suck his bulging head on each upward thrust. Eventually as his climax neared, he held Taylor's lips over his cock as his balls bounced against the base of her tits."
"His...uh...cock was long enough to do that?" Tanya asked, so immersed in the story that she momentarily let her professionalism slip. Brown chuckled to himself. He had performed the same move many times himself, but he could see a look of total surprise on Tanya's face.
"Yes, I couldn't believe it either. Moments later I heard Damian grunt and watched as his balls contracted before Taylor's eyes popped wide in surprise. I could tell the first burst had erupted in her mouth. I knew my wife wasn't one to swallow, so I wasn't surprised when it appeared her mouth was filling quickly. Finally she pulled him from between her lips, but he was nowhere close to finished. Two large streams surged across her face before he gripped himself and splattered his remaining ejaculate on Taylor's heaving breasts."
"Oh my..." Tanya blurted, still trying her best to keep her composure, but showing signs of incredulity.
"Yeah, I actually came in my suit when I witnessed Damian's cum oozing from my wife's lips. I then watched as the black man brought it back to her mouth and told her to clean him up and to not offend him by letting any more spill out. I was even more stunned when she actually did it! She started off tentatively but after it was obvious she had taken some of it down her throat, her resistance faded and she increased her pace and before long she was licking and sucking all along his whitish-coated pole. I couldn't believe it, but my loving wife, who typically carries herself with class, actually looked like a dirty slut the way she slurped up his semen."
From behind the mirror, Brown listened in amazement at the young husband's recollection of the details.
Josh continued. "My thoughts were interrupted by Damian's deep voice. "Taste's good don't it baby?"
"Taylor sheepishly nodded with his fat head still lodged in her mouth. Finally she pulled away and whispered, 'There's so much...' "
"I can't imagine what you must have been thinking at that point Josh..." Tanya commented, trying her best to sound understanding, but suspecting the cuckold in him loved every second of it.
"I still really hadn't had time to comprehend the magnitude of what had just taken place when I was startled by Damian's Jamaican accent. "If you thought that was good baby, let's go get tangled up on my bed and I'll make you feel like you've died and woken up in the arms of God Baron Samedi himself. I guarantee it'll be a Jamaican vacation you never forget!"
"Josh, I suppose you probably saw that coming, but what was your wife's reaction?"
"Taylor waded with her mouth agape before she finally glanced over in my direction, Damian's cum was still stained across her face. Her nipples, slick with his semen too were poking out more than I could ever remember—a look of deep contemplation was apparent in her bleary eyes.
"Josh?" she whispered, wanting to know what I was thinking. I couldn't remember ever being more conflicted. On one hand, my ultimate fantasy was playing out directly in front of me, on the other, perhaps due to having just climaxed myself, the reality of the irrevocable danger it might cause our relationship, seemed to bring me back to reality."
"What did you do?" Tanya asked, moving slightly forward on the couch.
"I'm still not totally sure what made me react this way, but I answered back, "Taylor, I think we should leave before this goes any further...both of us will be thankful tomorrow."
"How did she respond?"
"I couldn't immediately read the expression on her face. I sensed she knew I was right, but I couldn't help thinking that if I hadn't put a stop to it, my faithful wife might already be cradled in the arms of a Jamaican black man on her way to the same fate her friend was undoubtedly already experiencing."
"But nonetheless, against Damian's fervent pleas, we exited the tub and gathered our stuff. Taylor didn't say a word but I saw her steal several glances in his direction as he sat on the edge of the tub smugly stroking his long dick. We said our awkward goodbye's and departed. As we passed through the house, we could hear a woman moaning loudly from one of the bedrooms. Bailey's unmistakable voice was impossible to miss. "Ohhhh Ahhhh...yeah...oh yeah Shug...fuck me! Your big black cock feels so good in my little pussy! Show my husband how a man with a real cock makes me cum!"
"Despite what you'd witnessed in the hot tub, I bet that came as a surprise given your interactions with your friends earlier?"
"It did and I couldn't get over the irony of the situation—I couldn't help but imagine the same words breathlessly spewing out of Taylor's mouth in Damian's room had we stayed. I peered at my wife, but again she wore a look I couldn't read—neither of us said another word until we got back to our room. Once inside, I practically tore her bikini off and in spite of the fact I could still see remnants of Damian's semen on her face and in her hair, I kissed her passionately before going down and eating her dripping pussy like my life depended on it. Taylor orgasmed twice before I mounted her and deposited my second load of the night inside my beautiful wife."
"Did you get a chance to talk after?"
"No, we passed out—the night had already taken a physical and mental toll on both of us. The following morning I woke early and changed our return flights for later that day. After Taylor finally woke, showered, and downed a couple of Tylenol's, we had a long talk. She seemed upset that I booked the early return flights without consulting her, but I could also see in her eyes that she didn't feel comfortable pressing the issue."
"When that was settled, I delicately asked her how she felt about what had happened the night before at the party and what ultimately took place with Damian. I could see her stiffen, knowing the question was coming, but not looking forward to it.
After pausing several seconds, she answered slowly. "It was crazy Josh—the setting, the music, the booze and the...uh...marijuana. It was all just so unexpected...and then when Bailey and the guitar player started doing...you know...I...I guess I thought about what you had said all those times...you know about me being with another guy. I never thought it would happen, but there we were—it was so dreamlike. What did you think?"
"It was obvious to me my wife was trying to take the easier path by putting it back on me, but in some ways it was justified. I too took a few moments to gather my thoughts. "Tay you know it has always been a desire of mine to see you with an endowed lover. And the whole thing...I mean everything...was so exciting and surreal—it was like one of my fantasy's had come to life. And yet, when I finally watched you touch him and then take him in your mouth and then when he ejaculated all over you, it was just too much for me to take. I guess after I came, it kind of sobered me up and made me question what we were doing..."
"Wait, you came?" She asked.
"Yeah, it was like I was living vicariously. When he came, I came...of course not nearly the same volume," I joked, which finally eased our tension and an impish smile formed on her lips.
I took the moment of levity to dig deeper. "He was obviously big, what was going through your mind when you touched him for the first time on the edge of the tub?"
"The reaction on her face surprised me. Instead of a wide-eyed incredulous reaction, one of guilty acknowledgement formed. 'Um Josh...I hope you aren't mad, but that wasn't the first time I...uh...touched him.' "
" 'Wait...what?' I asked, not understanding."
"Taylor's eyes dropped. 'When Damian and I were talking in the hot tub about god knows what...I think it was like the meaning of life or something, he reached down under water and put his hand on my thigh. For whatever reason...I...I didn't push him away. He obviously must have seen it as an invitation so he tried to move it between my legs, but this time I pushed his fingers away each time until I...finally didn't.' "
"You mean before Bailey and Shug?"
"Taylor nodded. And then she guiltily admitted, 'Then I...uh...nervously reached for him. Josh, I couldn't believe when I felt him through his shorts, he wasn't even hard yet and my hand felt so small. I actually looked back at you because I thought you might have heard me gasp when I touched him.' "
"My response sounded. 'I guess I didn't, but there were so many other sounds in addition to the jets. So after I pulled you next to me while we watched Bailey and the bass guitarist, were you and Damian still...' "
"Taylor's eyes answered before she did. 'Yes, while Bailey's head was in Shug's lap and your hand was on my thigh, Damian's fingers were inside my bikini next to yours...and...I was...uh...rubbing him on the other side.' "
"I looked at her in amazement. 'Oh my god Tay, I had no idea! So you and Damian were actually fooling around before Bailey and Shug?' "
"Taylor nodded sheepishly but it was what she said next that really blew my mind. She told me that earlier in the night in the bathroom, Bailey asked if she'd ever been with a black guy. The question obviously caught her off guard, but when she said she hadn't, the cute school teacher told her she didn't know what she was missing. She then went on to tell her that Scott is a cuckold and that his favorite fetish is to watch her have sex with black men. Bailey told her they come down to Jamaica or the Bahamas every year for their anniversary and they seek out black bulls to fuck her!"
"Wow, I guess your friends weren't so innocent after all?" Tanya surmised the obvious.
"No definitely not! Anyway, after I got over the shock of what Taylor had just told me, I asked her how she felt about me finally putting a stop to things the night before. My wife stared at me for a few seconds before answering. 'Do you mean now or how I felt at the time?' I got a lump in my throat before answering 'both'. Again she paused before saying, 'Today, I'm glad you did...but last night...I...uh, wanted to go to his room Josh.' "
"Wow, how did her admission make you feel?"
"Just as I said in my circle comments earlier—it excited and terrified me at the same time. In some ways, I probably wanted the same thing almost as much as my wife, but on the other hand, seeing how she had responded so eagerly to having his...uh...huge thing...in her mouth and between her breasts made me wonder if she'd ever be satisfied having sex with me again."
"Those are exactly the kind of feelings that cuckolds like you face in these types of relationships Josh. So I suspect it wasn't long after that that you reached out to us?"
"Yes, the following Monday after we got back, I discovered Cuckolds Anonymous online."
"What was Taylor's reaction when you told her about it? Have you discussed your feelings about what happened in Jamaica since?"
"Not really, we've started to a couple of times but really haven't gotten very far—I think we are both still trying to wade through our feelings. She hasn't come right out and said it, but I think she feels some remorse and perhaps guilt, but deep down, we both know I was probably more responsible for what happened. As for Cuckolds Anonymous, I think she's pretty skeptical, but she claims she will support my decision to participate if it's what I want to do."
"What about you Josh, how have your feelings evolved since Jamaica?" Tanya asked, feigning sincerity.
"I go back and forth constantly. Part of me wonders why I would ever consider sharing my beautiful wife again. Why I would put myself through the torture of wondering whether she might somehow change and value me less after experiencing passionate sex with a hung stud. Yet on the other hand, the visual and verbal images of what I experienced in that hot tub never leave my mind. I feel guilty in admitting this, but I masturbate everyday thinking about what I watched and heard. The way Taylor hungrily sucked Damian's huge black cock and his seminal explosion was the most powerfully erotic fantasy I could have ever imagined. I also wonder constantly about whether I made the right decision in not allowing things to proceed further that night. Not a day goes by that I don't imagine what it would have been like if we'd gone into that bungalow with him!"
Ced and Tanya had heard their fair share of similar guilt-filled acknowledgements, but never one that carried so much conflicted passion—yet they both could read Josh Sims like a book. This young husband, in spite of his insecurities, was a full-blown card-carrying cuckold who deep down, wanted nothing more than to watch his gorgeous wife get the absolute shit fucked out of her by a hung black bull.
A hung black bull like Cedric Brown.
"Well Josh, we are sincerely glad you came to us." Tanya chimed. "Here at Cuckolds Anonymous we've been able to help countless men just like you pilot through similar emotional challenges and to navigate life decisions that ultimately put their loving relationships on a path towards lasting happiness. I applaud your courage in being so open about you and Taylor's experiences. I've prepared some materials for you to take and share with your wife. Please do not hesitate to call if you have any questions. If you decide you want to move forward, which we sincerely hope you do, please complete the amended application, scan it, and send it back. Once I receive it, we will process your refund and schedule an appointment for you and Taylor to get started."
"Thank you so much Tanya. As I said, Taylor said she would support my decision to participate and when I share with her that we are candidates for this enhanced program, I can't imagine she will object."
"Good, I speak for everyone here at Cuckolds Anonymous, when I say we can't wait to get started helping you and your wife experience what lifelong happiness can look like when you have your lifestyle path in order." Tanya stole a devious glance at the two-way mirror as she walked Josh Sims out the door.
Ten minutes later Brown and his psych director sat on the couches in her office. "That couldn't have gone much better!" Brown beamed.
"No, I have to say I wasn't expecting the whole Jamaica thing!" Tanya answered incredulously.
"Yeah me neither, but the further it went the more nervous I got that I wasn't going to be the first brotha to hit that shit! That husband tells a helluva story, I found myself torn between wanting to hear details of the hot wife's hookup with the Rasta dude and my desire to be her first bull!"
"I know Ced," Tanya blushed, "Sometimes Jim and I like to read a little dirty erotica in bed to get in the mood, and I couldn't help thinking the whole time that Josh's story-telling skills reminded me of one of our favorite erotic authors. The writer calls himself FifthEstate."
Brown laughed, "TMI Tanya! Anyway, I think the Sims' are ripe for the program, let's hope we get a positive response. We need to strike while the iron's hot, please follow-up with him tomorrow. Let's try to get them in for the first session ASAP...not to mention, I can't wait to see if Taylor Sims looks as good in person as my visual image!"
"10-4 Ced," Tanya giggled. "Oh speaking of meetings, I heard back from Tim Shaw this morning. When I asked him about setting up an appointment for our next session, the phone went quiet for a few seconds before he said he wanted to meet with me on Friday, but that Kacey would not be coming with him."



Knowing looks formed on Brown's and Tanya's faces. "He didn't say it, but I'm sure he is only coming down to fulfill his exit interview requirements. I put the appointment on your calendar for Friday at ten if you want to watch and listen."
"Great! ...I can't say I'm surprised the black man said proudly. Tim called me a while ago—he and Miss Kacey would like to meet with me again soon!"
Tanya giggled and stuck out her hand for a fist bump. "I'm glad the guy who my bonus is tied so closely to, knows how to close a deal! Assuming he is coming only for the exit interview, are you okay with rebating the entire program fee?"
"Hell yes! That's some of the best money I ever fucking refunded. And I have a distinct feeling it's going to be like a gift that just keeps on giving!" Ced answered ardently.
Brown returned to his office and reviewed the Sims' file once again. He stared at the photo of Taylor Sims in her college cheerleader outfit. "Damn, I hope she still has that thing around somewhere, I can't wait to see her in it...and out of it!" Brown rubbed his cock as his thoughts turned to the other hot young wife on his mind. He picked up his phone and called Tim Shaw.
After a couple of rings, the young software engineer answered enthusiastically. "Hey Ced, thanks for calling me back!"
"No problem Tim, so you said you guys are on your way to Southern California?"
"Yeah, Kacey and I are staying with some friends at a beach house they rented down in Manhattan Beach!" The cuck husband answered proudly. "Typically we would fly, but we just decided to go last night and I couldn't get any airline tickets for this morning."
"Nice...you can't go wrong with the So Cal coast; it should be awesome down there this time of year!"
"Yeah it always is. Say I was uh...reaching out to you about...uh you know...possibly getting together again? We were hoping you are still interested as...uh...you said you would be when you left our place last week." The obviously nervous husband asked.
"Ah yeah Tim, when are you guys gonna be back from down south?"
"We are scheduled to come back on Thursday, but if you wanted to get together before that, I guess we could consider coming back early," Brown then heard a muted argument taking place in the background. He couldn't hear what was being said, but if he could, he would have heard Kacey admonishing her husband for sounding desperate even though this call was made at her request.
"Yeah Tim, I'm looking forward to it too, but no sense having you guys give up time on the beach, I think we can all wait till you get back, how does Friday night sound?"
"That sounds perfect Ced, do you want to come over to our place?"
"I'll tell you what, why don't you guys be ready about six and I'll come by and pick you up. Wear something nice for a night out on the town. We can grab some sushi and do some dancing and stuff. Trust me, it'll be discreet."
Brown heard the couple discussing it in the background before Tim answered. "Sure Ced, that sounds great, we'll see you at six on Friday!"
"So Tim, if you don't mind me asking, I know it's a little off topic, but I take it you guys aren't going to continue on with that self-help group you mentioned? What's it called...Something Anonymous?"
"No, it's funny you ask Ced. The organization is called Cuckolds Anonymous, I just talked to the program director a few hours ago. I'm going to meet with her on Friday and tell her we've decided to take a little different path. After last week, Kacey and I feel like we've turned over a new leaf."
"Well, I'm sorry if I contributed to your decision regarding the...uh...cuckold group, but I can't say I'm too upset about this new leaf you and Kacey have overturned." Both men laughed before Ced asked, "Is she there next to you?"
"Sure she's right here."
"Can you put her on?"
Moments later Kacey's sweet voice sounded demurely. "Hi Cedric."
"Kacey, it's great to hear your voice again. Josh says you guys want to hook up this weekend?"
"Yeah, um...if you aren't too busy, we thought it might be kind of fun?"
"What do you mean kind of fun?" Brown asked with the intent of embarrassing her.
She giggled nervously. "We were thinking about getting together for drinks or something, but I heard what you said to Tim and dancing sounds like fun too."
"Yeah it'll be great, trust me. So tell me, how much have you thought about last Thursday night?"
There was a long silence before the gorgeous wife answered shyly. "Um...a lot..."
"Tell me this Kacey, what are you thinking about right now?"
He obviously couldn't see her reaction but if he could he would have seen her look embarrassingly over in her husband's direction. He also would have seen the excited smile on Tim's face. Finally she spoke. "About what we did...you know."
"So you're thinking about my big cock?"
"CEDRIC!" Kacey gasped as she peered back over at Tim. And then following another long pause answered. "Yes..."
"Are you thinking about having it between those sweet lips of yours and licking up and down my long shaft like you did the other night? Are you thinking about snaking your little tongue along all the rutted contours and bulging veins that run along my dark chocolate?"
"Oh god, Cedric...we shouldn't be talking about this...but um...yes...I can't stop thinking about it...and I'm thinking about some other things too..."
"Tell me baby, are your nipples hard right now?"
"...yes"
"How about your sweet little pussy, is it wet?"
"Cedric...," he could sense a mortifyingly aroused gaze on her face. "Tim and I are driving down I-5, this isn't really the most appropriate..."
Meanwhile, her husband peered over at Kacey's red face with a good idea what teasing questions her black lover was asking. He loved it. Tim nodded in her direction with a supportive grin and encouraged his sexy wife to answer.
"Kacey are you there?" Brown inquired.
"Yes Ced I'm here...and yes...I'm uhhh...wet right now." She answered with a gentle gasp.
"I knew you would be, tell me what you're wearing?"
"What I'm wearing? Oh jeez...um...shorts and a tank top, it's pretty hot down here in the valley."
"You bet it is baby! Spread your legs and gaze over in your husband's direction. Tweak one of those big nipples through your top. They're hard right now, aren't they?"
"Ummm...yes."
" Okay, now I want you to slip your fingers inside your panties and play with your wet little pussy for him!"
"CEDRIC! She gasped again.
"Do it Kacey, if you want some more of my big cock this weekend, I want you to do it now!"
There was a long silence before Brown heard a stifled moan on the other end of the line. "Are you doing it Kacey? Are you rubbing that tight little pussy for him?"
Again there was another long pause. "Um...yes Cedric, I'm touching myself though the leg opening in my...oh god...shorts."
"Good, now look over at Tim and tell him what you are thinking about!"
This time she didn't hesitate. "Oh god Tim, I'm thinking about Ced's big black cock right now. I'm so wet honey...I can't wait to see him again this weekend!"
To be continued...
*****
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Friday Morning
Cedric Brown parked his Porsche Panamera in his private parking space in the underground garage at Cuckolds Anonymous' building in downtown San Jose. Four years previously, Brown had converted the aging three story structure in an industrial section on the north edge of downtown. From the outside it was a nondescript building without signage or storefront access—this wasn't exactly the kind of business clients would want a neighbor or co-worker to see them entering or exiting.
All Cuckolds Anonymous clients parked in the underground parking garage that was accessed through a card key controlled security roll-up door. A single elevator provided access from the garage to the main level where most of the business functions took place.
Brown hurried up his own private stairwell with a pep in his step. Today was sure to be a good day—he would get his first look at Taylor Sims in the flesh (well not exactly in the flesh...that delectable vision would have to wait) but nonetheless he would get to put his eyeballs on her for the first time. And his decadent night was sure to end with him putting the content from his other balls all over the hot brunette Kacey Shaw.
Tanya Lewis was waiting for him with coffee in hand as he entered the Cuckolds Anonymous foyer. "How are you today?" She asked, already knowing the answer.
"I'm fuckin' great!" He beamed.
"Why did I know you were going to say that?" She giggled, knowing how excited her boss always got when meeting a potential target couple for the first time.
Ced landed in his big leather desk chair while Tanya plopped down in the one on the other side. "Okay Tan, what does the schedule look like for the day?"
"Tim Shaw is coming in at 10:00 a.m. for what we already know will be his exit interview. And then at noon, Josh and Taylor Sims will be arriving for their initial introductory session. I was excited when Josh called me back so quickly following the circle meeting to confirm him and Taylor were taking us up on the alternative program offer."
"Not as excited as I was Miss Lewis!" Brown practically shouted.
"Yes, you've already made that quite clear!" She reminded him with a cute laugh. "Anyway, we may be cutting it a little tight with Tim's two hour window, but I'll make sure to wind things down in time for the Sims'. As for the rest of the day, I had Alicia confirm the limousine will be at your place at five for your date."
"Awesome, it's always fun to see the look on new couple's faces when they see the limo pull up."
"You gonna take them up to the city?"
"Yeah, if the plan ain't broke don't fix it. The past few times have gone off without a hitch and I can't imagine the Shaw's being any different!" Brown answered, unable to wipe the smug grin from his face.
Tanya laughed, "Something tells me you'll be right about that!" She joked before getting up and heading back to her office.
Tim Shaw arrived at 10:15 a.m. It didn't surprise Tanya he was late. She knew he, like others before him, wrestled with whether to come at all for these exit meetings. But they always did, knowing if they didn't they'd be forfeiting the remainder of their significant deposit. She grabbed her tablet and iPad and led him to one of the couches in her office. "Coffee?"
"Sorry I'm late and no thanks, I'm all coffee'd out! But I'd love a bottled water if you have one."
"Yeah, I know the feeling. I've been here since seven and I won't make it through our meeting without visiting the ladies room if I drink another drop of Joe." They both laughed as she retrieved a water from the mini-fridge. She texted Ced from her iPad and told him Tim Shaw had arrived.
"So Tim, you are obviously here by yourself, I hope everything is okay with Kacey?" Tanya asked, playing dumb to the fact that Tim Shaw was really here to acknowledge he and his hot wife would no longer be continuing on with Cuckolds Anonymous program.
"Oh yeah, she's fine...but she...uhhh...decided not to join me this morning. Tanya, I feel bad admitting this, but we have decided we aren't going to carry on with the program any longer."
"Oh Tim, I'm so sorry to hear that!" Brown had flipped the switch and now watched and listened through the two-way mirror as his clinical director did a splendid job of faking her surprise. "I hope nothing bad happened at your baseline outing."
"No not at all...as a matter of fact, quite the opposite!"
"Wait, I'm not sure I understand what you mean?"
"Well we uh...met someone that night and he ended up coming home with us."
"Oh my! I didn't expect to hear that Tim." Tanya lied convincingly. "Tell me about what happened."
"Yeah we didn't expect it either but...this is hard Tanya, both Kacey and I feel bad about you know...the program and all."
"Tim, these things happen...although not normally at the baseline outing," she giggled awkwardly, causing more embarrassment for the young husband. "But seriously Tim, I would rather it happen this way than nine weeks into the program. I hope you feel comfortable sharing how it went down. You might recall from the contract, for us to rebate your entire deposit, we hold the right to question details about your departure. The feedback helps us council future clients."
"Yeah...uh sure, I recall the contract terms. Well uh...where do I start? Kacey and I went to the bar that night still feeling great about our decision to enroll at Cuckolds Anonymous. When we arrived, the place had an awesome vibe as you said it would—we were both really excited to let our hair down, fully aware of what to expect after you prepped us about the place. On the way over, we joked about how interesting it would be to watch the reactions from men as they made failed passes at her—you know, as we had also discussed at our first session with you."
Tanya nodded. "Uh-huh."
"I don't mean to boast Tanya, but you wouldn't believe how good Kacey looked that night. Again as you recommended, she dressed really hot in a short dress showing off her butt and so much cleavage I almost didn't let her out of the house. I was tempted to carry her back into our bedroom and say fuck-it to the whole thing." Tim laughed.
From behind the mirror, a mental image of Kacey Shaw in the tiny dress her husband described flashed through Cedric Brown's head—he wondered what the hot little brunette had in store for him later tonight when he arrived in the limo. He rubbed his big cock, knowing full well what he had in store for her.
Tim Shaw continued, "Kacey did her hair just how I like it, and at my request, she wore more makeup than she usually does, especially around her eyes. Trust me, she actually looked kinda slutty, but I loved it!" He laughed. "Also at my urging, she wore these above-the-knee platform boots with 4" beefy heels that I absolutely love on her. They aren't great for dancing, but they are sexy as hell!"
Cedric Brown thumbed through his phone to several pictures he had taken of the young wife. Her husband wasn't shitting, Kacey Shaw looked smokin' hot in the outfit...but certainly not as good as she looked out of it later that night.
"I suppose your wife got lots of attention?" Tanya asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yes, you were right about what to expect Tanya, there was a line of guys at that bar whose clear intentions were to get inside Kacey's panties."
Tanya glanced subtly at the mirror. The men Tim referred to were out of work actors who Cuckolds Anonymous had hired to be at the bar that night—their job was to make moves on Kacey Shaw. Tanya told the Shaw's the same fictitious story she and Ced had used in the past—that this particular bar was well known as a place frequented by cuckold couples looking for sex partners. She warned them to be prepared for come-ons and how to respond—this was all part of the baseline setting protocol. She encouraged Kacey to dress provocatively, and to flirt and dance with some of the men so the Shaw's could report back their experiences, emotions and feelings to Tanya at their next meeting.
The Shaw's had no way of knowing that Ced and Tanya had used these same hand-chosen actors previously. Each was a good looking, fit man in their late twenties or thirties. But in spite of their attractive outward appearance, each was instructed to act out a predetermined cheeseball characteristic that would make it easy for Kacey to reject their advances. The hardest part for her was to keep from laughing at some of the pathetic pick-up lines and boastful comments.
Ced and Tanya's end-game was to make each of them look particularly bad while eventually making Cedric Brown's smooth approach come across like the second coming of Don Juan himself. It had worked like a charm before—knowing what they knew about the Shaw's predisposition for cuckoldry, they were confident it would in Kacey Shaw's seduction also.
Tim continued. "As you predicted Tanya, after Kacey danced and flirted with them, most got pissed when she rebuffed their advances. One even had the gall to ask us why we came to a cuck bar if we didn't want Kacey to get a taste of his big fat dick!"
"Oh my! How were you and Kacey feeling at that point?"
"We were certainly feeling better about our decision to join Cuckolds Anonymous. If all the men out there were like these losers, we were quickly realizing this lifestyle wasn't for us."
"What changed?"
"Well first of all, for whatever reason, Kacey seemed to be getting buzzed faster than either of us would've expected. I wouldn't typically consider my wife a lightweight, but after just a few drinks, she was already showing signs of being pretty drunk."
Tanya glanced subtly at the mirror again. The pick-up actors weren't the only ones supporting Cuckold Anonymous' devious little scheme. The bar owner, John Washington, was one of Ced's poker buddies. He too was a black man who along with his pretty wife Tina, enjoyed a little white couple swinging on occasion. Washington was happy to support his good friend's crafty ploy by putting his best bartender on the schedule whenever Ced requested. Nobody could make a strong drink taste more subtle than Lucas Johnson.
Brown had also provided the talented barkeep with a small vile of a substance he had picked up on one of his many trips to the Orient. Ced didn't know exactly what was in it, but he had used it on numerous occasions and learned that just a few drops could make even the most frigid woman hotter than a 4th of July firecracker.
Kacey Shaw was certainly no frigid woman—yet in addition to a heavy dose of alcohol, the hot brunette got a drop or two of the mystery elixir in each of her cocktails.
Her husband went on. "It was about that time despite all the cheesy come-ons, that Kacey admitted she was feeling really drunk and horny. She suggested we get going soon so she could tear my clothes off and have her way with me when we got back home. I certainly liked the sound of that, but it was still early and I figured if she was already feeling that way now, things might get even better if we stuck around for another drink or two. Little did I know how prophetic that thought would be."
Brown's chest swelled proudly as he took a swig from his coffee.
"Moments later two more cocktails arrived at our table. We hadn't ordered them and when I asked who had, the server pointed to a black man sitting at the end of the bar. When Kacey and I looked over at him, he smiled generously and raised his glass. We toasted back in his direction with a thankful nod. I said to Kacey, 'Damn if we had played our cards right, as good as you look in the dress, we probably could have avoided paying for a single drink tonight.' My wife giggled in agreement."
"So the black guy at the bar bought you drinks, what happened after that?" Tanya asked, knowing full well this was step one in Cedric's seduction of young Kacey.
"I'm not sure why, as we had never really discussed it, but I asked my wife if she was ever attracted to black men. Kacey surprised me when after a guilty look flashed across her face, she admitted that she found certain ones kinda hot. After I digested her surprising response, I asked her what she thought of the guy who had just bought us the cocktails."
Tanya gazed at the mirror, behind which Brown was moving forward in his chair awaiting Kacey's answer.
"Again my wife surprised me when her eyes flashed and she admitted, 'Yeah, I would say he's one of the hot ones!' "
Brown's ego swelled as did his cock. He remembered from that night the Shaw's having a dialogue as they each looked in his direction while he sat at the end of the bar. Now he knew exactly what the young couple had been discussing.
" 'Oh is that right?' I asked her. 'He certainly looks like he's in good shape, but he's got to be pushing forty or maybe even a little older.' "
"My wife answered with a naughty giggle, 'Yes, but there is something about his maturity that makes him even sexier.' "
Brown smiled again as his cock now twitched heavily in his pants.
"At that point my intrigue began to grow. In all my previous fantasies, I'd never imagined Kacey with a black man. But as I sat there thinking about the possibility, I found myself getting completely aroused at the thought. I think I surprised her when I suggested we invite him over to our table."
"Interesting...how did your wife react to that Tim?"
"She didn't object. I think we were both thinking he was probably like the rest of them and that after some small talk and perhaps a dance or two, she would send him packing like the others. Meanwhile I would get to enjoy the free cocktail."
"Is that what happened?" Tanya asked as if she didn't already know.
"Well uh...no. Unlike the others, we found him to be quite charming—he made us both laugh with his witty sense of humor. We learned that he was a former professional athlete who had also been in the tech business prior to selling off his investments. We talked for quite awhile and I noticed my wife flirting and giggling more than she had with any of the other guys."
"Eventually he asked if I minded if he danced with Kacey. I looked over at my wife only to see an eager grin on her beautiful face. I'm not sure if I had said no, if she wouldn't have done it anyway!" Tim laughed. "Moments later I watched as the tall black man led her towards the dance floor—his large black hand resting in the dress cutout at the small of her back. Kacey's round bubble butt looked amazing in the short dress with her smooth thighs sandwiched sexily between the short seam and the above-the-knee boots."
"So I think I have an idea where this might be going Tim, how did the fact that he was a black man make you feel?"
"I was surprised but it felt more natural than I expected. Like I said, I had never fantasized about Kacey with a black guy despite the fact I wouldn't consider myself the slightest bit racist. I just had never been around many black people during my upbringing or in my career, so I guess it just hadn't crossed my mind. But as I watched the two of them walking towards the dance floor, I suddenly couldn't get the rumor about black men out of my mind. As for Cedric himself, he had a confidence about him that seemed to validate the theory. With those thoughts percolating through my mind, there was something about him that just made me kind of accepting of what his likely intentions were."
"Tim, are you aware this was your cuckold persona revealing itself?"
The young husband nodded. "Yeah, I guess. Anyway, I watched them dance for a few minutes before I went to take a leak. When I came back out, there was another drink waiting for me. The dance floor was now much more crowded and I could no longer see Kacey or Ced."
"Ced? That was his name?"
"Um yeah, Cedric actually."
When the young husband reached for his water, Tanya winked at the mirror.
"Anyway, I tried to spot them while I drank my cocktail but the DJ had changed the pace and several slow songs now sounded back-to-back from the loud speakers. The crush of bodies made it impossible to locate them."
Brown sat with a satisfied smile as he recalled that he had instructed the bartender to send the equivalent of a triple strength drink to Tim Shaw and for the DJ to slow things down and dim the lights not long after he escorted the man's young wife to the dance floor.
Tim went on. "As the time passed, many thoughts crept into my mind. I wondered what they were talking about and whether this Cedric guy was making moves on her. I found myself getting aroused as I imagined them dancing closely together. I wondered if Kacey was pressing her big tits into his chest as she does when we dance. I also wondered if my wife could feel his bulge against her stomach. I knew based on how Kacey was feeling at that point, she might be more vulnerable than when she'd danced earlier with the cheesy guys."
"Eventually I drained the last of my drink and glanced at my watch, the two of them had been gone for nearly forty-five minutes. Just as I rose on wobbly legs to take a look, I saw them emerge from the mass of people and walk hand in hand in my direction. I immediately noticed a distant, unfamiliar gaze on Kacey's face. I also observed her big nipples poking through her dress. I tried to lock eyes with her, but just as she neared our table she announced she needed to use the ladies room. Ced and I watched Kacey's perky ass sway as she moved in that direction."
" 'That's some little lady you have there Tim!' Brown announced to me."
"Yeah, I remind myself of that all the time."
"He then said, 'So, I hope you don't mind me telling you this, but she admitted the two of you came here looking for a little fun tonight.' "
"I laughed before answering ignorantly, 'Sure, I assume everyone came here looking for a good time tonight Ced!' "
"What he said next took my breath away. 'No Tim, you're not getting it. When me and your wife were dancing closely together and she was...uh...rubbing my big cock with her little hand, she whispered to me you guys were looking for a different kind of fun!' "
"Oh my god Tim, did he really say that to you?" When Tim Shaw's eyes squeezed shut recalling the erotic scene, Tanya's narrowed as she scrunched her nose and playfully scowled at her boss through the mirror.
Brown smiled proudly behind the glass.
"How did you respond to his claim Tim?"
"I stumbled over my words at first before saying that I didn't appreciate him making up something like that. I was all set to tell him to take a hike before he calmly pulled out his phone and toggled through a couple of screens before handing it to me. The grainy image on his screen was exactly as he'd described. My heart was in my throat as I viewed Kacey's small fingers wrapped around a large bulge in the black man's slacks. He spoke smugly, 'One of my buddy's is the security guard over there—he took this shot to ask who the hot brunette was who was gripping my crank on the dance floor.' "
"So he was telling the truth?" Tanya asked, feigning surprise.
"Yes...yes he actually was, the picture validated it. Then he told me that Kacey admitted that her husband had a cuckold fetish and that I would be as excited as her if he were to come back to our place. He stunned me again when he blurted, 'Dude, while your wife was gripping my stick, she practically begged me to come home with you guys. That horny little thing...um your wife I mean...looked into my eyes and pleaded, 'Cedric, you have to come home with us, I wanna suck it!' "



Behind the mirror, Brown's ego and his fat dick bulged as he recollected every scintillating detail.
"Wow Tim I'm surprised. Kacey doesn't seem like the type." Tanya opined.
"I know, I had never known her to act or talk like that. Anyway, when Ced and I finally saw her exit the bathroom and start in our direction, he said to me, 'Tim, I'm going to hit the john too, on my way back I'll pay the bill. That'll give the two of you a few minutes to talk, but when I get back, I expect y'all will be ready to head on over to your place!' "
"His message came across more as a directive than a request. I watched as Ced and Kacey stopped to talk along the way. He smoothly reached out, circling my wife's waist before pulling her close. He whispered something in her ear. When they separated, I noticed another unfamiliar gaze on Kacey's face. When she got to the table, we stared at each other for a long moment before I broke the silence. 'Cedric showed me a picture from the dance floor of you...gripping his...uh thing...Kace.' "
"My wife dropped her eyes before responding. 'Are you mad?' "
"No, I'm not mad...Surprised?...Absolutely! He said you told him you wanted him to come home with us?"
"Kacey's eyes dipped again before she responded quietly with a question. 'Isn't that what you want too?' "
"I gulped deeply before measuring my words. 'Jeez honey, this all happened so fast. One minute the two of you were heading out to the dance floor and now here we are considering taking him home. I'm obviously excited, but what about your previous misgivings and our commitment to Cuckolds Anonymous?' "
"My wife answered thoughtfully. 'Tim, I know you never really wanted to enroll in the first place, you only did so because I requested it. But now that I am maybe...uh...feeling differently, do you really want to use that as a reason not to?' "
"My response couldn't come out of my mouth fast enough. 'Oh god baby, you know I've fantasized about this for a long time, are you sure? Is this what you really want too?' I asked breathlessly. My wife's big green eyes batted and she bit her bottom lip before nodding impishly. I reached for her and we kissed desperately as I felt blood flowing to my cock. When we finally separated, I looked up just in time to see Cedric heading our way."
" 'Should we be going?' He asked. I mindlessly nodded in affirmation."
" 'Great, my car is in the garage, but I only have room for one. Does Kacey want to ride with me?' "
"In spite of my drunken condition, I was proud of my response. I told him he could follow us, but that we weren't capable of driving. I told him we would leave our car and catch an Uber. Luckily, the rideshare arrived quickly and Kacey and I hopped in the back seat as Ced pulled in behind and followed in his Porsche. From the rear we tried to keep our voices down so the driver wouldn't hear, but I suspect due to our condition, he probably heard every word. I said to her, 'Kacey, what got into you? I...I can't believe we are doing this right now.' "
"She answered sheepishly. 'I know honey, I can't believe it either. But did you really think that after all those times watching those dirty movies when we made love and you constantly urging me to check out all those big...you know...penises, that I wouldn't develop at least an interest in it?' "
"Oh my god Kace, I knew the porn got you more aroused, but I didn't realize it had made this kind of impact on you. I mean...I'm turned-on as hell right now, but it's just so much to process. Does it feel weird that Cedric is black? I don't remember us ever watching or discussing interracial before."
"I watched as a guilty acknowledgement formed on my wife's face. 'What is it Kacey?' I asked, my heart suddenly in my throat."
" 'Tim...um...I hope you aren't mad, but after we started watching those movies in bed together...sometimes...now I watch them when you're gone too.' She admitted sheepishly."
"I felt my eyes practically bulge from my head at her guilty admission. '...Okay honey, I...uh...guess that shouldn't come as a huge surprise, but what does that have to do with interracial sex?' I stammered, my dick stiffening more by the second."
" 'Tim...um...honey...I hope you are okay with this, but interracial has kind of become my favorite...' "
Both Ced and Tanya's eyes widened at Tim Shaw's announcement. The clinical director did her best to conceal her reaction, but from behind the mirror a chuckle escaped the black man's lips.
Tim continued. "My mouth went dry, still not comprehending the magnitude of what Kacey had just told me—especially in light of the fact a black man was following us home with obvious intentions of fucking my beautiful wife's brains out. 'Kace, how come you never told me?' I asked, barely able to get the words out."
"She said, 'I don't know Tim. I know you have your cuckold fantasies, but I kind of stumbled across the interracial stuff without necessarily intending to. I guess based on social taboos, the fact we had never discussed it, and that you had never shown an outward interest, I wasn't sure how you would feel about it. I'm sorry I didn't tell you before now, but I had already made up my mind that I was going to admit it in one of our sessions with Tanya. But I guess that's kind of a moot point now.' "
"I lowered my voice to a whisper, 'Jesus Kacey, this is such a bombshell, but based on how hard my dick is right now, I think it's safe to say the idea excites me!' "
"She reached between my legs and groped me through my slacks. 'You sure are honey,' she confirmed before giggling in a cute drunken way."
"My heart beat fast as I mindlessly blurted, 'How do I feel compared to him?' "
From behind the mirror another prideful smile formed on Cedric Brown's face. Hearing now how this banter had played out between the young couple only contributed to his satisfaction with how the rest of that night went down. It also heightened his excitement for what his future connections with the Shaw's, including later this night, would bring. He listened for Kacey's response, but already knew how her answer would go.
"A look of mild panic formed on my wife's face before she answered quietly. 'Tim, I don't...I'm not sure...do you really want me to...uh...compare?' "
"He's big?"
"I swear I could feel the breeze from Kacey's eyelashes as they opened and closed several times before she nodded demurely. 'Huge!' "
The prideful feelings Ced had felt throughout Tim Shaw's entire session came to a precipice. This was the kind of shit he lived for. Cuckolds Anonymous had provided him with limitless insight into the thoughts and feelings of countless couples like the Shaw's. He thought back to Carl Jenkins' question at Pebble Beach as to why he continued on with the Cuckolds Anonymous charade? For Ced, it was for moments just like this. Hearing husbands and their hot white wives lauding his amazing cock and the unforgettable pleasure the women experienced from it, was nothing short of sexual cocaine for him.
Brown's reverie was interrupted by Tanya's voice. "Gosh Tim, I can only imagine what must have been going through your mind."
"Yeah Tanya, I felt like I was in a trance—I can't really put into words how I felt! Kacey made that last admission just as the Uber pulled up in front of our place. We kissed passionately before walking arm in arm to the door—I held her tightly as we were both pretty wobbly from all the booze. We stopped along the way to escort the man who would soon become my wife's black bull from his car. I remember it clearly now for a lot of reasons, none the least of which was me having to negotiate the walk with a raging hard-on in my pants." Tim laughed, lightening the mood.
His erotic story had moistened Tanya's panties too. She imagined to herself, "What are the chances that back-to-back cuckold clients could be such talented erotic storytellers?"
Tim Shaw's voice interrupted her distracted thoughts. "Do you want me to continue Tanya?"
"Oh...um...yes Tim. I would like to understand exactly how you felt though the entire experience. Tell me what happened when you went inside with him?"
"Well, after welcoming Cedric in, I asked if anyone wanted anything more to drink. I knew that Kacey had had plenty and I certainly didn't feel like I needed more. But after Kacey excused herself to go freshen up in the back of the house, Cedric suggested I join him for a scotch on the rocks. Semi-reluctantly, I returned a few minutes later with a couple of filled highball glasses. Ced was already sitting on the sofa and after handing him his, I plopped down in my lazy-boy across the way. We each took a sip before I looked at him and said, 'Ced, this is our first time doing anything like this. Kacey is as nervous as I am right now.' "
"I watched as a knowing smile formed on his lips before he spoke. 'I know Tim. She told me on the dance floor. Let me ask you, have I done anything to make either of you question my trust?' "
"I shook my head, a little relieved but still nervously unsure where he would take the conversation next."
"He spoke assertively. 'I'll tell you what, why don't you just let me take the lead. I know you are both uneasy but very excited for this...as you should be. Trust me, I won't ask either of you to do anything you don't want to, but it's important you keep an open mind. I'm going to ask your wife to do things you've likely never seen her do before. I want you to encourage her to enjoy the experience and assure her it's what you want also. I guarantee if you do, this night will be the most sexually unforgettable experience either of you has ever imagined. Can you do this for me?"
From his office, Brown leaned back proudly in his chair as he watched and listened through the mirror, recalling from Tim Shaw's words how perfectly he had positioned the situation upon their return from the bar.
The young husband continued. "I swallowed my gum before nodding anxiously. Ced suggested I dim the lights and asked if I had any smooth jazz to put on. I used my phone to switch off the rest of the interior lights and dim the recessed cans in our living room. I went to my Spotify and moments later Dr. SaxLove's "There Ain't No Sunshine (When it Rains)" oozed through the speakers drawing an approving nod from our guest. I knew this was a good choice as Kacey liked to play it when she was especially in the mood. Not long after, she emerged from our bedroom like a cobra being charmed by a flute and joined us in the living room."
"My wife still wore the same sexy outfit she'd had on at the club as she moved alongside me. I could sense restlessness yet excitement in her vibe. It was apparent she had touched up her hair and makeup but it was her heavenly scent that quickly energized my senses. I watched as Cedric's eyes never left her—studying my hot wife from head to toe in the muted setting. The sexual energy in the room was palpable before his deep voice finally broke the ice. 'Kacey, why don't you come over to me.' "
"I heard a deep gasp escape her lips before she peered down at me as if waiting for my consent. I hesitated before nodding ever so slightly towards the man sitting across from us. Now it was my wife's turn to pause before her heeled boots led her slowly in his direction. Moments later my stunning wife stood directly in front of him with her hands clenched together in front of her. Brown's deep voice sounded, 'Put your hands at your sides and let me take in all of you Kacey...' "
Tanya glanced subtly up at the mirror, having heard other husband's and couple's recount similar connections with her black boss. A satisfied smile remained on Brown's face as he watched and listened.
The young husband continued. "I watched as Kacey's arms moved to her sides and a hungry look formed on Brown's face. He then stunned us both when he spoke. 'Kacey, show me that beautiful sway of your ass like you did on the dance floor while you take off your clothes for me...' "
"I could feel my eyes practically bulge out of my head before Kacey slowly turned again with the same approval seeking gaze she'd shown before. I'm sure her heart was beating as fast as mine before I cleared my throat and spoke. "Kace, I don't want you to do anything you don't want to do, but I trust Cedric and I'm okay with anything he asks...if you are."
"Her eyes widened before she nervously bit her lower lip and spoke in nearly a whisper. 'Are you sure honey?' "
"I took another drink and felt it burn in my throat before nodding ever so subtly."
"Kacey curved back in his direction and moments later I noticed a subtle sway of her hips before her arms moved down in front of her. Her fingers were blocked from my vision, but not long after I watched as the hem of her short dress moved slowly up the top of her thighs and stretched halfway up her bubbled ass cheeks. It remained there for several seconds as a look of desire spread across Ced's face. From my view I could tell Kacey had exposed the lowest section of her sheer g-string and the black man who we'd only met a few hours earlier was now undoubtedly checking out her puffy...uh..vaginal lips."
Tanya did her best to listen and react as professionally as possible, but the lurid story was making her hot too. Nonetheless she made a request that she knew Cedric would want. "Tim, I'm glad you feel comfortable in relaying the specific details from you and Kacey's experience with Mr. Brown, but just know that you don't have to sanitize the details or dialogue for my benefit. Think of me as kind of a sexologist. I'd really like to hear it from the exact emotions, thoughts and feelings you and Kacey felt when it was happening. In other words...if you'd rather call it your wife's pussy lips, that's fine too!"
From behind the mirror, Ced smiled. He was quickly reminded of how good his clinical director was at her job.
Tim Shaw nodded in partial surprise before he continued. "Well, I could tell Ced was checking out Kacey's...uh pussy. As I said, she was wearing a skimpy g-string that is one of my favorites. I love the way I can see her little muff through the sheer triangle and I suspected at that moment Ced was enjoying that same vision too. He confirmed it seconds later. 'That's a pretty pussy baby doll.' "
"What was going through your mind at that point Tim?" Tanya asked moving slightly forward in her seat.
"Nervousness mixed with pure arousal! I still couldn't believe this was my wife standing practically naked before a black man we hardly knew sitting on our couch. My wife who only months before had demanded I get help for my fetish desire of watching her with an endowed man....My conservative wife who only recently had begun watching porn after my countless desperate pleadings over the years...My beautiful wife who I'd always known was the object of desire of just about every man who had ever seen her...My wife who by her own admission had only ever had sex with two men—me and a guy she met her freshman year in the dorms, who she told me years earlier, was not even as big as me..."
He went on. "...Now here she was taking off her clothes and showing off her flawless body in front of a mature black man who in my wife's own incomprehensible words had a huge cock between his legs. A huge black cock he undoubtedly planned to sink deeply between the married pussy lips she'd just exposed to him only moments before!"
He continued. "And yet with all that nervous anxiety pulsing through my veins, I couldn't remember ever being more turned on in all my life! Kacey moved the dress upwards past her curvy hips and slim stomach before hesitating again with it bunched at the base of her chest. Her hips were now moving erotically with the sounds of the music and her tremendous ass was completely exposed except for the thin strip of stretchy fabric that parted its bubbled perfection. I couldn't help but think Kacey's amazing body and high sexy boots combined with the intoxicating gyration of her ass gave my wife the appearance of an expensive stripper. I got the impression Ced felt the same way as he simply raised his hand and extended a long index finger before circling it. It was a clear sign for her to show him the back side!"
From behind the glass, Ced thought back to the vivid scene. He remembered thinking at the time that he was truly blessed to be provided with so many opportunities like the one that was in front of him at that moment. When Kacey Shaw's tight-little ass came into his view, it took all his willpower to keep from reaching out and slapping the flawless caboose.
Tim Shaw spoke again. "When Kacey turned, I tried to make a connection with her, but her lips were pursed and her glazed eyes were languid and unfocused. Her hips moved rhythmically as she looked to be completely lost in the moment. It wasn't until Ced's voice sounded again that she turned back to him. 'Take it all the way off baby, show me all of it!' With her back to me now, Kacey's arms lifted her silky dress past her breasts, lithe neck, and shoulders before extending it over her head and lightly dropping it at her feet. My wife now stood in only her skimpy lingerie and sluttish boots as the black bull who we'd only just met nodded his approval from our living room couch. In my current position, I couldn't see what he could, but I watched his eyes move to her chest. I already knew how good Kacey's swollen tits looked in the undersized bra."
Tanya sat quietly listening as the cuckold excitedly conveyed the details of the incredible scene. She knew Ced was savoring every moment. Nothing aside from the experiences themselves, floated her boss's boat more than the erotic testimony of the hotwife/cuckold couples' sexual exploits with him.
After taking a big gulp of his water, it was Tim Shaw's voice that reinitiated the conversation. "I heard Ced whistle quietly before he spoke, 'That's not the bra and panties of a good girl Kacey, you're a dirty little thing aren't you? Come closer to me!' I watched as my nearly naked wife sashayed directly in front of him. Even from behind, I could see her chest and shoulders heave as she tried to replace the oxygen that was no doubt being displaced as part of her nervous anticipation. I witnessed the hungry expression on Brown's face. It was one of pure satisfaction as he'd already talked my stunning wife out of her clothes as she danced for him while awaiting his next directive."
Brown grinned from behind the glass.
"Suddenly I heard Kacey's voice gasp, 'Oh god Cedric.' I watched incredulously as my wife's little ass tighten moments before two of his long black fingers wiggled out from between her legs. The ebony digits were already slick with her juices."
"His deep voice confirmed what I now knew to be happening. 'Damn baby doll that is one hot little pussy. I can feel the heat coming off of these silky slick panties...' I then watched as moments later his fingers disappeared back from where they'd come. Both his big dark hands circled her hips and his thumbs slipped into the stretchy band of her g-string panties. Kacey turned her head in my direction, but I just watched quietly before taking another pull from the scotch. Our moment of solitude was interrupted by Ced's deep voice. 'Let's get this wet little thing off and have some real fun!' "
"So is it safe to say Tim that Kacey took your silence as encouragement?" Tanya questioned, just trying to come up with something clinical to say.
"I guess so, but we both already knew this was way past that point! Should I continue Tanya?"
"Yes Tim, I want to hear all the details, but I do have another client coming in at noon. Please keep going and I'll let you know if we need to wind things down."



"Well, I watched as her panties slipped slowly down her hips and the string parted from between her deep cleft. It hung up momentarily as the sticky wetness seemed to hold it in place. The moment was so erotic, my rock hard cock actually hurt. Brown dribbled the tiny garment down to the tops of her boots before hesitating. He raised his eyes back up to Kacey who was watching anxiously. I assumed he was going to instruct her to lift each foot so he could slide them off, but instead I saw his jaw tighten and in one quick motion he ripped them from her legs. The snapping of the stretched fabric coincided with a startled squeal from my wife's lips. He tossed the tattered garment aside."
"Jeez, did that upset you Tim? That he destroyed your wife's panties that you loved so much?"
"The thought never crossed my mind Tanya, I couldn't believe how exciting it was that it happened right in front of me!"
"Do you understand the black man was exercising his alpha positioning with that action?"
Before Tim could respond Ced said to himself through gritted teeth, "Alpha positioning my ass, I just wanted that tight little pussy and puckered hole!"
"Yeah it sure looked that way!" Tim answered Tanya's observation before he carried on. "He then grabbed Kacey's hips again and spun her around so she was facing me. I watched as his long fingers reappeared between the little triangle at the top of her squeezed thighs. A look of surprise and pleasure formed on her face. She stood there practically shaking from his ministrations before I saw her core begin to slowly bend at her waist. Eventually I could see he was pressing her forward with his other hand. Kacey has always been very limber and it wasn't long before she was completely bent at the waist with her taught legs still positioned stiffly in the platform boots. I could hear little grunts and satisfied moans percolating from her throat as his fingers still danced between her legs. Suddenly a sound I'd never heard her make filled the room. I peeled my eyes from her gorgeous lust-filled face long enough to see that Ced's was now buried between her ass cheeks."
Tim took a drink from his water before continuing. "My wife was now moaning openly. 'Oh...your fingers and tongue...yeah...oh...god! I've never...um never felt it there...ohhhh...ummm...yeah.' It was suddenly clear to me that our black guest's tongue was buried in my wife's asshole. Something I'd attempted on a few occasions only to be adamantly rebuked. My wife wasn't pushing back now...actually on second thought she was. I could see her pressing her ass back against his face trying to get more of his tongue as lustful sounds oozed from her open lips.
"It wasn't long before I could see her hips begin to move more urgently as erratic gasps that always signaled her release came rapidly one after another. 'Ummm...yeah...so good...don't stop...please don't stop...' I could see his long black fingers covered in her shimmering essence frenetically working over her slippery button while I imagined his thick tongue doing the same on her virgin rosebud. Moments later her entire body began to shake as the first taste of what would be a long night of orgasmic ecstasy overtook my beautiful wife."
"Kacey was still trembling as Ced rose from the couch and assisted her in my direction. He turned her messy little ass towards me and placed her down between my legs in the oversized chair. My own cock had nearly erupted as the sinful scene played out and now having my nearly naked wife between my legs wasn't helping my situation. I circled my arms around her and moments later with her head turned, her slippery tongue was deep in my mouth. We kissed with a hunger I couldn't recall since before we were married."
Tanya sat with her notepad in her lap and an expressionless gaze on her face before she calmly spoke. "I don't see any reason to interrupt Tim, this was obviously quite an experience that you and Kacey shared. If you don't mind, why don't you just continue on and if I need any clarification I'll stop you."
"Uh okay...how much more time do you have, this was only just the beginning?"
"I kind of suspected that." She gazed stealthily at the mirror, well aware of her boss's legendary stamina. "I have a little more time, I'll let you know when I need to wind it down. If you don't mind, why don't you pick things up where you left off."
"I'll try to speed things up a bit. When me and my wife's lips finally parted we looked up to see Cedric standing in front of us. We watched as he pulled his tight shirt over his head exposing his muscled chest, arms, and rippled abs. I couldn't believe how well put together he was for a guy that I suspected was probably on the other side of forty. I think Kacey was thinking the same thing as I heard a muffled gasp escape her lips. But in spite of her reaction...even if she was focused on the scenery, it was short lived as he clearly had other things he wanted to unveil to her."
"He had already removed his shoes and now stood in front of us in only his slacks and dark socks. His deep voice broke what felt like silence aside from the smooth jazz backdrop. 'Did you tell your husband about our time on the dance floor baby?' "
"Kacey nodded her head cautiously before Ced spoke again. 'What did you tell him?' "
My wife's diminutive voice answered in response. 'I told him we danced and that I...uh...held you in my hand.' "
"He said to her, 'You told him you held what in your hand?' "
" 'Your...um penis.' My innocent wife answered, a hint of nervousness still apparent."
" 'Is that what you called it? Or did you refer to it as my cock?' "
" 'Jeez Ced...I don't remember. But I did tell him it was really...um...you know...big.' "
"Cedric laughed loudly. 'Okay, that's good! What else did you tell him baby doll?' "
"Oh god...I don't know. We didn't really have a lot of time to talk."
"Why don't you tell him now what else you said to me and did with my big cock while we danced."
"I...uh...held..."
" 'Don't tell me baby, I was there, tell your hubby!' Ced interrupted."
" 'Yeah okay...oh god honey. I was so nervous at first when Cedric moved my hand to it. He told me to squeeze it and stroke it. I couldn't believe what I was touching...but I soon felt it...his cock...growing thicker and longer as I rubbed it with my fingers."
" 'After you played with for a long time, tell your husband what else you said to me as you stroked my big black cock Sugar!' "
"My wife measured her words as she turned her head towards me. 'Tim, I told him I couldn't wait to...um...have it in my mouth.' "
" 'That's right, you said you wanted to have your lips around it and you still want to taste it, don't you baby! You still want to taste what's inside these slacks right here!' He confirmed gruffly as his hand gripped the massive lump in front of my wife's stunned face."
"I could feel Kacey's body stiffen before I heard gasp lustfully and her head moved up and down in affirmation."
"Ced's voice sounded again before I could digest what Kacey had just acknowledged. 'Well, here we are. No need to discuss the past any longer. Tim, your hot little wife clearly wants her first taste of BBC, tell her you are okay with her tonguing my cock and fulfilling her craving!"
"At that point I could feel my heart practically beating out of my chest. I circled around and cupped my wife's heavy tits through her undersized bra. 'Honey, we've reached that point. I want to see you take him between your lips. I know you want it too...' I whispered while nibbling on her ear as I pinched her hard nipples through the silky fabric."
"I could still feel Kacey trembling before her nodding head confirmed what I already knew. Her small hands reached out and wrestled with Ced's belt. Once undone, my wife did the same with the button and zipper on his bulging slacks. I heard an audible gasp when she pulled his pants to his knees and witnessed the incomprehensible outline of his massive cock in his tight boxer briefs. Kacey's trembling hands went to it...one atop the other. Once it was in her grasp, I was shocked there were still several inches protruding beyond her hold at the top and the circular lump at the bottom clearly suggested his huge balls were a separate prize from the thick treasure her hands were now stroking in synchronicity."
" 'Take that shit out baby. I want to feel those married lips on it!' Ced Brown's unassailable voice grunted as he reached around and buried one of his large black hands in Kacey's cascading hair. In spite of everything else that was happening, it was an even more surreal feeling seeing another man's hand holding the back of my wife's head only inches away from my face."
"I held my breath as my wife's deft fingers slipped into the band of his stretched underwear and pulled slowly downward. As she did so, inch after incomprehensible inch of obsidian blackness exposed itself to her wanting eyes. Before it was even fully exposed Kacey's lips moved to its trunk and started kissing along its thickness."
"Ced smirked at me before weaving his long fingers more actively in her thick hair. Her actions prompted Ced's smug response. 'Patience baby, there's more sensitive places waiting for those soft lips...show that same affection to this dark knob right here!' He directed as his huge cock finally flopped free. His other large paw circled his shaft and he brought the massive swollen head to my wife's mouth. 'Here's the good stuff, wrap those sexy lips around that shit!"
"Kacey didn't need to be told twice. I watched as my typically hesitant wife slutishly slurped it between her stretched lips. She sucked and licked the oversized head with a fervor I had never seen from her and her hands stroked him with an urgency that clearly validated her burning desire."
" 'Whoa there honey, something this good needs to be savored,' Ced chuckled. 'I know you've wanted it in that hot little mouth of yours since you groped it on the dance floor, but trust me it gets better with time. This ain't no sprint, it's a marathon honey! We got all night. Take your time and taste it all and when you're ready for a second helping, these big ol' nuts are ripe and ready too!' Brown boasted as he lifted his cock and exposed his grapefruit sized nut sack to her. I heard a desperate gasp escape Kacey's lips, 'Oh my god...'"
"For the next twenty minutes I watched and listened as the black man taught my beautiful wife how to suck his big cock. 'That a girl, keep doin' what I showed you...now you're gettin' the hang of it. Savoring it makes it better don't it...taste's real good huh baby doll?' "
" 'Mmm...hmm...mmm' was Kacey's only response with several inches of his thick dripping cock bulging her cheeks."
"Moments later Ced placed one of his sock covered feet up on the arm of my chair. 'These nuts are feeling a little left out honey.' I watched as my wife let his cock flop from her lips. She sexily slipped from the chair onto her knees. 'Uhn hun...that's better' he grunted as Kacey's wet lips slurped partially around one of his huge balls. 'Umm yeah...I love getting' my big ol' balls sucked on...use the tongue too!' "
"I soon found myself in a trance watching my wife slutishly service him from her knees on our living room floor. There is just something I find incredibly submissive about a woman sucking and licking a man's balls. And here my wife was doing it for a black bull from her knees right in front of me—the wet hungry sounds coming from her lips and throat pushing me closer to the edge. And still, I was amazed he could hold out that long with all the things the woman I loved was doing to him with saliva dripping mouth and curious fingers. The man's staying power was incredible! I couldn't risk even touching my cock as I knew I would explode immediately if I did."
"Grunts and moans escaped Kacey's throat as she sloppily sucked and slurped on his oversized equipment. Finally Ced's deep voice interrupted as he pulled her head from his cock. 'Baby, you suck a nice cock, but it's time we took this little party to your bedroom.' "
"I suddenly couldn't help but think that after watching Kacey submissively and enthusiastically pleasure him with her mouth, my wife was his to do anything he pleased in our bed."
"With that, the muscled black man pulled her to her feet. At some point I had removed her boots at his direction, now exacerbating the size difference between his 6'-3" and her 5'-5". The leering gaze on his face reminded me of an alpha predator sizing up its prey as he hulked over Kacey's sleek form. His arms quickly enveloped her and their mouths came together in a hungry collision."
"I could hear my wife's passionate sounds of encouragement as Ced's huge hands slid down her back and groped her rigid ass directly in front of my face. My eyes grew when I saw one of his long digits find its way to her asshole and probe. A new sound of elation escaped her lips as she threw her arms around his neck and devoured his tongue with more purpose. I thought for a moment she was going to jump right up onto him. Based on what I'd seen him do with his mouth previously and now his finger, I realized the black man had discovered a new pleasure place in my inexperienced wife."
"When their passionate kiss finally broke, he tilted his head back and watched as Kacey kissed and rubbed his bulging chest . But I soon learned it wasn't his chest he was thinking about. 'This has waited long enough,' he growled before the hand that wasn't fingering her ass pushed her sexy bra up over her big tits like he'd done it a thousand times before. Kacey moaned before Ced's deep voice boomed, 'Fuuuck baby! Those are some sweet-ass titties!' His mouth dropped immediately and he smothered her stone nipples with his thick African lips.'
"Excuse me for using the racial slur Tanya, but describing it any other way just wouldn't do it justice...it was so hot! Kacey's boobs are really sensitive and she later told me she had a little orgasm right then when his big lips vacuumed her hard nipples."
Ced ignored the remark as he excitedly recalled the way Kacey Shaw's body quivered at the time. He'd learned over the course of the night that her hubby was right, the horny bitch loved having her big tits sucked and playfully slapped—especially by his cock.
His thoughts were interrupted by Tim's voice again. "I watched nervously from the chair as the black man led my wife towards our master bedroom. Aside from Ced's socks, neither wore a stitch of clothing. The contrast in Ced's dark thick musculature versus Kacey's white lean curvy figure was mesmerizing. I decided I would wait to give them time to get comfortable before I followed."
"I glanced around the room and saw my wife's clothes scattered about. The final piece, her slinky bra, rested at my feet—I could read the discreet little tag: 32-C. There was just something so arousing about knowing that the man who was responsible for my wife's clothes being scattered about the room I now found myself alone in, was at this very moment preparing to ravage her in our marital bed. I took another gulp from my scotch as I tried to imagine what I would witness when I finally made it into the place that until this moment, had been our private sanctuary."
"Kacey always yearns for my tongue to get her fully prepared and I love nothing more than having my head buried between her luscious thighs. I suspected she'd push for the same treatment from her lover. But before I could finish processing that thought, I heard my wife make a sound I'd never heard. It was followed by a moaning plea that clearly confirmed the rutting couple had forgone any additional foreplay. "Ohhhh Gaawwwdd Ceddd...it's sooo biiigggg!"
"I was out of the chair in an instant and halfway to our room before I heard Kacey again. 'Ohhhh Jeeessuss...I feel you everywhere. Uhhhnnn Yeaaahhh!' When I crossed the imaginary threshold I could see my beautiful wife splayed nakedly across our bed with her limber legs stretched wide and bent at the knees. Ced was on top and his big black ass was moving in a slow shallow rhythm that perfectly aligned with Kacey's incessant pleasure grunts. From my angle I could see that most of his huge cock still hadn't made its way inside her obscenely stretched lips. His heavy balls slowly heaved back and forth looking like an engine trying to propel his veiny cock deeper."
"The room was dark except for several candles that my wife covets when having sex. I positioned myself in the leather chair near our bed and watched and listened to the sexual spectacle that I never really thought I'd witness. My stunning wife was the perfect sexual vision for any red-blooded man with a pulse. Her thick dark hair was spread wildly against the backdrop of our pure white comforter. Her head was tilted back with eyes squeezed shut, mouth open—her guttural passionate gasps of pleasure filling the room. Her big beautiful tits jiggled slowly across her chest in conjunction with each of Cedric's deepening penetrations. I undid my pants and soon they were bunched around my ankles with my underwear. I touched my cock as lightly as possible, almost as if testing whether I could do it without erupting."
"The light squeak of our bed springs and my wife's shallow gasps were the only sounds until Ced's voice sounded in a jaw-clenched grunt, 'Fuck...this is one tight pussy!' "
"I finally found my own voice. 'Honey, are you okay?' I'm not sure Kacey even knew I was in the room at that point as her eyes fluttered open and her head turned over at me. I could see the effects of the booze, but mostly I recognized a glazed pleasure gaze on her beautiful face. Her hand slowly slid over and I took it in mine. She squeezed my fingers before a slight smile formed on her lips and she blinked slowly before nodding."
" 'I love you honey' I volunteered as I studied her lustful appearance."
" 'I love you too,' she answered as her eyes fluttered. 'Are you okay?' "
" 'Yeah I'm good too...how does it...uh...feel?' I asked stupidly."
" '...Umm good...really good!' "
"I decided to push it further, 'You like the way he fucks you with his big black cock?' "
"I could see the directness of my question caught her by surprise but after a moment's hesitation, she answered truthfully, 'Oh god Tim, he's big. It feels amazing. He's touching me in places I never knew...' she whimpered."
" 'Is he gonna make you cum honey?...Cum on his big black dick?' "
"A loud moan escaped her lips, 'Mmm...yes babe he's going to...I can't help it...I'm gonna cum on him. His big black cock feels so good in me!' "
With that, her head moved back in Ced's direction as I slipped back into my seat and gripped my dick. Kacey's admission clearly invigorated our bull. Ced picked up the pace and was soon pounding my wife hard. I could still see several inches of the dark root extended outside of her stretched lips, but I knew he was far deeper than anything she had ever felt. Kacey's breathing became ragged and her hands went from his forearms to his shoulders as she tried to pull him down for a kiss. He rebuffed and remained rigidly above her as his black ass rose and fell powerfully."
" 'Uhn huh yeah baby...I can feel you gettin' all slick and shit! You fixin' to cum all over this big fuckin' nigger cock Sugar?' "
"I watched as my wife's long legs circled around his black ass and her body began to shake, 'Ohhhhh...Uhhhhh...yeah...SO GOOD CEDRIC! I'm gonna cum...Fuuuuccckkk!' she squealed as her ass lifted off the bed to meet his thrusts. Suddenly I witnessed wetness squirt out from between my wife's legs—it was unlike anything I'd ever seen from her."
"My wife's historic orgasm caused my own cock to erupt all over my hand."



"Just then Ced bellowed triumphantly, 'Yeah baby, squeeze that tight pussy around it and squirt the rest of that shit out!' I could see her essence dripping from his big swinging balls before I heard him grunt again. "I'm ready to go, I'm gonna paint them big titties!' "
"Ced ripped his cock from Kacey's pussy and straddled her stomach. The black man urgently stroked his massive cum-covered cock and shouted, 'Oh fuck here it comes!' I watched in amazement as the first heavy rope exploded over Kacey's heaving body and splattered across her face. The second did the same. The third reached her chin and neck. He finally found some control of his erupting hose and messily splattered the rest all-over my wife's tits. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen!"
Tanya gathered her composure and let a few seconds pass before speaking in her most professional response. "Wow! That sounds like some experience Tim, I assume it may have gone on from there?" She asked before her eyes peeked at the mirror.
"Yes Tanya, for the next few hours I watched and listened as my wife experienced what I can only refer to as sexual Nirvana. As part of that, she became the ultimate sexual plaything for a truly alpha male who took her to pleasure places I never could have in my wildest fantasies. I eventually passed out in the chair before sleeping the rest of the night in our guest bedroom. I heard them fucking several more times during the night and again in the morning."
Brown's chest puffed out proudly once again.
"Hmm Tim, based on your experience and Kacey's absence today, can I assume you both are committed to giving this lifestyle a shot? How have the two of you felt about what happened since? Have you discussed it?"
"Yes Tanya, we have decided to give it a shot. I kinda knew from the moment I witnessed Ced and Kacey naked together that my cuckold desires were real. I realized seeing and listening to her achieve sexual bliss at the hands of a man like Cedric was exactly what I'd been seeking."
"As for Kacey, it's been more difficult. In spite of her admitted attraction to big cock following the porn we'd watched, she never expected it to translate into something real. As I said, she was always conservative when it came to sex and never would of compromised our marriage vows if it hadn't been for my urgings. Neither of us had any inclination when we entered that bar, that our lives would soon change forever. I guess it was karma that happened to put us in the same place with Cedric Brown that night."
Tanya's eyes shifted toward the mirror as she fought back a laugh. Her boss chuckled loudly on the other side.
He continued. "Anyway as I was saying, it's been more difficult on Kacey. I think she feels remorse about what happened, but at the same time she hasn't been able to reconcile that with her desire to experience that kind of sexual ecstasy again. She's admitted to me several times over the past week, that in spite of her guilt, she can't stop thinking about Cedric's big black cock!"
Are you going to see this Cedric again?"
A smile formed on Tim Shaw's lips. "As a matter of fact, we are going out with him tonight! And neither of us can wait!"
Brown chuckled again behind the mirror.
"Well Tim, you might expect me to lecture you about the pitfalls of these types of relationships. But it sounds like you and Kacey may have found a man who provides the two of you with exactly what it is you want at this stage of your lives. Our research shows that a certain percentage of folks do live long happy lives together in relationships like this—I sincerely hope you and your lovely wife are one of those couples. Please give Kacey my best and know that Cuckolds Anonymous will be here if you ever need help or advice. It's been a pleasure getting to know you both."
Tanya walked him to the elevator. "I appreciate you coming back for today's meeting. Your feedback will be valuable for us in working with other couples like yourselves. You've fulfilled all the requirements of your contract, you should see the funds refunded into your account within a few days. Best of luck to you both!"
After the doors closed, Tanya ran to the ladies room. When she got back to her office, Ced was already inside waiting for her. "Damn, I wish I would have scheduled more time for him, but how was I to know he would be the same kind of detailed storyteller as the man who will be here in just a few minutes with his wife."
"Yeah, he was like your author guy, what did you call him?"
"FifthEstate."
"Yeah FifthEstate...what the fuck does that name even mean anyway?"
"I read about it in one of his stories, but we don't have time to discuss it now. The Sims' are going to be here in just a few minutes. But shit, if I had time I'd take a cold shower. Clearly based on that testimony, you haven't lost any of your mojo old man!" They both laughed.
"Okay, let's focus Cedric. The Sims' are going to be here any minute. I will take them through a similar introductory discussion as I have for the past few opening sessions. I'll get them talking about personal background etcetera to build Taylor's trust and confidence before I try to get her to open up about Jamaica."
"Yes Tan, I really want to hear about that Jamaican experience in her own words. Oh, by the way, remember to sit on the opposite couch for this meeting, I want to be able to see her...uh...facial responses throughout!"
"Cedric Brown, don't forget who you are talking to, her face isn't the only reason you want to be able to see her from the front."
"You know me all too well Tanya Lewis," he laughed "so remember, if you sit on the wrong couch I'm going to rescind your bonus and send you back to the boys club!" They shared another hearty laugh.
When Ced returned to his office, he squeezed his cock thinking about all that Tim Shaw had just shared with Tanya. He knew from the recent interactions with Tim and Kacey that they were excited for tonight's date, but now he knew for certain that Kacey's desire for more of his big black cock was just the green light he needed to take the Shaw's down a little darker walk on the wild side. He opened his Outlook calendar and confirmed: 10:30 p.m. Friday -- Bullpen w/The Shaw's.
*****
Tim Shaw sat in his car in the empty parking garage beneath Cuckolds Anonymous' office building. His cell phone rang for the third time before his wife finally answered. "How'd it go?"
"Pretty smoothly actually. Tanya really didn't brow-beat me much at all. We talked a lot about the baseline experience at the bar, but she actually had another client coming in at noon, so I got off the hook without having to get into all the steamy details with Ced back at our place."
"She actually asked you about details from that night? What did you tell her?"
"I knew she would. She just wanted to hear what happened and what our thoughts and feelings were as it went down."
"You didn't get into too much, I hope?"
"You mean like about you groping Ced's big cock on the dance floor or a little of the fun back at our place?" He laughed.
"You didn't?"
"Of course I did. I thought sharing a few dirty details was the least we could do for the time and support they had committed to us."
"Dammit...Tim. I hope I never run into her at the mall or the grocery store. How embarrassing!"
"Oh jeez babe, the woman runs a business for couples who do this stuff as a way of life. We'll probably never see her again, but even if we do, she isn't going to think any differently of us than the hundreds of other clients she deals with on a daily basis. Anyway, it's done now and I'm on my way home. What are your plans?"
Just as the words escaped his mouth Tim Shaw watched as a silver Tesla pulled into a parking spot directly in front of him. As his wife spoke he watched as a couple about he and Kacey's age exited the sporty car. "I'm sitting here in the waiting room of my stylist—remember Tim I'm getting my hair and nails done for tonight. I should be home about three." Kacey's voice echoed in the background—at this moment her husband's attention was focused on the stunning blonde who had just exited the Tesla.
"Okay honey, I'll see you then. Love you." Tim Shaw answered distractedly as he checked out the amazing rack on the woman who now appeared to be in a spirited conversation with her husband outside their car. Ironically, he remembered he and Kacey having their own emotional debate in this same parking garage before their initial one-on-one meeting only weeks before.
He didn't know what the couple was discussing, but as he watched Josh and Taylor Sims ponder whether they should actually follow through with their introductory meeting, he couldn't help but wonder what made men like he and the guy who stood before him, want to share their gorgeous wives with other men. As he started up his BMW, Tim ogled the amazing body on the blonde wife again. It was rare for him to see other married women who rivaled his own, but this one could certainly give Kacey a run for her money. As he headed towards the exit he peered into his rearview mirror as the couple walked towards the elevators.
Little did Tim Shaw know that he and the husband who now walked hand in hand with his beautiful blonde wife in his rearview, would soon have something very much in common—both would experience the spectacle of watching and listening as a hung black man fucked the living shit out of their stunning wives.
A hung black man named Cedric Brown.
*****
Five minutes later...
"Hi Josh, this must be Taylor, I've heard so much about you!" Tanya Lewis gushed as she took the blonde wife's hand and welcomed the Sims' into her office.
Taylor Sims cringed internally, secretly wishing this woman didn't know anything about her. On the outside however, the young wife smiled and warmly accepted Tanya's outstretched hand.
Cuckold Anonymous' clinical director's immediate thoughts turned to Ced who was undoubtedly watching and listening from behind the mirror. Seeing Taylor Sims for the first time confirmed everything they had suspected about her—this WILF was without a doubt, one of the hottest women who'd ever set foot in the building. Tanya didn't immediately invite them to sit. As instructed, she positioned the three of them such as to not obscure Cedric Brown's view of Taylor Sims' incredible body.
Tanya knew Ced was enjoying every delectable second of the heavenly vision standing before him.
From behind the mirror, Brown's piercing dark eyes burned through the tight white sweater housing the nicest shaped swollen breasts he could recall on such a sleek, athletic-looking woman's body. Her tight black leggings defined the contours of her long shapely legs and bubble-shaped ass to perfection. She wore her thick blonde hair in a Katniss Everdeen style large braid that hung down over one of her slender shoulders and tapered outward at its end—being pushed away from her stunning body by one of her gravity defying d-cups. Her flawless facial skin, high cheekbones, and Angelina Jolie shaped lips conspired to create one of the most beautiful women he had ever laid his eyes on. He immediately thought to himself, "That reggae singer really fucked up letting that fine shit out of his bungalow without being fully blacked! I won't make that mistake."
After a slight realignment in their positioning, Tanya took the opportunity to execute a move she'd done with hit and miss success in past introductory meetings. She clumsily dropped her pen in such a way as to set up Taylor to be the one in the most natural position to reach down and retrieve it. With her ass now facing the mirror, to Ced's delight, the athletic young wife bent at the waist with her legs perfectly straight and partially separated, to pick it up. In the process, her spectacular ass cheeks creased, exposing a camel-toeing set of pussy lips to Brown's ogling vision. The black entrepreneur felt as though he could practically reach out and jiggle the puffy set.
He made a mental note to bump up Tanya's bonus for this one.
Tanya took her place on the couch facing away from the mirror and encouraged the Sims' to have a seat on the other. Tanya welcomed them again and thanked them for taking part in this new program. She handed them each a packet that contained course material they would cover together over the next 10 weeks.
While the Sims' perused the handouts, Ced Brown perused Taylor Sims. He studied every aspect of her gorgeous face, her long lean neck and narrow shoulders. But as much as he tried to focus on all the aspects of her stunning body, his eyes kept finding their way back to her big beautiful tits. They looked perfectly sculpted on her long lean body—their fullness accentuated by the way they hovered over her flat stomach. He thought back to what the reggae singer had said about them, describing their perfection and suggesting they hadn't been enhanced by a surgeon. Cedric could only hope.
His thoughts were interrupted by Tanya's voice. "Well now that we've had a chance to discuss the program and answer a few of your questions, I'd like to spend a few minutes getting to know more about you. The three of us will be spending a lot of time together over the next ten weeks and it's important for the program's effectiveness if I know as much about the two of you as possible."
Josh Sims went first. He shared stories about his upbringing, his adolescent years, and college experiences at Stanford, including how he'd met Taylor. He went on to discuss his career, current job and hopes for the future.
Cedric Brown hardly heard a word. His unrelenting focus remained on the man's 5'5" 118 lb. stunning wife.
"Okay Josh, thank you so much for that, I feel like I already know you so much better!" She giggled. "Taylor, now I'd like to hear from you!"
"Well, just like Josh, I was born and raised in the Bay Area. I grew up in Lafayette."
"Oh, you're an East Bay girl. One of my best friends went to school at Saint Mary's!" Tanya interjected, trying to build rapport with the young wife who to this point had remained relatively quiet, looking quite skeptical.
"Oh you know the area? Yep, Moraga is right there. We used to sneak into St. Mary's parties when we were in high school!"
"Oh that's funny," Tanya replied, "we used to do the same thing at San Jose State parties all the time!" This time both of them giggled. Brown knew exactly what Tanya was doing. As always, her extensive relationship building skills were achieving their purpose, Taylor Sims was clearly growing more comfortable.
"So I have to ask you, your application says you are the biggest Oakland A's fan in the Bay Area. Tell me more about that."
Taylor lit up like a Christmas tree as a wide smile formed on her gorgeous lips. "Yeah, I was an only child and I think my dad always wanted a boy. As a result, I was kind of a tomboy growing up."
Brown chuckled at the irony, the woman he was currently undressing with his eyes couldn't be more un-tomboylike now.
He listened intently as she continued. "He had me playing sports from the time I could walk. I played soccer, tennis, and softball all my life. But my dad's favorite sport was always baseball—he'd become a big A's fan when they won three World Series in a row from 72'-74'. As you might expect, living in Lafayette it was easy for us to be in Oakland in no time. He bought season tickets every year and we rarely missed a game. My mom didn't care for it, so just the two of us went to games from as early as I can remember."
Ced sat anxiously behind the mirror not believing how perfectly this was setting up.
"My first memories were from the early 2000's A's. Those were the Moneyball teams with Jason Giambi, Miguel Tejada, and Eric Chavez...and of course the pitchers Barry Zito, Mark Mulder, and Tim Hudson." She grinned, before naughtily admitting, "I had such a big crush on Mark Mulder!"
"Yeah, I remember him, tall lefthander...he was really cute!" Tanya chimed again, building more rapport with the hot wife. "So you obviously liked Mulder, was he your favorite player?" The director asked before taking a sip from her coffee.
"I had a crush on him, but actually, my favorite player was Cedric Brown!"
Tanya nearly spit up the contents in her mouth. From behind the glass, Brown laughed loud enough that the three of them could hear him. Tanya did her best to play it off and when she finally got herself back together she blurted, "Sorry, this building has thin walls. My colleague next door can get kind of boisterous sometimes."
The Sims' sat naively, not realizing anything was out of the ordinary.
Tanya gulped, "Cedric Brown huh?"
"Yeah, I think I was like 9 or 10 when my dad took me to the A's Fanfest before the start of...I think it was his rookie season...like 2002? Anyway, he was sitting alone at his table because no one knew him yet. My dad and I approached him and he was so nice to us. We talked to him for about twenty minutes. Afterwards, I begged my dad to go to the fan store and buy me a Brown jersey. He could never say "no" to me, so I got one in all three colors, green, yellow, and white!" She laughed. "If you knew me back then and I guess you could still say, I'm kind of neurotic that way..."
"You can say that again!" Josh chimed in with a laugh.
Taylor gave him a playfully dirty look before continuing. "Anyway, the jerseys were like dresses on me, but I didn't care. We went back into the Fanfest and when I pulled them from the bag, Mr. Brown signed all three of them across the chest."
"Mr. Brown?" Ced thought to himself, suddenly feeling momentarily like an old perv.
Taylor continued. "I buried two of them away in the back of my closet near my baseball cards, but I wore that green one all the time. Funny story, my mom found that box years later after Josh and I were married. Now I still wear the other two as nightshirts."
Josh added his two cents. "Yeah, I see that signature across her chest every night. I joke all the time that Cedric Brown is the only man who touches my wife's breasts more than I do!"
This time coffee did spill from Tanya's mouth...and practically her nose. Brown covered his mouth to keep his laughter from permeating the mirror again.
"I am so sorry, I don't know what's wrong with me today. I think I've had enough coffee!" Tanya apologized. She couldn't change gears fast enough. "So you look like you're still in great shape Taylor, do you still play all those sports?"
"No, it actually became kind of hard when these came along my freshman year in high school." The pretty wife nodded downward at her chest with a silly smile. I was obviously no longer a tomboy and besides I started having other interests...like boys!" She looked over at her husband and giggled.
Brown's cock swelled, her acknowledgement pretty much dispelled any worries he had about the authenticity of her flawless looking tits.
"I'm still very active, just not in some of those same sports. In addition to tennis, my interests these days are rollerblading, hiking, and a couple of years ago I took up kick-boxing. I do that four days a week now!"
"Wow, maybe I should take that up, you look great!"
"Oh, you're sweet Tanya! If you're serious, I could hook you up with a great instructor!"
"Tanya, before you do, you should okay it with your husband. I have bruises all over my chest from being a human kicking bag!" Josh joked.
The experienced psychologist knew she had broken through Taylor Sims' trust barriers. It was time to start digging more deeply into her sexual psyche.
"So I want to thank you for providing a glimpse into who you both are. I really look forward to getting to know you even better over these next ten weeks. Now I want to change gears a bit and discuss why you are here today. Obviously, our organization exists to help couples like you navigate through challenging relational lifestyle choices."



"I can't stress to you enough, how important open and honest dialogue is to the process. I can tell you right now that I may ask questions that will make one or both of you uncomfortable at times, but rest assured if I ask, I'm only doing so to uncover information that I feel is important for our joint success. And you should feel confident your privacy is paramount at Cuckolds Anonymous. Any responses you provide will be between only the two of you and myself." Tanya lied. "Any and all recommendations I make will be based on the information and/or opinions you express in our time together. Does that make sense?"
The Sims' looked anxiously at one another before nodding.
"Okay, so from my meeting with Josh last week, I had a chance to hear from him about his cuckold fetish and resulting desires. He also shared with me the details of a couple of recent experiences you had which triggered him to reach out to us here at Cuckolds Anonymous."
Tanya watched as the couple looked at one another—she could see anxiety written all over Taylor's face.
In a comforting voice, Tanya continued, "So today, I'd like to hear from you Taylor. I'd like to understand exactly how you feel about Josh's fetish desires and about his decision to contact Cuckolds Anonymous. Also Josh said that the two of you have spoken very little about what happened since your trip to Jamaica..." The psych director could see the young wife stiffen, "...So I'd like to explore that further—to have you open up to me and to each other about your thoughts and feelings at the time and how those may have evolved since you returned from your trip. Can we agree to do this?"
Josh reached for Taylor's hand with expression filled eyes. "I think we should Tay, if Tanya is going to help us, we need to let her know exactly how we felt that night and how we feel now."
The hot wife nodded hesitantly.
Brown rubbed his cock in anticipation. His clinical director deserved an A+ for her performance so far.
"So Taylor, let's take a step backwards. I'm sure it came as a big surprise when Josh first told you of his desire to see you with a more endowed man? How did that make you feel when he told you that and how did you respond?"
The young wife hesitated, suddenly wishing they had never agreed to this alternative program which included her involvement. Nevertheless she answered, "Yeah well, of course it did. I assumed he was joking at first, but the longer it persisted, the more concerned I became. We eventually learned that his condition was called cuckoldry and while I had no intention of contributing to his disturbing fetish, I was slightly relieved when we learned that there are a lot of men out there who have similar desires."
"Yes Taylor, our research shows that as many as 26% of the male population show at least some cuckold tendencies. Of those, at least 90% desire their wives' lovers to be larger than them. So let me ask you, and please be honest, had you ever been with a well-endowed man prior to meeting Josh? He shared that he is not exactly robust in that department."
Brown laughed to himself. "That's sugar coating the little thing Tanya!"
They both watched as the beautiful blonde's expression-filled eyes swelled before she looked over at her husband incredulously and thought to herself. "Oh my god, Josh shared that with her?"
Her husband nodded slowly as if to validate Tanya's statement and to encourage Taylor to answer.
The blonde wife took a deep breath before speaking quietly. "Um...well...I was with this guy my freshman year in the dorms who was...um...bigger than Josh...but I wouldn't call him huge or anything."
"Okay, this is good Taylor, thank you for your honesty. This next question may be uncomfortable, but remember we are in our circle of trust here. After being with Josh, did you ever yearn for something more?"
Taylor gasped. "Tanya, this is very personal!"
"I know it is honey," Tanya assured "but it's also very critical to our data building. Discovering our ultimate path can only be accomplished by understanding the possible detours along the way."
Josh squeezed her hand. "Honey, this isn't anything we haven't talked about before, we need to share these thoughts with Tanya."
"Um...okay babe." Taylor answered before she peered back to the other couch. "No, I...uh...really didn't. Josh had always been a very considerate lover who prioritized my feelings. And while I know he is probably a little smaller than average, he has always made me feel good. I've never desired anything more."
"Oh that's a bunch of fuckin' bullshit!" Brown laughed to himself.
"Again, thank you for your honesty Taylor, this is exactly the kind of feedback I need to assist you guys. Do either of you need another bottled water or anything?"
They both shook their heads.
"So Taylor, Josh shared that as a means of piquing your interest in endowed men he convinced you to allow him to play pornographic movies when you were in bed together. He told me that not long after that is when he began to see a subtle change in your arousal level in the bedroom. Is that fair to say?"
Taylor's eyes grew large again. Josh had told her about his previous conversation with Tanya, but he hadn't shared the level of detail that she was now being asked to validate. "Uh...yeah...I think that's fair to say. I wasn't crazy about the porn idea at first, but I did find that I eventually began to enjoy watching it when we made love."
"Did the size of the men's penises begin to have any additional impact on you?"
Taylor didn't look in Josh's direction this time. Instead she closed her eyes and gulped before looking back at Tanya and answering nervously. "Yes...I guess you could say over time, that I looked forward to seeing the larger ones. Josh could tell you that my excitement level...my um...you know...were stronger when bigger actors pleasured the actresses."
"Your orgasms?"
The blonde wife nodded sheepishly.
Brown rubbed his big cock.
Tanya's psyche was now fully charged—Taylor Sims was becoming putty in her hands. "Taylor, I'm proud of you for being completely honest in validating many of the thoughts and feelings that Josh shared in our previous meeting. I can tell you, you are not alone in your acknowledgement that large penis size is a source of arousal for you. We hear all the time that size doesn't matter, but I've seen several studies suggesting that up to 80% of married women fantasize about sex with more endowed men."
Another subtle nodding of Taylor Sims' head confirmed her agreement.
"So I guess that brings us to the experiences the two of you encountered recently." Tanya turned the page of her notebook as if to refresh herself with the notes, but she had already memorized the details and knew exactly what she was going to say. "The first was with the ex-marine Tate, but I think we can bypass that as I'm more interested in what took place on your vacation to Jamaica." Tanya looked up over her reader glasses to see Taylor stiffen like before at the mention of Jamaica.
"Again, I want to reiterate that while discussing this may cause some level of anxiety or embarrassment, I assure you both, there isn't anything you might say that I haven't heard before. I am not here to judge or criticize you for your actions. We are all people with human frailties and desires that sometimes manifest themselves in ways we don't expect or anticipate. And because the two of you have not discussed this much since it took place, I want you both to express your truthful feelings and raw emotions from the moment that it happened and how you feel about it now. Can we proceed?"
Josh agreed quickly, Taylor hesitated for a moment before doing the same.
"Well like the earlier dialogue, Josh shared many details and expressed his thoughts and emotions in our previous meeting. I hope you don't feel like I'm putting you on the spot Taylor, but since I haven't heard from you, I'd like to start there. Obviously, due to the sexual nature of this discussion, I apologize in advance for any naughty terms I may use and I certainly don't want you to hold back in doing the same if it helps convey the feelings or desires you experienced when this connection took place. So if it's okay with you I'll get started."
Taylor bit down hard on her back teeth before answering demurely, "...yes."
"Well I know the trip had been a great one for both of you and Josh acknowledged your joint decision to "let your hair down" after his business colleagues had departed. He also told me about all the partying the two of you did the night of the reggae concert. Why is it rum goes down so easily when you're down in the Caribbean?" She asked rhetorically with a laugh to add some levity and break up the anxiety. The Sims' chuckled, Taylor far more nervously than her husband.
"Josh told me about the concert and about the couple you met from Wisconsin. He also shared the nicknames he and Scott had made up for you and Bailey." Taylor rolled her eyes nervously before Tanya continued. "He shared how the reggae singer...uh..." she checked her notes for effect "...Damian invited you guys to the party at the bungalow.
Taylor cringed again slightly at the mention of his name.
"...more partying took place including smoking some marijuana before you guys ultimately ended up in the hot tub. As time went by, everyone vacated until it was just the two of you, your friends, and the two black men from the band. Is that right?"
Taylor nodded her head subtly without saying a word as she fiddled nervously with her long braid.
"So Taylor, Josh also mentioned the conversation you and Bailey had earlier when she'd asked if you'd ever been with a black man. He told me that she voiced, 'you didn't know what you've been missing', when you told her you hadn't. According to Josh, she then informed you that she and her husband go down to the Caribbean or Jamaica each year for their anniversary so she can have sex with black studs. Do I have that about right?"
"Um...yeah I think so."
Tanya had no intention of letting her remain mute by asking only close-ended questions. "So Taylor, how did that make you feel when Bailey said to you, 'You don't know what you're missing?' "
The young wife glanced at her husband who also waited anxiously for her response. "I...uh...didn't really know what to think. I was still trying to digest what she'd told me about her and Scott and...you know, their infidelity experiences."
"Yeah, I can't imagine how surprised you must have been. But let me ask you Taylor, you already acknowledged how seeing larger penises excited you when you and Josh watched porn, did the two of you ever watch interracial?"
The question caught Taylor by surprise. "I...I don't think so." She looked over at Josh, "Do you remember us ever watching any babe?"
"No honey, I had never shown it because I didn't know how you would feel about it. I guess I didn't really know until...you know...Jamaica..."
"So Taylor, you had obviously heard the rumors about black men—after your infatuation with large penises developed, did you ever fantasize about sex with a black man before that night in Jamaica?"
This time a full deer in headlights gaze appeared on her beautiful face. She looked over at Josh before she responded, "I...I...don't know if I would call it an infatuation in regards to my interest in larger ones." She answered unconvincingly. "As for black men...god...I don't know...I guess I would say yes. There is this guy at the gym I have checked out a few times. He is older, maybe late thirties or so, he helps spot me sometimes."
"Wow honey, I had no idea..." Josh gushed excitedly. "Has he ever made a pass at you?"
"No...we talk sometimes but I do know he looks at me in my gym outfit and stuff..."
"And you do too?" Tanya asked.
"I...I guess...sometimes, he's pretty muscular and...well kinda handsome."
Tanya snapped off a quick text from her iPad to Ced. "Can you believe this shit...perfect!"
Before Josh could say anything else Tanya interjected. "So clearly you had some attraction to black men before the night in Jamaica Taylor. We'll obviously discuss those feelings in our upcoming sessions, but I want to focus on that night at this point. Tell me if you would, how things evolved with Damian. Obviously, Josh knows the details as he was there with you, but I'd like to hear about the experience in your words."
Tanya went on, "What I really want to learn and want each of you to express to one another are the emotions, feelings, and desires you felt while it was happening. Again, I'll probably ask you questions that may make you feel uncomfortable, but I assure you, each has a purpose. Does that make sense?"
Again, the Sims' confirmed with nods of their heads.
"Taylor, why don't you start off from the point when Damian put his hand on your thigh under the water."
Tanya and Ced watched as Taylor nervously reached for her water bottle and took a slow drink. "Oh...okay yeah. Well, we were talking pretty closely together when I suddenly felt his hand on my thigh. It obviously surprised me, but for whatever reason I didn't push him away or say anything. I wasn't sure if he really meant anything by it. Maybe it was the alcohol or the pot...I don't know. Anyway, a few minutes passed before I felt his fingers slide from my thigh to between my legs. This time I did push him away, but a few minutes later he did it again. I pushed his hand away again and gave him a scolding scowl and whispered to him that my husband was right next to us." She glanced in Josh's direction as if to validate what she'd already told him about this.
"But he persisted?" Tanya asked.
"Yes...and I don't remember now whether it was that time or the next before I...uh..." her eyes dropped shamefully "...didn't push him away."
"So there you were in the hot tub with Josh only a few feet away while Damian's fingers were rubbing between your legs underwater. What was going through your mind Taylor?"
"Jeez, so many things. I was obviously feeling guilty for letting him do it in the first place, but my mind was jumbled. I was thinking about all the times Josh had told me about his desire to see me with an endowed man while remembering what Bailey had said to me in the house. And I was obviously under the influence of the rum, marijuana, and the billowing steam from the tub—I kind of felt like I was in a dream. And on top of all that...it uh.." her eyes dropped again "...it...felt really good."
"Is that when you reached out to touch him too?"
Again Taylor made eye contact with her husband before continuing. "It was like I wasn't even in control of my hands as I suddenly found myself reaching out for him. I know I gasped out loud when I felt him that first time. I actually turned back towards Josh wondering if he heard me."
Josh interjected. "As I told you before Tay, I didn't have any idea what was happening between the two of you. It was about that time that I heard Bailey moan across the tub. And when I looked up and saw what was happening between her and Shug, I got so distracted. The thought of you and Damian doing anything was the furthest thing from my mind. Moments later, I pulled you next to me, but my focus was still totally on what they were doing on the other side."
"What about you Taylor, where was your focus?"
"I...uh...was watching Bailey and Shug too, but my mind was obviously more on Damian's fingers which were now inside my bikini bottoms. I felt unfaithful to Josh whose own hand was on my leg, but everything was so surreal and I couldn't get the thought out of my mind that this is what he would have wanted anyway."
"Josh, hearing this now, how does it make you feel?"
"It's weird Tanya, but it still makes me feel like it did when Taylor admitted it that next day. I was amazed that it actually happened, but at the same time, it aroused me to no end that my faithful wife had actually done it. Had I known at the time that Damian's fingers were inside her bikini frigging her pussy right next to mine, I think I would have been even more turned on."
Taylor peered at Josh with a look of shock; she couldn't believe her husband had used such dirty phrasing to describe his feelings to Tanya.
"Taylor, I can see your husband's descriptive words may have discomforted you, but I want us all to speak in the terms that best describe our true thoughts and feelings. I remind you, there isn't anything I haven't heard before and nothing you might say will come across as offensive to me. What about your hands Taylor, they weren't idle either were they? At what point did you reach for his cock?"
Taylor now realized she would be called out for prudish responses. "Well um...I don't remember exactly, but it wasn't long...um...before I did I mean. My one hand was outside of my bikini on top of his. I think I put it there originally with the intent of pushing his away, but eventually it stayed, I guess I was...kind of helping. Before long, I reached out with my other in search of him. It didn't take long...I remember I gasped out loud when I felt him. He wasn't even hard and I couldn't believe how big he felt...you know...his uh...cock!"
Tanya smiled inside, she knew her boss would want to hear Taylor's responses in the sluttiest language possible. While it was clear this stunning woman had been sexually conservative to this point in her life, Tanya's years of practice taught her that an incident like the one Taylor Sims experienced in Jamaica had a way of changing people—breaking down walls and allowing them to explore their true sexuality.
"It wasn't long after that, that we heard Bailey and Shug." Taylor shared.
"What was going through your mind when you saw what they were doing? She was giving the bass singer a blowjob right?" Tanya asked, obviously already knowing the answer but wanting to get more dirty words out in the open and wanting Taylor to refocus on the mental image of what she had witnessed.
"Yes...yes she was sucking on him...on his...cock. I don't remember exactly what was going through my mind. What he...uh...Damian was doing between my legs felt really good and I could feel him beginning to grow in my hand. I remember it was then that Josh slid even closer to me and moved his hand further up my thigh."
"Did you and Damian stop when Josh moved closer?"
"I let go, but Damian had...like two fingers inside me...he didn't pull them out." Taylor answered sheepishly.
"Oh wow honey, you hadn't told me about his fingers..." Josh gushed. "He actually had them inside you?"
Kacey nodded apologetically. "Yeah, I guess I left that part out, I'm sorry sweetheart."
"It's okay babe, it's why we're here right? So we can talk about all this stuff honestly and openly."
"Yes, I'm glad you are both recognizing that," Tanya interjected. "So Taylor at what point did you reach for Damian's cock again?"
"We watched Bailey and Shug for a minute or so, before I got the urge to hold him some more. My hand wrapped around his cock...right then, but now he felt even bigger and harder."
"So it wasn't long before the bass player went into the house with Bailey and her husband. After that according to Josh, Damian climbed out of the hot tub similarly to what Shug had done. What went through your mind at that point Taylor?"
"I um...well at that point I could obviously see him through his tight wet shorts. His cock was right in front of me. I stared at it for the longest time, not really believing how big it looked, but validating what I'd felt with my hand. At that point, I wouldn't say I was scared, but I guess I was nervous. I'd never seen or touched anything like it. But eventually, since I had already held it beneath the water, I couldn't really help it...I reached for it again. I felt a kind of jolt of excitement when my fingers wrapped around it a second time. I remember looking over at Josh at that point..." She acknowledged while doing the same thing now and addressing him. "But you had a look on your face that suggested you weren't mad or anything. Right honey?"



Josh nodded before swallowing hard. It was clear to Tanya and Ced that hearing about his wife's experience in her own words was having an arousing effect on him. Brown concluded that while this cuck hubby might have a fear of losing his smokin' hot wife to a dude with a much bigger cock than his own, he wouldn't stand in the way of letting her go the distance if/when the opportunity presented itself again.
Cedric Brown had every intention of presenting him...uh her...with that opportunity.
"I want to applaud both of you for being so open and honest about how you were feeling at the time. Exposing these types of truths will have such a positive impact on our approach over the next 10 weeks. Talking openly about it will make it easier to address the challenges you both now feel about such a seminal moment in your relationship. Taylor, it's clear you're now more comfortable discussing what happened that night in Jamaica, I want to encourage you to express with as much honesty and raw emotion, the feelings you experienced. Don't hold anything back!"
This time the hot blonde wife nodded without hesitation.
"So you were now holding Damian's cock while Josh watched. What did you do next?"
"I heard Damian's deep voice, telling me to take it out. And then he said something to Josh about me showing him what I was going to be...uh...sucking."
"How did that make you feel Taylor? It sounds like Damian was exerting his control as the alpha male at that moment."
She looked over at Josh. "I think it's fair to say that was his intention at that point, wouldn't you honey?"
Her husband nodded.
Taylor continued. "I guess he could read the look on my face. I did want to see it...and hold it directly, so I nervously pulled down his trunks. Once it was out, it just hung there, almost down to the water. And although I'd already had it in my hands, I still couldn't believe how big it looked all black, veiny and arching down like that."
"You reached for it?"
"After staring for a few more seconds...yes I gripped it, but my hand wouldn't even wrap around. But as I held it in my stretched fingers, Damian's words were still in my mind. I'm sure Josh probably told you, but fellatio has never really been my thing—but there was just something so intoxicating about it...about him. My mouth was watering and I suddenly had an uncontrollable urge to touch it to my lips. I couldn't wait to taste him...I know this sounds bad, but I really wanted to suck it...suck his cock Tanya!"
"Taylor, that is not surprising. Many women experience similar emotions when exposed to a very large cock for the first time. So you did it right? Josh told me the other day when he watched what happened next—he said he couldn't believe that it was his beautiful wife who was performing oral sex so enthusiastically."
Taylor swallowed nervously before responding. "Yeah, when I went to kiss it, so much saliva was spilling out of my mouth all over it. After it was all slippery, I used my fingers and tongue to spread it. I could tell he liked it by the sounds he was making. But he wasn't the only one. In spite of all the alcohol I had consumed, at that moment I felt more drunk with desire than anything else."
"Why do you think you were so...uh..cock drunk Taylor? You said yourself you'd never really cared for giving head?" Tanya asked in smuttier terms, hoping to build on the conservative wife's lowered filter.
"Gosh Tanya, I can't say for sure," she glanced over at Josh to gauge his disposition. When she noticed the excited gaze on his face, she continued, "I guess I was just so aroused by his you know...big black cock...I swear I could taste pure testosterone coming off of it."
From behind the mirror, an ear to ear grin remained on Cedric Brown's face. He couldn't recall an introductory meeting ever going better than this one. He gripped his semi-hard cock as he studied the details of Taylor Sims' beautiful face and sexy body while quiet words formed on his lips. "You hot little slut, I got just what that hungry little mouth of yours needs right here!"
His thoughts were interrupted by Tanya's familiar voice. "So Josh, you watched this play out in front of you that night in Jamaica, how does it make you feel to hear your wife talk about it now?"
The young husband reached for his wife's hand and looked lovingly into her deep blue eyes. "It brings back all those incredible feelings I had that night. I know we are here to initiate the process of changing my fetish desires, but right now the only thing I can think about is how arousing it is to hear all this from Taylor's perspective."
"Josh, it's fully expected that you would feel this way. It's important that you and Taylor share all of your emotions, thoughts and feelings. I know it seems counterintuitive, but we find that the more we discuss our state of arousal initially, the easier it will be to measure our progress in muting those desires later."
Tanya turned her attention back to the young wife. "So Taylor, please tell me what happened next."
"So I kissed and licked it for a long time before he put his foot up on the edge of the tub and told me to take care of his...uh...balls too. I started off trying to rub them with one hand, but the big sack was spilling through my fingers. I brought my other one up and cupped them both. I felt like I was holding a couple of heavy pieces of fruit."
"They reminded me of a couple of peaches honey!" Josh interjected, drawing an affirming sigh from his wife.
"Your husband said Damian directed you to use your mouth on them as black men tend to do. Is that right Taylor?"
"Yes...yes he did. He stroked the head part while I licked and sucked on them. I think he really liked that—he told me not to stop."
"I think Josh said you looked especially submissive servicing Damian's huge testicles, did you actually feel that way?"
"I would say yes...maybe even more than having his...you know...cock between my lips." She gazed over at Josh and squeezed his hand more tightly before a playful grin appeared on her face. "Josh told me the next day he really liked the part!"
The two of them laughed in acknowledgement.
"So I know we are nearing the end. Josh said Damian then pulled your bikini top aside exposing your breasts to him for the first time before he asked that you wrap them around him. Is that how you recollect it? If so, how did that make you feel?"
"Yes, it startled me at first, but he had been staring at them for awhile. That bikini top is pretty small anyway and my nipples were really poking out, so it wasn't like he didn't know what he would see when he pushed it aside. Still, I got a weird tingle inside when he pulled my bikini off. Not many guys besides my husband had seen them before."
"What was his reaction?"
"I think he liked them. A big smile formed on his face before he started pinching and squeezing them while I sucked him. But it caught me by surprise when he told me to wrap them around him."
"Did that work well? It sounds like he was very big and obviously you aren't an a-cup?"
Taylor giggled, "No...32-D actually. It wasn't something I had much experience with." She looked over at Josh with a forgiving smile, "My husband tries it sometimes, but it usually gets kinda smothered in there. But with Damian..."
"That thing couldn't get smothered by a king-sized pillow..." Josh blurted. "Truthfully...they fit perfectly together Tanya!" The young husband clarified while clearly picturing in his mind what he remembered from the stunning connection. "The contrast between Taylor's soft white skin and Damian's hard black pole was like...mesmerizing!"
Taylor laughed nervously at her husband's affirmation.
"So what was going through your mind Taylor? Obviously, your husband was right there watching, but did any of this feel like adultery?"
"I think I was past any of those thoughts. I remember feeling guilty when I was stroking him under the water in the beginning, but by now I had crossed that bridge and knowing Josh seemed okay with it, I would say lust was the only thing on my mind."
"Mmm Hmm...could you tell what the reggae singer was thinking?"
Josh interrupted. "I remember him looking at me with the smuggest of looks before he instructed Taylor to lick it each time it got near her mouth. I watched as the look of satisfaction on his face increased before he held Taylor's head downward and pushed the swollen head between her lips."
"Did that feel weird Taylor? Not many men are capable of being between a woman's breasts and in her mouth at the same time."
"Yes, it wasn't something I ever really thought possible, but it was happening. He told me to keep holding my boobs around it and suck...he did the rest. He started moving faster, I could actually feel his balls slapping softly against my breasts while my mouth was full. Before long he started grunting and I could feel the head actually swell before my mouth was suddenly filled with his hot sticky...you know...stuff."
"He came in your mouth?"
Taylor nodded in confirmation before continuing. "I didn't want to swallow at first, but so much shot out I couldn't help it. But even at that, it filled my mouth up so fast that I pulled it out. It spurted on my face before he gripped my hand and aimed it at my boobs. It kind of splattered all over after that..." she admitted sheepishly.
"How did you react Taylor, Josh said you'd never really been one to...uh...swallow it?"
"It was all so surreal Tanya." She looked over at Josh, "I never thought of it as gross, but I never had a desire to do it. But there was something about that night that was different. I took him back between my lips and cleaned it off as much as I could. It didn't really taste bad like I thought. I found I didn't mind it at all."
"What about your feelings of arousal, your husband said he experienced a climax when he saw Damian's semen spill from your lips?"
Taylor peered at her husband again before responding guardedly. "I didn't have an orgasm, but I remember being very excited too."
"Again, I can't stress how delighted I am that the two of you have been so forthright with your memories, thoughts, and feelings from that night in Jamaica. I can't tell you how helpful this will be in designing our approach to your program. But before we discuss next steps I would like to finish things off by hearing from you about the remainder of the night and the feelings you've experienced since."
Taylor and Josh turned to each other before returning their gazes to Tanya and nodding.
"So Taylor, Josh told me it wasn't long before Damian invited you to go inside with him for sex. Tell me how you felt before your husband stepped in and suggested that the two of you should leave?"
Tanya watched as the young wife's big beautiful eyes dropped before her tongue wet her lips nervously. She glanced in Josh's direction before answering quietly. "As I told him the next day, I was ready...uh...actually wanted to...to go inside with him."
"What part of the situation made you most excited about going to his room?"
"I guess it was kind of everything. I was obviously pretty wasted and after hearing what Bailey told me and then seeing her and Shug...you know. I was also kind of excited about Josh watching us do it, he seemed like he enjoyed what happened in the hot tub. But in the end...I guess...it was um...how big he was that made me most excited. And in a strange way I never would have expected...the other part was because he was...um...black."
Brown beamed from behind the mirror.
"So it's fair to say you were disappointed at the time when Josh suggested it was time to go?"
Taylor peered at her husband before nodding coyly.
"So obviously you had a desire to be taken by the hung black man Taylor. After tasting him, you had a strong yearning for him to pleasure you sexually with his big cock—do you recall if there was a particular sex act or position you were looking most forward to with Damian?"
Taylor's eyes dropped again nervously before reengaging. "Oh I don't know Tanya. I guess I was thinking about what Bailey told me that most of them she's been with...black men I mean...like to do it from behind. She told me she actually loves when they spank her while...you know...doing it that way. I guess I might have been thinking about that."
"Hmm...so before your husband suggested the two of you should leave, you were thinking about getting fucked doggy style by Damian's big black cock?" Tanya asked as she looked in Josh's direction for a reaction—he was eagerly engaged in their dialogue. Brown noticed as the cuck husband shifted uncomfortably on the couch, it was obvious he was managing a hard-on in his pants.
"I...I think so. It was over a month ago now, so I can't remember exactly." The young wife answered unconvincingly.
Both Tanya and Ced could see that the lurid conversation was having an effect on the Sims'. It was apparent they had yet to fully reconcile their feelings from the experience in Jamaica.
"Okay, so this is a great transitional break Taylor. Again I want to thank you both for speaking so honestly about your experience in Jamaica. But as Taylor acknowledged, a month has passed and I know the two of you have not really discussed it much since then. Before we can begin our approach to recovery, I need to understand how you are both feeling now. I'd like to get a sense for how your emotions may differ now than they did then...or if they haven't changed, that's fine too. Josh, I'd like you to go first." Tanya suggested as she watched a relieved Taylor reach for her water bottle. She could tell the beautiful young wife needed a few minutes out from under the microscope.
"This is hard Tanya." Josh Sims started. "Before we got here today, I would say I was already feeling much more comfortable with how things had progressed. My initial call to Cuckolds Anonymous and our first meeting had already relieved some of my anxiety. But after hearing Taylor relay her thoughts and feelings today, I feel like I'm being thrust right back into that vortex of emotions I felt before. On one hand, I'm even more convinced that I did the right thing in ending the proceedings when I did that night, and calling Cuckolds Anonymous immediately after we returned. On the other, after hearing Taylor's view on what happened with Damian, all the fetish desires came racing back. I find myself sitting here with a renewed sense of arousal about what might have been."
"It is perfectly okay to feel that way Josh. You both were obviously immersed in something you had never experienced before. It's impossible to deal with these types of feelings without talking openly about them. How about you Taylor? How do you feel now versus that night you gave head to the reggae singer and he came all over your face and tits?" Tanya used the blowjob reminder to make it more difficult for Taylor to give a glossy response.
"I uh...feel differently. Everything happened so fast that night. I think I really got caught up in the whole experience and I would say I regret giving him...you know...that blowjob. I am thankful that we stopped when we did and while I've obviously thought about it since, my focus has been on Josh, not on a one-time experience with another man I have no desire to repeat."
Tanya texted Ced from her tablet. "Liar!" Her boss laughed and responded back. "Yeah...no shit!"
In spite of her distrust in Taylor's answer, Tanya asked one final question that she suspected would only get an honest response from Josh. "Thanks Taylor, it sounds like you may have already begun to put this experience behind you, but I have to ask you both one final question that may be embarrassing to answer. I ask only because it helps provide true insight into your conscious or subconscious thoughts. When you guys have been making love or if/when either of you have masturbated, have you fantasized about the night in Jamaica with the black reggae singer?"
This time even Josh fidgeted in his seat. "Yeah Tanya you aren't making this easy on us..." his eyes connected with his wife's. He could see nervousness in her gaze too. "...yes Tanya, I have thought about it during...well both."
Taylor's eyes opened widely in incredulity at Josh's admission.
Tanya didn't rat him out about his previous admission of masturbating about it every day since. "Okay, thanks Josh. How about you Taylor?"
The blonde wife reached for her water before answering slowly, "I...uhhh...guess. I remember thinking about it once when Josh and I made love a week or so after we got back from the trip. But I really haven't since..."
Neither Tanya nor Ced believed her for a second.
The program director didn't push any further, she had already uncovered everything she set out to learn in this first session. Based on what she heard, she doubted there would be a second. It was clear to her that Josh and Taylor Sims were ripe for the picking.
"Well, we've reached the end of our time today." Tanya chimed. "I think we've made some great progress in this first session! I want to thank you both for being so honest and open about the experiences that brought you to Cuckolds Anonymous. As I said before, it's so important for the effectiveness of the program for me to have a good understanding of your feelings and emotions regarding your sexual experiences and desires. I learned so much from each of you today."
Josh reached for Taylor's hand again. "Thanks Tanya, I think I can speak on behalf of Taylor and myself in saying, we both feel better already about talking openly about this. As you heard, it's been kind of difficult for us to open up about it to this point."
"That is quite natural you guys, but we've now started the process of laying some very good footings. The next step in our process is another foundational building block that will really help establish a baseline for everything moving forward. It might sound a little odd, but our next endeavor will be for the two of you to go on a date."
The young couple peered at her quizzically.
Tanya giggled. "I assure you, this won't be a normal date. I'm going to have you visit an establishment known in the cuckold community as a place couples go looking for sex partners..."
Taylor gasped and covered her mouth.
"...please hear me out." Tanya pleaded. "We have found this step to be an invaluable component of the program. Our goal is for the two of you to experience an environment where alpha males make not so subtle attempts to seduce married wives. Of course you both will be well aware of their intentions ahead of time, making it easy to rebuke their advances. Taylor, we will have you dress provocatively and do a certain amount of flirting to create a perception of interest. But rest assured, I will prepare you for how to deal with and/or extricate yourselves from any uncomfortable circumstances that might arise."
She went on, "Following your date, our next session will focus on the emotions and feelings you each experienced in an environment often practiced by cuckold couples. If you approach this the right way, you can have fun with it. It's kind of like taking a test where you already have all the answers!" Tanya handed them a sheet of paper with a list of Q and A's. "Read through these and we will discuss any follow up questions or concerns you might have prior to setting up the date."
Tanya thanked them again and walked them to the elevators.
When she returned to her office, Ced was waiting. "Brilliant job Miss Lewis! I think that might have been your most believable bullshit session yet!"
They laughed loudly.
"I don't think this one is going to be one of your more difficult conquests Ced—I don't believe for a second, either of them is over the Jamaica experience!"



"Yeah, me neither. Little Miss Taylor is a lousy liar!"
"Yeah, she sure isn't a liar, but she's quite a looker! Damn Ced, if I was gay, I'd be trying to get her into Lesbian's Anonymous asap!" Tanya giggled.
"HaHa...no shit on that one, I'm not sure we've even begun to uncover her boundaries! I got a good feeling she's a dirty little thing underneath that semi-reluctant façade. I don't plan on waiting long to find out—if you haven't heard back from them by Monday, reach out and get that baseline date night set up right away!"
Tanya smiled naughtily. "I will. Hey, you wanna make another bet about this one's authenticity?"
"Shit girl, I don't mind making an occasional bad wager, but after the Kacey Shaw experience and what Taylor said earlier, there is no way I'm betting against that flawless set being anything other than the real McCoy! You heard her, it sounds like I missed out on them by four or five years the first time I met her. But since they bloomed, that heavenly pair has been waiting a long time for more than just Cedric Brown's signature to touch them. That reggae singer might have marked them temporarily, but as you often say, this bull can't help claiming the ripest female in the herd!"
Tanya laughed. "Yeah, so speaking of your signature, I almost lost it when they told that story about your jerseys. That tale was dripping with irony!"
"I know, huh? What are the chances? I'm just hopeful Taylor Sims' tail, as well as her other parts, are dripping with something else soon!" Brown joked. "But, you'll have to excuse me Miss Lewis, I need to pick up supplies for my date tonight!"
"Kacey Shaw and her little hubby are gonna make a fun little visit to a place where bulls are penned..."
To be continued...
*****
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Cedric Brown took stock of the booze in his limousine. A Grinch-like smile formed on his face as he perused the wealth of options. Between the cabinet and the mini-fridge, he had enough alcohol for a fraternity party—but to his delight, tonight he would be sharing with only two other people.
After pouring himself a scotch on the rocks, he peered through the tinted windows at the passing homes in the affluent community of Saratoga, fifty miles south of San Francisco. He was nearing the same multi-million dollar house he had woken up naked in only a week previously. The owner of the home, Tim Shaw, had done pretty well for himself, affording this neighborhood and marrying a wife as hot as Kacey. He subtly admired the guy who had accomplished so much before his 30th birthday despite having an unfortunate white dick affliction. "The dude must be good at what he does, but tonight he's gonna get to witness again what it looks like to be really good at fucking his hot little wife!"
Ten minutes later the limo came to a stop at the bottom of the Shaw's circular cobblestone driveway. The overweight driver, Luther, came around and opened the rear door. Prior to that afternoon, Brown had never met the man, but they had talked extensively on the ride from Ced's home in the Santa Cruz Mountains to their current location. When Luther discovered he was the former major league outfielder Cedric Brown, he gushed unabashedly about what a big fan he had been back in the day. Ced signed a couple of paper coasters for Luther's kids and passed them through the privacy window. Brown rolled up the darkened glass divider only moments before they came to a stop.
"It's an honor to have one of my all time favorite ballplayers in my car tonight Mr. Brown," Luther spewed excitedly while standing next to the opened door with his chocolate stained tuxedo shirt hanging out of his belt. Their hands came together in a brotherly handshake before they both looked up to see Tim and Kacey Shaw walking down the sidewalk towards the stretch Cadillac.
Brown revelled in the fact that he and Luther were probably the only two black men in a one-mile radius. Every honky motherfucker in this lily white cluster of homes had undoubtedly fantasized about Kacey Shaw at some point. Yet it was him, a hung black man, who would be taking the hottest white bitch in the neighborhood out for a long night of fucking.
Luther's professionalism evaporated in less than a second when he spotted the young wife. "Daammnnn..." he uttered just loud enough for Ced to hear. Neither man could take their eyes off her as she strode carefully down the pebbled pathway in five inch stiletto heels. The knee high boots from Ced's previous encounter with her had been replaced by silk stockings showing off every heavenly inch of the long sexy legs that had been wrapped tightly around his muscled black ass only a week previously.
The rest of her was covered in a short silky black cocktail dress that hugged her hot body like it had been painted on. Two small straps that circled around her sinewy neck were all that held the upper section in place. Her shoulders and toned arms were exposed as was a large oval section in the upper portion of her chest exposing a long deep crevasse. Without taking his eyes off his prize, Cedric reached absently for his money clip and handed three crisp Benjamin's to the dumbfounded driver. He spoke cogently in hushed tones, "Luther...that right there is extra shampoo money. I'm gonna be bangin' that squirtin little thing all over the back of your car tonight!"
"Yessir..." was all Luther could muster.
"WOW! That's all I can say!" Ced gushed in Kacey Shaw's direction. "I thought you looked great in that outfit last week, but this one takes the fuckin' cake!"
Kacey giggled impishly. "You like it?"
"Love it!" Brown shouted as he made no effort to conceal his head to toe ogling.
"Nice looking ride you got here Ced..." Tim Shaw, Kacey's husband interrupted with a chuckle.
Brown pulled his eyes away from the software engineer's wife. "Yeah, it should be lots of fun Tim, good to see you guys again. Hey, I'd like you both to meet Luther, he's our driver for the night." They exchanged hellos, Luther trying his best not to gawk unabashedly at the smokin' hot wife as Ced helped her inside.
Tim and Kacey slipped onto the cushioned circular bench seat directly across from Brown who parked himself conveniently next to the bar. "What'd ya say we kick off this night with a little bubbly," Ced announced as he reached for a chilled bottle of Dom Perignon.
"Dom Ced? Kacey and I have only had it once before...on our first anniversary. We loved it!"
"Only the best for my new friends!" Ced answered as he handed each a filled glass. "Here's to turning over new leaves!"
The three shared a good laugh before toasting. "So what's on the agenda Cedric?" Kacey inquired in her sweet sexy voice.
The black man smiled a Cheshire cat smile as he took in the features of her stunning face. But as he studied it now, he immediately recalled how her pristine, unblemished skin had looked with his jizz splattered all over it only a week previously. "Well, since Luther is on retainer for the night, I thought we'd head up to the city. I know some great spots for dancing and partying—but I promise to have you kids home before the sun comes up!"
The young couple laughed and made eye-contact, giddy like teenagers about what the night was sure to bring.
By the time the limo came to a stop in San Francisco forty-five minutes later, the three of them had already polished off the first bottle of iconic bubbly and were well into the second.
"Mmm...Kacey and I love sushi Ced!" Tim Shaw gushed as they slipped out and observed where they were.
"This place is amazing, you guys will love it. The chef is a personal friend of mine!"
An hour and a half later they stumbled back into the limousine, their bellies full of raw fish and sake. Brown turned the tunes up loud and broke out a bottle of Grey Goose. They made several brief pitstops at hopping nightspots along the way. Ced's contacts at each club let them skip past the long lines outside without delay. Brown loved the looks they received at each locale as he and Tim Shaw led the sexy young wife inside. By the third one, it was his hand that Kacey held as they made their way through the crowds followed by her excited husband.
Initially at each venue the two men took turns, but as time passed, Ced's dances with Kacey became extended—especially during the slow songs. As he waited, Tim Shaw struck up idle conversations with guys around him and the bartenders while he did his best to keep one eye on his wife and her black bull. After one indeterminately long session, Kacey and Ced emerged from the mass of bodies looking much like they had the previous week. Kacey's hair was mussed, her lipstick slightly smeared, and her hard nipples poking through her dress. On their approach, Ced greeted Tim enthusiastically while his wife remained more subdued. In addition to her physical appearance, the tech engineer observed a similar distant look on Kacey's face as he had when she and Ced returned from the dance floor the week before.
When they got back to the limousine Ced texted a note to Luther before he reached into an alcove and pulled out a small mirror with several white powder lines already formed. "What do you guys say we turn things up a notch? The night is young and we have some fun things ahead!"
Tim Shaw immediately began to object. "Ced, neither of us has done that stuff since college and even then, we only tried it once or twice. We'll just keep to the..."
The young husband was interrupted by his wife's slurred gentle voice. "...Honey, I think it kinda sounds like fun. This is a night of firsts...or...um...seconds..." she smiled impishly at Ced before returning her gaze to him. "...Remember how much fun we had with this stuff at my sorority formal in Tahoe way back when?"
Tim Shaw couldn't believe the words coming from the mouth of his typically health-conscious wife. Yes, he and Kacey had smoked a little pot and tried coke once or twice back in college, but she had never shown even the slightest interest since. "Are...are you sure babe? It's been a long time..."
"Oh c'mon kids!" Ced's voice boomed, "It'll be fun. It's just like riding a bike!"
Kacey nodded cutely before nervously reaching for the rolled up c-note. "I...I don't remember exactly..."
"It's easy. Cover one nostril and snort through the other." Ced directed with a laugh. "Just try to do half and then switch to the other."
Tim Shaw watched in amazement as his novice wife powered down the thick line in two relatively quick snorts.
"Oooh, it burns a little," Kacey cooed before a playful giggle escaped her lips.
"Yeah, give it a minute, you'll feel really good in no time! Tim, you're next." As the young husband lined up his first one, Brown peered hungrily at his beautiful wife. His gaze was met with a similarly desperate stare. The two had been all over each other on the dance floor at the previous stop. She had whispered while gripping his fat cock that she couldn't wait to taste it again. Ced had returned her admission by announcing he had every intention of covering her sweet titties in his bull cream before the night was over.
After Ced finished his line, he passed the mirror around for another one. Neither Kacey nor Tim put up any resistance the second time.
Minutes later they were all feeling no pain as the high-grade cocaine and booze coursed through their veins while the music blared loudly. Knowing they were nearing their final stop, Ced reached for the remote and lowered the volume. He peered intently at the young couple before he spoke. "Tim, we are approaching our final destination, I trust you are enjoying yourself?"
"Yeah Ced, I'm pretty fucked up," he glanced at his wife, "but we're both having a great time!"
"Good, I'm glad to hear you are too! As for your wife, I already knew she was." He laughed. "Do you want to know how I knew?"
"Just by looking at her? Tim answered jokingly while gazing drunkenly at his gorgeous wife. "I haven't seen her smile this much since the last time we partied like this back in college!"
"Well yes, I can see that too!" Ced beamed. "But the way I could really tell...was how wet her pussy was when I was rubbing it on the dance floor at that last place."
Kacey's and Tim's eyes popped at the same moment before she stammered. "Tim...I...I"
Brown cut her off. "Kacey, there is no need for apologies. We all know why we're together tonight. Before this night is over, that little dress is coming off and you and I are going to fuck. In fact, we're gonna fuck a lot! Your husband wants it too and he's well aware you can't get enough of my big cock. And as you both can surely deduce from our last hookup, you know I can't wait to get deep in that hot little married pussy again. Right?"
The Shaw's stared speechlessly before Ced continued, "Meanwhile Tim, you get a front row seat again to live out your ultimate fantasy. For the longest time, you've wanted nothing more than to watch your hot wife experience the best sex of her life with a hung stud like myself. I can tell you bro, last week was like a warm-up. I'm busting at the seams right now—these big nuts haven't been drained since they filled your beautiful wife in your marital bed. Tonight I'm going to take Kacey to places she's never dreamed possible. Trust me, it'll be so good, she'll beg you to have me over every damn night!"
Tim and Kacey Shaw sat slack jawed—both of their faces flushed red, their eyes ablaze, each capped by pupils already dilated like saucers from the blow, while their chests heaved as they tried to recapture the oxygen that had just escaped during Ced's erotic diatribe. The heavy air inside the limousine was suddenly so hot, it felt almost flammable.
Ced's incendiary message achieved its intended effect to perfection. The only inaccuracy was the claim that his big balls hadn't been drained in seven days. Three nights this week, Ced had banged the hell out of Jenny Bolden, another Cuckolds Anonymous wife while her cuck husband Aaron streamed the video from his business trip on the east coast.
Those were details the Shaw's didn't need to know.
As if launched by a starter's gun, Tim and Kacey came together in a passionate kiss the likes of which they hadn't experienced since the first time they fucked on the beach all those years ago. Ced watched as their tongues danced inside one another's mouths and their hands groped excitedly. When they eventually separated, the black man could see an arousal on Kacey's face much like when he'd pounded her so thoroughly the previous week.
"I'm glad we're all on the same page about expectations tonight!" Brown affirmed with a white toothed smile. "As I said, we have one more stop planned. I can say with confidence, it's a place unlike anywhere you guys have ever been. You may both feel a little out of your comfort zone at first, but you have to trust me, it is completely safe and I wouldn't take you unless I was sure you would love it!"
The Shaw's stared back at him, he could see nervousness in their passion-filled eyes.
"Do you trust me?"
After a long hesitation they both nodded.
"Good, now there is one requirement we'll need to fulfill before we arrive." Ced looked directly into the young wife's eyes. "Kacey, spread your legs for me."
The beautiful brunette peered apprehensively back and forth between Ced and her husband before slowly doing as she was told.
"Tim, lift your wife's dress."
The couple's hearts pounded from the sexually charged directive and the cocaine. Tim reached over as Kacey subtly raised her hips. He slowly pushed her short dress across the top of her thighs exposing the lacy edges of her silk stockings, garter, and sheer g-string. Ced could see her little dark patch through the sexy triangle, obviously a style of panties the Shaw's liked. He liked it too. As he peered at Kacey's pretty pussy, he immediately recalled the bull-batter dousing that same tiny tuft had received only a week prior and would assuredly experience again tonight.
The black man watched as Kacey's chest heaved with excitement and apprehension. "Nice baby..." he uttered before giving another instruction. "Tim, I want you to slip your wife's panties off and give them to me!"
Kacey gasped out loud.
Her husband stared back at the black man, dumbfounded by what he'd just been told. Ced responded with a simple nod in the direction of his wife. Tim Shaw hesitated before leaning to the side and fumbling with Kacey's garter strings. Eventually she assisted in the disconnection. Once undone, the excited husband moved to his knees on the floor.
Now between her stocking clad legs, he gazed upwards into Kacey's wide eyes—the realization suddenly crystal clear in each other's distant expression, they were floating into uncharted waters. Tim slowly slipped her tiny g-string down her smooth legs. He wrestled momentarily with the silky garment as it hung up on one of her spiked heels, but unlike the week before when the black man had ripped them off, the cuck husband maneuvered them carefully from her feet.
Before handing the tiny thong to her bull, Tim's fingers validated its dampness with a momentary feel. He turned and hesitantly passed her panties to the black man. Brown confirmed his acceptance with an approving nod before Tim Shaw moved back to his place. Kacey's small hand moved unconsciously downward in an uneasy attempt to obscure her suddenly exposed pussy.
"Baby, take your hand away and spread your legs for me..." Brown's firm voice sounded.
Another small gasp escaped her lips before she spoke quietly, "Oh god...why did you take my panties Ced?"
The black man held them up in his large dark paw. "Where we're going, you're not going to need these. Besides, this little thing wasn't doing much anyway!" He answered before admiring her puffy pussy lips. Ced always had a thing for dangling labia and he'd been delighted to find what Kacey Shaw's genitalia provided him a week previously. The former athlete had dined hungrily on her sensitive extended lips before stretching them like thick rubber bands with his long fat cock.
"Ced, why won't she need panties? Where are you taking us?" Her anxious husband asked nervously.
The car came to a stop.
"We are already here, so you'll find out soon enough. Remember, you both agreed to trust me!" Brown answered just as Luther opened the rear door.
Once outside, the unmistakable scent of San Francisco Bay and the moist ocean air confirmed for the young couple they were in some sort of industrial area near the wharf. In front of them stood a large nondescript multi-story warehouse with only a small single lit entrance apparent—a large pair of Texas Longhorns were mounted above the door. The huge bull horns had dozens of small garments dangling from them.
As they approached, three hefty black men in suits greeted them. The one who appeared to be in charge stood at a podium with an open iPad lighting up his thick featured face. "Mr. Brown, welcome back to the Pen! This must be Tim and Kacey..."
Ced confirmed with a broad smile as the Shaw's stood next to him with a growing sense of unease.
The muscled bouncer turned in the young couple's direction. "I understand it's your first time...Welcome to The Bullpen!" He announced as he and his fellow security men ogled Kacey from head to toe. After an uncomfortably long gape, the front man cleared his throat. "Uh-em, Mr. Brown do you have something for me?"
The Shaw's watched as Ced reached into his pocket and pulled out Kacey's thong. He handed it to the security man as Tim and Kacey's eyes practically bulged out of their heads. The suited black man observed the slick sexy item before turning to the young wife with a leering smile. "Very nice..." He then turned and passed the tiny garment to the taller of his fellow bouncers. The large-lipped, crooked-toothed black man smiled as he held them up in front of his face before burying his nose inside. A satisfied groan escaped his lips as his wild eyes focused on Kacey. He finally turned, reached up high, and slipped the lacy material over one of the thick ivory looking horns cresting the entrance door.
Kacey stood mortified before the lead security man spoke again. "Mr. and Mrs. Shaw, I expect you will enjoy yourselves...we'll look forward to seeing you again after tonight—welcome again to the Pen!"



The Shaw's still had not gotten over their shock before the third security man led them inside—they soon found themselves in a small darkened foyer. Tim started to ask Ced about the previous exchange but before he could get the words out, a secondary door opened. As it did, loud music blared from within. The guard led the group to another greeting kiosk—this one was manned by two young white girls in their early twenties. Each was exceptionally hot with ample breast spilling from their tight low cut sequin dresses.
"Mr. Brown welcome!" The perky brunette chimed. "I see you brought some friends, this must be Tim and Kacey! Welcome to The Bullpen, I'm Kate and this is Krista!"
The Shaw's stood side by side, still not having wrapped their heads around the change in environment. They now stood in a semi-crowded lively nightclub-like setting that completely belied the darkened almost deserted approach they'd experienced when they exited the limousine. Hip-hop music blared loudly and colorful lights illuminated sections of the otherwise dimly lit club. The outdoor seaside air had been replaced by a dry-ice fog-filled haze that muted their vision and obscured their senses.
"We have a table waiting for you," Kate's voice interrupted. "Krista will lead the way, we fully expect you two will have a great time tonight!" Her gorgeous blonde co-host surprised them when she reached for Tim's hand. Kacey's eyes widened before she felt Ced's large paw circle hers. Krista walked the suddenly enthusiastic husband across the large space as Kacey and Brown followed. The blonde who wore her hair with a sexy high ponytail, led them to an elevated table circled by three stools with several bottles of booze acting as a centerpiece. "Mr. Brown, I assume you have the service app on your phone?"
Ced nodded.
"Okay, great. I'll be back to check on you guys in a bit. Let us know if we can bring you anything in the meantime," she smiled warmly at the group before winking sexily at Tim.
Kacey glared at her husband's energized grin with a disapproving scowl. He smiled back at her playfully before shrugging his shoulders.
Ced noticed the exchange, he'd seen similar one's on other first time Bullpenners in the past. "So, as you both heard, we are at a place called The Bullpen. The club is owned by a friend of mine and as you can see, it caters to black men and their guests..."
Neither Tim nor Kacey had picked up on it when they entered, but as they now perused the areas visible in the foggy surroundings, they observed many well-dressed black men sitting or standing with couples like themselves or alone with single white women.
"Why is it called The Bullpen?" Kacey asked naively.
"I'll tell you more about it in a minute, but first let's have a toast to possibilities!" Ced answered as he reached into the container on his left and removed a chilled bottle of bubbly.
His former teammate Carl Jenkins had opened his first Bullpen nearly a decade previously as a place for affluent black men to meet and/or entertain hotwife/cuckold couples like the Shaw's. The first venue had started off primarily as a nightclub and sex theatre. In the years since, he had opened thirty locations around the country with several more planned in Europe and Asia.
The initial club, like all those opened since, had morphed from its original design into a large multi-faceted interracial entertainment Mecca. In addition to the nightclubs and sex theatres, Bullpen venues now included massage parlors, Queen of Spades tattoo and body piercing centers, vast adult sexwear and novelty shops, full state-of-the-art workout gyms, pools, saunas and decadent hot tub facilities, BDSM rooms, private overnight accommodations, and the largest interracial video production company in the country. In the past two years, as much as 75% of the high-quality IR porn produced in the United States was filmed at Bullpen studios—much of it containing amateur wives and Bullpen bulls.
After toasting, Ced spoke. "To answer your question Kacey, it's called The Bullpen because it caters to black men, commonly known as bulls in the hotwife and cuckold communities. All the black bulls you see here are Bullpen members who come to enjoy themselves with couples like yourselves or to a lesser extent, single women looking for a good time."
"Wait, let me get this straight, most everyone here is married? They're all looking to have sex with black men?"
Ced nodded with a callous grin. "Not all are married, some are just dating, but all are here to get a taste of the big black taboo apple. These folks have either already learned or are seeking to find out if what people say about black men is true. They can't wait to experience what the two of you did last week and these bulls are here to make sure they do exactly that. Uh...em, let me clarify—none will experience exactlywhat you did Kacey, but these brothers will do their best to try." Ced laughed as his chest puffed out proudly.
The beautiful brunette cringed momentarily before gazing around and responding, a tinge of embarrassment clear in her voice. "I...I...can't believe there are so many...like...like us."
"Why do you think organizations like that Cuckolds Anonymous place exist? Most of these people here love the lifestyle, but there are thousands and thousands more with similar desires who are scared to move forward or have had bad experiences and want to get out."
"So you are quite obviously a member Ced. Based on their familiarity with you at the door, can we assume you come here often?" Tim asked, mild accusation in his voice.
"As I told you, a buddy of mine owns the joint so I come around some, usually when he's in town. But I'd be lying if I said it was my first rodeo. It wasn't just by chance I happened to be at that bar last week, it has a reputation. You both have learned I like white married ladies!" He winked at Kacey.
The Shaw's glanced at each other nervously before Ced moved the conversation in another direction. "But the bulls aren't the only ones who belong to the club. Most of these couples are members too—some come without escorts. Those ones are here to find stray bulls to mate with while their husband's watch. The Pen calls these women mares. Obviously cows would be more accurate, but no one wants to mate with a cow!" Ced chuckled as Tim and Kacey breathlessly reconciled the words coming from his mouth.
Moments later Tim asked, "I also see quite a few young women sitting with various couples and these...uh...bulls. What's the deal with them?"
"Those young gals are called foals or fillies. They work at the Pen in a kind of liaison role—kind of like groupies. Most are college students or aspiring actresses who entertain the cucks while the mares are with the bulls."
"They have sex with them?" Kacey blurted out, shock in her voice.
"Nah, they fool around some, but they aren't allowed to have sex with the cucks. The fillies can only fuck the bulls or join in with the mares!"
An intrigued grin formed on Tim Shaw's face. "What do you mean specifically by 'fool around some' and 'join in with the mares'?" He asked, suspecting what Ced might say, but wanting Kacey to hear.
"The fillies are allowed to kiss and use their hands and occasionally their mouths with the cucks. They can let them play with their titties, but their pussies are saved for the bulls. As for joining in with the mares, most bulls love themselves some three-way sex, so the fillies join in when summoned."
"Like with the wives too?" Kacey asked, eyes growing in surprise.
"Oh yeah! Once these mares cross the line to the dark side, their inhibitions tend to dissolve. Sex with women and other kinky shit feels more natural when hung black bulls are in the mix."
Ced watched as the realization of what he was saying permeated the minds of both Tim and Kacey. He could see them quickly coming to the realization they were at the precipice of something potentially much bigger than just extra-marital sex with a hung black man.
"But Ced...we are here with you because of Tim's fantasy of seeing me with someone...um...you know...bigger, not because of me being okay with him and someone else or this other stuff."
"Kacey honey, let's not kid ourselves. You are here for two reasons. The first is Tim's fantasy, but the second is because you love my big black cock!"
Her eyes widened at the brash statement before Ced continued. "Regardless if Tim would have any desire to fool around with a filly while you and I have our fun, you need to consider the hypocrisy of you being the only one allowed to experience sexual variety. Of course Tim's fantasy is playing out as he gets to live vicariously through your experiences, but that still shouldn't preclude him from having a little personal fun if he so desires!"
Kacey looked her husband's way. Again he shrugged innocently, not sure how he should respond but also not wanting this topic to slow the sexual momentum already building.
"Hey, I'm going to check and see if my buddy Carl is here tonight, I'll introduce you guys if he is. Meanwhile, why don't you two head out to the dance floor. This DJ is one badass motherfucker!" Ced encouraged.
Tim and Kacey stared uneasily before the young husband gripped his wife's hand and led her in the direction of the crowded hardwood. Ced checked out the sway of Kacey's tight bubble ass and long silky legs.
He wasn't the only one. Nearly every black man and many of the cucks between their table and the flashing colored lights did the same.
Ced already knew Carl Jenkins wasn't there, he told the Shaw's the lie so he could steal away for a conversation with Nate Thompson, the San Francisco Bullpen manager.
On the dance floor, Tim and Kacey held each other close. Tim spoke just loud enough above the thumping bass while perusing the crush of interracial couples surrounding them. "Oh my god honey, can you believe this? I didn't know places like this even existed."
Kacey's eyes were already focused on a couple not far from them. The attractive blonde woman appeared to be in her mid-forties. She was dancing with a much younger well-built black man. Kacey could see the woman's petite hand gripping a huge bulge in his slacks—the large diamond from her wedding ring periodically flashing in the ever changing lights. "I...I know Tim, neither did I." She answered distractedly.
"Kacey!" Her husband's voice finally snapped her out of her reverie before she returned his gaze—he could clearly see the effect the environment was having on his distracted wife. "Honey, obviously neither of us expected anything like this tonight. Are you okay with being here? If you aren't, we can tell Ced we'd like to leave at any point!"
"I...I think so. Are you?"
"It feels like we've moved kind of fast, but he hasn't said or done anything to make me believe we shouldn't trust him."
Kacey nodded.
"I mean I will admit it's been a fun night so far and we both know how it is likely to end up. But let's keep our eyes open and if any part of it makes us uncomfortable, we can pull the plug." He spoke while staring into his wife's big beautiful eyes. He could see the effects of the alcohol and drugs mixed with a degree of uncertainty.
"Yes, I agree Tim. But...but I can't say I'm comfortable with the possibility of you and one of those young girls...whatever they call them."
"Fillies. I won't do anything you don't want me to honey." He answered before a mischievous smile formed on his lips. "But I do have to admit there are some really hot ones—like that Krista who walked us to the table!"
Kacey's mouth opened in mock astonishment before she playfully slapped him on the chest. "She's younger than your little sister perv!"
"Oh, ain't that the pot calling the kettle black..!" Tim joked. "Ced's practically old enough to be your dad!" He pulled her close and tried to kiss her on the neck as Kacey resisted playfully.
Finally they settled back together, Kacey's head landing on Tim's shoulder. Moments later the blonde wife and young black man moved back into her line of sight. This time, the other woman saw Kacey checking out her groping of the hung bull—she made no attempt to remove her hand or obscure her actions. Instead, she led Kacey's gaze downward to her fingers which were now stroking the outline of a salami-shaped bulge running down the black man's thigh. The woman licked her lips provocatively as if to let Kacey know what her plans were for the swollen club. Kacey turned away quickly in embarrassment as she thought about the fact she had done much the same thing with Ced at their previous venue.
"Damn babe, there are some pretty dirty things going on on this dance floor!" Tim awed in Kacey's ear. "So how accurate was Ced's comment about what the two of you did at the last place?"
She hesitated before responding impishly, "Pretty accurate."
"Shit Kace, I could easily see doing that here, but weren't you worried people would notice at the other place?"
He felt her head nod against his shoulder. "Yes, but we were really close together and I think it was pretty hard to see. At least I hope so anyway." She acknowledged with a stifled sigh.
"This all feels so crazy, but I have to admit I'm aroused as hell by it Kace." He answered. "But who would have imagined us actually being at a place like this only a month ago. However, now that we are here, I'm totally fine with it if you want to let your hair down and have some fun with Ced. We've come this far, assuming nothing happens to change things, I don't think we need to hold back. We are clearly around a lot of other people who have similar desires to ours."
"Are...are you sure babe? It won't upset you if I...um do things...with him?"
"I trust you Kace and I want you to have fun, but if things get uncomfortable at any point, like I said, we can pull the plug. Okay?"
Kacey nodded her head against his shoulder as she observed the interracial couple once again. The wife's hand hadn't left its erotic position and the two of them were now kissing passionately. "You're sure Tim? You're okay seeing me with Cedric again?" Kacey asked as she could feel her usual concerns of public display dissipating. "Even if some things happen where other people can see?"
"Like I said, I know it sounds crazy, but I would actually look forward to watching!"
Kacey raised her head from his chest and kissed him deeply—her wet tongue fluttering in his mouth. As she pulled back, she whispered, "I love you Tim Shaw."
"Me too honey, I can't wait for what the rest of this night will bring.
She nodded before confessing sheepishly, "I also have to admit, I'm enjoying the stuff he gave us..."
"Yeah, I can see it on your face. You really surprised me when you agreed to it."
"I don't know what made me want to. I haven't even thought about it since...you know...college or whatever. But it's been really fun tonight, hasn't it?" She giggled again before sliding her hand down and gripping his half-hard cock. "...It's making me really horny too!"
*****
Meanwhile Ced Brown stood with Nate Thompson in The Bullpen's security office watching as Kacey Shaw grabbed her husband's cock on one of the nearly two dozen security video screens broadcasting from around the property. "Damn Ced, that is some of the tastiest pussy you've graced our premises with!" Thompson gushed.
"You're not shittin' Nate. Another Cuckold's Anonymous satisfied customer I might add!" Ced boasted. "I think they might even have longer-term Pen potential, but tonight I just want to introduce them to Bullpen-lite. You know, dance club and sex theatre."
"No problem my man. Carl said to take good care of you guys, just like always." The thirty five-year-old black man grinned. "What do you need from me Ced?" He asked just before the door to his office opened and a younger man walked in. "Ah, here's someone I'd like you to meet Ced, this is Nick Thomas, he's a Pen recruiter up in Sacramento. This brotha is on the fast track to the big Brahma chair someday! And as a matter of fact, tonight he's the main attraction at the show! Nick, I'd like you to meet Cedric Brown."
"How's it hangin' bro? And I ain't the main attraction—that distinction will go to the tasty married pussy I pick out from the crowd!" Nick grinned as he slapped hands with Ced. I'm a big A's fan, but I was a little young to see you play, but I heard you were one bad ass ballplayer!"
"Fuck...you youngsters sure know how to make a brotha feel old!" Ced joked. "Carl was telling me about you while we were out playing golf last weekend. He said you got quite the knack for recruiting fillies. He also told me about some hot WILF...uh...your former coach or something...who has those horny motherfuckers creaming all over themselves!"
"Ha...yeah Abbie Dawson is her name. She and her husband Justin coached me the past couple of years. Now he helps out for just the home meets and practice. She and I do the coaching on the road, so you can imagine how them hotel bed springs are gettin' worn out at our away meets!"
All three men laughed.
"Fuckin'-A bro. Sounds hot. Nice work gettin' her into the Pen too. I know Carl and his sidekick Thirteen can't wait to get themselves a helping of that fine shit! So I also heard you are quite the recruiter of fillies. What's your trick?"
"Pants full of cock!" Nick joked. All three men cracked-up again.
Ced turned to Nate. "So speaking of fillies, the hot number I'm here with is a little cool to the filly idea at the moment, but I'll warm her up. We met one named Krista when we came in who her hubby Tim seemed to take a liking too. Can you keep her on deck in case I decide to introduce the component?"
"You bet Ced! You're standing next to the man who brought that fine ass shit to this establishment!" Nate gushed while nodding in Nick's direction.
A big satisfied smile formed on Nick Thomas' face. "Yeah...met that one when I was down for a dive meet at San Francisco State without my fuck buddy in tow! After she got her first taste of the dark stuff, bringing her to the Pen was like leading a fish to water!"
"Good work brotha, she looks pretty fuckin' hot in that sequined dress!"
"You should see her hot fuckin' body out of it! And that little horny thing smokes a pretty mean obsidian pole if you know what I mean!"
"Ah, now you really got me intrigued. What about the other side of the aisle? I'm thinking this married slut I'm with might be up for just about anything I suggest."
Nate cut in, "Shit Ced, that's where she really shines—the girl's got a talented tongue. A couple of the mare's we've hooked her up with love that shit almost as much as bull meat! But you're not sure if your sexy little wifey munches any rug?"
All three men peered at Kacey again on the video screen.
"I don't think she has, but there's a first time for everything! I just popped her BBC cherry last week and she's already beggin' for another dose of the dark stuff!"
"Yet another BBC convert!" Nate laughed and slapped hands with Ced. "Just text me with whatever you need from Krista and we'll see that it happens. I have a great table reserved for you guys in the theatre later. Your sexy little lady is going to get to watch this hung son-of-a-bitch perform!"
Nick checked Kacey out on the video monitor again before he said with a grin, "She's hot as fuck Cedric. You sure you don't want her to be the main character in the show?"
"Not this time my bro, that hot little thing is gonna be gettin' some personal instruction from an experienced bull while she attends her first Pen show!"
Nick laughed. "I guess you old dogs can still teach a new trick or two! But...if you need any help just let me know! I suspect she'll see a thing or two she really likes..."



"Shit dude, she'll have something she likes before the show even starts! The bigger question will be whether she even lifts her head out of my lap to see any of your performance!" Ced gloated while grabbing his crotch, drawing laughter from the other two men.
"Hey before I go Nate, can you have one of the house specialties delivered to our table in about ten minutes."
"You bet Ced. Have they done it before?"
"Yeah, I lined up a few in the limo. The hubby didn't want to at first, but as I said, hot little Kacey is game for walkin' on the wild side tonight. They're both feeling pretty good right now!"
"That ought to help lower the inhibitions. Do you want Krista to bring one of these along if you call for her?" Nate asked as he pulled a bullet vile from his pants pocket.
Brown knew exactly what the discreet coke dispenser was. "Sure, you never know when that might come in handy!" Brown laughed before slapping palms with both men.
*****
A few minutes later Ced arrived back at the table just as the Shaw's returned from the dance floor. Brown could tell they looked slightly more comfortable in their surroundings. "What did I tell ya, that DJ's pretty fucking good huh?"
"Yeah, he's great Ced! Did you find your friend?"
"Nah, I didn't think he would be here. The dude I talked to told me he's out at a Bullpen grand opening in Orlando."
"There is more than one of these?" Kacey asked, surprised.
"Oh yeah, there are something like thirty of them around the country and several more planned abroad!"
"THIRTY?"
"I told you, the lifestyle is more prevalent than most people know and getting more popular all the time as social norms become more accepting of interracial relationships. But most of these people don't need to be told this is socially acceptable, they're here because they are looking for something they can't get anywhere else. No offense Tim, but Bullpen bulls are the top of the sexual food chain and these wives can't help gorging themselves!"
"None taken Ced, I guess we...uh..me and Kacey fit into that group too."
Moments later a young sexy server delivered a small tray covered by a silver plated removable lid.
"Oh shit, more shots Ced?" Tim asked, a mocked look of concern on his face.
"No, although we could order some more if you want Tim." Brown answered as he removed the cover exposing three thick powdered lines.
"They supply this stuff?" The young husband asked incredulously.
"Yeah, what happens at the Bullpen stays at the Bullpen. As a matter of fact, you see that dude over there?"
The Shaw's followed his gaze. "He's Reggie Collier, the chief of police here in SF and that brother over there..."
Again they peered in the direction Ced was nodding. "He's State Senator Abril Jackson. Those dudes are both bulls here at the Pen and there are lots more influential brothers just like them. My friend Carl Jenkins is more connected than you can imagine," Brown said as he handed a small stainless steel cylinder to Kacey. She looked around nervously before snorting up the thick line. A minute later her husband and Brown did the same.
"Drink up Tim," Ced encouraged as another tall cocktail arrived from a cute redhead. Ced sent a quick text before grabbing Kacey's hand and leading her towards the dance floor. This was a walk he always enjoyed. He'd brought his fair share of hot white wives to the Pen and he never tired of the approving smiles and head nods he received from other bulls along the way.
Tonight, none failed to acknowledge the scantily clad, big-titted young wife in silk stockings and five inch stiletto heels.
"Words don't describe how good you look in that dress!" Ced spoke smoothly above the loud music with his hands gripping Kacey's narrow waist on the dance floor."
Even in the darkened environs, her face turned a light shade of red as she looked down at herself and quipped, "Oh, this old thing, it's just something I found in the back of my closet."
They shared a laugh before Ced chirped, "That's a bunch of fucking bullshit, you look like you should be on a runway somewhere!"
"Oh, aren't you sweet. Flattering will get you everywhere!" Her eyes flashed.
"So what do you think about this place?"
"Amazing. I had no idea that places like this even existed. I still can't believe so many couples are into this kind of thing."
"Shit baby, we're in the 21st century now and people are finally starting to get more open minded about things they've always been told weren't right. I mean, there was a time not all that long ago that if a white woman and black man were seen together in public, everyone stared, balked, or made a scene. Now, I see so many ladies on the arms of black men looking like they got something all the rest of the women out there wish they had!"
Kacey nodded, but still not quite sure how to respond.
"As for these cuckolds like your husband, they love their wives as much or more than any other dudes, but it just so happens they get off on the idea of their ladies gettin' blacked. Of course once their wives come to realize the opportunity their hubby's are encouraging, they find a way to put aside their previous bullshit objections and indulge in the dark stuff!"
"Obviously I can't talk," Kacey acknowledged with a bashful giggle, "...but I suspect not all women want this."
"Yeah, I guess there are probably still a few out there who haven't been sexually enlightened yet!" Ced joked. "What about your friends, I bet some of them have already taken a walk on the dark side?"
"Oh my god, now that you say that, remember last week when Tim and I told you we were going down to Southern California to see some friends?"
"You mean when you played with your pussy in the car for me?" He teased.
Kacey smiled before slapping him playfully on the chest. "Cedric! Anyway, yes that trip" she rolled her eyes and giggled. "Well one night down there, my friend Liz and I were well into our second bottle of chardonnay while the guys were out having beers somewhere. We were watching the newest season of The Bachelor. I don't know if you know it, but this season's bachelor is this hot black guy named Matt James."
"Yeah, I don't watch it, but the ladies in my office can't stop talking about him."
Kacey's dilated eyes flashed. "Yum!" She gushed. "Anyway, my friend Liz, who is this really cute cheeky brunette with an amazing body asked, "If you think this Matt guy is hot, I need to know Kace, can you keep a secret?"
" 'Of course.' I answered, excitedly wondering what she was going to tell me."
"After emptying her wine glass again, Liz drops a bomb and says that a few months back she made the decision to join a couple of online dating sites. My mouth practically hit my chest before I asked, 'Does John know?' "
" 'Of course not!' She practically shouted."
" 'Wow Liz, I'm surprised!' I responded, still trying to wrap my head around what she'd just told me. 'I thought you and John had a great relationship?' "
" 'Kacey, we do! But it's kind of hard to explain. After 10+ years of marriage, I just started feeling like something was missing. On a whim one night when he was working late, I went to a dating site and started chatting. One thing led to another and before long I was sharing pictures and stuff with several men."
" 'Like what kind of pictures?' I asked."
"My friend got a naughty look on her face before she handed me her phone. 'Like this one!' She chimed. 'I sent it to a couple of guys recently!' "
A big grin formed on Ced's face, now sensing what Kacey was about to tell him.
"I couldn't believe it. My friend Liz who I always considered more conservative than me, was completely nude except for a tiny blue g-string. Her fingers were teasingly pulling it down and her large wonderful breasts were completely exposed."
"Damn, that sounds hot!" Ced practically shouted. "You didn't get a copy did you?"
"Cedric you're terrible!" Kacey scolded playfully before a naughty grin formed and she bit her bottom lip. "Actually she did send it to me and I eventually forwarded it to Tim after he begged me over and over for a copy!" Kacey laughed before another mischievous gaze appeared on her face. "If you're a good boy Cedric, when we get back to the table, I'll have Tim show it to you. Lord knows, he looks at it enough. Liz is really hot!" Kacey giggled. "But, the reason I bring all this up is that my friend then floored me when she admitted that all the guys she interacts with online are black!"
"Ha! I knew it. That just validates my point! Your friend obviously fantasizes about what it would be like to experience what you did last week baby. I bet those brothas send her pictures of their horse dicks, huh?"
"Oh my god..how did you know?"
"C'mon Kacey, we're all proud of em'! And if we bulls can do a lady a favor by sharing, we're more than happy too! Does she get herself off checking out all that black dick while chattin' with them bulls online?"
"Jeez Ced, yes she does! I couldn't believe it when she told me about some of her online interactions. She said she plays with herself most of the time, but eventually she wanted to simulate something more real so she went out and bought a black vibrator called the 50 Shades of Grey Greedy Girl! Now she uses it often while she chats. She also said she is contemplating purchasing a big black dildo!"
"Ha! That sounds about right, what else did she tell you?"
"She told me about this one guy, Terrence, she's been chatting with for a while and who she has developed an infatuation for. They send naughty pictures and exchange in sex talk a lot. Recently they had actual online sex for the first time. Liz said his first picture showed him with his shirt off—rippling muscles and no fat. Terrence then teased her as to what she wanted to see next. After several playful back and forth's, he finally got her to type out the words, 'Your big black dick!' She said her hands were trembling when she hit the send button."
"Uh huh, and did she show you any of Terrence's BBC dick pics?"
Kacey's eyes grew huge before she answered excitedly, "Um...Yes..."
"And?"
A hungry gaze formed on her face before her hand slid down Ced's chest, across his stomach and circled his cock. "It was magnificent!"
"Oh, is that right?" He asked with a questioning smirk and a raised eyebrow.
"But..." Kacey smiled mischievously. "...not as magnificent as this!"
"Ha! Of course not, few are! So tell me baby, I bet it feels good to have this thick stick back in your little hands again, huh?"
"Mmm...yes. I can't tell you how much I've thought about it this week."
"Did you tell your friend Liz about it? About me fucking your brains out?" Ced asked as his hands moved to Kacey's bare ass.
"Oh...god...that feels good. I wanted to tell her so bad, but I hadn't discussed it with Tim and I wasn't sure how he would feel about it. But the whole thing was so surreal, Liz even said at one point, 'I love John as much as I always have, but I get so turned on thinking about Terrence. I think it's his confidence or masculinity...or maybe it's just his big fat cock, but regardless I can't stop fantasizing about what it would be like to have him deep inside me. In fact, I've become so submissive in our conversations that he only lets me call him King or Daddy now! It's so weird that I call my husband by his name, but my online bull no longer allows it. And although we've never actually been together, I feel like I'm already becoming his BBC slut!' "
"I couldn't get any words out before she finished, 'I know you would never do anything like this Kacey, so I hope you don't think differently about me now, but I love it and I don't plan to stop!' "
Ced laughed. "That must have been awkward. Here she was lauding your scruples, meanwhile you were still swollen down there from actually riding your thick black bull instead of wearing out your vibe fantasizing about it like your friend?"
Kacey slapped his chest again. "Ced, you have no shame!" She giggled. "But yes it was very strange. Anyway, the other part that was weird was she said her husband would kill her if he found out, meanwhile I was trying to imagine telling her mine watched and loved it!"
"Ahhh, ain't that the truth! So speaking of Tim, he really did love it, didn't he?"
"Uh huh..."
"How about his sexy wife, how much did she love it?"
Kacey reached down and gave his heavy balls a gentle squeeze. "I don't think I need to answer that!"
Ced chuckled. "Yeah probably not."
Kacey moved her head forward and started planting little kisses along Ced's muscular neck, she could practically taste the testosterone oozing from his pores. One hand rubbed his bulging chest as the other stroked his heavy cock. Her wet lips went to his ear and whispered sexily, "That stuff you gave us is making me so horny right now. If all these people weren't around, I would drop to my knees and suck your magnificent cock right here!"
"Haha...baby, this is The Bullpen, anything goes. Nobody here would mind watching those beautiful lips of yours gettin' what they crave right here and now!"
"Oh my god, you aren't serious Ced?" Kacey gasped. "I could never do that with all these people around!"
"Shit honey, before this night is through, there'll be people doing a lot crazier shit than that!" He smiled a cocky smile. "And who knows, you might even surprise yourself!"
Kacey stared at him with a disbelieving gaze.
"But honey, the night is young and trust me, there's plenty more where that white stuff came from. For now why don't you just keep on doing what you're doing—them little hands of yours are doing just fine," he groaned as he moved his big paws beneath her short dress again. He squeezed her naked ass hard before fingering her sensitive backside hole.
"Ohh Ced..." she purred. "I like that..."
*****
Meanwhile Tim Shaw sat back at the table sipping his strong drink while looking around at the depraved scene. With each passing minute, he could feel the energy in the club growing—the music thumped louder, the women looked hotter, and the black bulls all seemed bigger and more frenzied. He tried to reconcile how he and Kacey had come to be a part of this so soon following their recent commitment to Cuckold Anonymous.
He fully expected only weeks previously that by now he would be relinquishing his desire to see his sexy wife with a hung stud. But here they were, not even a month later, in a place unlike anywhere they had ever been—a place crawling with hung black men all looking for white wives with whom to mate. He rubbed his dick as he thought back to what Ced had said in the limousine about fucking Kacey's brains out again tonight. He had witnessed exactly that spectacle only a week prior when Brown had turned his inexperienced wife into a whimpering, begging BBC slut. He wondered what Ced's plans were for her tonight.
Moments later he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned to see young Krista's beautiful smile. "Do you mind if I sit?" She asked cutely.
Tim stumbled over himself as he eagerly tried to help her into Kacey's chair. "Can I get you something to drink or are you allowed to do that while you are...uh...working?"
She giggled, "Yes we can drink, is there any more champagne in that bottle?"
"Sure," Tim gushed as he flagged down a server for an extra glass and poured it for her. "So...uh...how long have you worked at the...uh...?"
"...Bullpen." She rescued him with a wink.
"Yeah...the...Bullpen."
"Like six months or so..." she smiled. "I met this nice guy named Nick who brought me here, I love it!"
"So you're comfortable around all these...um...black men?"
"Comfortable? I wouldn't want to be anywhere else" a distinct naughtiness in her tone.
Tim couldn't get past how hot the filly sitting next to him looked in her shimmering dress. Her full tits looked like they might pop out at any moment. He also noticed a platinum tongue stud in her mouth that he hadn't seen earlier.
"Don't take this wrong Tim, but I've already decided, I want to spend the rest of my life getting BBC! Most of the white guys I've dated can't handle it when I take my clothes off. The black men just confidently take it in stride and tell me how much I'm gonna love it when they show me what real fucking is all about! And just about every one of them has lived up to their promise!" She giggled.
"Damn Krista, what are you like 22? How do you already know what you want for the rest of your life?"
"Once you've had what I've had Tim, you know! Speaking of that, I'm sure as guests of Cedric Brown, your beautiful wife has experienced what I'm talking about!"
"Yeah...uh...last week for the first time..."
"And?"
He laughed. "Pretty much like you said. She had quite a night! So you mentioned Ced, does he have a reputation around this place?"
"We all know he is good friends with the owner...and...he's known to have a huge cock, but..." she laughed "...that isn't all that uncommon around here!"
"Yeah I can vouch for that," Tim rolled his eyes causing them both to smile. "So Krista, what about the husbands? Don't you and the other...uh fillies...play around with them while the wives are with the black men?"
"Bulls Tim...we call them bulls around here." She clarified. "Yes, we do some of that, but we also play with the bulls...and mares too!"
"Yes, Cedric told us that also. Is that weird for you? To be with women, I mean?"
Krista's eyes flashed. "Absolutely not, I love it almost as much as being with the bulls! I have to admit, when you guys came in, I checked out your sexy wife! Does Kacey like girls too?"
Tim's dick sprung in his pants. "My...uh...Kacey? Wow, she has never said anything...I uh...certainly don't think so..."
"That's too bad!" Krista laughed before biting her lip and giving him a mischievous wink.
*****
Back on the dance floor, Kacey held Ced's cock in one hand while taking turns squeezing his heavy balls with the other. Her lips traced along his glistening chest. Several interracial couples danced slowly around them engaged in similar activities. Kacey gazed up into Ced's face, her eyes languid, lips pursed. "I could never get tired of holding your amazing cock!"
Ced chuckled confidently. "Of course not baby! How's that pretty little pussy of yours doing?"
"Oh my god, I'm so wet Ced, I feel so exposed without panties. I can feel the wetness between my thighs, but I have to admit, it's such a turn-on. Thinking about being with you again has me practically dripping. I can't believe I'm saying this, but I'll die if I don't get this big black cock inside me tonight!"
"Ha...well then, I guess you're not going to die tonight honey! Unless it's from pleasure!" He laughed. "This dark meat is gonna be so far inside your tight married pussy, it's gonna bulge out that trim little tummy of yours."
"Oh god Ced, I can't wait..." Kacey gasped breathlessly as she gripped him more tightly.
"That's nice baby...but just gettin' back to what we talked about, you're not going to make a scene if one of these fillies gives your husband some attention while we do our thing?"
"I...I can't say I'm happy about it, but yeah, what you said makes sense...it's not really fair if I have all the fun regardless of how much he loves it. You're sure they won't do anything more than...um kiss and maybe use their hands?"
"Uh huh...these bitches are well trained—they know the rules! In fact this is a good time to break, let's head on back. You need any more of that nose candy?"
"I guess we can go back, but I already can't wait for our next dance Ced. I think I might start having withdrawals from this." A naughty grin formed on her face before she led his gaze down towards her hand gripping his dick. She then gazed back up at him as her eyes sparkled. "As for the other stuff, I could probably be talked into it!"



*****
Moments later they arrived back at the table to find Tim and Krista in an animated conversation. Kacey immediately observed a fucked-up look in her husband's eyes. They both had already partied very hard, but she knew Tim didn't always know when to quit when it came to alcohol. Before she could process that concern further, Ced's deep voice interrupted her thoughts, "Hey, why don't you ladies go powder your noses or whatever it is you do in there. Tim and I are going to check out what kind of tequila is on the menu!"
The black man nodded subtly at Krista. She knew the drill. The "powdering of noses" was code for pulling out her bullet vile in the ladies room. Kacey glared at Ced momentarily, not the least bit interested in going anywhere with the young slut making moves on her husband. Brown's firm-jawed return told her she didn't have a choice.
Both women were soon making their way through the crowd. Tim and Ced watched as just about every black man along the way did nothing to conceal their approving leers.
Brown ordered a couple of shots from his phone before patting the cuck husband on the shoulder. "So what do you think about this place Tim?"
"Incredible Ced, Kacey and I can't believe it actually exists and that so many others are into this like we are."
Brown laughed. "Yeah, it can be a little overwhelming your first time. But you ain't seen nothin' yet, the Pen offers so much more that you can't even see from here! I'm sure we'll talk about that shit later. But hey before I forget, Kacey told me about her friend Liz who she says has the same BBC infatuation as your wife. She said you had a hot shot of her on your phone that I might want to check out!"
"Oh definitely Ced," Tim answered excitedly as he reached into his pocket. "I feel bad cuz her husband and I are pretty good friends, but Liz is one hot dish and has already made up her mind, she wants the dark stuff! Kacey hasn't told her about you...uh...our situation yet, but they share everything, so I'm sure she will soon. Check her out, as you can see she's had some augmentation, but I can tell you, she's the whole package and that plastic surgeon deserves an award, don't you think? In my mind, she's the ultimate MILF! Can you believe that body has pumped out three kids?" Tim practically shouted.

(Picture taken and provided by Liz T. with expressed written consent to include in this story 3/1/21)
"Niiiccce...now that's a body built for fucking...not that Kacey's isn't!" Brown chuckled.
"And check this out Ced. I also got Kacey to send me a copy of a text message Liz's bull Terrence sent her about what he expects if/when they fuck. The amazing part is how similar it sounds to what you said and did with Kacey in our bedroom last week!"
Brown read from Tim's phone: "I stand in front of you in our hotel room with nothing on but my tight boxer briefs. My hard bulging cock looks like a water bottle in my pants. You are on the floor naked, legs spread, with a collar on. I tell you to make yourself cum just looking at my dark muscled body. You tell me how much hotter I am than your husband. I say, 'Admit how badly you want to get on your knees and put this big black cock in your mouth slut,' as I grab my hard-on and start rubbing it through my underwear. I continue on, 'Tell me how your innocent pussy is dying to lose its virginity to my hammer black cock!' "
"I instruct you to play with your wet pussy faster and to rub your nipples. I demand you look me in the eyes and say, 'I love your big black cock...I am your BBC slut Daddy!" You whimper that saying over and over as you get closer to cumming. I tell you to shout it louder and cum for your King...I reassure you that you are my slut...and how much I enjoy watching you play with yourself for me. Finally I instruct you to yell, 'I want your alpha black seed in my pussy Daddy' and look me in the eyes while you orgasm..."
"While you are still shaking, I peel my precum soaked underwear off. I walk up to you and lift you up by your collar. I use my thumb to gently trace your lips, then I put it in your mouth and slowly pry it open, instructing you to stick your tongue out and suck my throbbing cock. You do as you're told, you grab hold of it and start sucking. I say, 'This ain't your husband's small dick...use two hands when you suck me!' You quickly adjust and get better and better with each stroke of your wet mouth—alternating between bobbing your head on the tip and going as deep as you can. I moan with pleasure, calling you an absolute slut as I put my hands on your head. You look up at me through your submissive eyes, my black skin glistening from your spit, and the dripping tip of my fat cock between your stretched lips. I tell you to make your King cum. 'Worship my big cock until I explode in your mouth and don't you dare spill a drop! I want to see every ounce in your hole before I allow you to swallow...' You continue sucking like an absolute BBC slut, gagging and spitting on it, calling me your King and begging for my load."
"Finally I tilt my head back, both hands gripping your hair as I start to shoot my seed. I feel you struggle trying to keep sucking while I fill your mouth with cum—you've never had so much. When I'm finally done, you look up and show me your mouth bubbling with my jizz, I make you wait, savoring its goodness before I finally let you swallow. After three or four gulps, you confirm you loved it, but you still wish all my potent spunk was in your married pussy...how my strong seed would easily get you pregnant. I tell you, 'Baby get on the bed, we are just getting started!' " (Terrence aka King, the "Ring" text, provided by Liz T. with written consent to include in this story 3/5/21).Ced chuckled, "Yeah this brotha definitely knows what he's doing. It'll be interesting to hear if that BBC slut Liz follows his instructions as good as Kacey did mine last week when they finally fuck! But that brotha, better get on that shit sooner than later or some other bull is gonna beat him to it...If she's posting pictures like that online to a bunch of brotha's in LA, she's gonna stir up enough horny black men, they may start another mother-fuckin' riot down there!"
Both men laughed out loud.
"Sorry to change the subject, but how did you talk my wife into letting Krista hang out with...us? I could tell she wasn't fond of the idea from the moment we walked in the door."
"Haha Tim, you forget I have the magic wand!" Brown laughed as he gripped the bulge in his pants. "I told your wife she needed to loosen up or she wasn't going to get any of this tonight! She was whistling a different tune after that!"
"Damn, that's all it took for her to be okay with Krista...and me uh...you know...?"
"All? There isn't anything your wife wants more tonight than this dark stick! Oh and she also knows that hot little thing isn't going to fuck you or anything. A little foolin' around never hurt nobody!"
"Shit Ced sorry, I didn't mean to minimize the obvious effect your big cock has on her. But I feel if someone should be worried about Krista making moves, it should be me. She couldn't stop talking about Kacey too!" Tim opined just as two chilled shots of Don Julio 1942 arrived.
They pounded down the smooth tequila before Ced responded. "Damn, that shit is good! Yeah, the manager told me that in addition to BBC, that little filly is pretty sweet on hot pussy too!"
"Really? Wow, do you think she'd actually make moves on Kacey?"
"Tim, my man, I guarantee it if the opportunity presents itself! That horny little thing doesn't hide her hunger for it, and I can't imagine even the straightest of ladies in this crowd wouldn't give up an ovary to roll around in the sack with your sexy wife. Has Kacey ever shown an interest?"
"Oh shit, I don't know Ced. I mean we've watched quite a bit of three-way porn and she never tells me to turn it off. But I always assumed she was just into the big cocks."
Ced could see the husband contemplating the possibilities before he stated more than asked, "So Tim, I'm sure you wouldn't have any objection if a situation like that were to present itself tonight..."
"I...I...uh...no...no I don't think so. That would be pretty hot I guess. But we came here for her to be with you tonight...not some..."
Ced's laughter interrupted the young husband's response. "C'mon bro, do you really think I'd be out of that loop? Of course your wife is gonna get what she came here for, but I'm just hypothesizing about adding a little somethin' into the mix!"
Tim sat slack jawed as he contemplated the words that had just come from the black man's mouth. "Kacey having sex with Ced...and Krista?" His heart raced as he imagined the possibilities.
The girls had now been gone for over twenty minutes before Tim looked over and saw them on their way back. They were holding hands.
Ced turned his way and winked.
When they arrived, Tim could see that any of the previous animosity Kacey showed towards Krista was long gone. He also could see a renewed blaze in both women's eyes. That observation was quickly validated when Kacey casually reached up and pinched her nostrils while inhaling. It was a move Tim had already executed himself several times to help the coke drain further into his nasal passages.
"Ah good to see it looks like you ladies got to know each other better!" Ced's deep voice boomed. "Don't bother taking a seat, it's time for us to change things up a bit—I got a little surprise for you!" Kacey and Tim made nervous eye contact before Ced took the young wife's hand and led her towards a darkened hallway with floor to ceiling black curtains lining both walls. Krista slipped her petite fingers into Tim's grip, they followed not far behind.
At the end of the long hallway, Ced flashed a QR code on his phone against the laser reader. Moments later, the dark metal double doors swung open quietly. The foursome entered and found themselves at the lowest corner of a large theatre. The room was only partially illuminated, but Tim and Kacey could easily see it was set up differently from anything they'd seen before.
Two dozen large tables, each surrounded by semi-circular high-backed booth-like seating were randomly organized up the sloped venue—the highest of which were probably sixty feet above the ground floor where they now stood. "Follow me folks," Ced instructed. His phone now showed a walking map to their assigned table. The black man carefully assisted Kacey in her stilettos as they ascended the combination stairs and incline paths. They passed several tables before they arrived at their destination. Table 12 was located ideally in the center of the theatre about halfway up the incline.
Along the way, Tim and Kacey had observed several seated half-circles already occupied by white couples and black men, sometimes two. A few were filled by a white pair with no bull in attendance. One had a white couple, a large black man, and a silver sequined filly. That group sat and laughed in hushed tones and when they passed, the pretty young brunette in the silvery dress waved to Krista.
Ced helped Kacey towards the center location at their table. He watched as her short dress hiked up exposing her naked ass cheeks as she scooted across the bench. His eyes never left her little caboose as he eased in behind her. On the other side, with Krista's encouragement, Tim Shaw slipped into the semi-circular booth and moved towards the middle next to his wife. The young filly followed. Once seated, Krista looked on as Tim Shaw's wide eyes took in the scene around them. "Welcome to The Bullpen, it's pretty amazing huh?"
"It's awesome, I can't wait to see what happens next!" He gushed with an ear to ear smile.
Moments later, the lights dimmed to the point of near darkness. Hip hop music started off quietly, but increased quickly until it blared from the state-of-the-art sound system—everyone in the room could feel the heart pounding depth of the thumping base. Strobe lights flashed slowly at first but grew in intensity and frequency. The energy built intensely until it finally crescendoed before all the lights suddenly went out and the music stopped. It remained that way for nearly thirty seconds as gasps and shouts sounded from around the darkened theatre.
Unexpectedly, a faint sound emanated through the speakers. As it grew in volume, it was soon apparent the formerly undistinguishable resonance was actually two people having sex. Its clarity intensified as the sound level increased, making it obvious to everyone, they were hearing body parts slapping together and the juicy sounds of saturated pussy.
Out of nowhere, the huge wall facing the audience illuminated with high definition video images of an interracial couple fucking intensely. The auburn-haired young woman was on her forearms and knees as her small hands tightly gripped the bed sheets while a muscular black man pounded her pussy from behind. The camera zoomed in on his huge set of jet black balls as they bounded relentlessly against the woman's spread thighs. It panned up to show one of his large fingers buried in the young wife's ass as her head flipped from side to side causing her thick hair to fly in all directions.
The black bull spanked her sweet little ass hard with his free hand. "You gonna cum all over this big fuckin' cock again slut?"
"Oh my god! Yes Nate! It feels sooo good! Please don't stop! You know how much I love it!"
"Don't you go passing out on me again..."
"Oh god I'll try...ummmm yeah...ohhhhhh...uhnnnnn...fffffuck meeee!"
"That a girl, squeeze my big cock with that tight married pussy!"
"Oh Nick...I'm going to cum...yeah...oh yeah...ohhhhh...I'm cuuummmminnnggg!"
The audience watched as the young wife's slim body jerked and shook violently. Her moans and grunts of ecstasy reverberating off the walls of the large venue as the bull pounded into her. Seconds later the sexy WILF fell forward, her face planted against the sheets.
She was out...again.
"Oh fuck man, this slut wife of yours can't keep it together on my dick bro!" Nick Thomas shouted. "I need some fuckin' pussy that can handle my cock! Your bitch keeps passing out before I get my nut!"
Just then a naked white ass came into view as the cuck husband hurried to the bed to check on his wife. A silver cock cage flashed on his shriveled dick when he turned.
"I'm out of here bro, I need to find some pussy that can get me what I need!"
"Wait, you can't leave, I...uh we...want you to stay...please!"
Nick Thomas turned, his huge black cock suddenly filling up the entire screen. Gasps of awe sounded through the theatre, especially apparent from the female contingent in the audience. Without warning, the screen went black and the large space was cast into darkness again.
Murmurs filtered from the crowd until a bright spotlight shone on the black curtains near the bottom of the theatre. All eyes remained focused on the lighted circle until the curtains suddenly began to move and the unmistakable sound of erratic breathing filled the room. Moments later, Nick Thomas' huge black cock pierced the draperies followed by the rest of his muscular naked body. This time a chorus of surprised gasps sounded out.
Nick's slick cock glistened in the bright light. Pussy juice and pre-cum dripped from his oversized phallic as he stormed into the theatre. Every breath and grunt sounded loudly from the small mic attached to his ear. "Damn...I need to find me some pussy capable of handling my big cock!"
He viewed the crowd blindly as he peered into the bright light. Finally he began to move. His heavy dick flopped from side to side as he made his way up the stairs and along the incline paths. He stopped at several tables to admire the hot WILF's sitting between their husband's and black bull's. Unintelligible comments and grunts sounded from his lips at each stop.
Finally he came to the table at which The Shaw's, Ced Brown, and Krista were seated. He stood in front, letting the group take in the scope of his big black glistening cock. He stared intently at Kacey. "Now that's some fine ass shit right there..." his deep voice sounded throughout the theatre. "Lucky ass motherfuckin' bull..." he groaned before he moved on reluctantly.
Back at the table, Kacey's stunned face had turned a crimson shade of red while a big white-toothed smile lay plastered on Ced's lips. Tim Shaw reached out and gripped his wife's hand. "Wow, you certainly made an impression on him honey!"
Kacey's demure voice sounded, "I...I...don't know what to say babe...I didn't expect..."
"...Girl! You don't need to say a damn thing!" Brown interrupted. "That bull knows hot pussy when he sees it! And you're the finest thing in this room! But too bad for him you're already spoken for! Come on over here and let's get more comfortable for the rest of the show!"
Kacey turned in her husband's direction, her unsure gaze seeking approval. Tim could see her dilated eyes filled with lust. "Babe, we came here tonight to have some fun. You know how much I love you, anything you want to do is okay with me..."
"I love you!" Kacey mouthed back at him before her eyes stole a quick peek at Krista sitting on the far side of her husband. She turned and slid slowly in Cedric Brown's direction.
Meanwhile everyone else in the theatre watched as the muscled black man made his way around the venue. After making stops at a handful of tables, he eventually shuffled back down to one near the stage. Only a young husband and his hot wife sat at this one—their surprised faces now displayed on the large video screen on the wall behind the stage. It was clear they were both staring down incredulously at the young black man's huge cock.
Suddenly the former diver's voice boomed through the speakers. "Ah, this looks like what I'm looking for!" His words were aimed at the sexy wife who bore a strong resemblance to a younger version of actress Elisha Cuthbert.
"Wait...this is our first time here." The shocked husband's pleading voice objected throughout the venue. "They told us we could just watch and see if this lifestyle is even something we are interested in...there must be a mistake!"
"No mistake bro!" Nick's confident response was heard clearly by all as he made his way around to the young blonde's side of the table. "I don't think your wife shares the same concerns my man!" He boasted as his large black hand reached out. The petite wife's was soon fully ensconced in his large paw as he helped her out of the booth. She never even looked back at her husband as her wide eyes didn't leave the black bull's hanging cock.
"Please...my wife said we should come check this place out...but I told the men at the front we weren't sure...something's not right, we didn't expect any of this..." Her husband's desperate words faded in the background.
The crowd watched excitedly as Nick scooped up the young wife in his arms and carried her up onto the stage. A formerly darkened area on the raised platform now illuminated, displaying a sectional sofa next to an oversized round bed. Almost out of nowhere, a huge black man in dark clothing appeared behind the fidgety husband. He leaned down and said something in his ear.
Kacey turned to Ced. "What's happening, do you think everything is okay?"
"Yeah baby of course it is, it's just another bonus at The Bullpen. We're gonna get to watch that bull pop that little wife's BBC cherry just like I did yours last week! It's all part of the Pen's way of gettin' us in the mood for fucking!"
"But...it...it doesn't seem like they are comfortable with it!"



"Oh, that cuck hubby isn't sure yet, but his wife damn sure is! Did you see how she didn't even hesitate when that bull reached out his hand to her?"
"Uh...yeah...but I still feel a little bad for him."
"Don't worry about that motherfucker. They wouldn't be here if he wasn't already into this. These Pen bulls know sometimes the only way to get some folks over the hump is to get that big black shit right out in the open. Nine times out of ten, it's a done deal at that point!" Ced chuckled. "But you already know what that's like don't you baby? Why don't you slip them hot little fingers back around this fat thing you didn't want to let go of on the dance floor!"
Tim Shaw happened to glance over just in time to see his wife's small hand wrap around the huge bulge in Cedric Brown's slacks.
The audience watched as Nick Thomas set the pretty wife down next to him before sinking down into the sofa himself. His big black cock and hanging balls draped off the cushions as he spread his muscular legs. "Sugar, why don't you come get acquainted with this..."
"Oh, I've never been...uh...you know...with someone so big..." The beautiful wife glanced out at her husband in the audience as her nervous voice sounded through the theatre speakers.
"Of course you haven't honey, but just reach out and take it in your hands, you'll realize it feels good to hold it."
Shouts and murmurs of encouragement from the mares in the audience filtered down to the stage.
The hot young wife finally reached out apprehensively and took it in her hand. Close up video of their actions were now being broadcast on the large wall behind it. Everyone could see that her slim fingers couldn't even wrap around the flaccid beefsteak. "Oh...um...jeez...it's really warm and thick."
"Bring that other hand up here and stroke it baby, it gets hotter as it grows..."
Tim Shaw watched wide-eyed. This was all new territory for him. Suddenly he felt Krista's hand on his thigh. He turned and looked into her gorgeous young face. She licked her lips and spoke just loud enough for him to hear, "I hope you don't mind."
"Shit...of course I don't," he answered excitedly before he peered back at his wife. Kacey was looking up into Ced's eyes as her hands moved in his lap. The young husband's gaze returned to the young filly. "I don't think she is going to mind, my wife seems kind of preoccupied at the moment!"
His joke elicited a giggle from Krista. "Yeah, I think she might be distracted for a while. I'm sure your wife won't mind if I do this..." The filly smiled mischievously as her hand moved from his thigh to the bulge in his pants.
Tim Shaw's eyes got huge. "No...no I guess not."
Meanwhile back on the stage, a sticky string spanned from the lips of the pretty young wife to the engorged head of Nick Thomas's rock hard cock. She stroked his slick stick with both hands. "Oh my, did I make you...um...ejaculate already?" She apologized naively.
"That?" Nick laughed. "No baby that's my precum oozing out...trust me you'll know when the real thing happens! Spit on it again like I showed you, and then take it back in your hot little mouth!"
Ced Brown's belt and pants were now undone and his dark chocolate cock rested heavily against his stomach as Kacey's fingers squeezed and stroked it. Her wet lips kissed along his muscled chest where his previously buttoned shirt now lay open. She gazed up into his eyes and pouted, "How come that wife on stage is the only one who gets to have it in her mouth?"
Brown chuckled with his long fingers tangled in her hair. "Baby, I think you've earned the right for some big dark dick. Hang on a sec while I make things more comfortable for us. Brown gripped a remote control device and suddenly the table moved away from the couch, creating space more space for Kacey.
Tim Shaw watched as his beautiful wife slipped off the bench and was soon on her knees between her black bull's spread legs.
"What just happened with the table?"
Krista, who had also witnessed the maneuver, answered, "These sectionals are amazing. Carl Jenkins patented the design himself. Each unit is designed to allow for countless configurations...all controlled by the remote device in Ced's hand. Look around, you'll see several have already been reconfigured since the show started. Look at that one for instance," she pointed to one not far from them. "The table has become the base for a circular mattress that slides out from beneath the cushions after the tabletop sinks towards the floor."
In spite of the dim conditions, Tim Shaw followed Krista's gaze to the sectional not far from where they sat. He remembered from Nick Thomas' earlier journey around the room, this was one of the tables that housed a white couple and two black men. Now, the young wife was naked and on all fours on the circular bed as the two bulls filled her mouth and stretched pussy with two hulking black cocks. Tim remembered this position being referred to as spit-roasted from some of his interracial internet searching. He thought to himself how appropriate the term now seemed. The young wife's husband sat with his back against one of the circular cushions frantically stroking his little dick.
With wide eyes he looked back at Krista. "This place is fucking amazing and..." he peered down at her hand on his crotch "so is that!"
She giggled. "I'm glad you like it. You don't seem to be the only one enjoying themselves though!" Krista nodded towards Kacey and Ced. The young husband turned to see his wife on her knees with her extended tongue making a long slow path up Cedric Brown's big fat black dick.
"Damn, that didn't take long!"
"Yeah, I could have told you that was going to happen." Krista snickered.
"What do you mean?"
"Honey, I think that beautiful wife of yours is well on her way to full BBC slut status. In the bathroom she couldn't stop talking about Ced's big black cock." She laughed. "I think if we hadn't come into this darkened theatre when we did, she might have just taken that thing in her mouth right in the club!"
"No shit? Really? I was wondering what took you guys so long in the bathroom."
A naughty smile appeared on Krista's pretty face. "Well...uh...that wasn't all we did..."
"Oh, yeah? Well come to think of it, I did see her doing some nasal adjustment when she came back."
"Oops...I guess we're busted for that too." Krista laughed again with a guilty smile. "But it's not fair she is the only one who got to play with that stuff some more." The young blonde reached down into her cleavage and pulled out the bullet vile. The cuckold's eyes popped.
"Your turn Tim!"
After showing him what to do and taking another hit herself, Krista moved her lips near his ear and whispered. "You wanna know what else we did?"
"Huh? Wait...you mean you and Kacey?"
The young hottie breathed sexily again. "I put this in her mouth..." she gasped before her wet tongue flicked inside his ear.
"YOU KISSED HER?" He shouted.
"Actually, I wasn't doing all the kissing...I'd say after the first one, I was the one being kissed! Your wife is one passionate chick Tim. I had to practically drag her from the bathroom as the show was about to start. She wanted us to stay and fool around!"
"My Kacey? Holy shit!" He turned and looked back in her direction. His wife's succulent lips were now wrapped around one of Ced's massive nuts. "Damn, I've created a monster!" He laughed awkwardly.
"Yes, I think so. But since she looks pretty well occupied, what do you say I unbutton these pants of yours and see what pops up!" Krista teased.
"I think that's a great idea."
Moments later Tim Shaw's cock was in the clutches of the sexy filly. They returned their attention to the stage where Nick Thomas was sliding his hard cock up and down the slippery ass crack of the young whimpering wife. "Are you ready to lose your BBC cherry slut?" His deep voice sounded throughout the theatre.
"Oh god, I like the way it feels when you rub it all over me like that. It's so big and powerful. I can't believe it is still so hard after you ejaculated in my mouth!"
"Baby this big cock doesn't ejaculate...it fuckin' cums...and it cums a lot as you now know! It's gonna fill your married pussy up just like your mouth!" He boasted. Nick then turned towards the husband who was still sitting down at his table near the stage watching with wide eyes. "Hubby, your hot little wife has sucked her first big black cock and swallowed her first pint of nigger nectar. Now her little pussy is dripping all over my cock, begging to be blacked. Tell me to stick this big fucker in there and give her what you can't!"
Catcalls and shouts of encouragement sounded throughout the theatre. "Fuck that horny bitch!" "Tell him hubby...tell him your wife needs BBC!" "Cream on that big fat cock slut!" "Take his black seed in your pussy like you did in your throat!" "Get ready cuck, that bull's gonna turn your wife into a big black cock slut!"
Tim Shaw couldn't believe the scene. The verbal and visual stimulation combined with Krista's phenomenal handjob already had him on the edge. Massive video images of the interracial couple on stage were still being broadcast on the wall behind it. Every moan, grunt and spank reverberated through the robust sound system. In addition, sex acts including the uncompromising spit-roasting of the young wife at the nearby table/bed were happening everywhere he looked.
In his closest vision, his own gorgeous wife was still down on her knees between her bull's muscled legs frantically stroking his thick veiny cock with both hands. His shaft glistened with her spit and a long sticky stream of their combined juices stretched from the swollen head to her open sexy lips just like he'd witnessed from the couple on stage earlier.
Ced's large hand was wrapped in Kacey's thick dark hair, directing her what to do with her mouth. "Suck that big cock bitch!"
Krista could see the young husband peering over at his wife and her black lover. "She loves it Tim. She said she's been fantasizing about him pumping another hot load down her throat like he did at your house!"
"She said that? Damn...she rarely ever swallows for me. But I figured when she did it for him, it was just because it was their first time and she didn't want to disappoint. She really said she fantasized about it?"
Krista nodded. "She said when he made her hold it in her mouth and not swallow immediately—it triggered a new desire within her. Your beautiful wife said she actually loved the taste of his cum!"
"God, even in my wildest fantasies, I could never imagine Kacey as a black cum slut...but she certainly does look eager now."
"Her bull has taught her well Tim, but she might have to wait awhile for her prize, I've heard Ced is one of those bulls who can pretty much cum when he wants. Who knows if he's ready..."
"Speaking of that Krista, I'm almost there. Would you mind doing for me what my wife is doing for him?"
The hot young blonde gazed back into his pleading face and spoke apologetically, "I'm sorry Tim, but we can only use our mouths with husbands or boyfriends when given special consent by the manager. I can spit on my hand again, you seemed to like that."
"Yeah...uh...sure," he answered, not quite understanding the strict rules around the fillies given all the debauchery taking place around them.
Meanwhile, less than four feet away, his wife's mouth dripped with excitement as she flicked her tongue along Ced's spongy skin just beneath the head of his hard cock while fondling his heavy balls. Kacey was doing all the things she remembered him liking from the previous week. She was actually dying for him to explode in her mouth again.
The experience the week before had awoken a desire in her she hadn't felt previously. Now as she slutishly sucked Ced's cock from her knees and breathed in the musky scent of his testosterone infused skin, she couldn't contain her desire to experience that same euphoria. "Ced, ohhh...uhn yeah...your cock is so good...I love it...I want you to cum in my mouth like before!"
"Keep doing that baby and I'll give you what you want!" He grunted as he gripped her hair and pumped his heavy meat further down her throat.
Kacey coughed and gagged as spit oozed from her lips onto her chin.
"Suddenly Brown groaned loud enough to draw Tim and Krista's attention. He held Kacey's head with both hands as his head tilted back and his hips bucked. Kacey's heavy nasal breathing intensified as Ced's thick black seed erupted down her throat in a seemingly unending series of powerful bursts.
"Damn that's hot...trust me when I say, that's a lot of cum to swallow! Your wife's good." Krista breathed erotically into his ear.
"Yeah...shit...oh Krista I'm going to cum too! Stroke it faster! Moments later as his wife was slurping down the last remnants of Ced's spurts, Tim Shaw's meager load leaked onto Krista's fingers.
She giggled and wiped her hand cleaned with a napkin as Tim reached for his glass and satisfyingly downed the remainder of his half full drink. "Mmm I loved that Krista, thank you!"
"You're welcome, they are fun to watch." She and Tim observed Kacey clean off Ced's veiny dick before the young wife opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. It was clearly a submissive gesture to validate to her bull that she had swallowed it all. Moments later, still down on her knees, Kacey turned in Tim and Krista's direction—copious remnants of Ced's thick seed still smeared around her lips.
Tim could see her nipples bulging out the front of her dress as her chest heaved—her lungs trying to recapture the oxygen they'd been denied when Ced's cum filled her gullet. A stunned gaze remained on his face but Krista smiled and winked at Kacey. Finally the young wife turned and peered back up at Brown. He ran his hand along one of her cheeks and said something Tim and Krista couldn't hear. He then helped Kacey back up onto the couch.
The four of them returned their attention to the stage to see the blonde wife's hips rolling wildly as she rode Nick Thomas' long dick. "Feels good don't it!" Nick bragged.
"Oh my god...it's amazing! I wish I had talked my husband into coming here a long time ago. I want you to fuck me with your BBC every single fucking night!"
"Ha, that's what the Pen is for slut! Every one of these big ol' horse cocks in this place wants to tap this tight little slit. And I can tell by looking down there, that's what your hubby wants too. He was trying to tell himself he wasn't sure, but that fucker hasn't stopped pounding his little pud since you creamed all over my dark stick! Now I'm finally ready to get my nut! Hey hubby, where do you want me to put this?" He shouted down towards the cuckold.
An indistinguishable grunt sounded from the masturbating husband.
"I couldn't hear that motherfucker. Speak up! Tell me where to put this potent load in your horned-up wife!"
Meanwhile back at the table, two of Ced's long fingers frigged Kacey's sensitive g-spot while his thumb expertly circled her pleasure button. "Oh...uhn yeah Ced. God you're good at that...ohhh...mmm...yeah just like that. This is so amazing watching them have sex while you do that to me! I love watching that hung black man...uh bull and that white mare! I want that to be us!"
"It will be soon enough. I'm just gettin' you ready for some serious fuckin' baby!"
"God I want it Ced, but not here, please make me cum with your fingers and then we should go! I want some more privacy when we...uh...fuck!"
"Privacy? Shit honey, anyone can see my fingers are practically in your stomach and those big ol' titties are basically popping out of your dress! Look around, half the mares in this place are already gettin' bull-dicked!"
"I know, but can I just climax now and then I promise I'll make it up to you in the limo...please!" She begged as her hand returned to his thick flaccid cock. "Please Ced...let me cum...I want to so bad..plus it looks like the show is almost over!"
Back down in the front of the room, the cuck husband finally responded loud enough for the audience to hear, "I...uh...want you to...do it inside her..."
"That a boy," Nick Thomas shouted. "These big ol' bull balls are gonna paste the insides of your wife's fertile pussy with more cum than she's ever dreamed possible. You might want to get your ass up here afterwards and suck as much of my jizz out as you can unless you want her running around with a bubbled tummy in a few months!"
Kacey rolled her head and shoved her tongue in Ced's mouth. The erotic scene combined with Ced's scintillating finger fuck had her on the verge of orgasm.
The Elisha Cuthbert lookalike on stage was way past the "verge" point. The hot blonde wife was cumming yet again.
"There you go baby squeeze my dick while you spew that BBC virgin pussy juice. You're finally milking one out of me now too slut! Here comes!" Nick's deep voice roared as they climaxed together while the young wife bounced in ecstasy on his erupting dick. Again a chorus of encouragements and vulgar chants rained down from the audience as the rutting couple finally crescendoed. Moments later the stage lights went out and a new IR porn scene projected on the back wall.
"Ohhh uhn yeah Ced, please don't stop this time! It feels so good, yeah just like that...uhn!" Kacey squealed with her head thrown back and her mouth open.
"Damn honey, you look so hot. Is he going to make you cum this time?" Tim gasped from across the couch.
"Oh god babe, I want to...I want to so bad if he lets me this time..."
The young husband could see a smug grin on Cedric Brown's face. His gaze returned to his wife, he could clearly tell that if her bull allowed it, Kacey was on a lustful path towards orgasm.
"She loves it Tim..." Krista's sexy voice whispered in his ear. "She is putty in his hands. I've seen that look enough to know she would do anything for him...anything!"
"Uh ehm..." They all looked up to see Nick Thomas standing in front of their table. He had a thin sheen of sweat across his tatted body, his massive dripping cock hanging half limp in front of him.
"Hey look who's here. Kacey, I think you recognize Nick, don't you?" Ced shouted as he slowed his ministrations yet again.
Kacey's shoulders slumped as she felt her impending climax fading away.
"Baby, cat got your tongue? Be polite and say 'Hello' to the star of the show!"
Kacey stared at Nick's BBC as it glistened in the muted light. In spite of her experience with Ced, she still wasn't used to seeing so many huge cocks. "Um...hi Nick...I liked your show..."
"Hey honey, you were a little preoccupied when I walked up! It looks like I may have interrupted the hot little show you were putting on for your bull!" Nick laughed.
"Oh, um yeah...we were just...uh..."
"...He knows what we were doing!" Ced interrupted. "Did that fingerbang fog up your brain Kacey? Thank Nick for the compliment and tell him why you loved his show!"
"Uh thanks." She responded embarrassingly. "I...uh...have never seen other people having sex like that. It was very arousing."
"What was your favorite part?" Nick asked as he glanced over at her husband.
"Oh, well I was a little bit busy," she peered at Ced impishly, "so I didn't see all of it, but I guess that part at the end when the pretty wife was climaxing on your...um big..." Kacey stared down at his dark sausage.
"...Bull cock baby, similar to the one in your hand! You're a submissive little thing, aren't you? Does Ced know how to push your submissive button?"
"Yes...I guess you could say that." She nodded.
"Do you mind if he pushes it right now?"
"What do you mean?"
"I'll show you what he means baby." Ced spoke. "You see Nick's big bull cock? What do you think about it?"



Kacey turned in Tim's direction, suddenly aware they hadn't discussed her taking interest in any BBC's aside from Ced's. Her husband stared back with a look of excitement on his face. Her gaze returned to Nick. "It's um...really big...like yours Ced."
"Why don't you show Nick how impressed you are by giving it a little kiss?"
"Oh god Ced...I can't do that! I don't even know him and...there's still lots of people around."
"Shit honey, you didn't know me last week and you sucked my veiny stick like your life depended on it!"
"But...that was different...we were back at our house and..."
"Kacey, you are being rude now! You love BBC and your husband would love to see it, wouldn't you Tim?"
Tim Shaw sat mesmerized by the exchange before finally answering, "Kace, go ahead if you want to. No one else is watching."
She gulped as her eyes returned to Nick Thomas' thick hanging phallic. He stepped forward, bringing his semi-hard dick directly in front of her face. Her hand reached slowly upward and took him in, a noticeable gasp escaped her lips as she felt its weight. She began to stroke it slowly, feeling blood flowing through it immediately.
Ced palmed the back of her head, lining her gaped lips up with the slick head.
"Show Nick how I've trained you to take BBC down your throat while I take you over the edge and finish that bangin' you've been begging for!"
Kacey's wet lips met Nick's mushroom head, she kissed it apprehensively at first. She could immediately taste the blonde wife's essence, and while she thought that might bother her, she quickly realized it didn't. In fact, Kacey found it to be quite intoxicating. The hotwife extended her tongue and swirled it around the areas already dampened by her succulent lips.
"How's that married pussy taste on it?" Nick asked as he stood proudly, arms on his hips.
"Mmm mmm..." is the only sound they heard from her throat after the former diver pushed the oversized head further into her mouth.
"Fuck this is so hot..." Krista whispered in Tim's ear as she reached for his dick again. "Your wife is stunning between those two bulls."
Tim could barely control his own arousal. He simply nodded his head as he watched the young black bull push several more inches down his wife's throat. Meanwhile, Ced rekindled the pleasurable stroking of her desperate pussy. It took less than a minute before Kacey was back on an orgasmic plane. Ced's fingers magically stimulated her most sensitive parts until she let Nick's cock flop from her mouth and begged Brown not to stop. She took Nick back in her mouth and slutishly pleasured him before a monster orgasm ripped through her. Her eyes rolled back as her sexy body convulsed in a scintillating spasm.
"Damn, Ced. That's what I call multitasking at its finest. You and I need a few hours with little Kacey here. She's got some serious untapped potential!"
"Shit Nick, you got that right. I'm just getting started with her, but I think we all know she's well on her way to becoming a complete BBC slut! Aren't you Kacey?"
She didn't readily respond, but eventually she confirmed with a slight nod while still nursing Nick's hardened cock. The young bull took her head in both hands and gently pulled her off. "Kacey, I hate to leave business unfinished, but I gotta command performance in a private room with a couple of mares and I need to bounce. Thanks for fluffing me up, we'll pick this up some other time. I know my man Ced will make sure of that, won't you my brotha?"
"Damn straight, I think pretty Kacey is ready for her first spit-roast like that horny bitch!" Ced nodded to the nearby table. The group turned to see the three-way they'd seen earlier just as one of the bulls yanked his foot-long cock from the wife's mouth and shot his goo all over her pretty face.
Ced and Nick laughed. "How's that for timing?"
On their way out of the theatre, the four of them walked carefully, struggling to focus in the semi-darkened conditions and distracted by the interracial sex still taking place at many tables.
Tim Shaw was particularly wobbly. He suddenly felt like his head could explode at any point. All the booze, drugs and unyielding sexual stimulation combined with the dry-ice fog-filled air, hit him at once and he felt suddenly nauseous. When they reached the bottom he knew he was going to be sick. The other three watched as he beelined for the bathroom. Tim spent the next twenty minutes praying to the porcelain god while wishing he had controlled his intake a little more responsibly. In the moments he wasn't heaving, his mind returned to all that happened including his formerly innocent wife now having sucked the huge cock's of multiple black men.
When he finally exited, only Krista was waiting for him. "Where's Kacey and Ced?"
"They...um...needed to get something from the car. Ced mentioned something about looking for his phone." She answered evasively. Tim stared at her, not sure whether to believe what she'd just said. He was incredulous Kacey hadn't waited for him while he yacked up his guts. She always took care of him when he was sick.
As they crossed the parking area, Tim looked around before spotting the limousine in the far corner of the darkened lot. The driver Luther was standing outside the car smoking a cigarette as they approached. "Hey Luther, have you seen Cedric and my wife?"
The overweight driver had just taken a large drag before he coughed it all out. "Uh...yeah...Mr. Shaw...they are inside."
"Inside the club?"
"No, uh...inside the car here."
"Oh good." By now Tim and Krista were only ten feet from where the rotund driver stood. The young husband finally noticed why the black man seemed edgy. The extended-length Cadillac was bouncing and shaking and muted sounds could be heard through the dark tinted windows.
Tim peered at Krista suspiciously, "It appears they must have found Ced's phone and moved on to other activities..."
"Yeah...uh...it appears so." She answered sheepishly, confirming she likely knew the plan all along.
As Tim moved towards the rear door, Luther moved partially in front and put a hand on his shoulder. "You're the boss Mr. Shaw, but are you sure you want to do that?"
"Yes I do Luther. I don't expect there's anything happening in this car I haven't seen before."
The black man gave him a stunned look before answering, "Well...uh sir, if that's the case, let me get that for you." He reached for the handle and opened the back door. Immediately, the sound of Kacey's unmistakable moans could be heard over the top of interracial porn playing from the limo's TV. "Oh god Ced, you are so deep! I can feel your big balls slapping against me. Ffffffuck me! Mmm...I love it!"
Tim Shaw turned and looked into Krista's eyes as a look of incredulity washed across his face. "Let me help you in, it appears our fellow travelers are a little too busy to provide any assistance at the moment." She stared at him for a long moment before they both giggled.
Once inside, they were met by the sight of Cedric Brown's muscled black ass and big swinging balls banging hard into Tim's wife. Her long succulent stocking covered legs were aimed upwards at the ceiling while pinned into position by Brown's broad shoulders. The overzealous black man was on his knees fucking the shit out of her from the floor of the car. Neither of the rutting participants acknowledged for even a moment when Tim and Krista entered.
Kacey's mesmerizing moans and gasps of encouragement continued on. "Ohhhhh Uhhhhh Yeahhh, it feels so good Ced! I've thought about this every day since you left our house! Plllleeeeaaassseee don't stop!"
Krista whispered teasingly, "I told you, she loves it! I think it's safe to say you created a monster after all."
"I know, but based on how hard my dick is right now, she's not the only one who loves it!" He smiled in response.
"They do look good together! Do you want me to help you with that problem in your pants?"
"I thought you would never ask." He assisted, and his pants and boxers were soon down around his ankles. The young blonde stroked his dick as they watched and listened.
Along with Kacey's grunts and gasps of pleasure, the wet slapping sounds of her sodden pussy filled the air now too. It was soon clear she was on an inevitable path towards another toe-curling climax. "Oh...uhn...yeah...you fuck me so good Ced, You're going to make me cum again!"
"Yeah baby, squeeze that tight little pussy around my cock while I pound your cunt better than anyone ever has! Look me in the eyes when you cum on my big dick and tell me you can't live without my black cock!"
"Uhn...yeah Ced! No...I can't live without your big black cock...you know I love your big black cock...I can't...oh shit...I'm...I'm cumming...uhn yeah! Yessss...fffffffffuck meeeee!"
Tim and Krista watched as an explosion of sex juice squirted from Kacey's stuffed slit. Her huffing bull fucked her hard through her orgasm before he yanked his long cock from her gaped opening. "Baby turn around and ride this big motherfucker some more!" He growled.
"Anything for you Ced..." Kacey slid hurriedly out from under him. In the process she saw Tim and Krista for the first time. "Oh honey, I'm glad you're feeling okay. We were going to wait but Ced couldn't find his phone...and then..."
"...And then your wife wanted my big black cock Tim!" Ced interrupted as he pulled Kacey on top of him in a reverse cowgirl position. Her eyes widened as she faced them while his bull cock forced its way back inside her stretched pussy—her cum still dripping onto the floor. Ced pulled her knees back and roughly shoved it in all the way to his swollen balls. Kacey squealed loudly again while his big hands pawed her bounding tits. Tim could see a number of hickey's around her nipples that hadn't been there previously.
"Fuck yeah, this tight married pussy is finally opening up! Tell your husband how good it feels..."
An embarrassing gaze formed on the young wife's face as she made eye contact with the two of them. It was a surreal moment for her as Ced's big cock pistoned in and out of her magnificently while she watched the young blonde stroking her husband's dick across the passenger compartment.
"I can't hear you Kacey...tell them!"
"Oh...uh...yeah...his big cock feels really good inside me. I'm so full. God he fucks me so good!"
"That a girl, everyone here knows you love that shit...but it seems BBC isn't the only thing on your mind tonight. Tim, did Krista tell you what she and Kacey did in the bathroom?"
"Yeah Ced, she said they did some more coke and they...uh kissed..."
"Uh huh, and did she tell you your horny slut wife wanted to keep playing when the show was about to start?"
Kacey stared uncomfortably back at Tim and Krista before her husband answered, "Yeah..."
"What do you say we let them play some more now?"
"Ced...no...not like this...not here..." Kacey pleaded.
"I don't think there's a better time or place. Tim, you'd like to watch, wouldn't you?"
The young husband hesitated as he and his wife locked eyes yet again. He could see a look of uncertainty mixed with eroticism in her gaze. "We said we wanted tonight to be a night of first's babe, I would love to see it..."
A shocked expression crossed Kacey's face before Ced's deep voice sounded, "Krista, come over here."
The young blonde traded glances with Tim before giving his cock a final squeeze. She moved off the rear seat and was about halfway across the space when Ced directed, "Stop right there honey and take off that dress!"
The filly did as instructed. While facing Ced and Kacey, she slowly slipped the thin straps from her shoulders and inched the front of the silky covering over her large breasts. Beneath it, the lacey fabric of her tiny bra was being stretched to its limits trying to contain her natural double D's. Ced growled, "Yeah baby, now we're talking! I can see why Kacey wanted to keep you in that bathroom. Look at them big titties you wanted to play with before?" He chimed into her ear loud enough for her husband to hear from across the limo.
Kacey breathed in deeply before nodding ever so slightly. Ced worked his cock in and out slowly, keeping her on the edge as the erotic new dynamic played out. Tim Shaw stopped stroking his cock for fear of losing his load immediately.
With her dress now bunched around her waist exposing her beautiful lithe frame and mountainous tits, Ced spoke again, "Tell her to remove her sexy bra slowly cuz you want to see her luscious tits!"
"Ced please don't make me say that...I'm not gay..."
"Baby, of course you're not gay, you love big cock too much for that, but there was a reason you stuck your tongue in her mouth earlier. Look at her, she's beautiful and you know you find her attractive don't you?"
Again Kacey hesitated before the same subtle head nod emerged.
"Good...now tell her!" He ordered as he pushed his cock deep inside her.
"Oh god uhn..." Kacey gasped before gazing in her husband's direction. His own slight affirmation confirmed his approval.
She turned her attention to the filly. "Krista...can you...uh...take off your bra. I'd like to...um..see your beautiful breasts."
"Sure Kacey," the perky filly beamed. She reached around and released the rear clasp exposing the most gorgeous set of young boobs Kacey had ever seen—a breathless gasp escaped her mouth. Krista's large tits were perfectly shaped and had only a small amount of sag, that even had her young age, was brought on by the unavoidable effects of gravity. Each of her hard nipples was pierced by a platinum nipple bar that matched the one in her tongue (and as they would soon find out, one in her belly button and her clitoris too).
From his position, Tim could only see the rounded edges as they protruded beyond her sleek torso.
"Damn...those are hot Krista, tell her what you think about them Kacey!"
This time the young wife didn't hesitate. "Yes Krista, they are very beautiful. And...I like your jewelry too!"
"Thanks Kacey, I've been admiring your gorgeous breasts through the cutout in your dress since you guys walked into the club tonight. But they are way more amazing naked!"
"Krista, lose the rest of that dress and come over and show Kacey how much you really like them!" Ced directed.
The young filly slipped the bunched up glittery garment over her narrow hips exposing a queen of spades tattoo in the process. Moments later her dress was piled on the floor next to Kacey's. They were dressed almost exactly alike...except for Kacey's thigh high silk stockings. She crawled over directly in front of the rutting couple. She observed Kacey's stretched pussy lips surging inside out with each thrust of Ced's thick meat. "Wow baby, you are so beautiful with that big black cock pounding inside you!" She purred as her thumb demurely reached out and massaged the aroused wife's swollen clit.
Kacey's body stiffened at its first ever sexual connection by another woman. "Wow, you're hot Mrs. Shaw, you look so good getting fucked by a black bull!" Krista breathed sexily before moving forward and planting several kisses along her writhing core.
"That feels good doesn't it Kacey?" Ced challenged.
"Mmm...yes."
"Tell her to lick your fucking nipples too!"
She breathed in deeply, "Oh mmm, Krista can you do that to my nipples also."
The blonde filly with the high ponytail smiled naughtily, knowing this was moving in exactly the direction she loved. She leaned in and flicked the bulb of her tongue ring quickly against one of Kacey's hard nubs. Moments later she did it to the other one. Satisfied moans escaped Kacey's lips loud enough for her husband to hear. He sat watching in aroused astonishment, never having dreamed something like this would happen tonight.
"Yeah Krista...your tongue feels really nice..." Kacey urged as her nervous little hand extended around the back of the filly's head. Ced watched the exchange before he reached up and guided Kacey's mouth to the side and sunk his tongue deep between her lips.
When he finally pulled away, he spoke directly into her ear, "If you think that ring feels good on your nipples, it's time you felt it on your pussy. Tell her you want it!"
"Oh god...I don't know...I've never...uh...been with a girl."
"C'mon Kacey, I know you and Tim have watched lots of three-way porn, don't tell me you haven't ever fantasized about it!"
"I...I...but...it's just...I guess I would...like to feel it..." she finally admitted.
"Good baby, tell her what you want her to do!"
The young wife held Krista's head against her chest as she slowly impaled herself on Ced's ever present bull cock. Her breathy voice purred, "Mmm Krista, that feels so good, but I'd really like it if you would...oh god...do that down...you know."
Krista moved her mouth away from Kacey's tits until their lips were only inches apart. "You'd like for me to eat your sweet pussy while he fucks you wouldn't you?"
Kacey's dilated eyes bulged before she nodded anxiously. "Yes..."
Krista pressed her lips against Kacey's and they're tongues were soon twirling inside each other's mouths. They softly fondled each other's tits as they made out.
"Nice, aren't they hot together Tim?" Ced challenged.
"Yes...unbelievable..." He answered incredulously, still abstaining from stroking his rock-hard dick for fear of cumming again.
"Okay Krista, let's give this little married slut what she really wants."
The filly moved quickly off the bench onto the floor between them. Kacey's shapely legs were spread wide on top of Brown's muscled thighs. Pussy juice streamed from her opening as his fat cock plundered away. Krista had been involved in her fair share of hot connections, but she couldn't recall ever seeing a more arousing sight than this dark veiny BBC stuffed perfectly into such a hot white wife. Krista kissed around Kacey's tummy again before sliding her tongue down into her little patch—her silky fur was soaked in the juices from their mating. Krista clamped down on a small tuft of her pubes and pulled teasingly, drawing another gasp from the desperately aroused wife.
She kissed her way past Kacey's clit down to her spread thighs. The young blonde teased her wet tongue along the edge of Kacey's sexy stockings as Ced's fat cock pounded away only inches from her face. Krista dropped down and slurped one of his huge balls between her lips as her thumb found Kacey's slippery bump. She rubbed it softly as while rolling her tongue along the lemon sized orb in her mouth, drawing satisfied moans from both. The hot filly let it pop from between her lips. "Kacey, I can tell his big balls are ripe with bull cum, do you want his black seed in your pretty white pussy?"
"Ohhhh...yes Krista! I want his big black cock to fill me with his steaming bull cum!" Kacey practically screamed—her muted responses now long gone.
Krista glanced up at Ced with a mischievous gaze before winking knowingly. The young filly moved to Kacey's clit and blurred her tongue ring against it. The hot wife screamed in pleasure.
The erotic scene caused semen to spew from Tim Shaw's cock without him even touching it. He watched and listened as the expert pen participants fucked his wife to one orgasm after another before Ced emptied his heavy balls deep inside her. When he finally pulled out, Krista lapped up as much thick creampie from Kacey's battered pussy as she could.
Kacey needed a little break so she moved to the back of the car, cuddled with her husband and watched as Krista worked to revive Ced with her talented mouth. Kacey tried to do the same, but Tim was spent. Between the booze, drugs, and multiple ejaculations he could no longer get hard.
Cedric Brown, as usual, wasn't having that problem. His big black cock was already on its way to revival before Krista invited Kacey to come and join them.



Kacey looked at her husband, but they both knew he was no longer playing with a full deck.
She scooted across the floor and was soon sharing the heavy piece of dark meat with her new sex BFF. They took turns sucking on Ced's mouth-watering hardware. All the while the two hotties kissed and shared the bodily fluids dripping from his tasty phallic.
After the titillating dick-sucking session, Ced positioned the girls such that he could fuck Krista doggy while she ate Kacey's pussy again. This time the young wife spread her legs widely and welcomed the talented filly between them. The young blonde got her off over and over with her fluttering tongue stud while Ced pounded a handful of screaming orgasms out of the young filly.
"Okay baby, it's time you returned the favor for all that cum Krista sucked from your pretty pussy." The formerly resistant wife didn't object when he instructed the girls to switch positions. He planted his big cock back into Kacey's married slit just as she buried her face in Krista's sex.
Tim Shaw snapped out of his malaise when he saw what his wife was doing. "Holy shit! My wife is eating pussy!" He watched incredulously as Ced fucked Kacey hard and spanked her tight ass while she performed cunnilingus for the first time.
"How's she doing Krista?" Brown barked.
"Oooh Cedric, she's a natural! Mmm baby...yeah...suck on it just like that...fuck!"
"That a girl Kacey, how do you like your first taste of pussy?"
"Mmm Ced, I love it...she tastes and smells so good...her um pussy...is so wet on my tongue!"
"That's cuz she likes your hot mouth baby. Reach underneath her ass and do this!" He ordered as she sunk a finger in the young wife's asshole.
"Oh Jeez Ced...uhn yeah...you know how much I love that!"
The prideful black man watched as the stimulated slut slipped her hand under Krista's little butt and drew a lust-filled squeal. "Unh Kacey, you're a dirty girl. I love your finger in my ass! Fuck that feels good...keep sucking on my clit while you do that...oh yeah baby...oh yeah...don't stop...I'm gonna cum all over your pretty face!"
Kacey's surprising talents invigorated Brown. The hung black man intensified his efforts and pounded her pussy harder while fingering her tight little hole—he could feel his own balls tightening.
"Oh shit Ced, you feel so good inside me...fuck me DADDY!" Kacey screamed. "I love being your BBC slut and my husband knows it! Oh fuck...oh fuck...oh fuck...I'm going to cum for you again DADDY! Fuck Meeeeee!"
Tim Shaw's heavy eyes practically bulged out of his head when he heard his wife's desperate plea.
Kacey's unexpected sluttish outpouring was all Brown needed to put him over the edge. This hotwife was officially a black cock size-queen now! He loved it—'another satisfied Cuckolds Anonymous client'. He thought to himself as their combined cum cocktail splattered messily all over the carpet. They collapsed together in a sweat-covered mess. Luther's air freshener had long since been overwhelmed by the raw reek of sex—and the rotund driver would need every penny of that $300 for shampooing the soiled carpet.
Five minutes later the car pulled up in front of the Shaw's house. They said their exhausted goodbye's to Krista before Ced instructed Luther to drive her back to San Francisco. She and Kacey connected for one last lingering kiss before the three of them stumbled on weary legs into the house. It was 3:30 in the morning.
To be continued...
*****
Author's Note: Keep your eyes open for the final chapter soon. As always, I appreciate your votes and comments. Additionally, my sexy reader Liz has told me she looks forward to feedback about her photo or what you'd most like her to do with her daddy Terrence when they finally fuck (they actually have their first rendezvous planned which will align closely with the publishing of this chapter)! If we're all lucky, hopefully I can blend in some results of that mating in chapter five. If you are interested, leave a story comment to/about her (if you're a Literotica member) or send me an email with your return e-address and I will share it with her. She says she will have a private surprise for the most intriguing one(s). Liz also offered up, if you are a fit black man with a big cock, she might have an interest in an online exchange. I obviously can't put her contact information on this platform, but if you want to send me a private message/email. I can connect you. I know this whole thing sounds made up, but I assure you, despite my often depraved imagination, it absolutely is not!
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The San Quentin Prison task force reassembled for the second time in four days since the tragedy. A lot had transpired since they convened only forty-eight hours previously. Like the rest of the San Francisco Bay Area, death and destruction at the old prison had intensified as the repercussions from the earthquake became more apparent. In addition, several more structures around the fifteen-acre correctional property had collapsed amid the numerous aftershocks following the most devastating quake in US history.
The task force, made up of some of the savviest law enforcement and correctional minds in the state, still had no idea how many had perished in the quake devastation and subsequent violence within the walls of the maximum-security prison.
But the rising death toll could only be partially attributed to the natural disaster.
The inmate horde led by Tyrone "Anaconda" Jones was still in charge and their patience was wearing thin. A powder keg was on the verge of detonating. Due to the deteriorating conditions, the lawless mob had already begun killing guards at a pace of one every six hours in response to the authority's decision to cut off all food and drink until the inmates laid down their weapons and surrendered.
But not everyone on the task force shared the belief the current plan would work.
"This embargo isn't going to accomplish shit," shouted Chase Trammell, Director of the Marin County SWAT Force. "These animals don't understand negotiation—FORCE is the only thing they get! We need to bring the wrath of God down on these motherfuckers, otherwise they're going to murder every guard in there. And I can't imagine the torture they are inflicting on the warden and his poor wife. I bet he's already dead and she's been raped by every piece of shit inside those walls!"
"Calm down Chase," answered San Rafael Deputy Police Chief Ryan Brogdon. "There is still a lot we don't know about what is happening in there. The drone runs have been helpful, but there are still lots of unanswered questions."
"We know they are killing guards every six hours! I don't know about you Ryan, but I can't imagine looking the families of those murdered guards in the eyes when we had the opportunity to stop this!"
"I'm with you on that Chase, but let's not forget the bloodshed could be a lot worse if we storm those gates!"
"C'mon Ryan, this thing is going more sideways every hour we wait. Do you want the blood on your hands if we sit here with our thumbs up our asses? We know they are killing at least four guards a day—but imagine the torture they are inflicting on them in the meantime, and God have mercy, the warden and his poor wife, while we wait."
Another voice from the back shouted, "Speaking of Warden Rawlins, have we learned anymore about he and his wife's fate?"
Brogdon addressed the group. "Not much. It was a bit surprising the drone video showed his personal garage empty, but it's certainly possible the inmates moved his SUV. As you know, there are countless buildings where it could be housed. As for the Rawlins' cell phones, they are in the possession of Anaconda Jones and his thugs. Those phones have been the only method of communication we've had with the prisoner group."
"Have they told us anymore about the well-being of the Rawlins'?" Sheryl Drake, Mill Valley Police Chief asked.
A concerned look formed on Brogdon's face. "Sheryl, I'm afraid not, other than Tyrone Jones' cryptic statement "They are being well taken care of".
A hush came over the room before being broken by SWAT Director Trammell's booming voice.
"Ryan, I say it's time! With backup from the military guys, me and my men can end this thing in short order. It's time to act and we all know it! Let's do what we came here for and make a decision!"
Ryan Brogdon gazed around the room and observed more heads nodding than those that weren't.
"Okay, I'm sensing more support for Director Trammel's suggestion. I agree it's time to take a vote. Any objections?"
No one spoke up.
"Okay, all of those in favor of the immediate physical assault plan Director Trammel outlined moments ago, raise your hand."
Thirteen hands went up immediately, followed slowly by five more.
"Anyone else?"
Two more raised.
"Okay, that's twenty in favor. Who thinks we should give more time to the negotiation process?"
Seven hands went up. Three abstained.
"Well, I'd say that's a strong referendum. Chase, how long would it take you and your group to be ready?"
"We've been working on this plan for the past two days. The equipment and manpower are at the ready. Those animals are scheduled to kill the next guard at 1300 hours. I say we launch fifteen minutes ahead and cut their legs out before they have any idea what hit them!"
The room went quiet once again before Brogdon broke the silence.
"Chase, we all understand this is going to be messy and we don't want you or any of your men going in there with your hands tied behind your back. But I don't have to tell you, this action is going to be second-guessed forever if we fuck it up. I guess what I'm saying is, God be with you, but let's try to end it quickly with the least amount of bloodshed possible."
A confident grin appeared on Trammell's face. "Is there any other way Deputy Chief?"
*****
At that moment, Tyrone "Anaconda" Jones sat at Warden Rawlins' desk with his feet up on the surface, a large Cuban cigar in his mouth. The huge black man had absconded the oversized stogey from a secondary humidor Warden Rawlins kept in a file cabinet in the back of his office.
A big group of mostly black inmates surrounded Jones and his right-hand man Lawrence "Wishbone" Washington.
"So, what's the deal Wish?" Jones asked, his deep baritone voice validating his position of power.
"Snake, we found this inmate uniform in the infirmary. It appears it belongs to Mylo Dickenson, that honky rapist motherfucker! Next to it were the bodies of a dead guard, Jerry Kincade, and one of the infirmary docs. Kincade's clothes were missing—it looks like Mylo might have changed into them."
"What the fuck, why would he do that? Has anyone seen Dickenson?" Jones' loud voice questioned the group.
"Nobody we've talked to has seen him since Kincade escorted him out of the C-block just before the quake hit."
"He's got to be here somewhere!"
"One more thing Snake, one of Kincade's thumbs was hacked off and his keys and ID cards were missing."
"Okay, this is some weird fuckin' shit!" The large black former NFL player stated, confusion in his voice. "So, Dickenson kills the guard and doctor, he then changes into Kincaid's clothes and cuts off his thumb—where the fuck did he think he was gonna go?" He asked rhetorically. "I'm sure Mylo took his gun, but that certainly wouldn't have given him the firepower to bust out of Quentin!"
Lester "Mouse" Robinson spoke up. "Hey Snake, have you considered maybe he came here?"
"Here? Mousey, why the fuck would he come he...?" Jones started to ask before a sly smile formed on his oversized lips.
"Yes, Mousey it all makes sense now..." The black leader laughed loudly. "...All that pussy juice on the Warden's desk, the knotted neckties, and of course the shredded female clothing. I bet that lucky son-of-a-bitch surprised the warden and some bitch in this office! I'm guessin' he punked the warden and raped the slut right here on that motherfucker's desk!"
Excitement built amongst the horde of criminals regarding Jones' theory.
"Hey Snake, don't forget we found the warden and his wife's cell phones in his desk. And that negotiator prick seemed to think they were both here. You think it might have been Rawlins' old lady Dickenson plugged?" Washington asked, his voice rising with each new consideration.
Jones' eyes widened as he gazed at a couple of framed photos of Liv Rawlins they had found lying on the concrete floor and since propped back up on the desk. "Damn Wishbone, I think you might be right! We can only hope it was—serves that son-of-a-bitch warden right! Hopefully Dickenson made that motherfucker watch as he pounded the slut senseless! One thing's for sure, I wish it had been me who stumbled in here—look at the fuckin' titties on that hot-ass bitch! Mylo must have had some fun with those jugs—her sweater was torn apart and that tattered little bra was 32D wasn't it?"
Mousey Robinson nodded with a big creepy smile.
"The only question is, where the fuck are the three of them now? Mousey and Wishbone, why don't you each take some dudes and search those buildings we haven't been through yet. Start with the eastside warehouses and workshops. And don't forget, Mylo fights like a motherfuckin' tiger and is probably armed—he ain't gonna be happy to share. But when you find them, make sure to bring the warden and his wife back here alive if possible. Having them in our possession would give us much better negotiating power—not to mention I wanna bang the warden's old lady myself before I teach that warden SOB what it feels like to have a black anaconda stuffed up his ass!" Jones bellowed.
The crowd roared.
Wishbone and Mousey nodded their understanding before grabbing a half-dozen guys each and heading towards the door.
Jones barked, "Hey, if you don't find them by 12:30 pm, meet us back at the cafeteria, we got another guard to off!"
The crazed throng cheered loudly one final time.
*****
One hundred miles to the North, warden Grant Rawlins lay in cum stained sheets listening as the headboard in the room next door banged against the wall as it had for four days straight. On the other side, his beautiful wife lay on her back, naked, smooth legs spread wide and pinned over the sweat-slick shoulders of serial rapist Mylo Dickenson. Her large breasts circling in harmonious rhythm each time the convict's huge cock pounded into her—his intense thrusting causing the imported mahogany backstop to hammer loudly off the drywall.
The young wife grunted each time Mylo bottomed out. It had been like this for the better part of a hundred hours since the quake and subsequent events led them to where they were now.
Where they were now was the isolated weekend getaway of the previously strong-willed couple who with each debasement by the sexual deviant were quickly approaching their breaking point. Twenty years of sexless existence for a man of Mylo's carnal appetite was being remedied in mere days—the warden's wife on the receiving end of every bit of Mylo's ceaseless vitality. Since the abduction, the rapist had been making up for lost time, artfully corrupting every inch of the young doctor's glorious body.
The warden's misery was interrupted by yet another triumphant exultation from the crazed sociopath. "That's it, hahaha, squirt on your daddy's big fuckin' cock again slut! Gimme that shit! Fuck yeah, that's another juicy one. Damn Doc—this pussy of yours—young, strung and so fuckin' full of cum!"
Grant Rollins swallowed hard as he felt like his head would explode—but before it could happen, he heard Mylo roar again.
"Get ready bitch, these big balls are about to explode!"
In the days since their abduction and unrelenting sex inflicted on his wife, the warden still hadn't come to grips with the convict's stamina. It seemed the insatiable deviant never tired or lost his desire for sex—knowing his wife was on the receiving end of the onslaught, made it nearly impossible to bear. The warden's worst nightmare was playing out minute after minute, hour after hour, and day after day.
"How in the world could this really be happening?"
His thoughts were interrupted yet again by another braggadocios wail he knew all too well.
"Oh shit bitch, here it comes! Uhn...Uhn...Uhn...Fuck...Yeah...Now I'm gonna paste them big titties too...Oh Yeah...I ain't done yet slut...Fuck...Uhn...Yeah!"
Several moments passed before the convict's blood-curdling cackle confirmed what the warden already knew.
"Hahaha...damn Doc, that gaped open slit and them sweet-ass titties look hot all coated in my spunk!"
For the next several minutes silence prevailed as countless thoughts permeated Grant Rawlins' muddled mind. He could feel drool spilling around his ball gag as he gazed at the cock cage restraining his genitals. Yellow piss stains dotted the silvery finish. His penis and testicles had been confined in the device for nearly four days straight—the discomfort now rivaling his other insufferable injuries.
In the room next door, Mylo watched in complete enjoyment as Liv Rawlins' small hands smeared his goo around her mounded D-cups.
"This is disgusting, and you are sick for getting off on it so much!" She complained defiantly.
With a cruel smile, Mylo teased, "Yeah, I'm a sick fuck alright, but you can't tell me those titties don't look good all slick and shiny like that! And make sure you get plenty on them big nipples too...uh huh just like that honey. And by the way, you shouldn't complain, I heard bull jizz is good for the skin."
"I can tell you there is absolutely no clinical evidence semen has any beneficial qualities for human skin!" She snapped.
Mylo laughed loudly before goading her further.
"Maybe they just haven't done enough research yet Doc. You and I are the perfect test case. Me having so much spunk to share and you having such nice tits to paste. I could swear your sweet-ass melons have gotten riper since they started gettin' all spermed up!"
"You're a bastard!"
"As a matter of fact, I am." He smiled proudly. "That fact must make it all the more difficult for you to accept, in addition to all that titty cream you've rubbed in, that pristine little pussy of yours hasn't stopped gushin' all over my bastard dick for four days straight!"
Liv tried to mask her embarrassment before answering.
"Just because a woman orgasms...uh...doesn't mean she enjoys it. What you are doing is 100% rape and I will make sure the authorities learn about every loathsome detail!"
Mylo laughed loud enough for the warden to hear in the room next door. "You sure you want them to know about every detail sweetheart? I mean, when they hear your little sugar slit squirted all over my Johnson in every position imaginable, they might suspect you weren't so miserable after all!"
"Oh, don't try to use that same defense you and your slimy lawyer used in your rape cases, no one's going to buy it a second time!"
Mylo enjoyed every delectable moment of banter with the warden's brilliant wife. The fact she was a renowned pediatrician and respected hospital administrator, and he a high school dropout who hadn't stepped foot outside maximum security in nearly twenty years, only heightened his delight.
Behind bars he was accustomed to inane arguments over such things as who could hock a loogie the furthest or who the next princess in the prison yard would be. Those arguments involved lifer dirtbags more illiterate than himself, not gorgeous medical professionals married to prison wardens.
It made it all the better that as they debated now, she lay naked next to him reluctantly rubbing his cream on her spectacular tits.
Fully aware he would never step foot in another courtroom, Mylo played along. "Yeah, maybe they won't buy it again Doc, but it didn't work out so bad last time. All those hot WILF's kind of blew their own cases when the videos showed them getting off on my hog...pretty much like you've been doing since we ditched that shithole lockup!" He chuckled. "And while you are correct in suggesting those sluts' orgasms didn't exonerate me from the rape wrap, when the videos showed them getting off, it certainly put doubt in the jury's mind!"
Liv cringed, as despite his intolerable boasts, she knew he wasn't far off track—her mind suddenly filled with recollections of all the mind-blowing orgasms she'd experienced on his massive dick. Nevertheless, she tried to put up a believable defense.
"You are so full of yourself. Just because you have an...um...large penis, you think women prefer that over loving experiences with their husbands or significant others. You are incapable of understanding there is a mental component to intimacy that is every bit as important and desired for women as the physical part. You could never make me feel like I do when Grant makes love to me."
Mylo kept a straight face.
Despite what she claimed, he knew no amount of mental or spiritual richness could bring her anywhere near the kind of ecstasy she had experienced on his big dick. While it had been twenty years since his heydey, he hadn't forgotten what it was like to bring a reluctant woman to life-changing orgasms for the first time. The warden's wife had been like the poster child for that accomplishment ever since he'd first bent her over her husband's desk. As much as she detested what he did to her, her loins betrayed her every time he sunk deep into her spectacular body. He had literally fucked her into another world these past four days.
"You can keep telling yourself that Doc, but since your hubby's little thing remains in that cage and you aren't getting the mental intimacy you desire, I guess you're stuck with this!" He joked as he gripped his fat dick and flopped it around. "Speaking of the little hubby, I should probably go check on him."
"Please let me go this time, I've hardly seen him in the past 24 hours and I'm sure he could use some assistance...I promise I won't do anything to undermine you!"
Another toothy smile formed on Mylo's face.
"I really like it when you beg Doc, and maybe I'll let you see him in a bit, but me and the big guy have a few things to discuss first." He replied before retrieving the handcuffs from the nightstand. "Put it up here..."
A look of defeat washed across her face before she reluctantly let him fasten her wrist to the headboard.
"That a girl, I'll be back in a while. Meanwhile, keep rubbing my jizz around those amazing boobs—maybe it'll provide a little relief for all those bites and hickey's!" Mylo cackled loudly as he exited the bed and headed towards the door.
Liv gave him a "fuck you" stare but bit her tongue. She watched as he exited the room, his long cock flopping from side to side.
*****
Moments later, the naked image of the escaped sex offender entered Grant Rawlins' peripheral vision—an ear-to-ear smile already plastered on the sociopath's sweat-slick, reddened face.
"Hey chief, how's it hangin?" The convict teased as he strolled into the room, irony dripping from his unsympathetic comments aimed at the warden's caged genitalia, while the man's wife's cum dripped from his horse cock.



Satisfaction pulsed through the rapist as he observed the helpless warden wallowing in his miserable situation. The man who had made his life a living hell for the past six years was now multiple days into his own desolation. But despite his loathing, Mylo had to give him credit. The warden's physical situation combined with the knowledge of what he had done with the asshole's stunning wife, would have killed some men by now.
Mylo walked up to where Grant sat on the edge of his bed. A four-day growth shrouded the warden's typically clean-shaven face—his oily hair an unkept mess. Large strands of drool dripped from his gagged mouth, while his bloodshot eyes evidenced his lack of sleep and drug-infused diet.
"Damn bro, you look like shit!"
The warden stared back at him, hatred on his face, good arm still cuffed to the boundary cable surrounding his bed.
"In spite of your current situation, you're a lucky man chief! That wife of yours is something else. I have to say, I still don't understand how a piece of shit like you ever landed a grade-a piece-of-ass like that! But who am I to understand women? I was never married and the women who raised me were a bunch of slutty whores. But your wife...for the most part, she's nothing like them. She's smart as fuck, she's classy, and she clearly has a defiant independence I really like. I bet it's a bitch for you to ever to win an argument with her." He winked. "But of course, I win every one!"
Grant's eyes narrowed.
"But you know what's funny chief?"
The warden swallowed hard, fearful of what the lunatic would say next.
"Despite all her attributes, the slut is just like the rest of them in one way!" Mylo smirked as he gripped his long dick and waved it front of the warden's face.
"They all will do anything for this!"
The warden lunged at the criminal, spit and sweat splattering all around when the cable stifled his advance.
Mylo didn't flinch, instead a nauseating grin formed on his face.
"You know chief she tried to convince me I could never make her feel like you do when the two of you make love. Maybe that's true. But when she told me that, all I could think about was how she begged and called me "daddy" while I pounded her doggy and spanked the fuck out of that sweet little ass of hers! I bet you heard it through the wall...huh daddy?"
Rawlins seethed in anger while Mylo erupted in laughter yet again. The psychopath stood and turned towards the door.
"If it makes you feel any better chief, she doesn't usually transform into a total slut until I get her all fucked-up. Unfortunately for you, she's been constantly wasted, and I have enough drugs and booze to do it every single day for a month. On that note, we need to have a little family meeting and disperse some more pain meds."
"Your wife has certainly earned a treasure trove!"
*****
Back in the master bedroom, despite her disappointment at the criminal's denial of her request to check on her husband, Liv Rawlins gained a little respite in the fact he was finally out of bed. She didn't think she could handle anymore sex for a while.
Despite being in great shape, every muscle in her body hurt from holding unaccustomed positions for so long. Her lower back sore from being face down, ass up for hours. Her hamstrings strained from being constantly behind her ears. She could feel the sting of burns on her knees from being in the worship position so often. Her neck stiff from extending backwards over the side of the bed every time he pushed himself deep into her throat. Her nipples ached from rough treatment—especially the jagged teeth of the nipple clamps. Her overworked pussy still not fully accustomed to its resizing. And of course, her ass in constant pain from the spankings—but more so from having had her rectal virginity taken and reamed each day by his enormous penis.
However, despite his physical departure, everything else about him was still with her. She could smell, taste, and feel his presence as she lay naked in the large bed—his masculine essence never dissipated from her senses.
Over the past ninety-six hours, she had been prodded and directed to lick and suck nearly every square inch of his muscular body. From all ten fingers and toes, to his ear lobes, to the skin between his scrotum and rectum which he joyously referred to as his taint—she had used her lips and tongue to indulge his tireless desires.
Every one of those scents and textures were now ingrained in her senses—but nothing more galvanized in her total awareness than his huge cock.
Of course, nothing had been in her mouth more either.
The first night at the campground she'd taken him in her throat before he painted her face and breasts following the overwhelming titty fuck. A couple of his frenzied spurts found their way into her open mouth, giving her the first taste of his masculine saltiness.
Now four days later, she knew exactly how it tasted—how hot and thick it was—and how damn much there was each time he erupted. The past two days she'd come closer to swallowing it all, but it certainly wasn't easy. First thing this morning had been especially difficult when he'd flipped her into a sixty-nine and used his devilish tongue to bring her to a toe-curling climax just as he filled her throat.
To her amazement, just like the other days, his ejaculation did little to stem his uncompromising libido. With remnants of his cum still fresh in her mouth, Mylo positioned her on all fours and took her from behind like he hadn't had sex in a week.
This was the position he clearly preferred, and the one she found herself in constantly.
Liv wasn't a stranger to doggy-style sex, and if pressed, would probably admit it was her favorite position too. But what she had known sex-from-behind to be previously, was nothing like the deep animalistic mating Mylo Dickenson inflicted on her. Whether on her hands, elbows or with her face planted against the sheets, time and again, his veiny cock assaulted pleasure places she never knew existed while he pounded her from the rear.
In addition, his active hands further dissolved her ability to resist.
Aggressive spanks of her ass, tweaks of her sensitive nipples, or fingers in her ass, challenged her resistance each time. And while she attempted to convince him otherwise, Mylo's tactics, combined with the drugs and booze eventually exposed the sex-loving tigress only her husband and a couple of other lovers had known previously.
As the young doctor now lay in the damp sheets listening to the heavy rain still falling outside, she gazed down at her semen-slickened breasts. She wondered how and when this madness would finally stop. The young wife could feel the sex offender's seed oozing from between her legs too, and as she did so, she did some mental math—calculations she hadn't done in years.
It had been a very long time since Liv Rawlins had spent even a moment thinking about when her fertile cycle would begin.
*****
A half hour later...
"Okay Titties, since you've been such a good slut these past twenty-four hours, I'm gonna reward you with a special treat!" Mylo tossed her egg-shaped vibrator up and caught it in the palm of his hand. A shit-eating grin already on his face as he entered the room.
A nervous expression came to hers.
"I bet that sugar pussy of yours would love to get a little secondary enjoyment when it's not squirtin' all over my hog? Huh Doc?"
"Please no more My...I mean Mr. Dickenson. We've been having so much sex, I can't take that too!"
"Oh, is that right? Personally, I don't think there's any limit to how much pleasure that slut slit of yours can take, but if you say so, I guess I'll have to stick it up the warden's ass instead!" Mylo turned and started towards the door.
"Wait...wait!" She screamed in a panic. "I don't want it, but please don't do that to him. That cage is already torture enough!"
"Torture? Don't forget sweetheart, I found it in your kink box. He must like wearing it or why else would it be in there in the first place?"
"Not for four days straight!"
"But he does like it? Tell me sugar, do you make him wear it while you and the U.P.S. guy get it on in front of him?"
An appalling scowl filled her face. "No!"
"Okay, then when does he wear it?"
Her expression slowly morphed into one of embarrassment. "Sometimes he does when we...uh...watch, you know...videos."
Mylo howled. "So, let me get this straight Doc, you slip on the big boss' cage when you two watch porn. What do you do while his lil' peepee is locked up?"
"It's not little, I wish you would stop saying that!"
"Oh yeah, okay." He grinned, "What do you do when the monster is caged?"
Following an exasperated frown, she answered sheepishly. "I...uh...sometimes play with toys and stuff."
"Yeah bitch! Now we're getting somewhere—why does that not surprise me? That brings us back to this little gem." He tossed the egg up again. "You can't convince me you don't want it. Knowing that horny hole of yours, I bet you can't keep enough batteries in the house!"
The young wife glared.
"Why don't you go grab one of your tubes of lube from the kink box." He directed.
She started to object but realized it wouldn't do any good. Liv slowly rose from the bed and made her way across the room. Mylo watched as her spectacular ass cheeks jiggled just below her short babydoll.
On her way, Liv tried to come to grips with the thought of more sexual stimulation so soon. This man was relentless. In all her years of medical training, research, and field experience, she had never been exposed to anyone like him. His stamina was unyielding. He had demanded sex from her nearly every hour of the day they weren't eating, drinking, or doing drugs—and of course, they had done it while doing those things too.
But as she dug through the kink box, the thought she couldn't shake was how her body had responded to his interminable demands. He'd been sexually starved for nearly two decades—but for God sakes, her traitorous body had actually kept up with him.
Now, despite her abhorrence for what he forced her to do, she felt the familiar stirring she'd experienced so many times over the past four days. Her skin felt sensitive to the touch, her nipples hard and slickness formed between her thighs.
With the lube tube in hand, she stole a glance in the mirror. In spite of the fact she hadn't showered or made herself up, she noticed a certain radiance she hadn't expected at all. She shook her head before leaving the room.
Liv crossed her master suite and approached the bed, Mylo sat with his head elevated by pillows. He ogled her from head to toe as his long cock lay dangerously across his thigh. He admired the sexy little patch between her legs—it looked good enough to eat.
"Actually, change of plans Doc. We're gonna do this the old-fashioned way." He held up a pair of cuffs. "Crawl up here and join me!"
"Why? This slippery stuff should work for what you want to do." She answered, concern in her voice.
"Yeah Doc, but I got something better in mind!"
She'd seen that look before. Liv moved nervously up on the bed and put a wrist up near the headboard. Mylo quickly fastened it before retrieving another set and attaching the other one.
"Why are you doing this? The jell works just..."
Before she could finish, Mylo spread her thighs and buried his face between her legs.
"Oh...uhn. Please...uhn...don't." She whined.
Mylo inhaled deeply—he instantly felt blood flowing to his cock. He loved the scent and taste of her sweet pussy. He trapped a small tuft of her silky pubes between his front teeth and pulled—she shrieked in pain and surprise.
"I love me a little grass on the playing field Doc!" He brought his thumb up and traveled the path from her clit through her little landing strip—he did it again...and again until he ultimately followed the same heavenly route with his fat tongue.
"Ohh...Ohh," she moaned quietly.
Mylo had previously discovered she loved this little maneuver—now he did it over and over. He could see her rigid stomach muscles tighten on each pass, highlighting the perfection of her mounded orbs. He used two long fingers to spread her glistening pussy lips, exposing her juices already pooling in her heavenly crevice.
Unfortunately, so were remnants of his own discharge. He scooped up what he could of the viscous cream and slid up her body. "Open up Doc."
She was lost in the moment. Her languid eyes opened. "Huh...wait...what?"
"Stick out your tongue. I'm no homo...this paste ain't my thing."
"Why would I want to..."
"Stick it out now!"
Still surprised and confused, she did as he instructed.
Mylo brought his fingers up and held them above her mouth. A large dollop of their combined juices splashed on her extended digit. "Swallow that!"
She hesitated again before following his orders.
"Now open up and suck off the rest." He commanded before bringing his slippery fingers near her lips.
The warden's wife spread her lips.
"I'm not bringing it to you, my hand's right here, come get it."
As Liv leaned forward, he pulled it away, forcing her to follow it with her mouth. She didn't like the game, but she was in a weird place. Only moments before, she found herself in a pleasure zone she hadn't wanted to stop—now she ashamedly wanted to get back there again. If sucking their mixed cum off his fingers made him restart, it was a small price to pay.
"I'll suck it off if you stop moving..." she whined.
"Hahaha, I knew it!" He smeared their sexual slurry around her lips before sinking them inside.
She made quiet sucking sounds while slurping it down.
"That a girl, now where was I?" Mylo exclaimed as he moved back between her heavenly thighs. He dipped his long tongue in for a taste. "Mmm...that's the tasty pussy I love!" The sex offender then dove back in.
She squealed with delight despite her efforts not to. He lapped up her juices before flicking her fat labia with his fluttering tongue.
She grunted, "Uhn...God...no...no...pllleeeaasse don't."
Mylo knew her mouth said one thing, but her pussy felt something else. He circled his lips around it and sucked on her married bump. The swollen nub happily unveiled itself from its silky hiding place.
"Ohhh...Uhhh...Fuhhh..." she gasped.
"FUCK THAT'S GOOD!" He shouted before smacking his lips like a starving man. "What do you think Doc?"
"Ple...please don't...uhn."
"Please don't what sweetheart? Stop?" Mylo teased before tongue-fucking her tender hole while reaching up and tweaking one of her big swollen nipples.
"Oh...jeez...uhn...n...n...no."
Despite the words coming out of her mouth, it didn't take long before Mylo could feel her sexy hips making tiny undulations against his mouth.
"Why...oh God...do you keep doing...this?"
"You mean this? Mylo blurted before rolling her hips backward and burying his tongue in the warden's wife's asshole.
"Oh God...jesus...fuh!" She whined.
Liv had never experienced a lot of anal stimulation prior to this man's trespassing's. Her husband had touched her there on occasion and had begged her for anal sex, but she'd always said 'no'.
Mylo didn't give her any choice.
The first night, the feelings she'd experienced when he licked and fingered her ass, were a pleasure epiphany. Eventually, he broke her down to the point she hardly objected when he pushed his fat cock in her stimulated sphincter. It had been incredibly painful the first time, but surprisingly, aside from the spankings, he wasn't too aggressive until she got accustomed to it.
After that, he literally fucked the shit out of her hot little hole.
Juice now streamed down from her pussy as his unrelenting tongue circled her dilated rim. Despite her best efforts, her inability to control her reactions exposed her ecstasy. It didn't take long before she knew he would make her cum.
Mylo knew it too.
"You like it when I lick your ass slut?"
She bit her lower lip and lied. "Uhh...no...uhn...I don't lll...like any of it."
"Oh, is that right slut? You could have fooled me!" He teased before sinking his long tongue deep in her ass again.
"Ohhh...uhn...uhn."
"For someone who doesn't like it, you sure seem to cum a lot when I eat your ass!"
"You're a bastard...uhhh...mmm...fuck."
Mylo laughed. They both knew she was on her way to another climax, but before she could get there, the deviant slipped his devilish digit back between his lips and pulled away.
"No...I...I mean...fff...finally!" Liv cried as her wiggling ass attempted to reconnect with his mouth.
A juice-covered smile spread across Mylo's face as he reached for the egg. The heartless offender masterfully glided it along her slit and down to her puckered starfish, getting it all wet and slippery in the process.
Liv Rawlins grunted, trying her best to mask her desire for more.
Mylo moved the toy to her swollen lips and pressed it between them until the sphere popped inside.
She let out a moan, "Ohhhh...ohhhh...God!"
"Better than the lube, huh Doc?"
Liv's hips rotated ever so slightly, unconsciously begging to scratch that ecstasy itch her captor had ignited yet again.
"I...I...hate you," she grunted while trying to catch her breath. "These things you are doing to me are just...just...wrong!"
"Wrong? I could swear they were right! I mean you were just grinding your married hole against my face a few seconds ago sweetheart!"
"You know what I mean!" She answered breathlessly. "And I'm not your sweetheart."
"Okay, let's see if I can make it up to you!" Mylo chuckled as he retrieved the remote and quickly flicked the switch to low.
A guttural grunt escaped the embattled wife's lips as the egg whirred to life.
*****
An hour later...
Mylo led the warden into the master bedroom—a place he hadn't been in several days. The room looked different now. He and Liv always kept the house, including the master suite, looking and smelling immaculate.
It wasn't like that now.
A dozen lingerie items, high-heeled shoes, beer cans, food plates and sex toys were strewn about. The bed covers lay crumpled haphazardly on the floor. The large room reeked of sex, booze and marijuana. An interracial porn flick blared from the large TV across from the bed.
His beautiful wife lay with both wrists cuffed to the headboard of their marital bed. She wore one of his favorite lingerie pieces which currently had a large wet spot on the silky fabric between her legs.
In their 7+ years of marriage, Grant had never seen her look like she did at that moment.
Liv lay helplessly bound, perspiration covering her skin, high-heeled feet pressed against the satin sheets, mouth filled with a matching ball-gag to the one adorning his face. Her nipples were stone hard and more than half of her left areola was exposed. The typically unblemished pink circle glowed bright red from a fresh hickey.
Yet despite the ball-gag, her husband couldn't help noticing a guilt-filled expression on her face.
"Ah, together again like one big family!" Mylo's grating voice interrupted. "Actually Dad, I have to come clean, us kids have been doing some naughty things in here!"
The sex offender glanced back and forth between them for effect before he spoke again.
"I thought it time we all got cleaned up a bit. Lord knows stinky here needs a shower and his cage cleaned, and wifey is a sweaty mess from all the...uh...kids play." Mylo winked at her in a way that conveyed to them both what he really meant.
He continued. "Now I'm going to be a good dad and let you kids climb into the shower together. Unfortunately for you chief, you're going to have to keep your yummy red apple imbedded—but I'm going to let little miss wet-spot have hers out for a bit. I'm testing her to see whether she'll brag about all the dirty fun the two of us have had. But being the caring guy I am chief, I'm going to let her remove your dick jail for a few minutes. That said, no hanky-panky between you two, I'll be watching."



Mylo grabbed the egg remote off the table.
"Speaking of your old lady shit-for-brains, undoubtedly, you've noticed a little...er...maybe not so little...dark spot on her nighty. I'll let you in on a secret—the lady Doc is currently enjoying a little me time with her egg buddy. Of course, as you might expect, her favorite convict is managing her level of fun!" Mylo chimed proudly as he held up the remote. "It's a hard job chief, but someone's got to do it. But based on the effect it's having on her stained babydoll, it looks like I've done a pretty good job so far! Wouldn't ya say?"
Grant's eyes narrowed in the lunatic's direction.
Mylo paid no attention. "Right now, she's on a low buzz, but I'm sure at some point she'll earn something more. Don't you agree sweetheart?"
She glared at him venomously.
"Okay, let's make sure we all understand the ground rules. I'm going to let the Doc have use of her hands. Chief, I don't trust you won't do something stupid, so you don't get the same liberties. Titties here can remove your cage in the shower and clean you up. But if either of you tries anything crazy or tries to remove your gag, just know I have no issue breaking your other arm and remaining good ribs assfuck! Do you understand me?"
They stared at the convict without response.
"Answer me!" He shouted.
The Rawlins' both quickly nodded their heads in agreement.
"Okay, I'm going to take the big guy into the shower first for you honey. You wait here and have a good buzz till I get back!" He teased before slightly increasing the intensity level on the remote.
Liv gasped just loud enough for both men to hear.
Mylo smiled an ear-to-ear grin before roughly prodding the warden towards the john. "Something tells me she'll be okay chief!"
Once in the large bathroom, the convict moved Liv's makeup chair inside the oversized shower and instructed the warden to sit. Mylo cuffed his good arm to the chair. "Stay right here motherfucker! If you try anything, you're going to wish your shoulder and ribs felt as good as they do right now. You understand me?"
Grant stared at him through bloodshot eyes before sluggishly nodding.
"Good, I'll be back in a jiff you fuckin' piece-of-shit!" Mylo exclaimed before squeezing the warden's broken collar bone.
A muffled scream sounded from somewhere deep in his captive's throat.
Meanwhile back in the bedroom, the vibrating egg buzzed ruthlessly inside the doctor's over-stimulated pussy. She could feel more slippery wetness dripping between her thighs. It had been more than an hour since the bastard had pushed the egg inside her.
Over that time, Mylo had manipulated the intensity of the egg's vibrations while edging her bound body with toys from her own kink box—her nipples and clitoris taking the brunt of his cruel manipulations.
While the egg worked from within, the deranged criminal buzzed her clit, alternating between the slick silver vibrator and the maniacal bullet. Her erratic breathing and desperate body movements had intensified while saliva beads formed around her gag.
Eventually Mylo shifted his efforts to her amazing tits. He teased and tickled her stiff nipples with the silky tips of the feathers before evilly dragging the teeth of the diamond studded clamps across them. Her eyes had widened and she'd shaken her head in fear when the nipple clamps appeared. Tears has spilled down her cheeks before blinking in relief when he finally relented and went back to pleasuring her clit with the enthusiastic toys.
The triumvirate of vibrators had conspired to nearly drive her out of her mind.
Mylo enjoyed every intoxicating second. He knew if the sexy wife's mouth weren't gagged, she would have begged him to let her cum. Instead, he brought her to the edge at least a half-dozen times, only to pull back each time, leaving her whimpering.
Capping the intensity, one of she and Grant's favorite interracial porn videos played from the large TV in front of the bed.
Liv's ability to control any aspect of her situation had quickly slipped away. Mylo had kept her mind and body so occupied between the sheets and the vices, she had found very little time to consider any type of plan to get them out of this. She hoped Grant had, but she also knew his injuries and the constant flow of drugs had undoubtedly sapped his mental capacities too.
Even as she lay isolated contemplating their situation, the young wife found it difficult to concentrate on anything other than the feeling between her legs...and the porn. On the TV, a muscled black man slammed his big cock into a large-breasted blonde girl in a hotel room while her husband attended a business meeting across town. Liv had seen the video before, and each time had wondered what it would be like to have sex with such an endowed man. She'd had a couple of larger boyfriends in her life, but never anyone like the hung porn actor.
Until four days ago.
Mylo was every bit as long and certainly thicker than the actor who pounded the cute wife on the video into another world.
Now, despite feelings of guilt, the sexual torture caused by the toy buzzing inside her made Liv wish she could get to the same place as the porn actress. Unfortunately, her torturous captor had set the vibration level to a pleasure plateau where any further stimulation would put her over the edge—but without it, she wallowed in a desire/torment realm that had her gasping and moving her hips in desperation.
Mylo reappeared. "Damn Doc, look at that hot blonde cumming all over that BBC! I bet you wish you were creaming on that big black cock right now!" The escapee smiled as he observed a purposeful slowing of her gyrations. "Unfortunately sweetheart, you're gonna have to wait before you get some more big cock—cuz right now you need to clean up the warden's little tool. Oh shit, my bad, I'm not supposed to call it that." He joked.
She glared.
"Time to get you up honey, you could probably stand to be upright for a bit. I know how much fun you've been having in this bed, but too much time on your back, hands and knees could lead to bed sores I suppose, huh Doc?"
The ruthless agitator released her wrists from the headboard, he scooped her up and brought her to her feet. She walked unsteadily on wobbly legs towards the bathroom.
The warden sat in the shower helplessly staring at his wife as the lunatic led her into the room. The large wet spot on the front of her lingerie had grown significantly. The Rawlins', both still wearing ball gags, made eye contact. The desperation of their situation painfully clear on their faces.
"Okay babe, let's get these clothes off so you can join him in there. But before we do, let me remove this—this amazing mouth shouldn't be stuffed all the time."
After Mylo released her gag, Liv stiffened and squeezed her eyes closed as his fingers slipped inside the thin shoulder straps of her lingerie. From behind her, the cruel offender stared directly into the eyes of the tortured warden and slipped the babydoll straps from her shoulders. Mylo purposefully extended the process reminding his enemy who controlled every aspect of the situation, including when and if his wife wore clothes.
He slipped the garment from her shoulders and deliberately allowed gravity to expose inch after inch of her amazing breasts. When her large nipples came into view, the warden's eyes widened when he saw how many hickeys and bite marks dotted her typically pristine surfaces.
"Sugar, that shower is going to sting a little when these sweet titties get wet, but don't worry, I'll do my best to take care of them later!" Mylo winked at the warden as he wrapped his big hands around her perfect D-cups.
Liv held her breath and looked away as Mylo gently squeezed. "Fuck chief, they don't make 'em better than this!" He teased before pinching both nipples, pulling back, and slapping her hard on the ass. She shrieked from the surprise and pain.
"Okay babe, time to climb in there and clean up that gross piece-of-shit!"
Liv stepped over the threshold and stared at her beleaguered husband, concern on her face. Some blood had bled through the bandage around his head.
"Honey, how are you feeling?"
Grant nodded gallantly, trying to ease his wife's fears.
She observed the black and blue skin around his crushed ribs and wrecked shoulder, especially around the displaced bone protruding from his broken clavicle.
Liv turned her head in Mylo's direction. "You know the longer that bone goes without surgery, the more likely he will never fully have use of that arm."
"Too bad for him. I guess he'll have to learn how to jack-off with his other hand!" Mylo laughed without compassion.
Liv shook her head.
"Do you have the key to this?" She asked, pointing to her husband's cock cage.
"Oh shit, I almost forgot. Let me grab it." He answered before heading back into the room.
She immediately turned to her husband and whispered. "I love you so much, please remain strong despite what this monster is doing to us. We'll find a way out of this!"
His eyes widened and he nodded aggressively, trying to show her she wasn't in this alone.
"I promise you it doesn't matter how much sex we have or how many times he makes me...uh...orgasm or whatever, I'll just deal with it, but I won't stop trying to find a way to get us out of this!" She planted little kisses around his face.
"Wait...did she really just say 'It doesn't matter how many times we have sex or how many times he makes her cum?" Grant asked himself. "Fuck...she acknowledged it like it's just part of the process!"
Mylo reentered the room and handed her the key. "Did you tell him about all the fun we've had titties?"
The young wife ignored his comments before unlocking the device and carefully removing it. Purple rub marks surrounded the warden's genitals.
"Oh fuck chief, that looks fucking painful!" Mylo shouted. "That's why I would never wear one of those motherfucking things. But I guess it ain't so bad for you, the wifey told me you like to wear it when you watch porn together and she plays with her toys!"
Grant's eyes popped as he glared at his wife, amazed she had told him.
She lowered hers in embarrassment.
Meanwhile, Mylo ogled her sexy body as the warm shower water poured over it. He adjusted the vibrator slightly higher and watched as her eyes closed and her head tilted back.
After gaining her composure, the doctor removed her husband's head bandages and observed his wound. To her relief, it didn't appear to be infected. She filled her hand with shampoo before rubbing it into his greasy hair. She spent the next few minutes cleaning him as best she could from his sitting position. She was especially cautious around his injuries.
Finally, Mylo spoke up. "That's good enough, he's just gonna piss himself again anyway! Now it's your turn honey."
"He isn't capable of washing me."
"It ain't his fuckin job anymore!" Mylo growled as he dropped his boxers and stepped inside.
Despite his best efforts, Grant couldn't help looking at the lunatic's massive cock as it hung not far from his face. He grunted his vehemence and pulled on his restraints when one of the rapist's muscled arms circled his wife's waist.
Mylo slapped him across the back of his head. "Sit there and shut the fuck up or I'll go get that fireplace poker and stick it up your ass! I'm just gonna give her a nice little bath to clean off all that sweat and bodily fluids!"
Liv pleaded. "Please don't do this, let me do it myself..."
"Oh, come on babe, it's the least I can do for all that bathing your sweet slit has given this fucker." He joked as he gripped his dick and waved it in front of the warden.
"Please don't."
He ignored her pleas as he reached for the soap and lathered his hands. He stood behind her shower-slickened body while they both faced the warden. Mylo's large hands went immediately to her spectacular tits. He rubbed and squeezed them as he stared sadistically into the prison leader's reddened face.
Again, Grant pulled at his restraints, but he was powerless to do anything about it.
Liv did her best to keep from crying as for the next several minutes the deranged criminal's hands worked over her luscious body directly in front of her husband.
"Okay Doc my turn. Soap up them little digits and clean my pole!"
"Please...not here...not now." She complained.
"Yes, right here, right now!"
Liv stared apologetically at Grant before filling her hand with soap and slowly reaching down and gripping Mylo's semi-hard cock.
The convict groaned his approval. "That a girl, just like we practiced, you know how I like it!"
The sex offender was in his special place—the entire situation was like sexual chocolate to him. "Fuck...uhn...yeah, that feels good slut!" He weaved one of his big hands in her hair. "You know they say doctors have the softest hands chief...fuck that's no myth! Your wife's little grippers feel so fuckin' good stroking my dick!"
Before long Mylo was fully stiff.
As much as the warden tried not to look, it was impossible not to watch his wife's demur fingers sliding up and down the lunatic's veiny cock.
Mylo eventually pulled his dick from her grasp and moved directly behind. He rubbed the fat head up and down her deep ass crack.
Liv held her breath, not knowing exactly what he had in mind, but acutely aware anything was possible with this man. She could read the unbearable anguish on her husband's face as Mylo pushed his rigid penis between her legs. She resisted until he gripped her hair, pulled backwards and menacingly instructed her to spread her legs. Again she hesitated, but when she finally relented, his massive cock thrusted forward and availed itself to the warden on the other side.
Grant's first thought was the large slit at the tip looked like an evil cyclops staring at him.
Liv grunted as the veiny surface pushed across her already stimulated clit. The egg still buzzed away at her g-spot and now this was happening. Mylo pulled back before sliding forward again, drawing another reluctant gasp from the tormented wife.
"Pl...please...don...don't do this...ugh."
"Shit honey...you told me before you didn't want us to have sex in front of your husband. So, being a caring guy, I'm heeding your request...no penetration!" He joked as his rhythm increased and his cock head began to swell.
"You're...uhhh...evil!" She spat between uneven breaths. Despite this taking place directly in front of her loving husband, Liv knew she wouldn't be able to control her traitorous body. After the stimulation in bed and now the combination of the vibrator and his rutting penis abusing her clit, she already knew he would eventually bring her to climax.
Mylo knew it too.
The warden's stomach churned as the horrific scene played out in front of him. He had never felt more inadequate in his life. The rapist lunatic treated his wife like a cheap whore and there was nothing he could do about it. The fat cock mocked him each time it appeared from between his wife's legs.
Meanwhile, something unimaginably worse was happening.
"Hahaha...looky there sweetheart, hubby's tool is gettin' all stiff watchin' us!" Mylo laughed. "I bet after having that cage on for so long, he could get hard just having water running over it. But he is clearly enjoying the show, aren't you chief?"
Liv's eyes widened when she saw her husband hardening.
Grant shook his head frantically trying his best to convince her his stiffness wasn't driven by arousal, but rather an unconscious reaction to a sex act taking place right in front of him.
Liv knew from her medical training Grant probably had no control over his reaction, but it made for an awkward situation nonetheless—especially as Mylo's callous commentary intensified.
"Shit baby, I think he wants to watch you cum all over it!"
Again, Grant shook his head desperately.
Mylo reached around and tweaked her already rock-hard nipples. "C'mon Doc let's give him what he wants!"
"Ugh...noooo...please stop..." she whined. She could feel the orgasm intensifying deep inside her loins and she was powerless to do anything about it.
Mylo increased his pace, making sure the swollen head and full length of his veiny shaft strafed her swollen clit on each powerful thrust forward towards her husband.
Unintelligible objections sounded from deep in the warden's throat as his wife's breathing became ragged. Mylo's large hands gripped her hips as he claimed more control of her luscious body. His cock now pistoning between her legs at a blurring pace.
Liv couldn't hold back any longer as her teary eyes contacted her husband. She mouthed the words, "I'm sorry," just before she squeezed them shut and elevated to her toes. She became perfectly still before the first squirt gushed from her pussy and splattered all over Mylo's cock. It was followed by several more before the convict roared and a thick semen rope erupted from the large eye and streaked across the warden's chest. Mylo held her tightly as he ejaculated time and again, covering her husband's naked torso with thick globs of cum before their convergent climaxes finally subsided.
When it was over, the three of them paused, taking in the incredulous scene.
Mylo's vile cackle broke the silence. "Damn, this shit just keeps getting better and better! How's it feel to be bathed in my jizz chief? I have to admit, you look good in white! Hahaha."
Mylo leaned in close and whispered in the young wife's ear. "Honey, squeeze these big balls and get out the last of my remnants."
Liv was still trying to catch her breath. Her first thought was to grip and squeeze his balls so tightly they would burst, but she quickly let that notion dissolve from her mind. She reluctantly gripped his softening cock with one hand and lifted it up so she could access his nuts. Her small fingers massaged them one at a time, milking the last of the gruel to the tip of his long dick.
Mylo groaned his approval before taking his cock from her and slapping it against the warden's leg, splashing the last of his sperm on his enemy's injured knee.
As he stepped out of the shower he turned and said, "Towel him off!"
"After we shower again, right?"
"Absolutely not! You are clean as a daisy, and you got the general stink off him—my cream will be good for his skin. You of all people should know that! If I were you, I'd start with rubbing some around his genitals, those sores look painful."
The warden fought against his restraints, his face boiled red with rage.
"Actually Doc, on second thoughts you should probably smear some around his face too, maybe it'll help with the redness!" Mylo laughed loudly as he dried himself off with one of Grant's monogrammed body towels. He made sure to use the section with the warden's embroidered initials to dry off his long, limp cock and recently drained balls.
*****
Anaconda Jones sat at the warden's large desk puffing away at his third cigar of the day while lustfully staring at Liv Rawlins' big tits in the framed photos. "Damn, I hope my niggers find this bitch, otherwise I'm gonna kick all you motherfuckers out of here and bust a nut all over one of these pictures. I still can't believe that piece-of-shit warden got himself some sweet-ass pussy like that!"
The remaining throng surrounding him erupted in laughter.
Moments later the door swung open and Wishbone Washington and several of his men escorted Kenny "Snitchy" Sweeney into the room.
"That's not who I wanted to see you leading in here Wish!"
"I know Snake, there was no sign of the warden, his wife, or the rapist. But we did find Snitchy, and I think he has some information you might want to hear!"
"I should have known they would find you hiding out somewhere Snitchy. Okay, lay it on me, what is this information I'm going to want to hear?"



The balding white child molester spoke with a harelip induced lisp. "Thnake, you know information coth thomething around here, I..."
Jones cut him off. "Snitchy either you tell me everything you know right now or I'm gonna stick a big black cock so far up your ass it'll come out your mouth and fix that Goddam lisp once and for all! But if you do actually provide me something of value, I got a couple of the warden's Cuban's for you..."
Snitchy Sweeney knew Anaconda Jones well enough to know he wasn't fucking around. "Okay...okay...Thnake. After the firth quake..."
Jones interrupted him again. "Wish, did he already tell you all this?"
"Yep boss."
"Then you relay the story, I can't stand listening to this perv talk any more than I have to. Snitchy, you can fill in the blanks if I need any further confirmation. In the meantime, stand there and keep your fuckin' mouth closed!""
Everyone in the room laughed except Snitchy Sweeney.
Wishbone started, "Snitchy said after the first quake, the laundry warehouse where he worked was literally shaken to the ground. He worked on the swing shift that night. He said he saw a bunch of dead dudes...guards and inmates smashed like fuck when the roof collapsed."
Jones glanced over at Snitchy whose nodding head confirmed what Wishbone said.
"Anyway, he was able to squeeze out of an opening in one of the exterior walls, but instead of heading towards the cafeteria, he went the other direction towards the administrative building hoping there might be a clearer path towards escape. But when he came to that barred fence next to the edge of the service road, he found it to still be intact. He walked along it in both directions looking for an opening."
"Is this all true Snitchy, you better not be blowing smoke up my ass!"
"Yeth, ith true Thnake...I tharted..."
"That's enough you little fuck...carry on Wish."
"Eventually, while he walked back towards the administration building, he saw three people exit the structure. He ducked down so he wouldn't be seen and watched. He saw two men and a woman."
Jones glanced at Snitchy who simply nodded this time.
"He said one of the men held a gun on the other two. The woman helped the other dude walk, he was apparently really fucked up from some kind of injuries. Snitchy said he could see a bandage wrapped around the man's head."
"What happened next?"
"As they got closer, Snitchy recognized the dude with the gun as Mylo Dickenson. At first, he didn't recognize the other man nor did he know who the woman was, but he said she looked hot as fuck even though she wore an oversized man's shirt."
A huge grin came to Snitchy's face as he held his hands out like he was gripping a huge set of tits on his own chest. "Thnake, I don't know who that bith wuth, but she had some great legth and big aath knockerth on her!"
"That was the warden and his smokin' hot wife Snitch!" Jones shouted as he held up one of the framed photos of the warden and his wife together.
Snitchy's eyes got huge before a creepy smile formed on his face. "Fuck thath her alright! Thath the bith I thaw! Damn thee ith HOT!"
Wishbone continued. "So Snitchy sees them load up into what was probably the Warden's SUV and drive down the service road towards auxiliary gate. He lost sight of them when they went around the first building.
"So, you don't know if they made it out of the facility?" Jones quizzed the pervert.
"Thnake, I couldn't thee anything elth. I walked along that fenth for probably another twenty minuth before that big afterthock hit. It wuth followed by a huge explothon out towarth the back guard gate!"
"You didn't see anything else?"
"Nope, now where are my thigars Thnake?"
"Snitchy, that was actually helpful information you provided, here take these and get the fuck out of here!" Jones said as he handed two large Cuban's to the little white creeper who reminded him of a character named Rumpelstiltskin from a story his grandma used to read him when he was a kid.
After Sweeney departed, Jones turned in Wishbone's direction. "I don't think he made that up. You?"
"Nah Snake, I didn't give him any hints or details, so what he claims makes sense. The big question is, did they actually make it out?"
Jones responded. "The warden could obviously get them through the checkpoints, the question is the guard gate. Who the fuck knows, maybe they blew up in the explosion, but it really doesn't matter. I'm just pissed cuz it looks like I'm not going to get to fuck the warden's old lady's brains out!"
The room erupted in laughter.
*****
Three hours later...
Mylo and Grant sat in the family room in front of the big screen TV. The convict wore only a pair of the warden's boxers as he lounged in his leather lazy boy. The rapist held the TV remote in one hand and a lowball glass filled with some of Grant's best bourbon in the other. Purple smoke from a Cuban cigar circled into the air from an ashtray on the coffee table to his left.
"Let me see if I can remember how to operate this thing again." Mylo slurred—now several drinks into his afternoon. "Fuck these things have a hell of a lot more buttons than the worthless pieces-of-crap we had back in the day. Of course, we didn't have nice techno-shit like you and the lady doctor either numbnuts!"
He peered over at the warden whose good wrist was bound to the wrought iron backing above the sofa. He too wore only underwear, but his were a badly stretched pair of his wife's panties. They covered very little of his cock cage and his balls hung out the side.
But unlike the past four days, instead of his mouth being filled with the candy apple ball gag, it now housed a medium-sized funnel which Mylo had fashioned from some things he found around the house. He had drilled two holes in each side and threaded thick leather shoelaces through the openings and fastened them tightly behind the warden's head. The narrow end of the funnel was stuffed deep in his prisoner's mouth while the wide end faced outward like an antique phonograph.
"Damn chief, I have to say I did a helluva job on your oral device. Now you'll be able to enjoy more of the same fun shit your wife and I have these past few days! Ah...speaking of the missus, here she is now!" Mylo grinned as Liv approached carrying a plate with a steak sandwich and a large pile of French fries perched on top.
Despite his hunger, the prison escapee didn't pay attention to the food.
The warden's wife wore the sexiest French maid outfit he had ever seen. The black and white number gripped her spectacular body to perfection. Mylo had discovered the sexy get-up on his initial perusal of the overnight bag she had packed for her anniversary weekend with her husband. Like the leopard skin piece, her husband had not seen her in this one before either.
Now the sex offender shared the view with him.
"You know chief, if I was such a bad guy, I would have had her wear this just for me. But it's only fair we see it together after I got to enjoy the leopard one all to myself. She wouldn't tell me what she had in mind for this hot number on your anniversary weekend, but it doesn't matter now anyway...does it? As the one now in charge, I can't imagine anything more appropriate for her to wear while waiting on me hand and foot."
The lingerie was exquisite.
Thin white straps stretched over Liv's narrow shoulders and wrapped behind her neck holding the stretchy black and white-lace low-cut section "covering" her breasts. A built-in cleavage enhancer pushed her tits up into rounded mounds of perfection, practically spilling out the top. The middle section was open on both sides exposing the flawlessness of her hourglass body. The lowest part was a skimpy black skirt with a lacy white faux apron in the front. The skirt barely covered her exposed pussy. Thigh-high silky black tights hugged her long shapely legs like they had been painted on and five-inch Stiletto's completed the titillating ensemble.
"I must admit boss-man, while I'm sharing her with you now, it was quite a joy dressing her when we were alone in the bedroom. Can you guess what order of assembly I made it all happen?" Mylo asked as his gaze remained wholly focused on her sexy body, an ear-to-ear grin plastered on his face.
After not getting a response, he turned in the warden's direction. The prison leader sat like a putz on the couch with the big funnel sticking out of his mouth.
"Oh shit, my bad chief, I forgot you couldn't answer me. Well, after she did up her makeup just the way I like it..."
His wife's medium-brown hair cascaded across her shoulders in heavy curled waves. She wore more dark eyeliner than her husband had ever seen. Her mascara laden eyelashes were teased and curled to make them appear they were twice their normal length and thickness. Lots of foundation and cheekbone enhancement gave her typically gorgeous face a European appearance, while a semi-gloss medium-tone lipstick made her plump lips look like they had been planted on her stunning face.
She looked like a two-thousand-dollar-a-night prostitute.
Mylo continued, "...mind you, I thought it made sense to start from scratch. So, at my insistence, she wore just her birthday suit to start! Makes sense doesn't it chief?" Mylo teased while winking at the helpless husband.
"And while I wasn't in a rush, I had her put on each of her tights first. You know, there is something especially sexy about watching a naked woman peel tights up her legs when she has nothing else on. Of course, I had her do it while sitting on the bed directly in front of me." Mylo covered his mouth with four fingers like a guilty little boy. "She showed me her lady parts while she did it."
"Is this necessary?" Liv complained.
"Shut the fuck up and go get me another beer slut!" Mylo's demeanor changed as he yanked the food plate from her hand.
"Where were we? Oh yeah, after the tights, I had her put on the heels and model for me. Damn bro, seeing her like that almost had me say 'fuck it' to the steak sandwich and all this! But I knew I'd be back in that room soon after all the fun the two of us have had in there. Plus, I was hungry as fuck!"
He took a big bite from the sandwich and chewed with his mouth open.
The convict shook his head. "Fuck dude, all the other attributes that bitch brings to the table and she can cook too, you're a lucky SOB! Hey, bring me some ketchup with that beer sweetheart!" The convict shouted towards the kitchen.
Grant stared at the criminal with hatred in his eyes.
"Damn, my A.D.D. is kicking in..." Mylo chortled. "Where was I again?"
"Oh yeah, I helped her with the next part. I had her lay on the edge of the bed with her feet up in the air as I stood between those amazing stocking-clad legs and carefully slipped the elastic band of the skirt over her heels and glided it down her long legs. Keep in mind chief, this was more difficult as this fucker kept gettin' in the way once he started gettin' all hard and shit." Mylo gripped the huge bulge in his boxers.
"Anyway, once I slipped the skirt over those sexy hips, I had her stand for me. Damn chief, this time I really had to cool my heels. I asked myself why I was putting more clothes on that fucking hot body, but Dude, each part was better than the last!"
Grant sat bound in his chair knowing if the opportunity presented itself, he would kill this man.
"Finally, I lifted the upper section and tied it behind her neck. I checked out her exposed little caboose before I had her turn back and face me. Damn bro', you've now seen what was right in front of my face. Those huge jugs were practically popping out the top. It was all I could do to not tear that shit right back off!"
Liv approached carrying his beer and the ketchup.
"See what I mean dude, look at that shit!" Mylo edged his captive. "Actually hun, come sit in my lap and we can share."
"I'm not hungry!" She spat. "But my husband needs to eat!"
"That's bullshit bitch, you know you're starving just like me! You've been exerting just as much energy as I have this morning...probably more. Sit the fuck down right here!" He ordered as he patted his crotch. "As for him, he ain't dying yet. I'll feed him something yummy through his feeder hole when I'm good and ready, sit your ass down now!"
Liv peaked in her husband's direction. He nodded almost imperceptivity.
She moved in front of the rapist and turned. Her sexy naked ass peaked out from the skirt as she lowered herself into his lap.
Mylo's big hands gripped her stocking clad thighs and welcomed her in—she held her breath when she felt his big cock pushing against her ass.
The deviant retrieved both remotes from the side table next to him. He held up the egg controller so both she and her hubby could see.
The nervous wife gulped. The spherical device still buzzed away on a very low setting inside her.
"This is such a convenient little toy." Mylo snickered. "Back when I was on the outside, bitches had to have the cord sticking out attached to the console. Nowadays you ladies get to bop around the house with this little guy doing all the work in your heavenly place." He moved his hand between her legs and patted her pussy.
The warden's eyes widened as he watched the rapist touch his wife's private parts like he owned them.
"Ah, this little dude is clearly working," Mylo joked as he held up his hand—his fingers glistening with wetness. "Damn, that's just the lowest setting! Sweetie, tell me you don't pop this little fucker in when you go to the grocery store or the bank?"
"Of course not!" Liv spat.
"Uh-huh..." Mylo answered, a sly grin on his face and skepticism in his tone. He set the remote back down on the table and turned on the TV.
"What channel was that news station on before?"
"It should be on channel 2, I think." Liv answered, glad the focus was now on something other than the vibrator between her legs.
Mylo turned to the station and was immediately greeted by the same hot Indian reporter with the great rack who he'd watched before. She was in a frenzied state as she nervously gazed back over her shoulder time and again. The studio newscaster Bill Eliason's voice broke the silence, "Dipika, what is happening behind you?"
"Bill, as you know, I'm out here at San Quentin Prison—about 10 minutes ago a major assault commenced on the facility. As I've reported over the past couple of days, the inmate horde is still holding a large number of guards as well as the warden hostage inside the walls. But it now appears the authorities with help from the military, have launched a massive assault on the grounds. We've seen helicopters and armored assault vehicles storming onto the premises for, as I said, probably ten to fifteen minutes now. I can hear loud bangs and the sound of gunfire behind me! This is sure to be a horrific outcome when it is all said and done!"
The three of them watched in disbelief. Despite all the destruction around Northern California, all eyes in the region were now focused on the place they all knew so well.
One set of eyes was focused elsewhere.
"Damn, that Indian bitch is one fine looking slut! Where the fuck was she when I was on the outside?" Mylo shouted. "Back then, all the dune coons wore turbans on their heads and their ladies covered themselves up to hide how ugly they were! I guess times have changed!" Liv cringed at his insensitivities as his big cock stiffened beneath her ass.
"Dipika, I hope you and your camera crew are out of harm's way." The studio newscaster encouraged. "I heard you mention the warden. Has it been confirmed he and his wife are inside the facility?"
"Thank you Bill, we've been told we are okay here. As for the warden...and his wife, the authorities have very strong reason to believe they are being held captive by a group of prisoners led by a man known as Tyrone Jones. Many Bay Area residents may remember Jones as a former Raiders football player whose career went sideways when he got into trouble with the law. He's been a San Quentin inmate for the better part of a decade. His nickname is "Anaconda Jones", I've been trying to determine for the past 24 hours why he goes by the moniker."
"HOLY FUCK!" Mylo shouted at the TV. "This is some crazy fuckin' shit!"
"Oh my God, they still think we're there? How could they be so stupid?" Liv shouted while turning towards her husband.
Mylo interrupted. "Calm down bitch, in case you forgot, the guard shack was on its way to kingdom come when we ditched that shithole. Not sure why they would think differently about us. And I'm sure that motherfucker Jones hasn't told them anything different—he's probably trying to use the two of you as bargaining chips!"
"Do you know him?" Liv asked naively before glancing over at her husband again who shook his head to discourage her from inquiring further.
"Do I know him? Of course I know him! Your piece of shit husband put me and that animal in the same cell together a few years ago to try and teach me a lesson. The only lesson I learned was what it felt like to have a big black cock stuffed up my ass. That stupid sexy reporter hasn't yet discovered, but they call him 'Anaconda' cause he has a giant snake of a BBC!"
Liv's eyes got huge as she glared over at her husband in disbelief. Mylo's claim sounded incomprehensible, yet for some reason it came across as truthful. "He's lying, right Grant?"
With the funnel flaring from his mouth, the warden nodded his head vehemently while grunts and groans sounded through the plastic amplifier.
She wanted so badly to believe him, but there was something in her husband's eyes that seemed disingenuous.
Mylo interrupted. "He can deny it all he wants, but from that night on, I swore if I ever got to pay him back, I would do it in spades! Well honey, your lying husband has now been paying his debt to me for the past four days!"
She glared over at him again. For the first time since they had been thrust into this despicable situation, her pity for her tortured husband wasn't quite as profound.
*****
Twenty minutes later...
With the warden's wife still perched in his lap, Mylo flipped channels on the remote.
Liv stared out through the large windows at the incessant rain that had barely subsided in the past ninety-six hours. Her mind remained filled with the same fear and loathing for her captor as it had since her rape and subsequent abduction following the catastrophe. But now as his large hand rubbed along her thigh, she found herself in a conflicted place trying to comprehend the possibility that her husband had done something as horrific as mating inmates together as a form of punishment.
Being a prison warden was a dirty business, but Liv always believed that if anyone could do it to the highest professionalism, it was her husband.
Now she questioned that belief.
"HOLY FUCK!"
Her thoughts were interrupted by Mylo's booming voice. "Look at those big fuckin' titties!" He screamed at the TV as actress Alexandra Daddario's breasts bounced as she ran from a collapsing building.
Liv immediately recognized the scene from Dwayne Johnson's box office mega-hit "San Andreas".
Mylo watched with his tongue practically hanging out. "Damn, I can't be the only one in this room who sees the similarities from this movie and our situation here. A huge quake on the San Andreas fault, death and destruction everywhere, and a smokin' hot slut with huge titties at the center of things!" He hollered.
Liv swallowed nervously. Aside from the quake itself, their current situation was nothing like the premise of the movie. The character played by Daddario was The Rock's daughter in the movie, not his wife. And she wasn't being held captive by a lunatic fugitive. But the irony Liv couldn't deny was the resemblance between her and the sexy actress. Countless people, including Grant, had told her Daddario could be her doppelganger. Grant had even teased her on a few drunken occasions, besides their uncanny facial resemblance, their boobs looked very much alike too.



She hadn't acknowledged it to him then, but aside from her being 5'-5" and Daddario being a few inches taller, Liv herself couldn't deny everything else about them amazingly similar—except she'd read somewhere Alexandra's amazing breasts were only a C-cup. But as she watched the beautiful actress' large breasts bounce around now, she thought to herself, that was debatable claim.
"Shit, not only do her huge titties give yours a run for their money Doc, but that hot bitch looks just like you!" Mylo's observation dragged her from her reverie. "I wish that hot slut was here right now dressed in the same little maid's outfit as you Doc! Having both of you serving and servicing me would be like a wet dream come true—like an X-rated version of one of those old double-mint gum commercials! I can imagine the two of you like the boppsie twins bopping up and down on my big ol' cock!" He cackled as a big toothy grin formed on his lips. He reached around and squeezed her luscious boobs.
Liv could feel his dick swelling beneath her ass again. She had no idea how to respond, but somewhere in her competitive recesses, she thought to herself, "She wouldn't look as good as me!"
Mylo re-gripped her sinewy thighs and grinded her ass along his cock as they watched. In every scene with Daddario, Mylo would grind his dick a little harder or faster against her pussy. With the egg still doing its devilish work on the inside and the stimulation from his cock rubbing between her legs, it was all Liv could do to concentrate on the movie. She didn't make eye contact with Grant for fear he would be able to tell she was aroused.
Mylo knew.
*****
A half-hour after the movie ended...
"Okay kids, it's time we play a little game of 'Slut Earns the Drugs'!" Mylo declared as he made his way back into the room with the medical bag in hand. "I've gotten a little behind on distribution, but since there was already a healthy stash before, it wasn't urgent!" He winked at Liv.
"Hey numbnuts, do you recall our distribution schedule? Oh shit, I forgot you can't answer. Titties, what about you?"
She shot him another venomous gaze.
"You two aren't much help. Let's see, as I recall, it's one Vicodin or Oxycodone for each completely swallowed load or half a pill and a yummy, candied apple for the warden for each partial. And since the wifey still hasn't polished one off in its entirety, you've enjoyed several gooey red balls of joy, haven't you chief?"
The warden's eyes narrowed as he was suddenly reminded of the nasty taste of Mylo's semen.
"Let's see, I'll toss three...no make it four opioids in the bank. Sound about right Doc?"
His question went unanswered.
"Hmm, next up. I believe the payout was a quarter dose of morphine for each squirt on this dude." The convict reminded as he reached down and stroked his cock. "Damn, I really have no idea about this one...you Doc?"
She lowered her eyes and looked away.
Mylo grabbed a large handful and stared at the warden before tossing them flippantly into the bank container.
Grant's eyes widened as he observed the size of the stash, he swallowed hard, hoping it was an exaggeration.
It wasn't.
"And finally, that brings us to the fentanyl. What were these for again?" Mylo didn't give either a chance to react before a shit-eating grin formed on his face. "Oh yeah, I remember. These are easier to recall, we've been consistent at once per day, right Doc?"
She flipped him off.
"Oh shit, I almost forgot I deposited two in that wonderful caboose yesterday!" He dropped three pills in the kitty and held another in his hand. "You know chief, she actually begged for this one. At the time, I thought she just loved it, but now that I give it more thought, I guess it's possible she just wanted to relieve your pain with the strongest shit possible!" He winked. "By the way, this funnel was a great idea, don't you think?" He scooped up his half-full Bud Lite from the table as he moved in the warden's direction.
Grant shook his head vehemently before Mylo roughly gripped his chin and tossed the pill into his funnel. "Bottoms up fuckhead!" He announced before dumping the beer right behind it, spilling half down his chin in the process.
"Oh my God, what are you doing?" Liv screamed.
Mylo cackled as he held the warden's chin up. "C'mon babe, you must have figured out what the funnel was for before now!"
Grant coughed and gagged before finally getting it all down.
"You're a monster!" She spat.
"I think you already suggested that honey. But I think that's a little unfair considering I just gave him something for his pain!" The escapee joked. "Anyway, it's time to play another game! You were obviously good at 'Slut Earns the Drugs', but I like my chances in this next one. You wait here while I go get some stuff from our room."
As soon as he departed, Liv knelt between her husband's legs. "Grant, please tell me he lied when he said you put him in that cell with that big black man. That just doesn't sound like something you would do!"
He stared at her blankly.
She knew immediately he had done it. "Jesus Grant, no wonder he is doing this to us! I can't imagine how much he must hate you!"
The warden couldn't believe the words coming from his wife's mouth. Who was she to know what that piece of shit deserved? Mylo Dickenson was one of the most disruptive and high-maintenance prisoners he had dealt with in his time at San Quentin. And to suggest now the fucking loser was doing this due to his thirst for revenge — how could she be so obtuse? The sociopath did this because he was a sexual predator of the worst kind. This opportunity was simply too good for a deranged criminal like Dickenson to pass up!
Just as Liv was about to say something else, Mylo reentered the room carrying an armful of clothes. "Hey bitch, I didn't tell you it was okay to leave that chair, get your ass back in there! Now!"
The warden watched as his nervous wife did as she was told.
"You'll pay for that little stunt later cunt!" Mylo shouted as he dropped the clothes. "Meanwhile, I'm going to release his cuffs and you're going to help him over to the kitchen table."
"What are we doing?"
"Let's just say we are going to play a more active game honey!"
Liv and Grant made nervous eye contact as she helped him to his feet and over to the table. Mylo stood several feet away with the fireplace poker in hand.
"Okay titties, you sit next to him while I get this fire roaring again. It looks like we're in for another cold, wet, dreary one tonight! I'm starting to wonder if this shit is ever going to stop...but to tell the truth, I don't really give a fuck, I got everything I want right here!" Mylo cast a flirtatious eye at Liv before he turned and threw several logs on the fire.
Within minutes it was a raging conflagration.
"And now we need some tunes for this game. Damn, there's a shitload of CD's here!" He bellowed as he perused the Rawlins' collection.
The warden still preferred the rich sound of compact disc's when listening to his classical music. For that reason, even though his wife typically just used Spotify from her phone, Liv still maintained a healthy library of her old CD's in the cabinet too.
"Good thing we have your tunes Doc, if I had to listen to shithead's classical crap for even a minute, I would shit myself. Ah, here we go!" Mylo held up AC/DC's 'Dirty Deeds Done Dirt Cheap' album. He put on track number three and turned it up. This has been one of my favorite's since I was about twelve!" Moments later, Bon Scott's unmistakable voice boomed out "I've got big balls, I've got big balls...It's my belief my big balls should be held every night!" Mylo did a little dance and pulled up one of the legs of his boxers. His lemon-sized nuts hung down to the middle of his thigh.
He moved to the table and instructed the young doctor to give them a gentle squeeze.
"Please...do we really have to do this right now?"
"You bet we do slut, plus it's a good warmup for the game!"
She stared disbelievingly at him as he stood proudly next to her with his balls hanging out. Eventually, she reached out and palmed his scrotum.
Grant stared in amazement at how small her hand looked holding the convict's ball sack.
"Ah that feels good. Chief, remember what I said earlier about how soft her hands are, I wasn't shitting! Like the song says... the second round of the chorus came around and Mylo sang along this time, "My balls are always bouncing to the left and to the right...It's my belief my big balls should be held every night!"
Grant found himself in yet another incomprehensible setting. He was only a few feet away as his beautiful wife dressed in a stunning French maid outfit, gripped the massive balls of an escaped rapist and he was powerless to do anything about it. To compound his misery, the worst kind of music blared from his living room sound system—music both his brilliant wife and the detestable sex offender shared a fondness for.
And then something worse happened.
Perhaps he hadn't noticed it at first or it hadn't actually happened until now, but he could see Liv's hand actually making small massaging movements on one of Mylo's oversized balls. Making it harder to stomach was the reflection of the fire off her large diamond wedding ring backdropped by the chicken skin of the rapist's scrotum—the entire act seeming way too comfortable to her—like she was accustomed to holding and fondling testicles that size. "Was she doing it to pacify the lunatic's uneven temperament? Was it just a reflex response? Had he taught her how he liked it done?"
None of that mattered, the fact it was happening at all made the warden feel like a thousand little daggers were being stabbed into his heart, all at the same time.
"Okay folks, while I wouldn't mind standing here all night with wifey's fingers fondling my balls, we are going to change things up a bit. Instead of me and the old lady just heading into the master suite again for another fun night of 'headboard bangs off the wall', I thought we'd make this game a little more inclusive for everyone."
"I'm kind of making this up, but we'll call this game Strip-Quarters-Truth or Dare! I'm sure you both remember the drinking game 'quarters' we all used to play. We are going to incorporate it into a morphed game where I make all the rules. As you might imagine, the goal of the game is for us all to get fucked-up while the Doc and I both get naked, and the warden gets humiliated in the process! Any questions?"
Mylo didn't wait for a response before he headed into the kitchen and grabbed a six pack of beer, a bottle of Jack Daniels and two Sour Diesel cannabis joints.
"Okay, so here's how the game works. I go first. If I make the quarter in the glass, I get to basically tell either of you what to do. I get to keep going until I miss and then we go around the table."
What Mylo didn't tell them was he had spent thousands of hours in his jail cell with nothing else to do but play this stupid game. It didn't take long for them to learn... he could make it with either hand...rolling it off his nose...and he was even pretty good with his eyes closed.
After two shots, Liv's neck's straps were untied. "Okay, here we go!" He shouted with a big grin before he made his third shot in a row. "Yes, I can't believe how well I'm doing tonight! Hmm...decisions...decisions. Alright I guess I'll go with the front of your French maid lingerie Doc!"
Grant objected through his funnel- gagged mouth, but he was powerless to do anything with his good arm cuffed to his chair and his useless one sitting in his lap.
Liv gave her husband a sympathetic gaze before she scowled at Mylo. She reached up and slowly lowered the lacey front of her sexwear.
Mylo whistled. "Damn chief, it doesn't matter how many times I see em', I still can't get over how fuckin' hot your wife's titties are! I mean, I've sucked em', I've fucked em', I've even cum all over em'...you'd think I'd be over em' by now, but look at those fucking things, I'm getting hard just looking at em' again!"
Liv shook her head in disgust.
Mylo sunk another shot. "Yes!" He exclaimed before he sparked up one of the doobies. "Take a hit honey." He ordered as he handed her the joint.
After a long pause of hesitancy, she took a small puff and blew the smoke out quickly.
"That ain't gonna get it done bitch! Hit that fucking thing again, this time inhale and hold it in for at least twenty seconds!"
The second time around she took a much bigger hit and held it for ten seconds before practically coughing up a lung.
"That a girl!" Mylo cheered before he rolled the next quarter off his nose. It bounced once and landed in the center of the cup.
"Your turn chief!" Mylo commanded while he retrieved the blunt from his wife. The sociopath took a huge hit and moved over to the warden. He gripped Grant's nose and stuck his thumb over the narrow tunnel inside the funnel.
"Oh my God! What are you doing? He can't breathe!" Liv screamed.
Mylo ignored her pleas while holding the cannabis smoke in his lungs until both he and the warden were air deprived. The convict leaned in, released his thumb, and blew a billowing stream inside as Grant inhaled through his mouth to refill his aching lungs. Mylo re-covered the hole in the funnel after all the smoke disappeared. Like his wife before, Rawlins exploded in a brutal coughing attack.
Over the next hour and a half, the sexy wife consumed a handful of beers, whiskey shots, hits of the diesel weed and proceeded to remove every stich of clothing from her spectacular body. Her husband did the same except instead of removing clothes, a bunch of new ones were added.
As Liv undressed, Mylo began decorating the warden with her removals. Before long, she was naked and the prison official regaled in tights on both legs and with the assistance of Mylo's knife, his feet were stuffed into his wife's five-inch Stiletto's. Liv's French maid lingerie was stretched to capacity around his torso.
The coup de gras were Mylo's soiled boxers pulled over his head.
The convict added more logs to the fire while adding more layers to the warden's ensemble. The clothes he'd carried into the room in the beginning, now became extra layers piled on with each sinking of the quarter in the cup.
As the heat from the fireplace intensified, the temperature in the room climbed.
Perspiration beads poured from the warden's face while his unfocused eyes exposed his level of intoxication. The fentanyl mixed with alcohol and marijuana had moved him to a near vegetative state.
His wife wasn't much better. While she hadn't consumed the powerful opioid, her 115-pound frame didn't provide her with a high level of tolerance.
She was naked and fucked up.
Mylo's plan was working to perfection. He had choreographed this set-up the previous afternoon and couldn't wait to execute the rest. He sank the quarter in the cup yet again. "Okay honey, time for another shot of Jack!"
"Please...I can't do anymore." She pleaded, an unmistakable slur in her voice.
Mylo reached across and tweaked one of her nipples. "Alright honey, I'll give you a pass on this one, but you need to make it up to me later! You good with that?"
Liv gritted her teeth before subtly glancing at her husband. His eyes were glazed over and it was pretty clear he wasn't all there. She turned back to Mylo and nodded.
He winked back before announcing, "Well, I think it's pretty clear who the winner of this game was! The Doc and I are both naked, all three of us are hammered, and the warden looks like a fuckin' bag lady! I really want to thank you kids for playing." He held his hand out to Liv, "It's time we adjourned to the other room my lady."
"You aren't just going to leave him here...?"
"That's not your problem slut!" Mylo shouted before he grabbed her by the wrist and yanked her from her seat. Her big tits jiggled as he scooped her up and tossed her over his shoulder.
The young doctor squealed.
Mylo stood in front of the warden with his wife's beautiful naked ass and puffy pussy lips staring him in the face. "Chief, since tonight is game night around here, I'm gonna take her into our room and get her ready for another long night of the old favorite, 'Cumming on the Convict'! You wait here like a good little boy!"
The warden watched helplessly as his wife tried to fight her way free, but he knew she was completely powerless against the muscular abuser—especially in her current condition. As he headed towards the master suite, Mylo scooped the egg vibrator remote off the table and turned and winked at the warden.
Mylo tossed his naked prey on the bed and quickly cuffed both her wrists to the headboard. "You wait here while I go put the big guy down for the night. And just to make sure you're good and ready when I get back...how about some entertainment to keep you company!" He turned up the volume on the porn and flicked the switch on the other controller.
Liv gasped as the egg whirred back to life inside her.
Mylo stood next to her with his long cock arched over his swollen balls. He gave her right nipple a hard tug as he eyed her rocket body from head to toe. "Enjoy the porn and that little morsel between your legs for now slut, the main course isn't far away! All that partying and has me horny as fuck—we are gonna have some fun tonight!"
*****
The warden was slumped in his chair. He wasn't passed out but wasn't far off. Sweat poured from his face due to the multiple layers of clothing and the temperature in the room. The fire blazed away.
Mylo approached. "Say chief, how's the room feel? Are you warm enough?"
The warden lifted his head, despair written all over his face.
"Oh shit warden, you don't look so good! It has gotten a little warm in here, hasn't it? Your wife and I weren't too bad as we were both naked, but you look a little overheated with all those clothes on. I am so sorry that fact didn't dawn on me sooner, do you want me to cool you off?"
Grant floated into and out of coherence, the only portion of what the criminal had just said that resonated was, "Do you want me to cool you off?"
The warden nodded, not totally aware of what he was responding to.
"Okay chief, I'm happy to accommodate!" Mylo answered, a sly smile forming on his lips. He opened a nearby cabinet and retrieved a bundle of rope, two walkie-talkies, a roll of duct tape and a rain poncho. "I found all this shit in your garage yesterday, these talking devices are going to come in especially handy!" He said as he slipped the poncho over his naked body and flipped up the hood.
A look of concern formed in Grant's bleary eyes.
"Okay, time to cool you off shithead!" Mylo announced as he released the warden's arm and yanked him from his chair.
Sensing something bad was about to happen, the warden fought to free himself. In the melee, he inadvertently smacked Mylo's hanging cock, causing the escapee to recoil in pain. Mylo reacted in a fit of rage. He thrust the butt of his palm directly into the warden's throat, nearly caving his windpipe in the process. Grant wobbled and nearly fell to the ground as he tried desperately to replace the precious air that had evacuated from his esophagus.
Mylo cursed, "I would kill you right now motherfucker, but I'm not going to, cause living through this night will be far worse for you—you worthless piece of shit!" He gripped the warden's shattered shoulder and ushered him to the patio door. The convict slid the door open, both men immediately feeling a blast of cold wet air. Grant knew something ominous was in the works, but he was burning up and the cool air felt so good, he couldn't help leaning in that direction.
Mylo shoved him roughly through the opening—the warden was immediately pelted by the heavy rain. For the entire week, Mother nature had exacted her vengeance on Northern California, this night was certainly no exception. The rain was coming down as hard as it had any point.



"Sit your ass down!" Mylo ordered above the loud sound of the rain slapping on the deck as he shoved the injured man into one of his own patio chairs. The heavy metal chair was missing its usual soft cushions as Grant had stored them in the garage for the winter. "Don't you fuckin' move so much as a muscle or I will fully cave in your throat this time!"
Grant knew in his current condition he was no match for the lunatic.
The previous afternoon while the Rawlins' lay bound in their beds, Mylo had screwed the heavy chair down to the deck. It now rested five feet away from the door facing towards the house.
The sexual predator uncoiled the rope and securely fastened the warden's arms and legs to the immoveable seat. In the short time it took to secure him and despite his multiple layers of clothing, the warden was already soaked by the time he finished.
Mylo stepped away and leered at his enemy. "As fucked-up as you are and as much as you will try, trust me fucker, tonight is a night you will never forget! And unfortunately for you, your slut wife won't either!"
He stepped back inside and retrieved one of the walkie-talkies. He returned and placed it directly behind the warden under an eave in one of the few dry spots on the deck. Before going back inside, Mylo moved directly in front of the warden and hiked up the rain poncho. He gripped his long heavy dick and smacked it back and forth across the bound man's face.
"You won't be the only Rawlins with this in their face tonight motherfucker! Enjoy the show!" He spewed in the most savage voice Grant had ever heard. The convict walked to the door, removed the poncho, and tossed it at the warden's feet. He closed the door behind him—his naked ass staring the prison leader in the face through the glass. He flicked off the outside light casting the deck into pitch darkness on the moonless night.
Mylo retrieved the other walkie-talkie from the cabinet and duct-taped the talk button into the 'on' position. "Earth to dickhead...earth to dickhead..."
Grant could hear Mylo's grating voice as if the sociopath were standing right next to him.
"I know you can hear me motherfucker, I tested this yesterday. I wanted to give you the best possible experience. And while the visuals will be unforgettable, the audio will be positively titillating! Enjoy you son-of-a-bitch!"
The warden watched through the glass as Mylo placed the walkie-talkie behind a wedding photo on the hearth. The escapee threw two more logs on the fire, flipped off all the lights, and departed the room—the space now lit only by the flickering luminescence of the roaring blaze.
The warden's environment could not have been more divergent.
Grant sat powerless in the deluge, bound to the unforgiving chair. He tried moving his capable arm and leg before attempting to rock forward and back—the secured chair wouldn't budge. He yelled as loudly as he could, but the wind, rain, and forbidding device between his stretched lips drown out any sound he made.
Finally, as the realization of what lay in store seeded in his brain, Grant Rawlins gazed down at the crumpled rain poncho at his feet—he swallowed hard, knowing it would remain there for the rest of this detestable night.
*****
Mylo entered the master bedroom and found Liv exactly as he'd left her—except for a wet spot on the sheets beneath her. The porn boomed from the TV while the egg buzzed away inside her tortured pussy.
"Ah, I suspected I'd find you like this! I gave the old man something to eat, let him take a piss, and tucked him into those sticky sheets he loves so much!" Mylo lied with a straight face. "He was snoring before I even turned off the light and closed his door. As fucked-up as he was, I wouldn't be surprised if this isn't his best night of sleep since that big-ass bookcase fell on him."
While Liv questioned his honesty regarding the food, she didn't have any choice but to believe him. "I guess I have to thank you for that."
A sly smile formed on Mylo's face before he stepped forward and released her wrists. "Well, as a matter of fact, it's time you started doing exactly that!" He scooped her up in his arms and headed towards the door.
Moments later, Grant watched as the hung criminal carried his wife out and stood her in front of the fire. Seeing them side by side without clothes, the contrast between the criminal's muscled physique and her slim stunning shape was indescribable. A thin sheen of perspiration was already apparent on both—the fire's reflection danced around the room and across their naked bodies.
The warden was instantly reminded of the countless times he and his beautiful wife had made passionate love in front of this same fireplace since they'd acquired their romantic seaside getaway. And while they'd only owned the place six months, some of his best memories from their life together had taken place in this exact location. They'd even awoken on a few occasions snuggling together in the embrace of the furry throw rug early the following morning as the last of the embers from the previous evening's fire burned away.
But as he watched her now, looking perfect, standing nakedly next to the endowed sexual predator, he was overwhelmed by the visual images. So much so, he had forgotten about the audio devices until his thoughts were interrupted by Mylo's grating voice. "Stroke my cock bitch, you know how I like it!"
As rain pelted down, it felt to Grant more like his entire world was crashing down. The proud warden watched as his wife's small hand circled the criminal's thick arching meat.
"Umm-hmm...yeah...stroke it just like I taught you...uhn...yeah just like that! Don't forget my nuts..."
Grant saw Liv's other hand disappear in Mylo's grapefruit sized scrotum. "Fuck yeah, you have learned a thing or two this week, can you feel my dick getting hard?"
Liv didn't respond, but she could indeed feel the familiar swelling of his huge penis as quarts of blood flowed into it yet again.
"Answer me bitch! Your little hands are doing their magic, it's gettin' big ain't it?"
This time she nodded her head.
"Umm...yeah right there beneath the head while you massage that nut too! This is the exciting part, ain't it Doc? Knowing this monster is waking up to give that little dripping tunnel everything it wants..."
Grant tried to shake loose from his restraints. He yelled out from his funnel-filled mouth, but his protests were drown out in the wind and rain.
The rapist's raspy voice grinded from the speaker, "Fuck yeah, now get on your knees and lick that big fucker!"
Liv knew objecting to his demands would do no good—she obediently dropped to her knees on the white fur rug directly in front of the fireplace and slowly extended her tongue.
"Only the head! Kiss and lick only around my dome while you keep using your hands!"
The warden couldn't believe how big Mylo's now fully engorged cock looked in front of his wife's face. Possibly due to his impairment, but the phallus looked larger now than at any time he'd seen it these past several days. He watched, distraught. His wife's tongue danced around the tip before she opened wide and took the head in her mouth.
"Ohhh...fuck yeah!" The lunatic gasped. "Remember only the head slut!"
Liv herself, entered a trancelike state as her lips circled Mylo's fleshy head. This huge cock had been in her mouth more in the past four days than Grant's had in the past six months. Finally, more accustomed to his size, she found herself instinctively swirling her tongue on the underside like he had taught her. With the egg still buzzing away down below and her level of inebriation off the charts, as much as she tried to deny it, she found herself getting aroused.
"Mmm, use that tongue too...uhn fuck! That feels great Doc, but we got to take a short timeout before I fuck that hot little mouth some more."
"Huh...?" She answered, confusion in her response as the head popped from between her lips, saliva dripping.
"Wait here." The Rawlins' both watched as the criminal moved to the table and retrieved the baggy of coke, a rolled-up bill, and Jerry Kincade's ID card. Mylo moved back in place and told her to hold his cock straight out in front of her face.
Once she did so, Mylo poured a large pile of the white powder on his dick. "Okay Doc, use this card and shape it into a line the best you can over all those veins and shit!"
"You can't be serious?"
"Fuck yeah I'm serious, do it now! And don't fuckin' spill any!"
Liv nervously took the card and shaped the cocaine into the best line she could. "It's huge!", she gasped.
"We both know it's huge...oh fuck, you were referring to the coke line weren't you?" Mylo chuckled. "Snort it slut, that's nothing, you've done a hell of lot more than that this week!"
"Not all at once!"
"Shut up and hit it, I wanna see them big ol' nipples get hard like they always do from this stuff! I'll cover your other nostril while you hold the bill in one hand and my cock in the other."
Liv swallowed hard as she stared at the long white line that meandered over and around the rutted surface. She tried to come to grips with the depravity of the situation. Prior to these past four days, she'd only ever tried cocaine once or twice in college, but since, it was a multiple-times-a-day occurrence. And while she hadn't done anything as disturbing as snorting a line from his penis, she could already feel a tightening of her nipples in anticipation. She held his fleshy knob in one hand and the bill to her nose with the other.
Grant watched through the glass door as his wife ingested the line from the sociopath's gigantic dick.
"Oooh shit, that burns," Liv complained after inhaling half the line.
Mylo watched from above, pride oozing from his pours—this was perfect.
"Times-a-wastin' honey, do the rest!"
Liv gulped, already feeling the first part coursing its way inside before she snorted up the rest with her other nostril. While she did so, Mylo stared out through the darkened glass with a satisfied smile. He flipped the bird in the warden's direction.
Despite her already fucked-up condition, an adrenalin rush surged through Liv's naked body.
"Clean off the rest with your tongue!"
Liv dropped the bill and held his cock with both hands as she licked all along the lows and highs of the steely surface. She instantly felt the familiar numbness on her lips and tongue while his muskiness permeated her senses.
"Yeah, that was hot, how'd you like that cock coke Doc? I figured we needed to do that before your cum coated the big son-of-a-bitch! I suspect my Johnson will be drippin' too much with your juices to do it later! Wouldn't you agree?"
Again, she didn't answer, but she could quickly feel the effects of the powder pulsing through her.
"I can already see those nipples getting hard! You love this shit don't you slut?"
"No, and I can't do this anymore tonight. I'll be sick!" She tried her best to push back.
From his wretched seat on the deck, Grant could tell his wife was smashed. The look on her face and the slurring of her speech validated it—but despite her actions, the warden couldn't have been prouder of her for not giving in to the criminal's verbal assaults.
"Okay sweetheart, I can appreciate that. After I get my turn, we'll focus on another kind of partying! Lay down here on this rug and stick that sweet ass in the air."
Liv moved slowly down to her knees before laying down on her stomach. Mylo grabbed the baggy and poured a pile of powder from the small of her back down the crack of her sexy ass. He dropped to his knees with the bill in hand and energetically vacuumed the line. "AHHH...FUCK THAT'S GOOD!" He exhorted before tossing the bill aside and roughly gripping her puffy ass cheeks and spreading them apart. The sex offender extended his long tongue and ran it down the seam between them. When he reached the bottom, he sunk it deep into her bullseye.
"Ohhh!" She gasped loud enough that the walkie-talkie picked it up.
Mylo circled her tight little hole. He did it again...and again.
The young doctor grunted and raised her ass as her head dropped to the carpet. With her cocaine infused nipples strafing the thick rug and the egg still buzzing inside her, it was all Liv could do to keep from moaning out loud as his tongue circled her sensitive hole. She fought the temptation, not wanting to give him the satisfaction he craved.
Thank God, Grant is not here to see this...
But he was—mired in desolation in the pouring rain, her husband watched.
From deep inside, Liv could feel the familiar stirrings building and when she felt his thumb on her clit, she knew it was a hopeless fight.
"Oh yeah Doc, that's the sopping slit I know so well, how you want this first one?" Mylo shouted. "We both know it's coming, you wanna cream on the little buzzer or the big Kahuna?"
"Uhn..." she grunted, mouth open.
"Ha...I'll take that as an open invitation!" Mylo sunk two fingers in her dripping pussy, plucked the egg out and tossed it aside. He went to his knees and flopped his huge cock on her ass.
Despite all the horrific experiences the warden had endured over the past several days, he hadn't actually witnessed the lunatic penetrate his wife with his massive penis.
That was about to change.
Mylo gripped his cock and smeared the oversized head up and down her ass crack before he lined it up and pressed inside. The crazed escapee stared in the warden's direction just as his huge cock bullied its way inside and the man's gorgeous wife moaned loudly.
"Looks like I made the right choice, huh slut?"
Mylo hadn't pushed more than a few inches in before Grant saw Liv's head tilt back and her body begin to shake. The warden knew what was coming. He closed his eyes, but some unknown force pried them open—he couldn't help but watch.
A sound he had never heard from his wife's lips pierced the cold, wet air just as a gush of juices erupted from between her legs. It was followed by another.
"Yeah slut, that's the shit!" Mylo shouted as he sunk further into her.
The convict fucked her through her first climax and was soon pounding her hard from behind. Both of their bodies bathed in sweat. "Tell me you want another one of those Doc!"
Liv was experiencing the same excruciating divergences she had on so many occasions. Her ability to resist his trespasses failing as the effects of the alcohol and drugs combined with his glorious dick robbed her resistance. Her hatred for this man waned as inexplicable pleasure permeated her most sensitive places—his incomparable cock back doing what it did so good deep inside her.
"Why are you still...uhn...ohh...doing this? She whined.
"You know why I'm doin' it sweetheart. And it's time you stopped asking why and begged for more!" Mylo teased as he hammered her from behind—his huge balls bouncing off her thighs...thwack...thwack...thwack.
Grant could see his wife gripping tufts of the fur rug as conflicted expressions formed on her face—her eyes glazed, mouth open.
The warden wasn't an expert on the subject, but he'd read enough to know it wasn't uncommon for victims to orgasm in certain rape circumstances, regardless of the fear and loathing they felt for their assailants. It buoyed him, that despite her bodily reactions, her mental controls weren't giving in to the lunatic's juvenile taunting.
He knew his strong, faithful wife, never would.
"Fuck that's some tight fuckin' pussy!" Mylo growled. "I know I promised not to make fun of the chief's tool, but I'm sure glad that little fucker never spoiled this heavenly tunnel! Feels amazing having my cock resizing it, doesn't it Doc?" He spanked her ass, hard.
"Oooowww...Uhn...Uhn...Fuh...please don't..."
Mylo chuckled. "You don't really mean that, I can feel your sweet slippery juices dripping off my balls. You gotta admit we are a hell of a fuck-team! Tell me you wanna cum on my Johnson again! The big guy is sound asleep in his bed, he will never know. Give in to those feelings, let loose like you always do slut!"
He slapped her ass again.
"Ohhhhh...Uhhhhh...Ohhhhh...Yeah..." The young wife gasped as another of her ejaculations squirted around Mylo's pistoning cock.
"YEAH SLUT, CUM ON THAT BIG FUCKER AGAIN!"
Grant watched in disbelief. He'd never seen her look or sound more sexual...and did his ears deceive him? Did he just hear 'Yeah' come out of her mouth?"
Liv found herself in an all too familiar place. Never in her life had she felt the kind of ecstasy she experienced these past few days and nights. Despite her hatred for him, no one had ever given her the kind of unyielding sexual pleasure she felt now. This man knew exactly what to do and when—whether it was a slap of her ass, a finger in it, a bite of her nipples, or lick of her clit—like a mind-reader, he never failed. Of course, anytime his big, thick cock penetrated her, everything else felt like icing on the cake. "God, how can I think like this? He is a certified sociopath...God...but...a certified sociopath with an amazing cock!"
The drugs and booze continued to fog her judgement. "But I can't give in to him like this..."
Mylo yanked his dick from her sloppy pussy and flipped her over. He grabbed her ankles and split her sinewy legs like a wishbone. "Tell me where you want it...tell me where you want this cock you can't get enough of!"
"No...please...I...I...don't want it." She whined, but there was little conviction in her plea.
"Bullshit...tell me slut! You know you want it!"
"I...I...don't...well...uh...at least can you pull out before you...uh...ejaculate?"
Mylo bellowed. "Doc, we've been down this path before, you know I don't ejaculate...I FUCKIN' CUM! Reach down and put it in!"
"I ca...can't...I..."
"Yes you fuckin' can! You know why? Because you're a fuckin' slut! Slut's love big cocks and you can't get enough! Tell me you're a SLUT and shove it in there!"
"Don't make me say it..." She whimpered.
"Say it!
"Oh god...yes...yes...I'm a slut...I'm a slut for big cock...your big cock!"
"That's right!" Mylo shouted. "Now reach down and jamb it in there! Fill that hungry pussy slut!"
The warden watched as Liv's hand moved down and gripped the convict's huge penis. "Is she really going to do it?" He questioned before another visual image blew him away. He watched as his wife frantically rubbed the massive head up and down her slit several times before lining him up with her hole.
"Tell me what you want!" Mylo growled. "It's okay, hubby won't know!"
Between her arousal and clouded mind, Liv failed to possess the capabilities to deny him any longer. The same misguided rationalizations she experienced in the past thirty-six hours returned. "I'm only doing this to not make him mad and hopefully help me and uh...what's his...uh Grant, come up with a way to get out of this..."
"TELL ME!"
"Yes...put it in me again...I want it inside me!"
Mylo crowed loudly as he gazed in the warden's direction. "No slut, you guide it and tell me again!"
The warden felt like he was being stabbed in the heart. He watched and listened as his wife stroked and pulled desperately on the convict's swollen cock until her pussy lips stretched around it and the doorknob-sized dome popped inside. Grant saw her head fall back to the carpet as another loud moan escaped her mouth.
From his knees the sexual predator shoved himself all the way to his balls. This time she screamed out loud.
"Fuck yeah bitch, squeeze those slit muscles around it! That is one talented pussy! Tell me how good it feels!" Mylo growled as he fucked her hard, balls slapping off her ass. The flesh of their naked bodies dripping in sweat from the nearby inferno.
It was like the cruelest divergence from the cold, wet misery the warden found himself in.



With her headed tilted back, mouth open, and legs in the air his wife gasped, "Ohhhhh...uhhhhh...uhn...uhn...it...it feels good...so good!"
"Tell me how much better it feels than hubby's little dick! We both know you're a size queen aren't you slut?"
The warden held his breath.
"Ohhhhh...uhhhhh...uhhhhh...ohhhhh...God...yesssss! He...he can't...make me feel like this. Please don't stop!" She cried.
"That's right! All that mental or spiritual mumbo-jumbo you went on about earlier doesn't mean shit when you're getting fucked by a real man does it?"
"N...n...no...it doesn't...ohhh...god...don't stop!"
You're gonna cum on it again, aren't you slut?"
"Oh, uhn yeah, you're going to make me...make me...um...cum...cum again! Ohhhhh...ohhhhh...ohhhhh...Ffffffuuuuccckkk Meeee!"
The warden closed his eyes, all the credit he'd given her for resisting previously was now out the window, just like him. The proud prison leader didn't want to watch as he knew his wife's abused pussy would soon squirt all over the rapist's vile phallus yet again. Unfortunately, the verbal confirmations were impossible to ignore—especially when the lunatic shouted "Yeah, I'm fixin' to cum too bitch! Tell me to dump it inside your married pussy! Tell me you want me to fill you up. You know my seed is as potent as it gets. You know I can knock your pristine little ass up with a dirty little bastard like me!"
"Oh god...I don't want to get pregnant...can you pull out?"
"Fuck no, I've been dumping in this hot little hole for four days straight, I ain't stoppin' now! Tell me you want it deep inside your horny fuck tunnel. You know you love it when this hot shit bubbles your insides!"
"I...I...know...but...uhn...I...ohhh...can't get...pregnant..."
"Tell me slut, tell me to paste your insides with a gallon of my steamin' cum!"
Grant Rawlins' worst nightmare came to life when his gorgeous wife stared up into the eyes of her abuser and begged, "Ohhhhh...Ohhhhh...God...yes...yes...cum inside me...your big cock feels so good! Splash it inside my horny pussy!"
The warden felt bile fill his throat. How could she do that? How could she beg him to cum inside her knowing she could get knocked-up?
Yet despite his wife's sickening depravity, forced or not, the warden didn't have the self-discipline not to watch. He opened his eyes in time to witness the most explosive convergence of sexual energy he'd ever seen as the rooting couple exploded together in climactic ecstasy. It went on for what felt like a full minute before his wife's eyes rolled back and she passed out.
Mylo roared like a conquering lion before releasing her legs and letting his semi-limp dick plop from her gaped lips. A wave of their combined juices followed. He peered over at the warden with a Cheshire cat smile on his face. While gasping for breath and dripping with sweat, he still found the words, "Well chief, I bet that's a memory you'll never forget. I can assure you, it's one your wife won't! Enjoy the rest of your night."
The warden sat in shock as the unrelenting deluge poured down on him. All the booze and drugs had muted his senses, but he still knew after this night, his life would never be the same. Through tears and rain-streaked eyes, he watched as Mylo Dickenson, serial rapist, scooped up his naked, passed-out wife, the walkie-talkie and carried them both towards the bedroom. A trail of their mixed sex fluids dripped from her gaped pussy and spilled on the floor...
To be continued...
*****
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I stood there on my outdoor deck staring at the Ponderosa Pines circling our mountain cabin. I took a final draw from my cigarette before stamping it out. So many thoughts sifted through my brain as I thought back to the meeting my wife and I had with our sex therapist only a few months previously.
The clinical expert's words resonated in my mind now.
"I believe the two of you should consider introducing a new dynamic to your sex life. Based on our conversations, while I'm typically supportive of couples like yourselves working it out, I think it would be good for your marriage."
Hailey and I spent weeks searching our souls following that meeting.
Both now in our mid-thirties, living in suburbia with a couple of kids—the exciting and spontaneous sexual encounters were now few and far between. We both understood the counselor's recommendation made sense, but were we truly committed to stepping out of our conservative comfort zone?
Now two months later, based on the results of this weekend, it was hard to argue that we'd made the right decision. Neither of us had ever achieved more sexual enjoyment in a thirty-six-hour period. I had already nutted a dozen times, but that was nothing compared to the number of mind-numbing orgasms ripped through Hailey's spectacular body.
And yet something still pulled at my psyche—was this crazy change in direction really the right thing for us?
As I entered our master suite, the smell of sex overwhelmed my senses. But the stunning vision of my gorgeous wife was soon the only thing on my mind. There she was on her hands and knees on our big bed—completely naked except for a dark blindfold, five-inch black Stiletto heels, ties on her wrists and ankles, and an obsidian collar around her neck.
The disparity of the dark-colored accessories against her smooth white skin consumed me. Her thin limbs contrasting the artful curves of her sexy core and bubbled ass, already had my cock hardening as I moved towards her. Still, my eyes shifted to her dangling breasts. While Hailey would have been a prize for any red-blooded ass or legs man, it was her flawless D-cups that drew my attention all those years ago. Lucky for me, even after ten years and two kids, her tits were still as taught and even larger than when we hooked-up in college.
But as good as she looked in her compromised position, my sight was pridefully drawn to the frothy mess between her legs. Thick globs of sperm were splattered down the crack of her perfect ass and pristine pussy. I grabbed my nuts through my briefs while studying the volume and viscousness—still amazed that human testicles could produce such a bounty.
I dropped my underwear and moved forward. I stroked a thick band of her blonde hair in one hand and my dick in the other.
"Scott?" Her angelic voice questioned.
"LOOKS LIKE SOMEBODY IS READY FOR MORE!"
I turned to see Darnell and Leon strolling through the door. Both black men still naked, long thick cocks flopping heavily as they entered. Darnell, the one whose deep voice had just sounded, had a beer in one hand and a leather leash in the other. Leon was chomping on a bag of potato chips.
"Hubby, move over to your chair and play with that little pud while the bulls take care of business again!"
My eyes widened as I watched them approach the bed.
"You heard me!"
I dutifully landed in the recliner in which I'd already spent most of the weekend—doing my best to avoid the soiled towel at my feet.
Both men climbed up on the bed and sandwiched my wife.
"I say it again, IT LOOKS LIKE SOMEBODY IS READY FOR MORE!"
In the most submissive voice imaginable, Hailey purred, "I was worried you weren't coming back..."
Leon chuckled before tapping his cock against the bridge of her nose. "Wifey, we know that sexy mouth and hungry married pussy both craves more BBC! We'll see if we gonna make you beg as much this time!"
Darnell connected the leash to Allie's collar and gave a tug. "Shit...beg? Nah, we gonna make you bark like the missive' bitch you is this time!"
Despite my raging erection, I gripped my phone and snapped a photo—my fingers trembled as I texted a copy to our sex therapist with a note.
"Is this what you had in mind?"
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4:00 a.m.
Mylo Dickenson woke in the large bed of Grant and Liv Rawlins' seaside getaway in Sea Ranch, California. He gazed over at the warden's wife as she slept. The cum-crusted flat sheet covered most of her spectacular body, but one of her stunning tits lay exposed. To say Mylo had enjoyed his time with the young doctor's magnificent chest would be an understatement. From the first moment he'd torn the silky sweater from her bangin' body at the prison until only a few hours previously, her amazing D-cups had been like a kid's new favorite play toy.
It had been a long time, but he honestly couldn't remember having enjoyed a better set. Heavy, round, and possessing that flawless shape that forced her nipples upward, he suspected they hadn't lost any of their youthful rigidity even now in her mid-30's. Mylo pridefully admired the array of bite marks and hickey's cast around the previously unblemished surfaces.
But even as he lay ogling the lovely creature who would soon relieve his churning balls yet again, his thoughts turned to the television report from the hot Indian reporter at San Quentin. The video images were inarguable, the authorities clearly weren't fucking around--the military-style assault looked to be swift and decisive. The inmate horde certainly lacked the organization and firepower to fend off such an onslaught and would surely succumb, probably sooner than later.
Mylo knew this was inevitable, but he hoped it might not happen so soon.
He knew that once the authorities wrestled back control of the old prison, it was only a matter of time before they discovered the warden and his wife weren't on the premises. Mylo wasn't so naïve as to not understand the consequences of that discovery and the possible decisions he would have to make as a result.
But those choices would have to wait--right now he wanted to empty his balls.
The convicted rapist gently maneuvered Liv Rawlins' naked body on top of him. Faint sounds escaped her succulent lips. As they both lay facing the wood-beamed vaulted ceiling, Mylo buried his nose in her thick wavy locks. After the previous night of sweat and sex, her intoxicatingly dirty scent aroused him. And while his head hurt from a long day of partying and fucking, blood flowed uninhibited to his monster dick. He circled his hands around her swollen mounds and lightly squeezed.
A sleep-infused moan escaped her lips.
The prison escapee slipped his hand down across her smooth middle and weaved his fingers in her tiny tuft of lady fur. He could feel a slight crustiness in the typically silky coif. A whole lot of bodily fluids had splashed across the little patch since their 'family' shower the previous afternoon. Mylo's fingers continued downward on their devious mission--softly caressing the young doctor's swollen labia in the process.
Another feint gasp sounded. "Mmmm..."
Mylo was already back in his element, a sly smile formed on his face as he glanced over at the walkie-talkie on the nightstand.
At that moment, Chief Warden Grant Rawlins woke from his fitful slumber. The rain had stopped, but it was still pitch-black in the dark starless sky. He was shivering uncontrollably while bound to the unforgiving chair, soaked to the bone in the damp, low-40's temperatures. The past several nights had been some of the longest of his life, but they paled to this one. He had pissed himself again and once the relief from the painkillers subsided, the intense agony from his injuries returned to his tortured body. And he was practically freezing.
The scent of human urine was like smelling salt to his dulled senses, helping wake him from his shallow rest. He heard a distant sound, but his muddled brain didn't immediately register from where it came.
But as his coherency crystallized, recollections of what he'd seen and heard earlier in the night did too...at least he imagined they did. Was it possible it had only been a dream...the worst nightmare of his life? Could the haunting fireside sex between his wife and the sociopath have been only a cruel vision in his vice-dazed mind? Had the sounds and visuals he'd witnessed been only a figment of his imagination? Did she really respond to the lunatic's sexual actions in the ways his tortuous brain recalled?
Back in the bedroom Mylo's fingers softly caressed the young wife's swelling button while he lightly patted the bulbous head of his fat dick against her slickened labia. Satisfied whispers oozed from her lips as she slept. Mylo planted subtle kisses along her neck.
"Mmmm...that feels good honey." She moaned faintly, still dreaming it was her husband.
The warden's ears perked up when he heard his wife's angelic voice.
"Feels good, don't it baby?" A man's gruff tones interrupted.
"Mmmm...uhhh...yes keep doing it just like that...uhhh."
Grant's heart sank as the barely audible words coming from his wife's mouth confirmed that what he'd seen and heard the previous night hadn't been a dream.
"You want it again don't you." Mylo edged as he replaced his fingers with the spongy head of his cock.
"Mmmm...yesss," she whispered, still not awake but feeling budding pleasure between her legs.
"Tell me what you want."
"Keep doing it...Mmmm...I like it...like that...uhn...rub it...yeah."
"You wanna cum again?"
"Mmmm yesss...uhn...feels so good." The hot doctor moaned, her erratic breathing now loud enough for her husband to pick up on it.
Another grin formed on Mylo's face as he felt more silky wetness dousing his veiny meat.
Liv Rawlins lay on top of him, back on his muscled chest, eyes closed, still not sure if she was dreaming. She felt the warm pressing bulge between her legs just as she gained coherency.
Mylo's cockhead mashed between her slippery pussy lips.
"Ugh...no...not again." She whined in a startled response.
"Shit bitch, it's been like three hours, my balls are full, this time we'll just do it nice and slow."
"Three hours isn't anything. I can't handle anymore."
"Oh, let's not start that again--we both know that's a bunch of shit. I can already feel your horny slit wetting my dick. I'm just gonna put it in and then you can tell me you don't want it."
The young wife gasped as his oversized head pushed past her puffy lips and popped inside. The convict gradually worked it deeper. "Mmmm...now that's what I'm talking about. It's wet, ain't it?" He breathed into her ear.
Liv held her breath, trying not to respond to the feeling of being so full yet again.
"Fuck Doc, your tight little pussy and my big cock were made for each other. Tell me that doesn't feel good." He groaned in her ear before reaching down and sandwiching her clit between two of his craggy fingers.
"Ohhh...God...please don't." She whimpered.
"C'mon baby, you know it feels good, let's just lay here and enjoy a nice slow fuck!" Mylo coaxed as he slowly forced his cock further inside while edging her tender bump.
"Why do you keep...uhn...keep doing this? I...I don't want you to..." She whined--her conviction waning the deeper he sunk.
"Okay Doc..." he started before reaching for her hand and bringing it down between her legs. "You take over then." He moved her delicate digits across her swollen nub.
"That a girl...rub that little button while I take care of these hard-ass nipples."
"Don't make me do this...please." She begged.
"You're already doing it sweetheart. Your fingers are already all slick and shiny, huh?" Mylo teased as he raised his hips and bottomed out deep inside her.
Her juices were dripping around his cock.
"Ugh...God...it's too deep. Please don't do this." She objected yet her fingers didn't stop.
"C'mon baby it ain't so bad...your sweet slit doesn't seem to mind--it's oozing all over my balls." He stuck his tongue in her ear.
The warden from his desolate position tried to focus on his wife's response, but his chattering teeth and need to urinate again made it hard to concentrate.
Liv could feel the intense pleasure senses tingling deep inside as the fat head of his huge cock bumped against her cervix. It was wrong, but despite her guilt, she asked herself why she was even fighting it. Grant won't know if I just enjoy this for a while. Besides I'm doing this as much for him as I am for me. If I keep this man distracted, maybe it will help us come up with an escape strategy... Her conflicted brain rationalized while her dripping pussy pulsed around the convict's thick meatstick.
Mylo could sense from her subtle movements and growing lack of resistance, the sexy doctor was succumbing to her pleasure senses. He pulled on her stiff nipples. "Baby, the warden is enjoying the best sleep he's had in days, let's just enjoy this. If we keep it down, he won't know."
"Ugh...I shouldn't be...uhn...God. Ohhh fuck...uhn...mmph..."
"That a girl...roll those hips while you play with yourself..."
The warden's head sunk to his chest as the words and sounds echoed through the speaker. This can't be happening again...
"Tell me how good it is." Mylo growled. "Squeeze those pussy muscles around it...yeah just like that!"
"Ohhh...uhn...uhn...you're...so...so...deep. Why do you do this to me...ohhh mmph!"
"Cuz you're a hot fuck Doc and we both know you love it!"
"Uhn...uhn...sooo deeeep! God...you're big...fuck!"
Mylo grinned as he glanced over at the walkie-talkie. "Feels fuckin' good, don't it?"
"Mmmm...shit...this is so wrong. We shouldn't be doing this. But...but...oh shit...yeah...ohhh...right there...uhhh..."
Mylo released one of her tits and pressed his hand against her cheek turning her head to the side. "Suck on my tongue!"
Every muscle in her husband's body tensed as he listened.
Liv shook her head. She couldn't see Mylo's extended tongue in the darkened room, but she sensed it was close to her open lips. The convict pushed more forcefully until the insistent digit danced across her lower lip. He pinched her right nipple between his fingers.
"Oh God!" She shrieked in pain and surprise.
Mylo took the opportunity to bury his tongue between her open lips.
Liv did her best to resist as the slippery digit explored her mouth from the side. Sadly, it didn't take long before the inexplicable pleasure feelings from his thrusting cock and her own manipulation of her clitoris caused her remaining resistance to fade away. She turned her head as far as possible and sucked his tongue further into her mouth.
The sounds of confirmation were validated to the warden when he heard his wife's mouth-filled moans...sounds he'd heard thousands of times when they made love.
Oh my fucking God! She's kissing him!
He didn't have long to process those thoughts before he heard her again.
"Ohhh...uhn...yeah...you're gonna make me...ohhhh...uhhhh...ohhhh...don't...stoppppp..." his wife's sounds of ecstasy were replaced by more intense mouth-filled moans.
The climatic responses continued until the convict's grating voice declared triumphantly, "Yeah Doc, cum all-over that big fuckin' cock again...yeah, I can feel that sweet shit squirtin' all over my balls!"
Over the next hour, the formerly resistive wife sullied Mylo's testicles and the bed sheets in a litany of orgasmic explosions while he remained buried deeply in her from below.
The helpless warden wallowed in misery for what felt like an eternity listening to his wife's bountiful climaxes before the sociopath triumphantly filled her again.
*****
7:00 a.m.
The warden woke to bright sunshine cascading off the wall of glass in front of him. He hadn't seen the sun in over a week, but despite its radiance, it did little to quell the feelings of discomfort in his wrecked body. His clothes were soaked to the bone, and he was shivering uncontrollably. The pain from his injuries had returned and now his head ached from the previous day and night of drinking and drugs.
Before his mind could turn to thoughts of what he'd witnessed and heard throughout the night, the glass patio door slid open in front of him. The first thing he saw was Mylo Dickenson's huge dick dangling heavily over his softball-sized scrotum. The convict opened the door partially and stood in the opening.
"Well looky there, the sun finally came out chief, but damn it's still chilly out here, it's gonna make my balls shrink up!" Mylo joked as he lifted his cock and displayed his massive ball sack.
"Well, that's a relative term, ain't it fuckhead?" He continued.
The sex offender gazed at the despondent man sitting in front of him. The warden was shaking from the cold and saliva was beading down his chin below the ubiquitous funnel still wedged inside his mouth.
"What a night, huh chief? I gotta say, you're sure doing a helluva job making up for all the shit you put me through the past six or seven years. I mean, sharing this house, that big bed, all that tasty grub, the booze, your stogies, and...uh..." A shit-eating grin formed on his face.
Grant's eyes narrowed.
"So, what'd you think last night chief? That was a performance even I didn't know I still had in me. But something about that slut brings out the best in me! She truly is one horny bitch and those big fuckin' tits are so fun they make by balls bounce together--not to mention that bubbly ass...I swear it belongs on a twelve-year-old boy!" Mylo winked at him as the warden's face welled with redness.
"But I have to say, all that shit pales compared to that gushing little slit of hers. That sweet thing loves it some big ol' horse dick, don't it? I'm sure you heard her moaning, whimpering, and begging for more. Does she do that when you guy's fuck?" The cruel convict already knew the answer and was joyfully aware the warden couldn't respond anyway.
"Well, I'll tell you what chief, I'm freezing my nuts off leaning out this door without any clothes. Let me throw something on and I'll come get you, change you out of those wet rags, and get you something to yummy to eat--I think Purina cat chow is on the menu this morning! But remember to keep it down, your old lady didn't get much sleep last night and now she's nestled in those warm snuggly sheets catching up."
*****
11:30 a.m.
Mylo sat on the edge of the bed ogling Liv Rawlins' spectacular tits as they sat squeezed together in the open-fronted leather lace-up corset.
"I'm going to freeze to death wearing this outdoors in January." She complained.
"Oh, it won't be so bad with the leather jacket over the top, besides I'll be blocking most of the wind. But before you put that coat on, let me have a better look at you. Turn around."
Liv reluctantly modeled the ensemble for him. Mylo's cock swelled as he gawked at her smokin' body in the black leather outfit. The skin-tight pants and four inch thick-healed mid-calf boots showed off her sexy legs and bubbled ass to perfection. Her bare shoulders and lithe neck were accentuated by the small straps of the top that looked like it might bust open at any moment. She had showered and fashioned her hair and applied slutish makeup the way he liked. This time he made her put on bright red glossy lipstick and paint her nails to match.
"Fuck Doc, you should be on the cover of "Biker World" magazine!"
"I never planned to wear this top out in public, Grant got it to share just between us." She whined.
"Well, today is everyone else's lucky day, cuz unlike your small-minded hubby, I'm not shy about sharing that sexy shit with the rest of the world!"
"That's big of you..."
"Not as big as those sweet-ass melons of yours!" He laughed. "Now grab your jacket and let's go. By the way, you never commented on how I look in my get-up?" Mylo chirped. "These boots are tight as fuck, but I have to say I like the way these leather pants show off my cock!"
Liv glanced down and stared at what looked like a salami running down his thigh.
"Subtle..." she deadpanned, causing him to erupt in laughter.
"And by the way, this isn't exactly riding weather, I'm going to freeze."
"Shit, the sun's out and the temperature gauge on the deck says 59, actually kind of balmy for January. I'm sure you wouldn't mind sticking around the house for some more bedroom fun, but I haven't been out and about for fuckin' twenty years, so we're going to take advantage of it!"
The captive wife wasn't going to debate it further, she was amazed he was brash enough to take her out in public. She had already told herself if an opportunity arose to let someone know what he was doing to them, she was going to take it.
"Do you even know how to ride a Harley?" She questioned instead.
He smiled, eyes glistening.
"C'mon honey, do I strike you as the type who hasn't ridden before. I grew up jumping my dirt bike over all kinds of shit while running from the cops. But I will say, I'm looking forward to riding that big ass motherfucker! But before we go, let's go say goodbye to the chief! And keep the coat off till after we say our hasta la vista's."
She scowled at him, knowing full well he just wanted her husband to know he planned to display her large breasts in public.
The warden was fast asleep as they entered his bedroom.
"Hey shithead, wake up!" Mylo shouted.
Liv flashed him a dirty look, but she was pleasantly surprised to see Grant tucked into the bed as Mylo had said he was going to do. Her husband's dreadful funnel had been replaced again by the ball gag, but aside from a serious case of bedhead, she didn't think he looked too bad. The room had a distinct urinal scent, but she figured the smell came from his bucket on the floor, not her husband's piss-stained skin.
The warden woke groggily. But despite his malaise, he quickly recognized the leather riding gear they both wore. The fact they had it on at all surprised him given the time of year and all the rain. But his wife wearing the leather corset didn't.
What else would that lunatic dress her in?
"Hey chief, your wife told me she wanted to go for a ride on the hog today. I told her I could accommodate that." Mylo chuckled. "But then I realized she was talking about your bike this time! So, we're gonna head out for a while, I'm sure you can find something to do while we're gone. Maybe you can finger that little dude in its cage while thinking about all the lustful sounds you've heard coming from next door!"
Grant glowered at the rapist before he glanced in his wife's direction. She looked stunning in the black leather outfit and bright red glossy lipstick. Their eyes met and despite his inability to communicate verbally, she could tell he was encouraging her to take any opportunity she could to get them out of this desolation.
The brilliant doctor nodded subtly to confirm she knew what he was thinking.
Unfortunately for Grant Rawlins, his wife's brain power would be significantly stunted before she could use it.
*****
The warden heard his Harley engine roar to life.
The lunatic convict was helping himself to yet another of his valued possessions.
Just outside the garage, Mylo checked the bike bags he had filled with an assortment of things including a wad of cash he had absconded from the warden's nightstand. He jumped on the big leather seat and revved the monster engine. "FUCK YEAH! THAT'S SOME MOTHERFUCKIN' HORSEPOWER!" He shouted with an ear-to-ear grin.



"Jump on honey! And how the fuck do I turn on the tunes on this Bad Ass Mofo?"
Liv cringed. That was a phrase Grant liked to use.
Nonetheless, she instructed him how to work the Sirius XM stereo. He told her to wrap her arms around his waist. Moments later they did a 200-yard wheely out of the driveway and down the typically quiet street as Iron Maiden's "Hallow Be Thy Name" blasted from the speakers.
In his room, the warden heard the unmistakable roar of his bike and the dreadful music as they sped away.
An unimaginable thought crossed his mind. What if I never see her again?
*****
When they reached the main road, Mylo ordered "Okay bitch, we've gone far enough, drop your hands and grip my cock!"
If the escaped convict felt a heavenly sense of freedom the night of the quake and subsequent drive up to the oceanside getaway, now he felt like he had actually entered the pearly gates. With the sun shining on his skin, the wind blowing in his hair, and the warden's hot wife gripping his big dick, he hadn't experienced more contentment in two decades.
They cruised north on California Highway 1 overlooking the majestic Pacific Ocean on their left.
Liv started off with mixed feelings about the ride. She was fearful for her safety and what his intentions were once they reached wherever it was they were going. But on the other hand, she hoped this trip might provide an opportunity to contact someone who could help their plight.
But the further they rode, something strange began to evolve in her mind. It wasn't that she hadn't experienced similar thoughts over the past few days, but now it felt more galvanized as her mind was clear from the booze and drugs that been such an overwhelming influence on her actions and reactions.
Perhaps it was the breathtaking scenery, the tunes, or the discovery that her husband had crossed a morality line by mating the man whose big cock she now held, with another prisoner. A tiny voice emerged and whispered in her head: Is this man truly a perpetrator or a victim--a victim of a heinous upbringing and a corrupt system? A system made that much more abhorring by your husband's actions against him. He hurt him. He tortured him.
A corrosive seed had been planted in her mind. She felt a surge of rationality as she gripped Mylo's meaty cock more intently--the bulging organ felt powerful and inspiring. She began rubbing along its rutted length--she could feel it swelling in her grip. Unexpected feelings of arousal built between her legs.
God...it's inconceivable his cock could be this big and hard! What if I had a cock like this every night to come home to? Would I ever think about anything else?
Her brain skipped between morality and sensuality.
This isn't your husband--how can you feel this way? Is this karma for Grant's actions against him or is it some kind of Stockholm Syndrome? Actually...I don't care, it feels so good to stroke it.
Mylo sensed a change occurring as well. When they first departed, his captive felt rigid, distant, and hesitant. Now after riding thirty miles up the coast, he could feel her molding tightly against him. He could feel her omnipresent breasts pressing against his back while her thighs clamped tightly around him. But most of all, he could feel her little hand squeezing and stroking his big cock.
Mylo knew that after five days of the consuming debauchery her resistance was fading--her concerted massaging movements validating his theory. The warden's hot wife was no longer simply gripping his dick because she was instructed--something was different now. He knew this was inevitable, but the fact it was happening as they cruised freely up the California coast on her husband's own bike was proverbial icing on his cake.
After almost an hour, Mylo pulled the bike off at a deserted turnout. Below the gravel parking area, he could see a long grassy hillside sloping down towards the cliffs above the crashing waves.
"What are we doing here?" She asked, a far-away look on her face.
"You'll see, grab that bag out of your side while I get the one from over here."
Liv's bag contained a blue tarp and a large throw blanket. She quickly understood what he had in mind, but instead of the dread she would have experienced days before, now she felt her nipples hardening and wetness moistening her panties. They found a narrow, matted trail through the waist high grass. It was still damp from the previous night's rains, but the scent of the ocean and the wet foliage energized their senses, especially Liv's. They walked for a quarter mile before coming to a circular clearing--visibly created by people, most likely teenagers who would've used it as a secluded party spot. Empty beer cans and cigarette butts were strewn about.
"This ought to do." Mylo announced.
Liv looked around in all directions. Aside from an occasional car on the highway, it felt like they were the only people for miles.
The kids who had claimed this spot were undoubtedly still in school and it wasn't likely anyone else would stumble upon them on a midweek afternoon. They laid out the tarp and covered it with the large blanket.
"Well, it looks like we found our spot!" Mylo announced.
"Our spot for what?" She asked, already knowing the answer but questioning him out of obligation.
"C'mon Doc, you know I don't have to answer that. The big bed, your husband's Lazyboy chair, the kitchen table and the animal fur rug have been good to us, but sometimes the great outdoors calls. Take off your boots!"
She glared at him questioningly but quickly realized his demand wasn't negotiable. Mylo kicked his off also and they both moved to the center of the blanket.
The escaped convict reached into his pocket and pulled out a Blue Cheese cannabis joint and his lighter. He took the first big hit before passing it to her.
Liv started to object but relented, realizing it wouldn't do any good. She slowly brought it to her bright red stained lips and took a moderate hit. Several seconds passed before a billowing cloud and a coughing attack escaped her lungs. Mylo chuckled before he pulled a small vile from his other pocket. He sprinkled a little cocaine on the joint and took another long pull.
Liv watched in surprise.
After exhaling the prison escapee chimed, "We used to call these coco-puffs back in the day." He sprinkled more on the joint and passed it back to her--she contemplated momentarily before hitting it again. She was surprised at how the burning powder smoothed the flavor of the weed. They each inhaled a couple more c-puffs before Mylo tossed the roach aside.
Liv's head was spinning.
"Get down on your knees."
"Are we really going to do this in public? What if someone comes down that trail?"
"Then they'll get to watch two horny people getting it on!"
"Two? Speak for yourself!"
"C'mon Doc, we both know the panties underneath those hot leather pants are sopping right now! You enjoyed that ride as much as I did."
"I don't know what you're talking about." Her denial undermined by the effects of the drugs made it easy for Mylo to tell she was lying.
"Ha...I don't believe you. I'll tell you what, if you slide your little fingers inside those stretchy pants and they come out dry, then we can call it a day, head back to the house and I won't demand any sex for the next twenty-four hours. But if they come out slick and scented, I call the shots! Deal?"
Liv knew her panties were drenched--the drugs and anticipation of outdoor sex had assured her deluge.
"Leather doesn't breathe well..." was the only defense her muddled brain could come up with.
Mylo laughed loudly. "So, I'll take as an admission of guilt! Get down on your knees Titties."
The warden's wife took a deep breath and kneeled. As she did so, Mylo reached into his bag and pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniels and lowball glass absconded from Grant's bar.
"Booze too?" Liv questioned, serious concern in her voice. "I'm already really messed up from those drugs!"
"Ah...a little whiskey mellows things. Take out my cock!"
Liv could see the outline of his long penis and oversized testicles beneath the tight leather pants...her husband's leather pants. She couldn't remember ever noticing Grant's genitalia when he wore them. Now as she stared at it, she could feel her mouth watering and her nipples hardening against the tight corset. She slowly reached for the button and nervously disconnected it. The weight and size of his organ caused the front of the pants to literally burst open. Despite her anticipation, she shrieked in surprise.
Mylo gripped the lid of the JD bottle with his teeth and spit it to the side. He took a swig as he watched the hot doctor open his pants from her knees. Her perfect tits caged by the corset strings creating a scintillating backdrop. He could see her nipples bulging the material beneath the open leather coat.
"Take it out!"
The nervous wife pulled slightly down on the black leather opening and reached inside. Her small fingers met his hot flesh. Liv could feel wetness in her pussy as her trembling digits wrapped partially around its base as she slowly fished it out. A not-so-subtle gasp escaped her lips when it slapped heavily against the leather.
"Balls too..." He directed.
This time she moved more confidently and pulled his pants down just far enough to allow her fingers to palm his scrotum and lift it over the fly opening.
His size, even in its flaccid state, was still incomprehensible.
Mylo could see it in her eyes, she was not the same scared victim who had unwillingly succumbed to his demands only five short days ago. He watched as her tongue circled her lips.
"What do you want to do?" He questioned.
"What...what do you...me...mean?"
"I mean, what do you want to do with that big cock?"
"I...I...don't want...any...anything." Her chest heaved while erratic breaths escaped her half-open mouth.
"I don't think you're being truthful. I can tell you want to touch it to your lips."
"N...no...I...I...don't want to lick it."
"I didn't say lick. But clearly that's on your mind. You want to run your tongue on it?" He teased before making it twitch upward, causing her to flinch and gasp out loud.
She licked her lips again.
"You know how good it makes you feel! We are the only two people around, you can do whatever you want, and no one will ever know!"
Liv could feel wetness oozing down her thighs as she studied the thick greenish veins pulsing more blood through it. She felt like some irresistible force was pulling her closer.
"Oh God...it's so..."
"It's so what?"
"Jeez...it's so...so big..."
"Yeah it is...but it still fits in that hot little mouth of yours. You wanna suck it don't you?"
His words, the drugs, but mostly his big, beautiful cock had broken down any remaining resistance she could offer. The stunning, married doctor slowly looked up at him and nodded. Her mouth was watering.
"Tell me!"
She reached out and gripped it with both hands, one on top of the other. "I...I...want to suck it. Your big cock...I want to suck your big cock!"
"What else?"
"I want to taste...taste you. Like the other times, I want you to do it...do it in my mouth..."
"You want me to cum in your mouth?"
She looked up at him again and hesitated before acknowledging. Never a big fan of semen, but at this moment her mouth salivated in anticipation. She knew he had used her throat as a cum dump, but now she was looking forward to it.
"Tell me!"
"Yes...I want you to...God...I...I want you to shoot your hot load down my throat."
She began to increase the pace of her long strokes--his cock swelling and straightening as more blood filled it.
"Oh my...jeez...so...b...big..." Her words trailed off as she studied every indelible inch. Her spit now glistening in the bright sunlight against her hands and his engorged organ.
"When I nut in your mouth, what are you going to do?"
"SWALLOW! She blurted, stating emphatically what was already on her mind. "...I'll swallow it for you."
Liv was in a trance. A sexual spell caused by his big fat cock and enhanced by the drugs pulsing through her bloodstream. Nothing else mattered at this moment. She wanted to suck him dry.
Mylo held the bottle and glass in one hand and gripped his dick with the other. "Stick out your tongue!"
She did as he directed, an eager moan escaping her lips in the process.
"Since you didn't do it before, slip one of your hands inside your pants and play with that horny pussy of yours!"
This time she didn't hesitate. Her fingers moved deftly--she glided them down the front of her leathers and found her slippery clit. "Mmmm..."
"Look at this big cock...it fuckin' turns you on, doesn't it?"
Liv's head was spinning. She was cock drunk. "Yeah...I mean YES...ohhhh...yes it does." She whimpered, fingers moving faster in her panties.
"Tongue me bitch!"
Liv leaned forward and sloppily kissed and licked around the head. She stuck her tongue against the long slit at the top and flicked it, causing Mylo to groan.
Emboldened by his lustful response, her tongue moved up and down along the sensitive underside, paying special attention to the rippled surface just below the head. She brought her hand up and stroked her saliva along his length while she dropped down and nibbled on his ball sack.
Mylo ran his free hand through her hair. "Fuck Doc, I'll make a cocksucker out of you yet. That a girl, suck on my balls too!"
She vacuumed one of his testicles between her lips.
At that moment, Liv Rawlins wasn't thinking about escape. She wasn't thinking about her husband. She wasn't thinking about treating sick kids. She wasn't thinking about the fact she was sucking an escaped convict's huge cock in plain sight of anyone who wandered down the grassy path. No, the only thing filling her mind was how good it felt to have his huge balls in her mouth. Never an avid head-giver, she couldn't get enough now. She took him back in her mouth and sucked like her life depended on it. She had never felt this way. It wasn't supposed to be like this, but it was. Her fingers in her pants were bathed in the juices dripping from her pussy.
"Taste's good, doesn't it?" Mylo's gravelly voice broke her revelry.
"MmmmHmmm..."
He wrapped his free hand around her head and pulled her downward. "Look up at me while you take this big fucker down your throat!"
Mylo pushed his cock against her tonsils. Liv's eyes watered and her jaw stretched as wide as it was capable.
"Oh fuck, that's the slut I know," Mylo growled. "Breathe through your nose and relax your neck muscles."
She heeded his advice and avoided the oxygen deprivation she'd experienced while learning earlier.
"Ah...there it is...I'm in your throat now!"
Prior to the past few days, Liv had never truly had a cock down her throat. Now, despite his enormous girth, she'd had enough practice and was finally getting accustomed to sucking him deeply. Her drool spilled down her chin onto her heaving chest.
"Yeah slut...nice and deep...suck that big cock...uhn fuck!"
Despite her love for sex, Liv had never considered herself a slut, but at this moment down on her knees in a hot biker get-up, in plain sight of anyone who happened upon them, she hungrily sucked the rapist's huge cock like a needy whore.
"You love that big fuckin' dick don't you Titties?"
"MmmmHmmm..."
The sex offender gripped his dick and yanked it from her mouth. Her vivid red lipstick was no longer perfectly coifed, it had mixed with her spit and his precum--fading to a milky pink hue. He smeared it around her beautiful face.
"Tell me how much you love it."
"Mmmm...yes..."
"No! Fuckin' say it!"
"Mmmm...yes...God yes I do."
"Be more specific. I want to hear you say it!"
"Uhn God...I love it...it's so effing big! It makes me wet just having it in my mouth. I love sucking it!" She grunted before slutishly inhaling the head again and swirling her tongue. The warden's hot wife pulled it out and crudely spit on it before circling it with her free hand and polishing the crown.
"Yeah bitch that feels good, but I wanna see how wet and slippery your other hand is. Do it with that one!"
His demand surprised her, but she quickly ripped her cream-covered fingers from her pants and wrapped them around his engorged meat.
"Uh huh, that's the horny little slit I know, look at all that pussy lube. Now lick it up like the slut you are!"
The young doctor engulfed him again. "MmmmMmmm..." she sounded as her lips and tongue savored the sweet flavor of her womanly essence mixed with his testosterone.
"You're such a horny bitch, I bet you'd love to eat pussy, wouldn't you?"
Liv didn't answer, but she ingested her juices like a female inmate who had been in prison too long.
Mylo poured an inch of whiskey in the glass. "Okay, time to add a little more flavor. Stick my stick in here!"
The command caught her off guard. She pulled his head from her mouth, saliva spilled all over her stroking hand as she did so.
"Huh?"
"Sink it in here...the head of my cock...sink it in here!"
She finally understood the order. Liv guided the fat head into the glass.
"Oh my God, it barely fits." She gasped, her eyes wide.
Mylo laughed. "That doesn't surprise either of us, now does it!"
The prison warden's young wife stared in awe as the spongy knob displaced the velvety liquid.
"Stir it...there you go--gives a new meaning to cocktail, doesn't it Doc?" Mylo laughed. "Okay now pull it out and suck that shit off!"
The warden's desperate wife quickly took it back in her mouth. She wasn't typically a whiskey drinker either, but she certainly was at this moment--it tasted heavenly.
"MmmmMmmm..."
"Do it again! Fuck yeah, swirl that hot tongue around it. Damn, you're such a slut! Okay, now drink it!"
Liv gulped nervously before bringing the glass to her lips and wrestling it down. She coughed as it burned her throat on its journey to her stomach.
"Yeah bitch, now play with your pussy some more!" Mylo tossed the glass down on the blanket but held onto the bottle.
Liv sunk her hand back into the waistband of her stretchy pants. She was quickly losing the battle with the alcohol and drugs, but she was so aroused it didn't matter. If she were magically to have an out of body experience, she wouldn't have recognized the horny slut on her knees eagerly sucking the big fat meatstick.
"God...your cock...your big cock tastes so good!"
Mylo chuckled, he had finally broken down the last of her resistances. She was now his toy to do as he pleased. "Yeah it does, now let's have you sample my balls. Get down on your hands and knees." He shucked his pants and straddled her, both facing towards the ocean. He moved forward just over her head. His scrotum dragged heavily over her scalp until it cleared her head and plopped down in front of her face, engulfing her nose.
"Okay slut, time to tee-bag my horse balls!"
Liv had never heard the phrase, but it wasn't hard to figure out what he had in mind. She enthusiastically extended her tongue and licked his heavy sack as he dipped it up and down across her face.
"Ohhh...fuck yeah, I bet the warden has never had this treatment, has he?"
Her response was unrecognizable with a mouth full of chicken skin.
"Fuck, no need to talk anyway." Mylo laughed. "Just keep licking and sucking those big balls. Uhn...yeah Doc, you sure you haven't done that before?" The vibration of satisfying sounds from her throat tickled his sensitive nuts.
He could feel her head shake subtly from side to side.
"Mmmm...fuck...I could have you do that all day long, but right now put that long tongue to another use. Lick my ass!"
He expected her to push back at this demand, but before he repeated himself, he felt her slippery digit circle his puckered hole.



"Mmmm Doc, now that's fuckin' good! Yeah bitch, lick it!"
Mylo couldn't believe this was happening. Less than a week previously he was locked up like an animal in a rainy maximum-security prison, forced to jack-off to fat chicks in magazines. Now he was standing freely under crystal clear skies in a large grassy field less than a quarter of a mile from the majestic Pacific Ocean while the smokin' hot wife of the warden was down on her hands and knees energetically licking his asshole.
I don't know what I did to deserve this, but it doesn't get any better! Clean living I guess!
Mylo knew this dream wouldn't last forever, but he was going to enjoy every moment while it did. He reached back and guided her head up and down his crack.
"Damn Doc, this needs to be on the daily agenda!"
A minute later she moved her lips back to his balls and sucked one of them in. Mylo could feel that magical tingle deep in his nuts. He stroked his cock while she alternated between sucking his balls and licking his O-ring.
"Fuck slut, I'm gonna blow!" He stepped over and spun her around. She moved quickly to her knees and inhaled his rigid dick again.
"Your big cock...Mmmm!" The warden's sexy wife gripped it with both hands, one on top of the other while sloppily drooling all around the oversized dome.
Mylo circled her head with both hands and shoved himself deep into her mouth. "Uhn...uhn...uhn...here comes the good stuff slut!"
She stared up at him with a half-starved look in her eyes, her cheeks vacuumed, and his cock pressed against her tonsils. She jerked it as fast as she could while slutishly sucking and swirling her tongue. Moments later she felt the head swell and a blast of hot sticky goo pour down her throat.
Liv's sinewy body stiffened, she squirted inside her panties.
The convict's massive beast recoiled and spurted again. And again. She swallowed as fast as she could, but there was so much pumping from the unyielding organ, she was losing the battle.
When it finally subsided, her lips and chin were coated in the sweet and salty paste, but she'd taken more down her throat than at any time over the past five days.
"Shit Doc, I will give you an absolute 'A' for effort for that performance!"
Her face was flushed, and her lipstick was smeared around her mouth. She was gasping for breath, but suddenly a mischievous grin formed on her cum-covered lips. She brought his messy cock back to her mouth and sucked it clean. The insatiable wife then proceeded to use the spongy knob to collect and press most of the rest of his cum from around her face into her mouth.
"MmmmMmmm..."
Mylo stood, wide-eyed. He had converted many women into cum sluts in his life, but never in circumstances resembling this. His chest puffed out as his semi-rigid dick plopped from between her lips. Even he was surprised. In less than a week he had transformed the warden's brilliant, gorgeous, previously resistant wife into a cock-obsessed fuck-toy.
*****
An hour, several additional coco-puffs, and a couple more whiskey shots later, they rode back into the small downtown. Mylo had spotted the biker bar on their northern pass, but now more than a dozen bikes were parked outside. He pulled into the lot and pried Liv's grip from his waist. She was fucked-up to the point she'd had to release his cock about ten miles up the road and instead cling tightly to his body in a desperate attempt to not fall off the bike. Mylo helped her down from the hog and steadied her in her heeled boots.
"Okay, I know you are a smart lady Doc, but don't get any ideas about suggesting to anyone that I am holding you against your will. Got it?"
She nodded her head despite barely being capable of understanding what he was telling her.
Mylo reached for her leather jacket and pulled it off her shoulders. He slipped one arm out at a time, exposing her tight leather corset. Her lithe neck, narrow shoulders and toned arms came into view. But no one inside the bar would be paying attention to any of those things--the frontal ties of the leather top were stretched to capacity by her huge tits creating mouthwatering cleavage that was simply impossible to miss.
He held her around the waist with one arm and led her through the saloon-style swinging doors.
Every biker in the place stopped and turned in their direction. No woman as hot has Liv Rawlins had walked through those doors in a long time, if ever. The bartender, a huge scruffy-bearded man came around from behind the bar. He ogled the warden's wife's flawless body from head to toe. He liked what he saw, but it was apparent she needed help standing.
"Bro, this bar hasn't been blessed with something as fine as that in a long time. You are welcome to stay, but no more booze for your old lady!"
Mylo smiled back and glanced around the bar at all the jealous glares. "That's fine...uh..."
"Hank! The name's Hank. This is my place!"
"Yeah Hank, I hope you don't mind if me and my gal take a load off for a while. I'm gonna have a few pops and you can bring her some ice water. As you suggested, she doesn't need any more booze for a while--she's got a belly full of whiskey and some uh...some other good stuff!" Mylo bragged as he reached down and grabbed his crotch.
Hank Tannager wasn't impressed easily, but even he was taken aback by the claim of the man about the sexy bitch standing in front of him.
"Yeah...uh...there's a booth over there, what can I get for you?"
After twenty years in prison, Mylo wasn't accustomed to people asking him for his choice. A satisfied smile came to his lips. "I'll just have a Bud..."
*****
An hour later.
"Get the fuck out! Mylo? Mylo Dickenson? What the fuck are you doing here?"
Mylo raised his finger to his mouth to tell the muscled black man to keep his voice down. He rose from his chair and gave his old friend a big bear hug.
"J.T. I could ask you the same fuckin' thing!"
"Dude, I moved up this way after I got out, but Mylo, you're a lifer! Did they somehow determine the semen sprayed into all those married bitches belonged to someone else or something?"
Mylo laughed. "No, that virile shit was all mine! You're not going to believe this J.T., I fuckin' busted out!"
"Get the fuck out...no damn way brother!" A look of incredulousness washed across the 32-year-old black man's face.
"Yep, following that big ass quake, I escaped out of that shithole with...you're really not gonna believe this...the fuckin' warden and his hot ass wife!" He put his hand under the chin of the passed-out woman sitting next to him. He lifted her head from the table and pressed it back against the padded backing of the booth, balancing her pliable body against his shoulder for support. In the process, her spectacular tits came into view through the corset ties.
"WAIT WHHHAAATTT?" THIS HOT BITCH IS THE FUCKIN' WARDEN'S WIFE?"
Mylo held up his finger to his lips again. "Dude, keep your voice down! You're talking to a fugitive." He laughed. "But yep, can you fuckin' believe it?"
"Okay, this is waaaayyyy to much for my miniscule brain to process! It doesn't make sense, all the news reports say the warden and his wife are being held inside the Q by Anaconda and his posse!"
A big grin formed on Mylo's face. "Well, those reports by that hot ass Indian reporter are all wrong! I've been taking care of the warden and this hot little thing since the night of the quake."
"Mylo Dickenson, I can't wrap my head around any of this. Tell me what the fuck you're talking about!"
The convicted rapist laughed loudly. "I'll tell you J.T., but not before we have a shot to celebrate us being together outside those fuckin' walls! Hey Hank, can you bring us a couple shots of Jack!"
After they pounded down the whiskey, Mylo proceeded to tell his former cellmate the story of how he broke out of San Quentin Maximum Security Prison.
"Holy Fuck Mylo...so they're not even looking for you?" His friend John Tyler Jackson, paroled felon, asked, still having trouble believing the story.
"Nope! Those stupid-ass motherfuckers don't seem to have any idea I busted us out."
"Damn, I guess it makes sense with the explosion at the guard gate and shit, but it's like a fuckin' miracle! Okay, so tell me about this sexy ass shit!" J.T. beamed as he nodded in Liv Rawlins' direction.
"Bro...what do you want to know?" Mylo laughed. "I've been bangin' this slut since that first night when I took her doggie on that motherfucker's desk!"
The black man took in the sight of Liv Rawlins' beautiful face and spectacular tits practically spilling out of the leather corset. "C'mon Mylo, this is too good to be true! This can't really be the wife of that son-of-a-bitch we hated so much. So, where the fuck is he now?"
"I'm not shitting you dude! She was like a gift from the Gods when I bolted into that motherfucker's office. She was standing there in this hot-ass sweater and skirt. After she lost her top, she stood there cuffed and cryin' in the hottest skimpy little bra--these babies were begging for release!" Mylo gloated as he reached out and squeezed one of her heavy tits.
Liv moaned quietly.
"As for the warden, he is wrapped up nice and cozy at their weekend getaway a couple of miles from here. Like I told you, his body is pretty fucked-up from that big-ass bookcase falling on him," Mylo laughed, "but not half as fucked-up as his brain from seeing and hearing me banging this hot thing for four days straight!"
"Dude, Hollywood couldn't come up with something like this...Escaped rapist kidnap's warden and smokin' wife and torments him while fucking the shit out of her in their own home!"
"I've been pinching myself dude...well except when I'm pinching these instead," Mylo gloated before tweaking one of the swollen bumps beneath Liv's leather top.
"So what's her deal right now? She looks pretty faced."
"The two of us borrowed the warden's hog and took a little trip up the coast. We had ourselves a picnic complete with whiskey, weed, and a whole lot of cocksucking. This slut's lunch consisted of about a gallon of jizz. As you might imagine, I had to make sure she was pretty much out of it to bring her here. And as you can tell, I accomplished my mission!" He laughed. "But it's kind of hard to be incognito with this bitch on your arm, every biker in this joint checked her out when we came in. But she's not in any condition to ask anyone for help. In fact, before she passed-out, she was rubbing my cock under the table and babbling about wanting to suck it some more!"
"Damn bro, I still can't believe that's the warden's wife, she's hot as fuck!"
"Yeah, but unfortunately for that motherfucker, turns out she's got a new boyfriend with a huge cock that makes her squirtin' little pussy gush morning, noon, and night!"
"Mylo, I'm surprised that old thing still works after all these years. I'll tell you what she really needs is some virile BBC!" J.T. bragged as he grabbed his dick through his leathers. "Lettin' me tap that hot-ass shit is the least that motherfuckin' warden could do after all the shit he put me through too!"
"We might be able to arrange that, lord knows he hasn't got the equipment to do it himself! Besides his little tool is all locked up in a cage."
"Wait what?"
"The warden and little Miss Sugar Pussy here had a kink box in their closet--in addition to a bunch of toys, I found a little cock cage in there. The poor warden's been locked up for nearly a week while my Johnson's been partying in all his wife's fun places."
"Are you shittin' me Mylo, that's brilliant!" They slapped hands and laughed. "That I got to see as well as them big ol' titties!" J.T. nodded in Liv's direction.
"Hey, first let's get some beers and catch-up bro." What have you been up to since you got out? What's it been, two...three years?"
"Yeah, I'm coming up on three years since they paroled me. My Nana passed right after I got out and left me some dough. I used about half the cash to open my own tattoo and body-piercing shop about ten miles up the road--I have an apartment upstairs from the store. Covid sucked, but I'm doing pretty good now. I've also been banging this kinky little blonde, in fact she's on her way here from Guerneville. She's got a couple of days off from work and she's speeding over here to get her BBC fix!"
"Sounds hot, we should do some partying and sharing!" Mylo suggested, a hopeful grin on his face.
"She'd love that! In fact, my horny little thing swings both ways. I've seen her eat some mean-ass pussy Mylo, I bet she'd love to get a taste of the warden's old lady!"
"Damn, I really got to meet this chick! Let's prime the pumps and see what kind of trouble we can get into tonight! Hank, bring us a couple more beers!" Mylo shouted towards the bar.
For the next forty-five minutes the two former cellmates talked about life over the past three years--but they mostly discussed Mylo's captivity of the warden and his wife. They agreed to tell J.T.'s girlfriend that Liv was actually married to someone else, but that Mylo was her fuck buddy. And just in case it came to light later they all fucked the warden's wife, J.T.'s girlfriend could honestly claim she didn't know the woman was Mylo's captive.
Liv began to stir just before J.T. Jackson's girlfriend walked in the door.
Every biker in the place turned to gawk at the perky blonde as she bopped her way inside and planted a big wet kiss on the lips of the only black man in the bar.
She looked up and immediately recognized Mylo sitting across from them.
"Hey, I know you...and your wife!" She burst out in giddy surprise.
Mylo's shock was nothing compared to her boyfriend's.
"Wait, how the fuck do you know them?" J.T. questioned, not able to fathom how his girlfriend could know the man who had been in San Quentin almost as long as she had been alive.
"They came by the shop the other night. They bought a bunch of Sour Diesel and Blue Cheese doobies from me!" She smiled proudly. "So, what'd you think of the weed?" She quizzed Mylo with a giggle.
"Well, my gal's condition right now should give you a little clue. She's already smoked a bunch of Blue Cheese and some intoxicating meatstick this morning!"
All three of them laughed loudly causing Liv to stir a little more and several bikers to look their way.
"Damn, what are the chances of this?" J.T. asked incredulously.
"So, I'm sorry I don't recall you and your wife's names?" The blonde asked.
"I'm Mylo, but truth be told Liv and I aren't married. I'm her fuck buddy, her husband is down in the Bay Area playing with himself. They have a weekend place a few miles from here, we're just up here gettin' fucked-up and fucking! You're Jen right?"
"Right on! Great memory! I apologize for not recalling your names, but I didn't forget you guys." She turned to J.T., "Babe, this is the couple I told you about the other night. Remember I said the wife was super-hot and that she wasn't wearing a bra under one of her husband's dress shirts. I told you how her big boobs..." She led their eyes to Liv's chest, "...how her big boobs were jiggling under the shirt!"
"Ah yes, of course I remember. I don't forget anything having to do with nice big titties! He reached out and circled his hand around one of Jen's impressive C-cups."
The young blonde giggled and feigned a look of embarrassment before slapping him playfully on the chest. "How dare you squeeze my tit in front of your friend!"
"Shit babe" J.T. answered, "Mylo has been kind enough to invite us over for a little fun with him and his lady friend!"
Jen's eyes widened with excitement. "Are you serious? Oh my God, YES!" She exclaimed. "But I have to ask you Mr. Mylo, are you sure you won't mind if my boyfriend...um...how should I say this...resizes your girl with his big black cock?"
Mylo and J.T. turned to one another and laughed.
"Babe, not many white dudes can give the Mamba a run for its money, but Mylo's hog might be one of the few!"
Jen turned and looked at her husband's friend, eagerness written all over her face. She then glanced down at Mylo's crotch before reaching out and gripping the sausage running down his thigh.
"Damn! Today's my lucky day! I should have known a woman as hot as her would have a BF with a giant dick!"
Again, Mylo and J.T. stared at each other before busting up.
"Honey, you can put those little fingers right back there anytime you want!" Mylo offered.
"I'll do that! I drove like a crazy woman on my way here, thinking about this big black beautiful monster!" She bragged while reaching into her boyfriend's lap and capturing his cock. She then got a naughty look on her face and gazed at Liv. "How about your hot girlfriend Mr. Mylo, tell me she likes girls as much as beefsteak! I'd love to sit on her face and play with those beautiful boobs..."
Mylo actually blushed. "Damn honey, I suspected you were a firecracker the other night when we met, but even I didn't suspect this!"
"You have no idea Mylo!" J.T. interrupted with a grin. "But hey babe, we should get you caught up. Me and Mylo have a big head start and obviously his chick is faced. I'll order you up a couple of catch-up shots."
"Thanks babe and don't forget I made a pitstop on the way!"
Mylo sensed she was referring to drugs. "I still got plenty of weed and a mountain of blow at the house." Mylo announced proudly.
"Hmmm...that's good." Jen replied before continuing, "Obviously J.T. and I like to party when we fuck, but this trip we had something special planned." She pulled out a baggy from her leather purse--it contained several small capsules.
Mylo's eyes shifted from the bag to the faces of the enthusiastic couple.
Jen spoke, "Have you and your girlfriend ever done Molly?"
Mylo's eyes widened. "I used to fuck a stripper named Molly!" Bringing on a hysterical response from the other two.
"No seriously, I did Ecstasy a couple of times...but it was a very long time ago."
"It's pretty close to the same thing, but they say Molly is a little purer. Have you ever fucked while on it?"
Mylo shook his head, still incredulous at the directness of the twenty-year-old girl.
"Trust me, it's life changing." She announced before gazing mischievously at Liv, "And eating pussy while on it is like an out-of-body experience!"
"Fuck yeah!" Mylo shouted. "My chick should be coming around soon, I don't remember, how long does it take for that shit to take effect?"
"Usually like forty-five minutes to an hour. After that we'll all be zooming!"
"Let's take em' now so we're ready to go when we get back to Mylo's place!" J.T. suggested.
Jen reached into the bag, pulled out four capsules and handed two to Mylo. She and J.T. popped them in their mouths and washed them down with his beer. Mylo did the same before slipping the final one between Liv's lips--doing his best to push it under her tongue.
Jen smiled at him. "Trust me she'll be happy you did that in a little while!"
"I'm sure you're right about that. But just be aware she might be a little reluctant about our little orgy at first. But she'll come around, she loves to fuck too much not too!"
"Sounds good to me, my mouth is already watering thinking about getting those ties on her top undone!"
Mylo grinned at his friend. "I can see why you two get along so good! Hey one more thing about my chick, she has this weird habit of making shit up when she parties. She might claim she is a doctor or an astronaut or that I am holding her against her will or some other crazy shit. Just play along, I think she actually gets off on it! Half the time, she doesn't even remember doing it after she sobers up."
"Fun!" Jen exclaimed. "I can't wait to play doctor with her!"



Mylo laughed. "I don't totally know how she'll react to playing with you guys at first, but she loves doing some kinky shit, so I'm sure she'll love it. But I'm gonna freak her out by making her wear a blindfold for our little party! I have a feeling she'll get off on group sex while having sensory overload from the Molly and only her smell, taste, and feel to guide her."
"Shit, that sounds like fun, I might have to wear one later too!" Jen giggled.
"In fact, let's add one more level of intrigue. No use of real names either! I think it'll be surreal for her not knowing anything about the people fucking her brains out!"
"Oh, this is gonna be hot!" J.T. exclaimed, knowing full well why Mylo didn't want the warden's wife to know their identities.
"Damn babe, you could learn a kinky thing or two from your buddy!" Jen teased her BF.
All three of them howled.
Mylo couldn't believe his good fortune yet again. This was shaping up to be the best day since he busted out. He asked J.T. and Jen to run a little errand for him before meeting at the Rawlins' place.
He watched out the window as the two of them sprayed gravel around the parking lot when they peeled out on J.T.'s Harley.
Fifteen minutes later Liv woke from her slumber--a look of surprise and repugnance on her face. Mylo could tell she had a bad taste in her mouth and was wondering where it came from. But she made no attempt to spit anything out, confirming the capsule had already dissolved.
"How long have I been out?" She asked.
"A good bit, how are you feeling?"
"Still wasted, but not quite as bad." A noticeable slur still apparent when she spoke.
"Well, don't forget what I told you earlier now that we're in public, don't get any wild ideas about reaching out for help. I promise you if you do, I'll race back to your place and the warden will be shark food in no time. I'll toss his ass off those cliffs near your place and if the rocks don't kill him, the Great White's will. You got it?"
Liv nodded. "I don't want anything else to happen to him."
"Now that's up to you ain't it honey. But speaking of pain, my cock is hurting. What'd ya say we ride back to the house, watch a little porn, and you can ride on something else for a while. Oh, and I almost forgot, I have a little surprise for you!"
The doctor had come to learn Mylo's surprises always included partying or sex--usually both. And while the mention of the surprise concerned her, she felt a strange sense of excitement--wetness radiated between her legs as an unfamiliar euphoric sensation slowly pulsed through her body.
"Wait here and don't do anything stupid..." Mylo warned before he rose and headed toward the bar. He glanced back over his shoulder to confirm she followed his orders.
The convict spoke discreetly to the large man. "Hey Hank, I need you to do me a favor." Mylo pressed a huge stack of bills into the palm of the surprised bar owner's hand. "I reckon there is $1,000 in that stack. Make sure all the booze is on me this afternoon. If anyone comes nosing around later asking about any of us, we were never here, especially the two who just departed!"
"Sure thing Mister...uh..."
"...Mylo."
"Well Mylo, nothing speaks to a biker's heart more than whiskey! I guarantee no one in this bar ever saw any of you this afternoon...well except for eyeballing all that eye-candy you blessed us with! But y'all will be all but forgotten the second you walk out that door. There ain't a single dude in this room that would rat out a biker bro--especially after he fills their guts with beer and whiskey. But...uh...this is a lot of cash, are you sure you want to pitch it all? Five-hundred bucks would probably get the job done!"
"Where I'm going, I ain't gonna need it!"
The bartender flashed a quizzical look at the muscled visitor before Mylo grinned and walked away.
Twenty minutes later as they cruised down Highway 1 nearing the turn to the Rawlins' place, another Harley pulled alongside and revved its engine.
Liv turned to see a man and a woman dressed in similar leathers. They both wore black tinted helmets and gloves--Liv couldn't see their faces, but they looked to be in good shape. The woman was petite and had long blonde hair streaming out from beneath her lid. The man appeared tall with a muscled physique.
*****
Warden Grant Rawlins listened as the familiar sound of his Harley Davidson rumbled up to their house. But something was different now. Moments later it dawned on him--he was hearing a second bike.
What the fuck does that mean? Who could be with them? Suddenly his hopes rose. Did Liv somehow find help?
Liv Rawlins didn't know what to think. Why had this other bike followed them into their driveway? Who was the couple on it? She felt nervous, but optimistic at the same time. Could they be a possible avenue for our rescue?
She waited to see what Mylo's reaction would be.
The couple parked and dismounted just to the left of the garage door.
"Welcome to the surprise I told you about honey!" Mylo exclaimed to her.
Disappointment suddenly coursed through Liv's veins. These people weren't here to rescue them, they were clearly here for something else.
"What...what are they doing here?" She still couldn't see their faces beneath their helmets.
"They came to party! We could all use a little company, don't you think?"
Liv's eyebrows raised, surprised that he would risk bringing someone else to the house. But strangely, despite her earlier intoxication, that strange feeling of exhilaration she'd felt at the bar pulsed more rapidly through her now.
Her thoughts were interrupted by Mylo's gravelly voice. "Hey, we need to go lock up the dog before you guys come in, he doesn't take kindly to strangers! Wait here till we come get ya."
Dog? Liv wanted to speak up but thought better of it.
Mylo led her into the house and straight to her husband's room. Grant lay on the bed, cautious optimism coursing through his veins. What would he see when the new people entered?
Unfortunately, an all too familiar image was the first thing he saw--Mylo Dickenson's shit-eating grin. It was soon followed by his wife's beautiful tits, sandwiched in the laced opening of her black leather corset.
"Hey chief, just wanted to let you know we're back. Your wife sure loves that big hog...and I think she likes your bike also!" Mylo joked. "It was mighty nice of you to let us borrow it for our afternoon date."
The warden's eyes narrowed as they glared back and forth between Mylo and his wife.
Mylo didn't have time to waste. He ushered her out of the room. The warden had observed a look on his wife's face he hadn't seen before--it appeared she wasn't all there, but concerningly it also bore a mild look of indifference.
In the master bedroom Mylo spoke. "Okay Doc, I have a little straightening up to do before our guests come in. In the meantime, let's get you out of those pants!"
"Wait...what? Why?"
"You heard me! Take the boots and your fuckin' pants off! You can leave the G-string on...for now!"
Liv stared at him. Fear and concern in her expression. Reluctantly, she slowly removed her boots and sluggishly pushed the skin-tight leather pants past her hips and down her long legs. When she was finished, she stood in front of her captor in only her leather corset and black panties.
Mylo licked his lips. "Lay down on the bed!"
Liv nervously did as she was told.
He quickly connected both of her wrists to the headboard.
"What are you doing?"
"You'll see." He answered before retrieving the egg vibrator and some lube. "Spread your legs!"
"Wait...you're not...I can't believe you are doing this right now!"
"Spread em!"
Liv scowled before acquiescing.
Mylo moved between her thighs, slipped two fingers in her panties and pulled them aside. Her swollen labia stared him in the face. "Damn you got a sexy pussy Doc!" He leaned in and ran his tongue along her slit--finishing with an extra flick of her bump.
"Fuck that's good! Not just sexy, but sweet as honey!" Mylo's arousal was in overdrive from sexual anticipation and the Molly.
He squeezed a big dollop of lube on his fingers and teasingly spread it around her pussy--paying special attention to her heavy vaginal lips and clit. He then moved the egg along the scintillating surfaces before watching it disappear as he pressed it inside. He reached for the remote and moments later the egg buzzed to life.
The sexy wife grunted. "Ohhh..."
"Okay babe, let's go greet our guests!"
After Mylo released her wrists, Liv climbed off the bed and reached for her pants.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?"
She stared at him. "I'm...uh...putting on my pants. Surely you don't expect me not too!"
"I surely don't! Put the boots on but leave off the leathers!"
"Are you kidding me? I don't even know those people. I can't go out there dressed like this!"
"No you can't. That's why I said to put the boots on!" Mylo laughed. Then another thought came to him. "On second thought...wait here." He entered the closet and came out moments later carrying another set of boots. "Here, put these on instead."
Liv stared at her black over-the-knee four-inch block-heeled boots.
"Oh, like these are more appropriate..." She complained sarcastically.
"They are more appropriate for getting' my dick hard. Put em' on!"
She reluctantly did as she was told.
"Stand up, I wanna get a good look at you!"
The warden's wife stood with her hands on her hips. "Is this what you were looking for?" She grumbled.
Mylo stared hungrily at the sexy doctor. She was now standing nearly as tall as him. Her long legs now stretched to further perfection in the tall boots--her little black G-string doing very little to conceal her slick pussy. And her flawless tits being pushed stunningly together between the ties of the revealing corset.
"Turn around!"
She slowly did as she was told while the egg did its devious work inside her.
Mylo was soon greeted by the heavenly vision of her tight bubbled ass. "Damn! What a shame you became a doctor. You would have made a lot more people feel better if you were showing this shit off on the pages of jerk mags! Go tease that silky doo the way I like it and put on more of that hot red lipstick!"
She rolled her eyes before turning towards the bathroom.
Five minutes later she emerged looking as good as she had any point. Mylo studied her from top to bottom, his own feelings of arousal enhanced by the effects of the Molly. "Fuck you're hot! Okay, turn around one more time." He approached her with one of the thick black blindfold devices from the Rawlins' kink box. "We're gonna add some intrigue to this little get together Doc. I'm gonna put this blindfold device on you and you are not going to even think about trying to get it off! Do you understand me?" He threatened in a serious tone.
She nodded her head knowing full well the heavy Velcro and secondary locking mechanism on the device wouldn't allow her to get it off even if she tried.
"Tell me bitch! Or you'll be wearing handcuffs all afternoon too!"
"Yes...yes I won't try to remove it."
Mylo wrapped it tightly around her head and fastened it per the instructions on the package. "Damn Doc, you and the warden got some great shit in that box. This thing ain't going nowhere!"
Five minutes later, he led Liv outside. Jen was practically hyperventilating while her hands gripped the huge lump in J.T.'s leather pants.
"Yeah! Someone can't wait for it!" Mylo shouted. "C'mon folks, Cujo is locked up, let's party!"
The visitors immediately noticed Liv in her enticing new outfit and eye-covering. "Damn Mylo!" Jen practically cried. "Your girlfriend could turn a straight chick to lezzy in no time. But more appropriately, she can send a bi-bitch into heat!"
"As if the bi-bitch wasn't in heat already..." J.T. teased.
"Guilty as charged! But last time I checked, it wasn't a crime to like huge cocks and big tits!" She giggled while gazing flirtatiously at J.T. and Mylo before returning her attention to Liv.
Despite the empathetic effects of the Ecstasy, the warden's wife's anxiousness rose as she listened to these people she didn't even know ogling and talking about her--especially the woman.
The new arrivals were impressed when they entered the Rawlins' place. "Damn, doctor lady, you and the hubby are doing alright for yourselves!" J.T. observed.
"Yeah, where do I sign up?" Jen giggled. "You get to live like this with your old man and still get lots of big cock on the side--that's a hell of a deal!"
Mylo and J.T. laughed loudly while Liv cringed at the girl's brashness.
"Make yourselves at home!" Mylo welcomed them in before standing Liv in the middle of the room and flipping on the tunes. Moments later, Van Halen's 'Runnin' With the Devil' boomed from the sound system. "Who wants a COCKtail?"
All of them were already feeling the initial euphoric effects of the Molly. As a result, drinking wasn't high on anyone's list, but neither J.T. nor Jen were going to look a gift horse in the mouth.
"We'll have a couple of Screwdriver's!" Mylo's former cellmate announced.
Liv could tell she had been given some kind of new drug as she felt differently than she had previously. In her profession, she had read about party drugs like MDMA and based on the way she felt, she suspected she was on Ecstasy or something similar. But despite the circumstances, she couldn't help feeling a unique sense of excitement pulsing through her--the buzzing egg obviously adding to the elation.
In the kitchen, Mylo pulled his friend aside. "Did you pick up the stuff?"
J.T. nodded. "You bet I did, and Jen grabbed a few extra things too!"
A suspiciously excited grin formed on Mylo's face. "I can't wait to find out what that's all about!"
"Trust me, it'll be worth the wait!" J.T. chuckled as he peered across the room at Liv. "Dude, I still can't believe that hot ass bitch is the warden's motherfuckin wife! And I gotta compliment you for dressin' her up like that for us brutha. My horny bitch is watering at the mouth checking out that hot little ass and big ol' titties of hers!"
"That getup is about par for the course for how she's been dressed over the last five days...when she's had clothes on, I mean." He laughed. "Dude, that slut has some of the hottest fuck-me lingerie you'll ever set your eyes on!"
"Damn bro, I still can't believe you are here right now in this situation. Having that motherfucker as your prisoner while you're bangin' his smokin' wife! But this can't last forever, what are your plans?"
"I'm taking it one cum at a time my friend! If I die and go to heaven tomorrow, I've already experienced more satisfaction than I could have ever imagined while sitting behind those fucking walls. Bangin' that hot slut non-stop while inflicting lasting misery on the piece-of-shit has made whatever happens next worth every moment."
"Ha, I bet it has! Speaking of dickhead, where is he?"
"Second door on the right down the hallway. I'll get him prepped and ready before you go in and get reacquainted."
This time they both laughed.
Twenty minutes later they were all sitting around the family room jamming to tunes and enjoying the full effects of the Molly. Mylo had placed Liv next to him on the couch while Jen was in J.T.'s lap on the loveseat. One of the porn flicks played on the big screen and while the sound was turned down, it was contributing to the desired effect for the three of them.
Another fire roared in the fireplace.
Liv had never felt like this. The party drugs mixed with her intoxication created a euphoric feeling despite the concerning circumstances taking place around her. She was in her own home, scantily dressed, blind as a bat, surrounded by people she'd never met only a week previously, and her husband was gagged and locked in a nearby room--yet inexplicably, she felt an uninvited sense of eagerness building within her.
Of course, the buzzing sphere inside her pussy wasn't hurting either...
Just as those thoughts passed from her brain, Jen rose from J.T's lap. Her curvy hips began to sway to the rhythm of the music. "Anyone else in the mood to dance?" The young blonde gazed around with a naughty grin.
"Nah babe, we just wanna watch you shake that hot little ass for us, don't we Mylo?" J.T. answered while peering excitedly at both of them.
"Yeah we do!" Mylo bellowed as he moved his callused hand to Liv's thigh. "Doc, you should see this hot bitch--damn she knows how to move her hips."
Inside, LIv had a nervous sense where this was headed.
As the minutes passed, the young blonde's movements grew more suggestive. She focused her efforts on her boyfriend initially, but then began moving more in Mylo's direction. Both men smiled and egged her on. The young blonde embraced the attention and before long she was running her hands erotically up and down her lithe body as she danced. She reached down and gripped the stretchy fabric of her top and slowly edged it up her flat stomach. When her lacy bra was unveiled, Mylo and J.T. cheered.
With her shirt raised, Mylo observed some of the most artistic tats he had ever seen enhancing her sexy core.
"Damn, is that your handiwork?"
J.T. smiled. "Tats yes...the rest is all God's good work!"
"You both deserve a fuckin' award!"
Liv couldn't believe this was happening in her own home and she was powerless to do anything about it. Based on the reactions by the two men, they clearly liked what they were watching. Their crude comments suggested this wasn't the first time the blonde girl had done this.
Mylo's hand moved edgingly along Liv's leg suggesting his growing arousal.
When Jen stretched her thin top over her head, both men shouted, "Take it off".
Liv had never been attracted to women, but with the exhilarating party drugs pulsing through her, the vibrator buzzing away in her pussy, the visions in her mind of what was happening around her and the comments by the men, she found herself getting strangely stimulated.
Meanwhile Mylo was impressed by the size and shape of the girl's natural breasts on such a slender frame. Her transparent little bra did little to obscure her alluring nipples--the pretty pink fabric accentuating every titillating detail.
"Damn bro, your lil thing has some great motherfuckin' titties!" He barked in J.T.'s direction.
Jen moved in front of Liv and sexily kneaded her breasts while checking out the doctor's own pair through the stretched strings of the corset. Jen's tongue ring circled her glistening lips while gently fingering one of her own swollen nubs.
She leaned in close and whispered to Liv, "I'm rubbing my nipples while checking out your big tits!"
The doctor sat silently, her own nipples pressing against the thin leather of her bulging top. She couldn't see, but she'd have to have been a deaf mute, to not know this young woman wasn't just interested in the men. She swallowed nervously.
Mylo reached for the egg remote and clicked it up a notch. A low-level gasp escaped Liv's lips even as she tried not to convey her building arousal to the rest of the group.
As the charged atmosphere intensified, Mylo pulled Liv in his direction. He whispered in her ear, "Take out my cock!"
If the warden's wife wasn't sure where this was headed previously, she was now.
Had she been more lucid herself, Liv might have resisted, but given her condition from the booze, drugs, and the egg pulsing inside her, she blindly fumbled around in Mylo's lap before locating his fly and releasing it. She lowered the zipper on her husband's leather pants, squeezed her hand inside and fished out the rapist's massive cock.
Jen's eyes flashed as she viewed the big dick in the WILF's slender fingers. "Wow! You weren't kidding...that is a nice cock!"



Liv was surprised that while the girl was clearly impressed, her response didn't sound quite as shocked at his size as she would have expected. Not many women had likely ever seen a cock like the one she was holding.
Locked in his room, Grant Rawlins stared down at his nakedness and the wretched silver cock cage he vowed to never wear again if he and Liv were to ever get out of this nightmare. He could hear the loud music thumping and the energetic outbursts from the group. He wondered again how it was possible that other people had joined in this madness. His thoughts turned to Liv and the hauntingly accepting gaze he had seen on her face when the lunatic had last brought her to his personal prison. His anxious thoughts focused on what she might be doing at that moment.
He was right to be worried.
In the nearby room, his wife's small fingers stroked the thick stiff cock of their crazed assailant while a nearly naked twenty-year-old blonde girl danced in front of them.
Mylo had removed his boots and lifted his ass off the couch while directing the doctor to peel off his leather pants. Now the sex offender sat with his legs spread and his huge balls resting on the smooth surface of the Rawlins' imported Italian sofa.
On the adjacent loveseat, his former cellmate sat in a similar position stroking his long dark dick while encouraging his hot blonde GF to play with her sexy pussy.
Liv's resistive capabilities had fully dissipated.
The euphoric excitement driven by the Molly had now taken full effect. Beneath her blindfold, her formerly sleep-filled eyes had been replaced by cartoonlike saucer pupils. That effect combined with a noticeable clenching of her jaw clearly validated she was under complete control of the party drugs. She was fucked-up and found herself as aroused as she had been at any point over the past week. She strummed Mylo's vein-covered dick while listening to his directions and contented responses. She could also hear the erotic encouragements the other man was giving to his girlfriend.
Mylo reached out and pulled on the tie holding her corset together. The weight and mass of her D-cups forced the strings apart, exposing significantly more cleavage between them. "I know you want more of my dick Doc, but it's time you be a good host and take care of our guest! His hot girlfriend just nodded her approval, she obviously wants to do a little trade."
Despite the appalling directive to pleasure another man who wasn't her husband, the inconceivable emotion Liv felt wasn't disgust or outrage...it was jealousy. Somehow her muddled brain couldn't rationalize giving up Mylo's cock for an undoubtedly less desirable one.
"Let's let them have their fun and I'll keep doing this for you." She whispered while stroking him more enthusiastically, actually feeling the need for sex herself. She hadn't had his cock inside her in nearly twelve hours and based on the frequency of the past week's intercourse, it felt like an eternity. She was subconsciously beginning to crave it like a junkie who needed another hit. "Please..."
Mylo grinned. He knew what she was thinking, but this was simply too good. He knew there would be plenty of time for fucking soon enough. "Nah, I wanna feel how that hot blonde's fingers and tongue feel on my dick!" He answered while winking at J.T. and Jen, a big smile plastered on his face.
Liv increased the intensity of her strokes and leaned over trying to get her mouth around his dick. Mylo pushed her back. "Doc, his cock is out and he's waiting for you!"
"I...I...can't do that. Please don't make me..." She begged. The irony that she was perfectly comfortable pleasuring her captor but not another stranger wasn't lost on Mylo.
"Crawl over there, he's in the middle of the loveseat. I'm sure you can find him!"
She pulled on Mylo's dick again.
"GO!" He shouted.
A dejected frown formed on her lips. She reluctantly slunk to her knees before awkwardly making it onto all fours.
The three of them ogled her amazing body on full display from her hands and knees. The corset still hugged her torso, albeit not as tightly, and her ass was fully exposed minus the G-string bisecting her bubbled cheeks. The knee-high boots added to the sexiness of her smooth silky thighs.
Jen thought to herself that for a woman in her mid-thirties, she had one of the best asses she'd ever seen.
Mylo had her ass on his mind too. He couldn't help taking the opportunity to slap her sexy caboose just as she began to crawl away from him. Liv squealed loud enough in response for her husband to hear from the bedroom.
The prison leader had no idea that another of his former inmates was about to get his cock sucked by his beautiful wife.
"Come get it baby!" J.T. directed when she began crawling blindly off course.
Meanwhile Jen moved in front of Mylo, her fingers now inside her panties rubbing her clit ring. "I'm fucking horny, I wanna suck your big cock!"
The same jealous feeling Liv had experienced moments before returned when she heard the young girl's words.
"C'mon honey, have yourself a taste of a different flavor!" Mylo encouraged as he held his dick in the young girl's direction.
Just as Jen dropped to her knees in front of him, Liv arrived between J.T.'s legs. He reached out with both hands and wrapped them in her thick dark coif. Liv noticed immediately that he had a different scent than Mylo. She could still sense a strong aura of testosterone like her captor, but something was different about this man. Her nerves were still clearly frayed, but she felt a sense of excitement too. She reflected on the muscular form of the man on the Harley and now as her hands gripped his naked thighs, those images were validated by his rock-hard quads.
She nervously moved her hands towards his crotch. The euphoric effects of the Molly combined with her inability to see, actually contributed to her rising arousal. Her senses were on overdrive. Moments later her wandering fingers came in contact with his cock.
Mylo and Jen paused their efforts so they could watch as the sexy wife discovered what hung between J.T. Jackson's legs.
Liv's fingers basically did a double take when she came to the realization she was touching yet another huge dick. A gasp of surprise escaped her lips. "Oh...my..."
She fingered it cautiously as if to test it for ripeness. She ran her fingers along its length to reconcile what her brain was telling her. He feels almost as big as Mylo...how is this possible?
J.T. kept his fingers wrapped in her hair as he watched his former prison warden's hot wife play with his big cock. Moments later she bit her lower lip and began stroking him in long strokes.
"Feels good in your hands, don't it?"
Liv didn't respond, but she gently increased the pace of her actions. Her other hand dropped to his balls causing another surprising gasp from her slickened lips.
"You...you're big..." She volunteered in a distant response.
"That's right...you like it big, doncha?"
There was something about his voice that sounded distinct, but she couldn't place its uniqueness.
"Answer me! You like big cocks doncha slut?"
This time she reacted with a subtle nodding of her head.
From the other couch, Mylo watched while the young blonde sucked his dick like a pro. Yet despite the pleasure, he was still more focused on what was happening across from him. He could see Liv's little white fingers working more enthusiastically along J.T.'s big black shaft. He also observed a quiet conversation they were having as the blindfolded wife nodded in agreement to whatever his former cellmate was saying.
Seconds later he saw the hot doctor drop her head into J.T.'s lap and gently run her tongue along his thick dark phallus. If Mylo's cock hadn't been like steel before, it was now.
Back on the loveseat J.T. edged the warden's wife. "Now you're getting there honey. Lick all along that big ol' fucker. Taste's good don't it?"
"MmmmHmmm..."
"Mylo told me you got a little egg buzzing away inside. Tell me, is your married little pussy all wet right now?"
"...Uhh...yes."
"Well, you know we're going to fuck you with these two big horse cocks don't you?"
"Both? I...I...don't want... I mean, you know he is holding me and my husband hostage. I'm...I'm only doing this because he is making me..."
J.T. laughed. "Making you? You gotta do better than that! You can't wait to get it from both sides, can you?"
"Oh my God...no! Both of you at once, I couldn't handle that!"
"Ha...I don't believe that for a second. Mylo says that squirtin' little slit of yours can't get enough dick. We'll see how it gushes when it gets its first taste of BBC..."
"BBC? Huh...wait..." Liv pulled her mouth from his cock. "You're...you're black?" Suddenly the distinctiveness of his voice registered with her--she was sucking a black man's dick.
J.T. chuckled. "Yep! As dark as the night is long! Speakin' of long, those nice lips are doing a nice job on this long black post. Get back to it!"
"But...I...I've never...been with a...uh...black man."
J.T. gripped his cock and patted it against her face. "You have now slut, in fact there's lots of things you haven't done that you're gonna!"
Liv turned her head in the direction from where she could hear Mylo and the girl. "You didn't tell me he was black...I...I can't do this..."
"Ha...yes you can! And you will! Don't forget I've seen how dripping wet you get watching all that interracial porn. And regardless, I can't imagine that slut pussy of yours discriminating against any big cock...black or white!"
Only a few days earlier, Liv would have still pushed back against the depravity of the situation. But her resilience, even for a woman of her considerable intelligence, was now clouded in a fogged daze of drug-infused lustful arousal.
Mylo and Jen had made their way over to the other couch--they stood nakedly behind the warden's wife. The blonde peered down at the hot woman who was on her hands and knees between her boyfriend's legs. The doctor's bubbled butt was the perfect bullseye for her own sexual desires. She reached out and rubbed Liv's ass.
"How do you like my boyfriend's big black cock?"
"I...I...um..."
"It's okay to admit you love it. It looked really good in your mouth a minute ago."
Liv didn't know what to say.
Mylo chimed in. "Let's get these boots off you Doc." He and Jen each unzipped one of her knee-highs and slipped them from her legs.
"Don't stop at the boots! I wanna see them big titties too!" J.T. shouted.
Jen gave Mylo a naughty gaze before she reached for the tie on Liv's corset.
"Please...don't..." The doctor whined when she felt the girl's petite fingers.
Jen wasn't deterred. Her nimble digits made quick work of Liv's top. She was as excited as the men to see the hot wife's big tits. She leaned in close. "They've been nice enough to share their big cocks with us. The least we can do is let them see our tits!"
With that, the twenty-year-old pushed the leathery material over Liv's shoulders unveiling her great rack to the group.
Sounds of excitement followed. Jen reached around and softly squeezed Liv's bounding D-cups while brushing her rock-hard nipples along the warden's wife's back. She leaned in close, "I love group sex, but I can't remember anyone ever having nicer boobs than mine!"
Liv gasped out loud as the young blonde pulled on her stone nipples.
"So, where were we?" Mylo bellowed. "Oh yeah, the doctor was getting her first training in black anatomy while me and Miss Clit Ring were coming over to join!" Mylo gripped Liv's ass in his rough hands.
The doctor immediately assumed he was going to enter her from behind. But instead, he raised her up and pushed her knees apart. Jen got the hint and quickly landed on her back. She shimmied beneath Liv's raised hips until her face was directly beneath the warden's wife's dripping pussy.
Liv didn't know what was happening until she felt her panties being pulled aside and a hard surface blur across her swollen clit. Jen's tongue stud moved like the tale of a rattlesnake.
"Ohhhhh..."
Smiles formed on Mylo and J.T.'s faces as they made eye contact. The gravity of the situation wasn't lost on either man--the outrageously hot wife of the motherfucker who, in their minds had conspired against them, was now their pliable fuck toy. Never in their wildest imaginations as cellmates could they have dreamed they'd be in a position like this.
The warden's scorching wife inhaled J.T.'s fat black cock while the horny blonde enthusiastically ate her pussy. The young girl's legs were spread wide--beckoning Mylo's huge dick.
From his knees, the escaped convict slapped the oversized head of his swollen fuckstick against Jen's clean-shaven mons while joyously watching Liv's hips begin to rock across the young blonde's blurring tongue.
Another contented gasp escaped the doctor's lips. Liv didn't know exactly whose tongue was between her legs, but it felt amazing.
She was about to find out.
"OMG! Your pussy tastes like heaven!" Jen shouted from below.
"No...I...I can't...you're...a...a woman!"
"Today's a day of firsts Doc. First time doing Ecstasy, first time sucking BBC, and soon the first time that squirtin quim of yours is gonna douse the pretty face of a hot horny bitch!" Mylo shouted.
Liv couldn't believe what he just said, but the pleasure between her legs muted any further worrisome thoughts. The buzzing of the egg combined with the glorious sensations on her clit were already driving her crazy with pleasure. She could feel an orgasm building fast.
Mylo watched as the warden's wife doubled her efforts, bobbing her head aggressively on his buddy's black dick. J.T.'s cock was literally dripping from her spit. At the same time, Liv's undulations on the horny blonde's face grew more desperate.
"Yeah Doc! Get you some! Speaking of that, it's time I did too! Mylo bellowed before rubbing his swollen knob up and down the sodden slit of his sexy weed connection.
"Fuck me with that big white dick you old fucker!"
Mylo howled. "Ask the slut creaming on your face bitch, this old cock still knows how to make young pussies gush!"
"We'll see about that!" Jen giggled as she peered up at Liv's big bouncing tits. "Based on the way your chick is inhaling my boyfriend's big black dick, maybe she's found something she likes better!"
"Ha...that sounds like a challenge!" Mylo shoved his huge cock halfway into her young pussy on the first thrust.
"Oh shit...Fuck!" Jen screamed. "That is a big dick!"
"Of course it is, but that's enough talking slut! Eat that fuckin' pussy!"
Meanwhile Liv's wet mouth slobbered all over J.T.'s smooth scrotum. The man didn't have a shred of hair on his body.
"Ahhh...Mylo has taught you well! Suck on them big nigger balls--taste good, don't they?" He demanded while stroking her glistening spit up and down his long shaft.
"MmmmHmmm," Liv's guttural response sounded, a mouthful of testicle muffling its intensity. She knew she was going to cum soon and latching on to his bountiful nut felt like the most natural thing to do.
Her hips began to grind excitedly on Jen's face causing her flawless D-cups to bounce around.
"Let's do this together slut!" J.T. shouted as he aimed the long slit on the crown of his dick at her lust-filled lips.
Liv's head fell back. "Ohhh...Ohhh God...that feels good...you're going to make me...uhn...uhn...CUMMMM! Mmmm...SOOOO good...Don't stop...Yeah!"
"There you go Doc! Give that young bitch what you've been giving me every day." Mylo shouted before directing his next statement at Jen. "Get ready and try not to drown under there honey!"
"Ohhhh Godddd!" Liv squealed just as a wave of pussy juice erupted onto the blonde's pretty face.
Seeing the warden's wife squirt was the final straw for the black man. The head of his big cock flared before his first rope loped across the cheek and left eye cover of the hot doctor's dark blindfold. That one was followed by a series of powerful spurts that left most of her face and neck covered in thick white gruel.
Meanwhile Jen gasped for breath following her own massive climax. Mylo's big cock, his rough treatment of her mounded C-cups, the euphoric effects of the Molly, and Liv's ejaculation on her face had sent her spiraling into a climatic wonderland of her own.
"Hey...can someone throw me a snorkel--I did almost drown down here." Jen giggled between breaths--her face covered in girl cum. "I thought I was having a big orgasm, but the doctor lady made mine look like a flutter. She must have loved the tongue-ring egg-vibe combo plate!"
"Damn, I'm the only one who didn't nut!" Mylo yelled. "But I ain't complaining, you got a hot pussy little lady. Let's take this party to the big bed in the other room! I gotta get back ball-deep in that young snatch and it's time the good doctor finds out if she'll ever want to go back after going black!"
Jen crawled out from beneath the warden's wife's legs. She got her first look at Liv's cum covered face. "Damn honey, save some for me too!" She teased her boyfriend. "Shit, even if she didn't have that blindfold on we'd have to lead her to the bedroom. She certainly wouldn't be able to get there with all that black bull juice pasting her eyes shut!"
Everyone laughed except Liv.
She didn't know how much ejaculate was on her blindfolded eyes, but she could clearly feel it on her cheeks, lips, and nose.
J.T. chuckled. "Baby, you know there's a lot more where that came from. I'm happy to spread the wealth, but I don't think you should be so selfish. This pretty lady has never had BBC batter before today--in fact I got at least one more earmarked for these nice titties." He reached out and tugged on one of Liv's stiff nipples.
The love and affection created by the Molly, had reached full effect with everyone in the room including Liv, who should have been appalled at the circumstances. But like the rest, she was instead feeling enhanced stimulation and eagerness for what would happen next.
She wanted to fuck, and her husband was the last person on her mind.
Before they made their way to the bedroom, Jen retrieved her bag and proudly unveiled its contents--a 9" ebony strap-on dildo.
"It's not quite like the two of you, but the doctor's still gonna love it!"
A huge smile flashed across Mylo's lips. "Damn girl, you are full of surprises!"
"I told you she grabbed some of her stuff. She's as proud of that thing as you and I are of these horse dicks of ours!" J.T. barked at his former cellmate.
For the next two hours the warden was subjected to a chorus of pleasure screams, triumphant wails, and an unyielding number of bangs of the bed against the shared wall between the two rooms.
Suddenly the door to his room flew open and the sweat covered rapist hurried inside. He was still sporting a raging hard-on.
"Damn chief, you wouldn't believe how much fun we're having next door. I've been in my fair share of orgies, but I've never experienced anything quite like that. And your wife...she's a novice, but you wouldn't know it. That Ecstasy pulsing through her veins is contributing to her own ecstasy. You know the way she's a fountain when she gets off...let's just say, you're going to have some ripe sheets to sleep in tomorrow! Ha..."
Mylo moved towards the bed carrying another set of cuffs and the rope he'd used to secure the warden on the deck the previous night.
"But you know chief, I didn't think it was fair you got left out."
Grant suspected something bad was about to happen, but he was in no condition to fight off the crazed sociopath. Ten minutes later, the warden was face down, spreadeagle on the bed with both wrists cuffed to the headboard and both ankles bound to the footboard posts. He too was now blindfolded, and his ball-gag had been replaced by the funnel again. Mylo was straddling his naked body. Grant could feel the rapist's big cock pressed against his back. The escaped convict roughly gripped a chunk of the warden's hair.



"Stop squirming or I'm gonna go get that fireplace poker and bury it in your bung, fucker!"
The warden finally stopped pulling and fighting against his restraints and calmed down.
"That's more like it Shithead. So, while you're quiet and calm, I want you to listen. Do you hear your old lady screaming and begging for it? She's at this very moment being fucked silly by a hot bitch wearing a strap-on while sucking on a big black cock. And you know what, she fuckin' loves it!"
Mylo took one of the Fentanyl pills and dropped it into the funnel. He kept it covered until the warden had no other choice but to swallow it.
"You know chief, you should be proud of her--the doctor has really expanded her horizons today. In addition to the strap-on, she's had her first big black cock, she's hungrily eaten pussy, she's obediently worn her nipple clamps, and she's discovered a new favorite drug. The coke turns her into a total slut, but her new best friend is named Molly."
The sex offender dropped a second Fentanyl pill into the warden's funnel and made him swallow this one too.
"So chief, do you recall when I said I wasn't into buttfucking dudes? I bet under the current circumstances you're very glad about that! Am I right?"
The warden fought wildly against his restraints again.
Mylo slapped him hard several times against the head.
"Acknowledge you're happy about that chief!"
This time the warden nodded with only gurgling sounds emanating from his funnel-filled mouth.
"And do you remember when you put me and that gorilla Anaconda Jones in the same cell together until I got plugged?"
Rawlins didn't respond.
Mylo gripped a huge hunk of the warden's hair and yanked backwards. In the most menacing voice the rapist threatened, "I'm not going to ask you again, admit you put me in that cell knowing what the outcome would be!"
Grant hesitated for several seconds before he nodded.
"Well Fuckhead, if you haven't already figured it out, that was one of the worst decisions you ever made!" Mylo's grip moved to the warden's broken clavicle. He squeezed as hard as he could until the prison leader squealed like a baby while tears streamed down his face.
"That right there is nothing compared to pain you're going to feel in a minute you son-of-a-bitch!" Mylo jumped from the bed and headed out of the room, making sure to pull the door closed behind him.
Grant Rawlins lay face down, naked, and completely helpless for whatever the lunatic had in store for him. He heard a loud commotion in the room next door. His thoughts turned to what the sociopath had said about all the sex acts occurring with his wife. He didn't want to accept it, but after what he had seen and heard over the past several days, how could he not assume it to be true. His mind wandered to how the crazed fugitive could have possibly found another couple to join in this madness.
Several minutes later, the door opened again. Grant's pulse quickened when he felt someone crawl up on the bed.
In the room next door Mylo stood next to the bed watching in rapt fascination as the young blonde lay on top of the children's doctor with the strap-on buried to the hilt in her pussy. Sounds of wetness gushed from Liv's pussy. Her wrists were bound to the headboard and the nipple clamps danced in perfect circles on her big jiggling tits.
"Kiss me again! I want that tongue to thank me for all those orgasms my cock has given your slut pussy!" Jen dropped her head until they came together in a passionate mouth to mouth connection. It went on for nearly a minute until Jen pulled away, leaving Liv gasping for more.
"Tell me my slut. Tell me you love having your nasty cunt fucked by this big fake cock!"
"Ohhh...Mmmm...yeah..."
"That's not good enough! You've been squirting all over it for the past hour--I wanna hear how much you love it and these two big horse cocks!"
"Mmmm...yes it's good...they're all good..."
"Tell me how they feel compared to your hubby's lil' weenis!"
"Ohhh God...mmm...bigger...much bigger."
"And since you're clearly a size queen, you love those big dicks, don't you?"
"Uhhh...uhn...uhn...I...yes...I love big cocks...both of their big cocks!"
"And admit it, it's not just big dick you crave. You loved your first taste of pussy too, didn't you?"
Liv didn't answer, but she unconsciously licked her lips. It felt strange as someone typically in charge to now be the subordinate to someone significantly younger than her. But there was something about the submissive dynamic that drove her crazy with arousal. She had in fact found the subservient lesbian sex one of the most erotic experiences of her life. Discovering the young girl's alluring anatomy with the use of only her taste and smell had been captivating.
She had started off resistant and tentative, but as Jen's vocal and bodily responses validated her actions, Liv found herself getting more and more energized. The touch of her tongue against the slickness of the young woman's tender folds created an aphrodisiacal effect for her. She had licked along her thick pussy lips and sucked on the parts the girl told her to. Eventually her fluttering tongue came in contact with a hard smooth surface she quickly realized was a clit stud. She sucked and nibbled on the joy ball before enthusiastically ping-ponging it with her no longer novice tongue.
Jen had begun humping her face and begging for more.
Liv found herself wanting nothing more than to get the girl off and taste her cum. Once she added a couple of fingers, she didn't have to wait long before her mouth was bathed in the young girl's ejaculate.
"Of course you did! You ate me like a good little slut, didn't you? And you lapped it up when I came all over your mouth didn't you? Give me another taste of my sweet pussy...kiss me!" The young blonde demanded before burying her tongue back in the sexy wife's mouth.
When she finally pulled away Jen grunted. "Uh-huh, you're a good little slit-licker now, but it's time to get those lips back around what you like most!"
Mylo climbed up on the bed and patted his cock around the doctor's gorgeous face.
"While I'm fucking your slut pussy some more, suck your boyfriend's big fucking dick!"
Back in the warden's room, J.T. Jackson shimmied up on the bed with a tube of lube in his hand. The warden stiffened, based on his previous threats, he feared what the sociopath had planned.
"I was told I'd find you here!" The deep voice of a man who clearly wasn't Mylo Dickenson sounded. "Well, today's my lucky day, it's gonna be like a family affair around here."
The warden pulled and fought against his bindings. Despite the fact the Fentanyl was starting to take effect, it wasn't enough to mute his understanding of what was happening.
"You know motherfucker, it's gonna be a lot of fun learning whose got a tighter asshole, you or your slut wife."
Panicked sounds of fear and frustration emanated from the warden's funnel.
"I'm guessing it's gonna be you cause your wife's sweet little ass has been gettin' lots of attention. In addition to Mylo's big cock, it's also had a strap-on jammed in there and it's had this!"
The black man chuckled as he flopped his half-hard BBC between the warden's exposed ass cheeks. "Let me just lube this thing up a bit and then the two of us are gonna have some fun!"
Meanwhile back in the room next door, his wife's legs were high in the air as her pussy squirted all over the faux-cock hammering into her while she sucked hungrily on one of Mylo's swollen nuts. The convict's own cock was spewing wildly all over the pretty face of the young blonde and two sets of phenomenal tits within its target range.
*****
Three hours later.
The women and the warden were sawing logs. The drugs and unending sex had conspired to send them all into Lala land. Mylo had administered the Fentanyl to the warden for this very purpose.
J.T. walked back into the Master bedroom carrying his portable tattoo kit.
"Is it done?" Mylo asked.
"Yep. A little crude compared to my typical work, but I think it gets the point across! Took lots of ink though!"
Both men howled.
"Okay Mylo, so tell me what you have in mind for that." J.T. nodded towards Liv Rawlins' pristine ass as she lay face down with Jen's arm draped over her. Both were still wearing their birthday suits.
To be continued...
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*****
A truncated version of the San Quentin task force reconvened 48 hours after the assault. The prison was finally back in the hands of the authorities.
"Director Trammel, I want to give you and your men all the accolades you deserve. We knew it wasn't going to be an easy mission, but to have accomplished retaking the old prison with only having lost a handful of men from the assault and guard group, is a minor miracle! While we are obviously distraught to report a total of thirty-three prison personnel lost their lives from the earthquake, subsequent fallout, guard assassinations and rescue operation, everyone here knows it could have been much worse if not for the brave actions by you and your team." San Rafael Deputy Police Chief Ryan Brogdon spoke glowingly to the man standing to his left.
Everyone in the room stood and applauded.
"We will all obviously mourn the losses of all the brave men and women whose lives were so unnecessarily wiped away by the brazen acts of hostility by the rogue prisoners led by Tyrone "Anaconda" Jones. But as I said, things could have been much worse if not for the actions of you, your team, and the supporting law enforcement and military assets."
Everyone clapped again.
"As we expected, the prisoner group wasn't so fortunate. The final count shows thirty-nine dead including Anaconda Jones, forty-seven injured, and one still unaccounted for."
"What about Warden Rawlins and his wife?" Someone shouted from the back of the room.
Brogdon cleared his throat. "We...uh...have reason to believe they may have been abducted by the unaccounted prisoner."
Gasps echoed through the large room.
"What do you mean, abducted? Are they held up somewhere on the prison grounds?" A woman's voice cried from Brogdon's left as murmurs filtered through the crowd.
"Who's the prisoner?" Another voice yelled.
The Deputy Chief raised his hands requesting order from the group. "We are following up on some information that suggests the Warden and his wife may have been kidnapped at gunpoint by a prisoner named Mylo Dickenson."
This time, full cries of concern echoed throughout the room.
"Are you referring to Mylo Dickenson, the so-called Webvan Serial Rapist?" Jules Davenport, a retired Novato Police Chief, and current law-enforcement consultant shouted.
"Yes, it is that Mylo Dickenson Jules. Mr. Dickenson is serving a life-sentence for a series of rapes and a 2nd degree murder conviction from twenty years ago."
"How could this happen, when could they have departed the prison grounds?"
"The details are sketchy, but one convict, a Mr. Kenneth Sweeney known to many inside San Quentin as "Snitchy Sweeney" claims he saw Dickenson leading the warden and the doctor at gunpoint to the Rawlins' SUV and then watched them drive towards the auxiliary guard gate only minutes before the semi-truck explosion obliterated the gate and all the guards manning it. We think it's possible there may have been a short window where a vehicle containing the warden, with his security clearances, could have passed through the initial gates and departed the prison grounds in the aftermath of the explosion before any rescue personnel reached the scene."
"So, you are saying, the Warden, his wife and this rapist Dickenson may have vacated the night of the quake? That was nearly a week ago, they could be anywhere by now!"
"Yes, I'm afraid that's what I am saying." Brogdon answered, dejection in his tone.
"Why was it assumed they were being held by the prisoner group led by Anaconda Jones?"
"First off, the unlikely scenario that appears to have taken place was just that...highly unlikely. Secondly, their cell phones were left in the warden's office and every indication from Jones and his group were they had Warden Rawlins and his wife in their possession."
"So what now?"
"We have notified law enforcement agencies across the US, including Customs and Border Patrol, the FBI, and the U.S. Marshall's office. As of now, the U.S. Marshalls are overseeing the case. Oh, one more thing, the task force is following up on a tip that a man matching Mylo Dickenson's description may have been seen at a supermarket in Guerneville the night of the quake."
"So, it appears they drove north!" One of the cops in the front surmised.
"Based on the information we have, yes, it appears so." Brogdon concluded.
*****
Ten minutes later.
Channel 2 news reporter Dipika Singh received a call from Kyra Isaac, a recording clerk at the Mill Valley PD's office. The two had attended high school together in Fremont and had remained friends since.
"Dipika, I just saw a bulletin come through the office that provided all the final death and injury statistics from the law enforcement assault on the Q. I'll text you the numbers in a minute. But get this, the bulletin also said Warden Rawlins and his wife were quite possibly abducted by a convicted rapist named Mylo Dickenson and the three of them somehow departed the prison grounds just after the first major aftershock."
"Oh my God Kyra, that's crazy, but thanks so much for the heads-up. Can I ask, was there anything else?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact, there was an unconfirmed report that a man matching Mylo Dickenson's description may have been seen at a supermarket in Guerneville later that night."
"That's an amazing tip girl. Thanks a bunch Kyra, I owe you big time for this! I need to get on the air with this news before anyone else beats me to it. Text me those death and injury numbers right away if you don't mind."
"On their way!"
Dipika hung up and texted her assistant: Paige, can you get me all the information you can about a convicted rapist named Mylo Dickenson. He's serving a life sentence at San Quentin.
Moments later her phone rang, her boyfriend Nishant was on the other line. "Hi honey, what's up?" She answered.
"Kitty, I just talked to my boss Jerome, he wants to have us come stay at his place in the city this weekend!"
"Oh he does, does he? His place didn't sustain too much damage in the quake?" Dipika asked in a playful, yet mischievous voice. "Are you sure you're up for this Nishant? You know what they say about black men!"
"He's been bugging me since that night at the Christmas party last month when your tits were practically spilling out of that red dress, and I was drunk and blabbed that you and I like to have a little fun on the side."
She giggled. "Well, if you think he'll be discreet about it and it can help your career, then I'll take one for the team!"
This time it was her boyfriend's turn to laugh. "Since when don't you jump at the chance to take one for the team? Especially a big one!"
"Guilty as charged my cucky BF! But hey, I am following up on a lead for a big story that will take precedence if something develops from it. Tell your boss you have a kitty who would like to play, as long as she doesn't have to work!"
"Yes babe! Now it's safe to say this is going to be the most distracted department in the company this week! Oh, and keep me in the loop about the story lead..."
*****
One hour later Dipika Singh was on the air.
Mylo watched by himself from the Rawlins' great room as the hot Indian reporter stood in front of the iconic Frank Lloyd Wright Marin County Civic Center in San Rafael. He ogled her exposed cleavage and stunning face as she spoke more calmly than her chaotic report a couple of days previously during the prison raid.
"...Now that they've had a chance to comb the San Quentin grounds and compute the final statistics following the massive assault by law enforcement, I can provide the details of what was discovered. Sadly, a total of thirty-three prison personnel lost their lives from the earthquake, subsequent assassinations, and the rescue operation. The inmate horde led by ringleader Tyrone "Anaconda" Jones suffered even greater death and injury. The final inmate count shows thirty-nine dead including Jones himself, and another forty-seven injured, some seriously."
The sexy reporter continued, "But listen to this, there is still one inmate who is unaccounted for. His name is Mylo Dickenson, and forgive me for any discomfort this might cause for families with younger viewers, but he pronounces his name My-low Dick-is-in."
From one hundred miles away, Mylo smiled, still proud of the curveball he introduced at his trial twenty years previously.
Dipika cleared her throat and continued, "Longtime Bay Area residents may remember him as the so-called Webvan Rapist who sexually assaulted twenty women in the Bay Area in the early 2000's. He was currently serving a life sentence for the rapes and a 2nd degree murder conviction."
"What do you mean was and what does this Mylo Dickenson have to do with any of this?" Asked the studio anchor Bill Eliason, impatience evident in his voice.
"Bill, I was just getting to that!" Irritation now in the hot reporter's response. "We have learned the authorities now believe Mylo Dickenson may have abducted the warden and his wife and somehow escaped from San Quentin at about the time of the first major aftershock."
"Oh my goodness Dipika, that's incredible! Do the police have any idea where they might have gone?"
"Not that we've learned as of this point Bill!"
"Wow, what a shocker! We look forward to your next report Dipika... That was Dipika Singh reporting live from Marin County."
Following the broadcast, Mylo stared out towards the Pacific Ocean. The difficult decisions he'd pondered previously, were going to need to be made sooner than he anticipated.
*****
Four hours later.
Sexy reporter Dipika Singh sat in her home office chair staring at her computer screen. Her mouth was slightly open, her lips wet, with two of her deft fingers buried deep in her dripping pussy.
On the monitors in front of her, Mylo Dickenson's huge cock pounded into the splayed pussy of a gorgeous Asian wife. The woman's husband was bound and gagged in the background off to the side of the large bed.
Paige, her assistant, had sent Dipika an electronic folder with several virtual documents and video attachments. The title of the communication was: Mylo Dickenson Files - NSFW! Court documents and transcripts from the trial were attached, but it was the video files that made the folder Not Safe for Work. The videos were of the Webvan Rapist's appalling sexual assaults submitted by the prosecution as evidence at his trial.
To the young reporter at this moment and to many courtroom attendees at the trial twenty years previously, the videos while appalling, were also extremely arousing.
Dipika had begun perusing the files and eventually watching the videos with the purpose of learning more about the unhinged man suspected of abducting the San Quentin Warden and his wife. But before long, the intense sex and reactions by the victims, became a source of guilty arousal for her. She tried her best to not fall victim to the depravity, but watching how the sex offender's massive dick turned each resistive woman into a whimpering slut, had a similar effect on her too.
She watched and listened as the sexy 30-year-old Asian wife who was crying and begging him to stop at the outset, eventually wrapped her legs around and gripped his ass cheeks as she experienced a series of multiple orgasms before the rapist's swinging balls pumped a massive load inside her unprotected pussy while her tasered husband watched through bleary eyes.
Dipika couldn't stop herself from watching it again even as her boyfriend's number popped up on her phone. The horny reporter didn't answer as she was too focused on her own building orgasm. And when she watched Akari Redmon's pussy cream all over her assailant's big cock for the second time, Dipika climaxed so hard her legs didn't stop shaking for several minutes.
*****
Early the following morning.
Dipika's phone rang once again.
"Hey D, it's Kyra again. I just overheard a conversation that the Rawlins' own a weekend place up in Sea Ranch. And get this, there was a report that neighbors saw lights on and smoke billowing from the chimney for the past five or six days."
"Shit Kyra, you're AWESOME! If this comes together, you and I are definitely doing that spa day at the Ritz on me! Any chance you got an address?"
"I didn't Dipika, but based on the flurry of activity around here, I don't think you'll have any trouble finding the place if you head up. They're pulling out all the stops...SWAT, choppers, bomb guys. I also heard FBI and U.S. Marshall's office are on their way."
"Wow, this ain't no drill! They must know they're up there, I'm on my way now too!"
"Good luck D and be safe!"
"Thanks again Kyra." Dipika hung up and called her boss.
After two rings, John Vallmer, program director at Channel 2 picked up his cell. "What is it Dipika, I'm running late for a meeting with the big guy."
"You're going to want to hear this, John. I just got a tip that the Rawlins' have a place up at Sea Ranch and neighbors have seen lights on and chimney smoke for the past 5 or 6 days."
"No shit? Nothing has shown up on the wire. Is your source reliable?"
"Iron clad J.V. The cops are pulling out all the stops too...Feds, Marshall's, SWAT. In a few hours that place is gonna look like Fort Knox. I plan on being the first one reporting from the scene. I'm swinging by the house to grab some clothes and stuff before heading up. You need to dispatch a camera crew like yesterday! Also, have Paige get us overnight accommodations in Gualala."
"10-4 Dipika, this is a big one, make it happen!"
They hung up and her thoughts turned to Mylo Dickenson's cock. You got that right J.V...it is a FUCKING BIG ONE!
*****
11:30 a.m.
Dipika stood on a bluff overlooking the grassy hillside and narrow road leading down to the earthtone-sided residence that apparently housed serial rapist Mylo Dickenson, Warden Grant Rawlins and his wife Dr. Olivia Rawlins.
As she had hoped, she and her crew were the first news team on the scene. She knew it wouldn't be long before they were joined by a massive throng of industry brethren—she was excited to be the first to report.
Positioned between her and the one-story home some 1,000 yards away, was a quickly amassing contingent of law enforcement agencies from all over the western United States. On the drive up, Dipika couldn't recall ever seeing more police air and ground activity since watching the recorded footage of the O.J. Simpson white Bronco chase when she was in journalism school at San Francisco State.
"C'mon guys, let's go with those cameras! I want to be the first on the air with this. You know the fucks from Channel 7 will be here anytime—not to mention those vultures at TMZ!"
Five minutes later she was reporting to people around the world regarding the unprecedented scene taking place behind her.
*****
1:30 p.m.
Trent Collishaw, the Director of the Western U.S. Marshall's office out of Los Angeles stood with his team as the speaker phone rang. The group was stationed under an open-sided tent seven hundred yards from Grant and Liv Rawlins' weekend residence. He gazed around at the multitude of law enforcement vehicles and personnel surrounding their location. His focus then turned to the astounding number of news vans, lights, and cameras that had positioned themselves a couple hundred yards up the hill from their location. Only a few hours earlier, none had been there, and now they scurried around like ants at a barbecue.
"I hate reporters..." He muttered to himself.
After a dozen tones, the ringing was interrupted by a gravelly male voice on the other end of the line. "What the fuck do you want?"
"Uh...may I ask who I'm speaking too?"
"Tell me who this is and maybe I'll tell you!"
"My name is Trent Collishaw, I am the Director of the Western U.S. Marshall's office. Is this Mylo Dickenson I am speaking too?"
"It's pronounced Dick-is-in, Director Cock-is-small! Why are you calling?" Mylo answered with a prideful sneer while responding from the Rawlins' landline phone.
Director Collishaw peered around at his team, clearly angered from the insult. Despite the seriousness of the situation, several members of Collishaw's team had to hold back laughter. The director was an egomaniac and not well liked by most of the group. He certainly was nothing like Tommy Lee Jones' charismatic character Samuel Gerard from the Harrison Ford thriller "The Fugitive".
"Mr...uh...Dick-is-in, can I assume Warden Grant Rawlins and his wife are with you inside the house?"
"Shit, with those powers of deduction, I'm surprised you're a cop—rocket science seems like a more appropriate line of work! But yes, they are here, but they are kind of tied-up at the moment."
"Mr. Dick...uh...Dick-is-in, I can tell you, if you have inflicted torture or bodily injury against either of them, you will be prosecuted to the absolute fullest extent of the law!"
Mylo laughed. "Director Shrimp Dick, do you think I really care about your bogus threats? I'm already serving a life sentence, so piling on another one doesn't mean shit to me!"
"Maybe not, but lethal injection wouldn't be the best way to go!"
"Okay, now I see why the rocket scientist thing wouldn't have worked out for you, you think I'm that stupid? They haven't put an inmate to death in California since 2006, so I'll take my chances with those candy-ass California liberal judges! But to tell you the truth director, I have no intention of killing or torturing the warden or his wife, as long as you guys don't fuck with me!"
"Well, we aren't going to let you hold them hostage for long, so something is gonna have to give Mr. Dickenson."
"I'll tell you what, I want to meet with a negotiator. Just me and them one-on-one and if all goes well, I will agree to a peaceful surrender. Meanwhile, they will be able to see that I am not torturing the warden or his wife."
"Mr. Dickenson, I'm sorry but you aren't in a position to negotiate."
"Director, I have a 9MM aimed at the warden's balls right now that suggests I am!" Mylo threatened, even though he was in a separate room.
"Okay...okay, don't do anything rash, let me get with my security team and decide who we will send in to meet with you."
"Don't bother, I've already made my choice...I will only negotiate with that news reporter. I think her name is Dick-pee Sing!"
Collishaw covered the mic on his phone and gazed around at his team, clearly unaware of who the sex offender was referring to.



Special Agent Julie Anderson spoke just loud enough for her boss to hear. "I believe he is referring to Bay Area Channel 2 reporter Dipika Singh. She's been covering this case since the beginning."
"Are you referring to Dipika Singh Mr. Dickenson?"
Mylo rubbed his cock. He wanted to make an edgy comment about her big tits but didn't want to play his cards so soon.
"In addition to having a small dick, are you hard of hearing also? Yes, that's her, Dick-pee Sing."
Collison's teeth clenched before he spoke, "My...I mean Mr. Dickenson, that's not going to happen. We aren't going to send a civilian like Miss Singh into an environment like that!"
"Well then, you might have to find a new warden, this one isn't going to be much of an authority figure as a eunuch! She is the only one I'll meet with!"
Director Collishaw peered around at his team again—he received more head nods than shakes.
"Mr. Dickenson, I will get with my team and we'll have an answer to you shortly."
Mylo hung up the phone and rubbed his cock. These stupid fucks are actually considering it!
*****
2:30 p.m.
Dipika Singh walked nervously into the covered tent. She immediately found herself surrounded by a large contingent of men and a few women dressed in cheap suits.
She was approached by a tall man with a thick coif of dark hair which he obviously colored to hide the gray. "Miss Singh, my name is Trent Collishaw, I am the Western Director of the U.S. Marshall's office. Thank you for meeting with us."
"You're welcome director."
The director was a hound dog himself—Dipika Sing's gorgeous face and stunning body hadn't gone unnoticed by him. "Miss Singh, we have a unique request to ask of you. Please know we are not suggesting you are under any obligation to accept, but if you were to agree, it would help us immensely."
Dipika glanced around the tent, dozens of sets of eyes were glaring at her.
Collishaw continued. "Miss Singh, our fugitive Mylo Dickenson has requested a meeting to discuss terms of his surrender."
"That's great news, but what does it have to do with me?"
"Yeah...uh... he has requested that you be the person to negotiate with him."
Dipika's eyes nearly bugged out of her head. A vision of Mylo Dickenson's huge cock flashed in her mind.
"Me? Why me?"
The director's first thought was: Because you're hot as fuck and this crazed sociopath is a sex offender of the worst kind! "Uh...well he wouldn't say, but he must have seen you on TV and for some reason you made an impression on him."
"Wow!" She blurted as a hundred thoughts suddenly percolated through her brain. "Will...will I...be safe? How do I know he won't try to hurt me?" Another vision of Mylo fucking the shit out of the hot Asian wife entered her head.
"Unfortunately, we can't guarantee that Miss...may I call you Dipika?"
"Sure."
"Yes Dipika, we will outfit you with a device you'll wear around your neck that if you feel threatened, you can yank on it, and we'll storm the premises immediately. But you must know there is still risk."
"What...uh...would I be trying to negotiate with him?" As scared as she was at the prospect of coming face to face with the escaped serial rapist, she also knew this might be the professional opportunity of a lifetime.
"Mr. Dickenson said he would be willing to negotiate his surrender if you were the person who met with him. Unfortunately, we don't have a lot of options. We would want you to accomplish two primary objectives: The first would be to try and determine the health and safety of Warden Rawlins and his wife. The second would be to listen and note what demands he has for a peaceful surrender. Your job is not to make any commitments, but rather to gather the information and bring it back to us. We would give you up to an hour to gain his trust and learn as much about the situation inside as possible."
*****
3:30 p.m.
Mylo peered stealthily through the curtains, astounded by the sheer volume of law enforcement surrounding the property. Suddenly he saw a small breach in the wall of confinement and a solitary figure emerged.
The reporter Dipika Singh walked nervously towards the house. She was dressed conservatively, but her sexiness was unmistakable, even from a distance. While Mylo was taken with her on TV, she looked even better in person. Many television viewers thought she bore a strong resemblance to the former Miss World pageant winner and now famous Bollywood actress Priyanka Chopra Jonas. Chopra had married the American performer Nick Jonas in 2018.
Mylo didn't know shit about any of that...he just knew she was one of the hottest bitch's he had ever laid his eyes on, and he couldn't wait to get a closer look.
A quiet knock sounded on the door.
With gun in hand, the escaped rapist studied the Ring camera for any hint of additional movement around her. Once he was sure she was alone, he disengaged the deadbolt locks, opened the door, and hurriedly ushered her in.
As she passed, Dipika nervously eyed the escaped criminal. Seeing the gun and the hungry look on his face made her question her decision to come.
She was also disconcerted by the pungent smell of marijuana in the house.
Mylo drank in the sight her hot little ass as she moved towards the center of the great room. He'd also noticed as she passed, that her nipples were hard as rocks beneath her silky top.
Dipika studied her surroundings, not spotting either of the Rawlins' in her perusal. Her heart fluttered fast in her chest—never having been in the same room with a notorious rapist. She turned towards the convict and finally got a good look at him. Although she'd done research in the last twenty-four hours, the young woman was surprised that despite his age and having spent half his life in prison, he still possessed his rugged good looks and impressive build. He didn't necessarily look like a sociopath—yet still, she couldn't help feeling like Little Red Riding Hood visiting the home of the Big Bad Wolf.
"You know why I'm here Mr. Dick..."
"Shut the fuck up!" Mylo growled. "You are in my castle now princess! You are only here because I wanted you to be. I can tell you, I had no intention of negotiating with any of those POS cops, but I think there is a mutual benefit for us both that you came."
"Oh?...what exactly is that?" She asked, trying her best to sound unphased by the situation and his threatening tone.
Mylo could read right through her—he could see the fear in her beautiful eyes. "Well, you are a reporter. I'm sure you want nothing more than to capture the story of a lifetime. Am I right?"
"I don't consider this the story of a lifetime. You're a criminal, people just want to see you go back to prison."
Mylo laughed. "Oh, don't give me that bullshit! There is media from all over the fucking world out there! ...Prison warden and hot doctor wife abducted by escaped serial rapist from his own prison following the worst quake in US history. This is like a movie script, and you damn well know it!"
Despite his accurate portrayal of the narrative, she tried her best not to acknowledge it. "Speaking of the warden and his wife I don't see them anywhere."
"They are both tucked safely away."
"I need to see them. If you've done anything to harm Warden or Dr. Olivia Rawlins, I can assure you, this will be the shortest negotiation ever."
Mylo flashed a shit-eating grin.
His reaction surprised the young reporter. Seeing him up close, his looks were incongruent with her expectations. She had seen images and video from his trial and the sex tapes, but she didn't expect him to look so virile after nearly twenty years in prison.
"Olivia huh? I like that." Mylo pondered. "Hmm...well, I would say harm is kind of a...what's the word...ambiguous term. The warden got pretty fucked up when a huge-ass bookcase fell on him during the quake. I would say I haven't done too much to make it worse on him...physically that is. As for the good doctor, I guess I can let you see for yourself..."
Mylo escorted the sexy reporter down the hallway. The first stop was the warden's room. He slowly opened the door and a loud gasp escaped the lips of the stunned Indian woman. Grant Rawlins lay on the bed, one arm cuffed to a cable surrounding his bed. He was naked except for a bright red ball gag in his mouth and a stainless-steel cock cage on his genitals. His eyes opened like saucers when he saw who was standing next to Mylo—he recognized her immediately. Loud grunts for help and frenetic movements from his hands and legs ensued.
Mylo closed the door.
"Oh my God, what in the world are you doing to him?" Dipika cried.
"Don't fuckin' yell at me or this visit is over right now!" Mylo growled.
She steadied her composure. In a more subdued response, she asked, "What kinds of things have been happening here over the past week?"
"Ah...I think that can be best explained in the next room!" Mylo answered with a prideful grin.
When he opened the door to the next room, Dipika Singh practically collapsed. The smell of sex mixed with countless other powerful odors including weed, beer and strawberries overwhelmed her senses. But the fragrances were nothing compared to the visuals. Lingerie, sex toys, and alcohol containers were strewn about the large otherwise well-appointed space. At the center, on the large bed lay the spectacular body of a nude woman. Her wrists were bound to the headboard and a pillow was stuffed beneath her hips pushing her spectacular ass upward. Thick, messy globs of a whitish goo covered the deep crack of her ass and gaped pussy lips. A fresh tattoo written in a stylish cursive font was visible just above the crack of her ass.
It read "Mylo's Place".
"HOLY...is she...uh...?" The reporter asked, her inquiry distant and concerned.
"No, she's not dead! Fucked senseless, but not dead!" Mylo chuckled before closing the door and leading the stunned reporter back to the main room.
"This is terrible what you've done to these people—torturing the warden and raping his poor wife. You're a monster!"
"Shut the fuck up! I didn't bring you here to lecture me about what's happened since Mother Nature decided it was time for me to ditch that shithole lockup. You don't have any idea what reasons I might have for wanting to pay that motherfuckin' warden back. Besides, his wife hasn't exactly had the worst week of her life!"
"How could she not? No woman wants to be raped. Especially by someone like you and your big...uh...ego! I saw some of the footage from your trial, you weren't remorseful for all those things you did. You acted like you did those women a favor!"
Mylo noticed as the hot Indian reporter stole a glance at his crotch.
He had met women like this before—he did his best to keep from letting out a chuckle. "Huge ego huh? So, if you saw footage from my trial, you must have seen the videos the prosecution paraded in front of the jury?"
"You mean your rape videos? Yes...yes I saw them!"
Again Mylo saw her peer quickly between his legs. Oh, this is gonna be fun! He thought before asking, "What'd you think?"
"I thought they were sick!" She answered before lowering her eyes slightly, suggesting she wasn't being totally honest.
"The women in those clips didn't seem to think so! And you know what I think?"
"What?"
"You truly didn't either!"
"What...what are you talking about? Of course I did! You're evil!"
Mylo studied her from head to toe. This situation was shaping up better than he imagined.
"How much time do we have?"
Despite his discomforting ogling, she answered. "If I'm not out of here in one hour, or if I remove this magnetic medallion on my necklace, the police and FBI will storm in here so fast, you won't know what hit you!"
"If they do that, they'll find two dead women and a prison warden with a fireplace poker stuffed so far up his ass, they'll have to drill a large hole in the bottom of his casket to accommodate it! That said, we don't have much time."
"No we don't Mr. Dickenson." Again, she unconsciously gazed at his crotch. "You need to tell me what your intentions are."
Mylo eyed her like a fox studying a henhouse. "You know what I think Miss Singh, I think this charade of you being the concerned reporter is just a façade. I know why you're really here. You watched those videos from the trial and you were drawn here like a bee to honey. I think you're actually a nasty little slut who only came here this afternoon to meet the dude with the huge cock who fucked all those women like a pornstar!"
"I...I...don't know what you are talking about. I...I'm here because you requested it." She answered unconvincingly.
"Do you know why I requested it?"
She stared at him blankly before shaking her head.
Mylo disconnected the button of his pants and lowered his zipper. He reached in and flopped out his huge cock.
Dipika Singh's eyes practically bugged out of her head and an audible gasp escaped her lips. "Oh my God..."
"This is what you came for, isn't it?"
She shook her head. "N...no...I'm he...here to negotiate." She stuttered, her eyes not leaving the meat hanging out of his pants.
He laughed. "Okay, let's negotiate! Tell me what you're willing to do for me to allow you to wrap your sweet lips around this big fucker?"
"Let...let...me? What makes you think I would want to do anything with it...I mean you?" She asked, clearly flustered.
Mylo watched as she unconsciously licked her lips.
"Take off your fucking clothes!"
"I will do no such thing!"
"Slut, you and I both know we don't have a lot of time here, so if you want to get that hot little Indian snatch what it came here for, you better get those fuckin clothes off!"
"But...but my boyfriend Nishant..."
Mylo knew he had her, the boyfriend excuse was always the last pitiful objection. "Fuck Piss-Ant! Now slut! Take em' off!"
She stared at him for nearly a half minute before slowly reaching for the top button on her shirt.
"Hurry up or I'm gonna tear that thing off you and you'll have to go back out in front of all those cops with your big brown titties hanging out!"
She heeded his threat and moments later she was standing in front of him in only her bulging bra, skirt, and heels.
If Mylo thought her nipples looked hard before, it was nothing compared to the way they spiked through her skimpy bra now. "Nice! I can't say I've ever sucked Indian titties before, but based on what I can see, I'm gonna enjoy it! So tell me what you want Miss Concerned Reporter!"
She stared at his big dick. "I...I...don't want any...anything."
Mylo howled as he gripped his dick. "You've never had a cock like this, but you crave it and we both know it. Lift up that skirt, I bet those panties are already wet."
She stood motionless, her eyes transfixed on the six inches of fat cock protruding beyond his fist. She gently reached for the seam of her skirt and glided it up her lithe thighs until her silky white panties came into view. But white wasn't the color on Mylo's mind. The young reporter's little black fur patch was plastered visibly against the soaked thong.
"Ha, wet doesn't describe it, I knew it! And you didn't just start leaking when you came in here, you've been thinking about this since those cops told you you'd be coming to see me haven't you slut?"
She stared at him innocently.
"Answer me, you've been dripping for an hour."
This time she hesitated again before nodding.
"That soaked little slit gave you away. Tell me what you want bitch!"
"I...I...can I...um...touch it?"
"Lose the skirt and get on your knees!"
This time she didn't hesitate. Dipika slipped the fashionable skirt down over her tight little ass and dropped it to her ankles.
Mylo whistled. "Damn, in the pen we called the brown motherfuckers Dune Coons, but that description doesn't fit you honey! You're more like fucking Dune Poon!"
"That's offensive...please don't use terms like..."
"Get on your knees Basmati Rice!"
She flashed a detestable scowl before the award-winning reporter dutifully dropped to her knees with her big brown eyes gazing up at him.
The sex offender dropped his pants and moved directly in front of her, his massive cock dangling like an elephant's trunk.
Mylo gripped the meaty phallus in his calloused hand. He studied her face—high cheekbones, big cat-like eyes with long dark lashes, a sharp nose, and puffy dick-sucking lips painted in a glossy dark rose hue. Long golden earrings dangled from her lobes. She reminded him of the Indian princess from a Disney movie his stripper girlfriend Tiffany used to watch when she and Mylo weren't watching or filming porn themselves.
"You see that right there?" Mylo pointed to a marble-sized dollop of pre-cum already oozing from the long slit at the top of his cock. I bet Piss-ant's shrimp dick doesn't leak like this. You want to rub this fuck nectar all around your face don't you slut?"
She swallowed hard before circling her glossy lips. "Y...y...yes." She answered in a trancelike response. "Piss-ant...I mean Nishant's penis is nothing like..."
"Ha...of course not!" Mylo teased before tapping the head of his fat cock against her forehead. "Hey, now you got one of those dots on your forehead—my cum's not red, but close enough! Tell me what you want slut!"
"I...I want...I want what all those other women got. I want you to make me your whimpering little slut with this big fat nasty cock!"
Mylo slapped his dick more aggressively against her pretty face. "Tell me more!"
"Oh...uhn...God yes, I can smell it! I want to taste it—I want you to fuck my mouth and shove it as far down my throat as you can. And I want to swallow your hot load from these huge balls. Then I want you to fuck my dripping pussy and make me beg like the slut I am. And I don't care if I cuckold my boyfriend, I can't wait to cum all over this magnificent cock. Once you've used up my horny pussy, you can take me in the ass!"
Mylo howled. "Well we ain't got much time bitch, open up!"
The sexy reporter grabbed his dick with both her hands and rubbed it all over face. "Oh my God, I can smell the doctor's scent on it too..."
"That squirtin little pussy's been scenting all over my cock for days now! Smells good don't it!"
"Mmmm...heavenly..." Dipika slutishly inhaled the spongy head of his rapist cock. She swirled her tongue around it—lapping up the dried remnants of Liv Rawlins' juices in the process.
"Oh fuck yeah, that's the kind of negotiation I like. I'll give you round one bitch!"
The insatiable reporter pulled it from her lips and slutishly spit on it. "How's this for round two?" She stroked his swelling cock feverishly while suctioning her lips around one of his lemon-sized nuts.
"Mmmm...yeah, that's good, but you ain't gonna win that part till you swallow what's churning inside there bitch!"
She latched onto the other one. She stared up at him through lust-filled eyes. Her saliva dripping onto her chest. Mylo watched as it spilled into the titillating crevice between her swollen mounds.
"What do you think all those viewers would think if they saw you now princess?"
She let his tasty orb pop from her mouth. "They'd wish it was them in my place!"
"Ha...yeah they would! Now let me see them big fuckin' Indian titties!"
The reporter stole one final lick of his nut sack before reaching back and releasing her bra. Her huge tits sprang free, nipples hard as stone from both arousal and a set of diamond-capped nipple bars.
"Fuck me!" Mylo snorted. "I could tell on TV you were sporting a great rack, but these take the mother-fucking cake! They even give the good doctor's pair a run for their money! And damn, if those ain't some hot jewels you got there too princess!" He wrapped his rough hands around her heavy tits and squeezed causing the horny reporter to moan.



"Wrap those babies around my post slut!"
Dipika adjusted her position and squeezed her smooth globes around his suddenly steeled cock.
"Fuck my big tits!" She whined.
Mylo's head fell back as the soft pleasure pillows engulfed him. He started off making slow movements in the slick tunnel, but it wasn't long before he was pounding them in powerful thrusts. His lustful target grunted every time his big balls slapped the underside of her jiggling breasts. She extended her tongue for a taste of pre-cum every time the head approached her lips.
"Yeah, this is the kind of negotiation I like!" Mylo grunted through clenched teeth. He wanted so badly to paint her beautiful face and bounding tits with one of his prodigious loads, but time was quickly slipping away and he wasn't going to miss the opportunity to plug all of this hot Indian's holes.
"Fuck, I could do this all day, but we ain't got a lot of time." He yanked his cock from its silky sleave and slapped it heavily against each tit, sending a mixed spit-cum cocktail splattering around her chest and neck.
"Come here." He growled as he grabbed her by the upper arm and lifted her to her feet. Mylo led her quickly to the kitchen table. "Bend over slut." He pushed her face down over the edge and ripped her dripping panties off in one powerful jerk.
She screamed out loud.
The warden lay in his bed listening intently for any indication the surprising appearance by the TV reporter would lead to their release. The window coverings in his room were closed and his movement cable didn't provide him access near it—but the previous ringing of their home telephone, the sound of helicopters overhead and the constant movement of heavy vehicles near the property, suggested the authorities were closing in. His spirits hadn't been higher since the earthquake than they were only fifteen minutes earlier.
It was short lived.
"Tell me slut! Tell me what you're going to do!" Mylo Dickenson's unmistakable voice pierced the air.
"OH FUCK! I'm going to cum all over your big fucking cock! Don't stop PLEASE! FUCK ME!" Dipika screamed.
While the words weren't dissimilar, Grant Rawlins could tell the voice he just heard wasn't his wife—the subtle accent gave it away. What in the fuck is happening here? They sent this fucking slut in here for this? It doesn't make any sense!
His thoughts were interrupted by another loud slap of hand against flesh and the sounds of pleasure screams that had become all too familiar to him.
"Oh God Yes! Spank my slutty ass while you fuck me with that huge cock! OH YES YES...do that too...I love a finger in there!"
In the kitchen, the sexy reporter was splayed out on the dining table with only her heels on. Her head was tilted backwards with a thick band of her silky black hair in the grasp of rapist Mylo Dickenson's oversized fist. His huge cock was pistoning in and out of her dripping pussy while the long middle finger from his other hand was buried in her asshole.
"Oh fuck! Yes...fuck me Daddy! I'm going again! Ohhhhh...I'm CUMMING...uhn...uhn...ohhhhh..."
"Yeah bitch, I bet your boyfriend doesn't make you spew like that...huh slut?"
"Uhh...no...no he doesn't...he couldn't..." She answered between gasping breaths as her cheek lay squished against the table surface. "In fact...he's a...uh cuckold—he gets off watching me getting screwed by other guys. But he's never seen me get fucked like this before..."
"Ha...of course he hasn't! Tell me, does Piss-ant like to watch you get it in the ass?"
"Yes...yes he loves it! And so do I!"
Mylo glanced at the clock. "We're running out of time slut. Tell me where you want me to dump my load!"
"I want it in my ass! Cum in my dirty hole. Rape me there like you did so many of those wives! And call me Kitty...that's what Nishant tells other guys to when I take it in my ass!"
"I'll call you whatever the fuck I want!"
Mylo drenched his cockhead in the pool of her puddled cum on the Rawlins' kitchen table before slopping it around her puckered hole. He then smeared the pussy cream up and down her crack before slapping her ass cheeks with his dick.
"Ooohh...please...give me your big cock in my ass..." she whimpered.
Mylo aggressively pressed his fat head against her sphincter until it powered inside.
"OH SHHIIIITTT!" Dipika screamed loud enough for the warden to hear again.
"Yeah slut, that's your tight little SHITTER alright!" Mylo shouted joyfully.
"Oh fuck it's big! Go slow please..."
"Bitch, we are almost out of time and I gotta nut...TAKE IT!" The felon grunted before burying himself aggressively into her pulsing starfish.
The hot reporter squealed. "Ohhhh SHIT...umph!"
"I bet all those TV viewers never had a clue you were a fuckin' ass-slut!" Mylo shouted as he slammed into her so hard the legs of the table began to creak.
"Oh my...fuck! Fuck my ass!"
"Damn you're a filthy little thing!" He yelled while reaching around and slapping the side of her right tit.
"Mmmm...I love it rough you bastard!"
Mylo gripped her hair and yanked her head back. "Tell me again!"
"Fuck...mmm...yesss! Slap my big fucking tits!"
He slapped both this time.
"Oh God...you're gonna make me...yes...I'm cumming again! Give me your hot load you son-of-a-bitch!"
The warden had been listening in disbelief for the better part of an hour, but moments before, his wife had also awoken from her intoxicated slumber. They both heard as Mylo cried out.
"Alright slut...time to flood this tight fuckin' dirty hole!"
The Rawlins' heard their kitchen table creak and squeal before their captor's big balls contracted and ropes of his potent spunk erupted into the ass cavity of the screaming, climaxing news reporter.
Liv lay in bed trying to comprehend what she had just heard. Did the others come back?
Five minutes later Mylo reclined nakedly on the couch with a satisfied smirk on his face and his softening cock hanging over the cushion. He leered as the hot reporter stood in front of him squeezing her big tits back into her skimpy bra.
"Well, I'll give you credit slut, I like your method of negotiation. No unnecessary words, just getting down to business!"
A guilt-filled expression spread across her face.
Mylo lowered his voice to keep the Rawlins' from hearing what he was about to say.
"Anyway, here's how it'll go down. Tomorrow at 12 o'clock noon I will open that door and come out without a weapon...uh except this one." He gripped his cock and waved it at her. "But no gun or knife. I will surrender peacefully as long as no one fucks with me between now and then. If they do, I will kill the warden and the sex kitten in the other room! You know I don't have anything to lose."
"What guarantees do we have you won't harm them before that?"
"None really, but if I wanted to kill the warden, I could have done it by now. As for Dr. Sugar Pussy, she and I are going to enjoy the next twenty hours like newlyweds!"
"You actually want me to tell them you want another day so you can rape her some more?"
"Based on the past couple of days, I don't think that term applies anymore. She's been beggin' and squirtin' on it every chance she gets—she can't live without it. You of all people should understand that! I can say with confidence I won't be the most distraught person in this house when noon rolls around tomorrow."
Dipika just stared at him. After the indescribable fucking she'd just received, it was hard to question that statement.
"As for you Dune Poon, I will grant you exclusive story rights to this entire adventure. In fact, because California allows it and assuming the good doctor isn't already visiting, you and I can have conjugal visits as often as necessary for you to capture all the story details you need." Mylo crowed as he rose from the couch.
An embarrassed expression returned to her face. "Thank you I guess...for the story rights I mean. Well...I better be going."
As she began to turn away, she startled him when she pivoted around and threw her arms over his shoulders. Moments later her tongue was buried in his mouth while she pulled herself up and wrapped her legs around him. The hot reporter dry-humped him while swapping spit for nearly a minute before she finally pulled back and gasped. "No one has ever fucked me like that...I can't wait for those conjugal visits!"
"Ha...what about Piss-ant?"
"Who?"
*****
After the reporter departed, Mylo entered the warden's room with an ear-to-ear grin on his face. He had replaced his pants, but remained shirtless as he plopped himself down on the bed and patted Grant's leg like a friend would do.
"Wow, that was interesting chief!"
The warden's eyes conveyed his feelings of amazement and exasperation.
"Yeah, I bet you got your hopes up when you saw her, huh?" Mylo teased the distraught man.
"But it's funny, all the ladies who enter this house seem to end up in the same place..." he patted his crotch, "...regardless of their intentions. I mean, take that hot Indian bitch for example—she came here to negotiate for you and the doctor, but she ended up negotiating for which of her holes she most wanted my cock in." Mylo laughed.
The warden stared at him through a disbelieving glare.
"I thought about letting her get advice from your wife as she is now an expert on the subject, but that horny slut figured it out on her own. Actually, now that I think about it, I could have had her come pick your brain, cuz she eventually chose the same hole you did chief! How is the Hershey Highway feeling today anyway?"
The warden pulled and strained against his bindings as Mylo coolly rose from the bed, released a loud stinky fart and exited the room.
*****
Mylo made his way into the master suite carrying the 9mm pistol. He found the warden's wife awake in bed, her wrist still bound to the headboard. He set the gun on Grant's nightstand and removed his pants. He snuggled in beside her.
She didn't want to engage him, but she couldn't help wanting to learn how another female visitor had made it into the house. "Did you have a guest?"
Mylo smiled. "Oh, did we wake you?"
"No...I was already waking up on my own."
"So, you heard us?"
"Uh...it was kind of hard not to."
"Ha...how did that make you feel Doc? Did you get jealous?"
"Jealous? No...of course not!" She backpedaled, clearly not being entirely honest.
"Yeah, so that sexy Indian reporter decided she wanted to come discover if what they say about me was true."
"Wait...Dipika Singh, the newsgirl? She was here?"
"Ah...that's how you pronounce her name? Yeah, she came and got to experience all the fun shit you have Doc!"
"You had sex with Dipika Singh?"
"Glad you've considered it fun Olivia! But I don't know if I'd call it just sex. I fucked the shit out of her if that's what you're asking." Mylo answered with a smug smile.
Liv cringed at his use of her formal name. "How...how did that happen?"
"It was pretty simple, I shoved my big cock in her ass until she got off. C'mon Doc, you know all about that."
Liv's face turned an embarrassing shade of pink. "...You know that isn't what I was asking. I can obviously hear all the police activity outside, how is it she came to be in the house?"
"They sent her to negotiate."
"They sent a news reporter to negotiate with a prison escapee. Why?"
"Because I requested it!" He responded proudly.
A look of disbelief washed across her face. "Can I ask what the outcome of the negotiation was?"
"Hmm...I would say output is a more appropriate term than outcome in this circumstance. And the output...well it was about a gallon of my jizz in that reporter's hot little ass! Now if you don't mind, I'm exhausted, and I need a nap."
Within a minute, he was fast asleep lying next to her.
The brilliant doctor was stunned at what she had just heard. Somehow this man makes crazy things happen around him...
She peered across at the gun on the far nightstand before she stared down at his huge cock—it lay magnetizingly across his thigh. She knew she should be focused on how to get her hands on the pistol, but instead, all she could think about getting her hands on his cock again. She contemplated what he'd said about fucking the pretty reporter and how in the world the authorities had allowed it to happen.
Liv's focus turned to whether he enjoyed fucking the Indian slut more than her. The same feelings that steered her actions the previous afternoon returned—she slowly reached for his limp meat. Undoubtedly, the TV reporter had experienced the same gravitational pull she felt now.
God, he has a magnificent cock.
She didn't care that the reporter's bodily fluids were still staining its surface. The young wife delicately placed her fingers on the rumpled skin just below the purplish head ring—the same spherical bulb that had scratched and strafed pleasure places so deep inside her that it had permanently changed her inner compass.
A soft groan escaped his lips.
Liv hesitated, not wanting to wake him. She wanted alone time with it. When she heard him lightly snoring again, she restarted her soft finger ministrations. It felt good to touch it—to feel its density. It wasn't even hard, but the mass was unlike any penis she had ever felt.
Suddenly she wished her other hand wasn't bound to the bed—not so she could escape, but rather so she could touch herself while she felt him.
Where was that damn egg now?
Liv contemplated whether she could negotiate her body to pivot even with her wrist attached to the headboard and still be able to climb up on top of him. But despite her best intentions, the physical limitations wouldn't allow it.
She resolved herself to the idea of a finger-induced orgasm. While nowhere close to as good as his big cock, it was still better than nothing.
For the next half-hour she alternated between playing with her clit and rubbing her juice along his fat tube steak. Finally, after his heavy cock glistened with her wetness in the muted light, she couldn't hold back any longer. She sunk three fingers into her dripping pussy and her eyes rolled back. As a vision of them fucking wildly during a conjugal visit permeated her mind, she came all over the bedsheets in a grunting climax.
As Liv lay next to him gasping for breath, the same thoughts about her reproductive cycle she had considered two days prior, returned to her mind. She was almost certain the black man hadn't cum inside her the previous day, but Mylo on the other hand, had hosed her baby track so many times she felt like she had a permanent leak.
By her calculations, she was as fertile now as at any time during the month.
For some strange reason, that realization didn't frighten her as it had before. Moments later she dozed off to sleep. Her dreams were of tadpoles swimming upstream in a silky river.
*****
Liv woke two hours later. Mylo was no longer in bed next to her. The room was now dark, but light from the bathroom partially illuminated the bed. She gazed around and noticed the leopard patterned teddy, thigh-high stockings and black stilettos placed on top of the sheets near the footboard on his side of the bed.
Although it was dark outside, she could hear heavy equipment and an approaching helicopter. A very weird sense of excitement tinged with equal parts of dread coursed through her. Liv was smart enough to know this crazy escapade was likely nearing its end, but despite her anticipation, she inexplicably wondered if it had to conclude so soon.
Has he really treated me that badly?
Seconds later Mylo entered the room. He was buck-naked except for one of Grant's bowties around his neck as he carried a tray with a chilled bottle of Don Julio 1942 tequila and two shot glasses. His long thick cock swayed from side to side.
"Ah Doc, just in time to join the party!"
The 1942 was one of Grant's favorites, but that thought quickly passed through her mind as her eyes settled on his hanging phallus.
Damn he's big, even when it isn't hard...
"Eyes up Doc!" Mylo barked with a chuckle. Her gaze quickly returned to his face.
"I decided to change things up a bit tonight. Instead of just watching porn and fucking like rabbits, I thought it would be nice to have a more romantic evening."
"What a surprise...shots of tequila...how romantic." She answered sarcastically.
Mylo laughed. "Yeah, you got me there Doc—you can take the kid out of Fresno, but you can't take Fresno out of the kid! But these shots are just a warm-up—and by the way, this ain't like the Mexican swill with the worm we used to drink. This shit is fuckin' great!"
"You just helped yourself to more of my husband's stuff?"
"C'mon sweetheart, you know how much I like helping myself to his shit." He reached out and pinched one of her big nipples. "Besides, he still owes me a lot for the hell he put me through, don't you agree?"
She just stared at him.
"Okay, enough about that! Drink this!" He ordered as he handed her the first shot.
Two minutes later they had both finished off two healthy pours of the smooth agave. Liv's inside's warmed quickly.
"Well Doc, I actually considered us both getting dressed up for our special night. But, as much as I'd like to see you in one of those hot little dresses in your closet, I decided it wasn't really appropriate for our relationship. We both enjoy seeing each other with fewer clothes on, so I went commando myself and decided on the special leopard teddy for you! I thought it was the right thing after you were nice enough to bring it especially for me." He nodded at the ensemble laid out on the bed.
"You know it wasn't for you!"
"Ah, perhaps not, but you'll never wear it again without thinking about that crotch snap disconnected and my big hog filling the void. Survival of the fittest...think of it as the elephant's trunk defeats the leopard...ha!"
"I can't imagine me ever wearing it again..."
"Now that's a shame Doc. It's the hottest thing in that vast collection of yours. But if tonight is the last time, I'll make sure to appreciate every moment of you in it...at least until you do your show!"
"Show?"
"Yeah, since we're having a special night together, I thought it would be good to have you do a little encore performance like the one from that first night! You know...for old times' sake like when we were just getting to know each other."
"You make it sound like we've actually had a relationship...which certainly isn't the case!"
"Ouch Doc, that hurts. I've been on my best behavior—using my cock every chance I get to make each day special for you."
"For me?"
"Well, since you've out-cummed me by a landslide, I think it's safe to say I've been more the giver in our relationship."
"Giver? You're a rapist, hardly the moniker for someone who takes whatever he wants..."
"Ha...I guess that's a matter of perspective, but hey, times-a-waistin'. You need to get cleaned and dressed and I'll start working on dinner."
A half-hour later Liv entered the main room looking hot as fuck in the sexy ensemble. Mylo spied her from head to toe. "Mmmm...I'm very satisfied with my choice, but you need to get back in there and enhance the makeup. You know I like lots of the black stuff around your eyes, especially the lashes. And accentuate the cheekbones and put on some different lipstick that makes those plump babies look like they're dripping. I have a job for you when you get back!"
Liv rolled her eyes but kept her mouth shut. As she started to turn, she noticed he had covered the table with a white tablecloth, set out place settings for two, and positioned a couple of her silver candlesticks as centerpieces. The one item that was completely out of place was her egg vibrator which was strategically placed in the center of one of the plates.



She felt a flutter inside her tummy when she spotted it.
Mylo ogled her spectacular ass and sinewy nylon-encased legs as she made her way back to the room in her prostitutish heels.
As she stood in front of her mirror applying the slutish detailing per his instructions, Liv wondered what job he had planned for her when she returned. She questioned if job was code for blowjob. As she pondered the thought, her mouth began to salivate, and she could feel wetness percolating between her thighs.
As the layers of mascara and blush accumulated on her stunning face, she felt a sense of smugness building inside.
I look like a slut...but I look like a damn hot slut!
Just before she exited the master suite, she heard Led Zeppelin's "Stairway to Heaven" blast from the speakers—the classic tune was one of her all-time favorites.
From his room, the booming base woke the warden from his exhausted snooze. As his body withered from a lack of nourishment and a consistent flow of opioids, he found it increasingly difficult to fight the dozing effects of his wretched environment—each day was worse than the previous one. Even the excitement of the police activity surrounding the house wasn't enough to fend off his crushing malaise.
However, now as the fog began to lift, he listened—but he quickly realized he still couldn't hear anything over the thumping sounds of the repugnant racket.
From his place under the tent, Director Trent Collishaw cursed to himself, he was having the same issue. The blaring rock tune obscured the audio feed from the bug Dipika Singh had stealthily activated and placed beneath the kitchen table after the rapist fucked the shit out of her ass.
As Liv entered for the second time, she eyed Mylo working at the countertop. His back was to her and his muscled ass was on full display while the straps from a large apron crisscrossed his neck and back. Although she'd seen it many times before, she thought to herself how out of place it seemed to have a hulking nearly-naked man in her kitchen—a man who wasn't her husband.
As her heels click-clacked off the floor, he turned to see her in the stunning outfit.
"Ah Doc, that's the look I wanted to see! Stylishly slutty—it suits you well!" He teased while admiring his well-followed directions. The leopard-print teddy molded perfectly to her stunning body. Her big tits mostly exposed in the plunging frontal section contrasting her narrow waist and subtly flared hips—the thigh-high tights and Stilettos were the coup de grace.
"I hope you don't mind, but I found an apron in the drawer and threw it on. I didn't want my hog getting burned on the stove. I'll tell you, occasionally having a huge cock can be a real pain in the ass! Oops...that was probably the wrong choice of words...you and the reporter both know that firsthand." He winked at her and laughed.
"So, you used to cook naked a lot before you got locked up all those years ago?" She asked to accentuate the foolishness of his previous comment.
"I did everything naked honey. Hey, speaking of cooking, can you smell what I have in the oven?"
She sniffed the air and noticed the scent. "You baked a cake?"
"Yep!" He answered proudly. "I hope we get to spend a lot more meals together sweetheart, but I wanted this one to be special just in case! I'm sure glad I tossed that box of Betty Crocker in the cart at the supermarket the other night!"
Liv couldn't believe this man. An army of law enforcement were surrounding their property ready to take him into custody, and he was baking a frikkin cake. Not just any cake, but a chocolate one—Grant's favorite.
Mylo untied the strings wrapped around his back and tossed the still connected apron over his shoulder exposing his big dick.
"Doc, do you remember when we were kids and our mom's used to let us lick the batter in the bowl?"
She nodded, nervously wondering where this was going.
"C'mon over here, I have a little clean-up job we can both enjoy! Get down on your knees."
She suddenly had a good idea what her job would be. Once she was in place, he handed her the plastic mixing bowl. He gripped his fat cock and held it in front of her.
"I know it's more like a rolling pin than a stirring spoon, but it'll work. Take it, scoop up some of that yummy batter and lick it off like you're a kid again."
Jesus, this man has no shame. I will now have snorted cocaine, slurped whiskey, and licked up cake batter—all from his huge penis.
Nonetheless she did as he directed.
"Yeah, get lots of it on there Doc! Look at that fucker all dark and shit, it reminds me of that BBC you enjoyed the other day. Now clean it off. Lick and suck that thing like the tasty delight it is!"
He wrapped his hand in her hair. "By the way, nice job on the look. You're fuckin' hot with all that sexy makeup!"
"You mean I look like a stripper..."
"Yeah, what's not to like about that, you'll be doing that soon anyway!" He laughed before urging her on. "Uhn...yeah...don't miss any, I see more about halfway down. Yeah, there you go, lick it all up!" He encouraged while gawping at the chocolate-stained strands of spit that spilled from her silky lips onto her mouth-watering cleavage.
Despite the childishness of the current act, sucking his huge cock was now second nature to the young doctor. She wrapped her lips over the bulging head and swirled her tongue around and around. Her smelling senses quickly filled with his ever-present masculinity mixed with the wafting of the chocolaty goodness now filling the air.
From his room, Grant caught the first whiff of the aroma baking in the oven. Chocolate cake was one of his guilty pleasures. A couple times a year, including on his birthday, Liv would make him one of her divine double-chocolate three-layer masterpieces.
Now his beautiful wife was down on her knees giving his former prisoner a masterful double-breasted chocolatey blowjob.
"Yeah Doc, this is a win-win ain't it? Mmmm...those sweet lips feel good, how's it taste?"
"MmmMmm..." Liv hummed with his cock stuffed halfway down her throat. She thought to herself yet another life pleasure would be permanently infused with thoughts of his irrepressible cock.
She was being conditioned.
Countless songs...the scent of marijuana...riding the Harley...the taste of whiskey...and now chocolate cake would forever remind her of it. She had experienced such unimaginable pleasure while being exposed to those other stimuli, there was no doubt in her mind they were all being permanently engrained.
Now her pussy watered like Pavlov's dog's mouth when the bell rang.
Once he was clean, Mylo reluctantly pulled her lips from his dick. "As much as we both enjoyed that, we'll save the cooked stuff for dessert!"
He helped her to her feet and told her what to prepare for her part of the meal. "I'm gonna cue a couple steaks I found in your freezer this morning. I'm not much of a cook, but I guarantee I haven't forgot how to prepare a really nice piece of meat!" He joked as he gripped his glistening dick and aimed it at her.
Earlier in the day, Mylo had rolled the barbecue right up to the sliding patio doors. He didn't suspect the cops would take him out with a sniper's bullet—they certainly could have by now if they wanted to. But he wasn't going to make it easy on them nonetheless, instead opting to grille from inside the confines of the house.
Twenty minutes later, U.S. Marshall Director Trent Collishaw looked incredulously around at his staff. "I can't believe I let you all convince me to give this piece-of-shit until noon tomorrow to surrender!" The group could see smoke billowing from behind the Rawlins' house as the unmistakable scent of grilling meat filled their nasal passages.
"We're sitting here eating cold pizza and that son-of-a-bitch is barbecuing steaks!"
As Mylo flipped the ribeye's one last time, he contemplated the magnitude of the feast he was about to consume. It was sure to be a satisfying one as it provided yet another opportunity to degrade the warden while enjoying the offerings of his gorgeous, half-naked wife.
But on a higher, more profound level, Mylo realized this would be his last dinner as a free man.
The Eagles "Hotel California" now played in the large room.
He sang along.
"There she stood in the doorway. I heard the mission bell. And I was thinking to myself, this could be Heaven or this could be Hell. Then she lit up a candle and she showed me the way. There were voices down the corridor, I thought I heard them say:
Welcome to the Hotel California.
So I called up the Captain, Please bring me my wine. He said "We haven't had that spirit here since 1969..."
As he entered the kitchen, ironically Liv had just finished pouring the 2012 Caymus Cabernet and was now lighting the dinner candles as she had been instructed.
"We were saving this wine for a special occasion..."
"Well, I can't think of a more special occasion than this! Who knows how many more romantic evenings we're going to get to spend together." He answered, clearly aware this was yet another chance to stick it to her husband.
"But before we do, there is one unfinished piece of business!" He led her gaze to the egg vibrator still resting on her plate. "I really want this to be a memorable meal for both of us. I'll get to enjoy staring at those luscious titties of yours..."
He disconnected the ties on his apron and cast it aside, exposing his huge flaccid cock. "But since my Johnson will be under the table and out of your sight, I thought it would be good if you had some stimulation too!"
"Really? This again?" She whined for effect.
But it was apparent to him she was doing it more out of obligation than objection. He led her over to her husband's recliner. "Lay back!"
He moved between her legs and pushed them apart. "I really like this secret access. Open it for me."
Liv's hand moved gently down her body and gripped the front section of her teddy. She hesitated briefly before unsnapping it and gradually exposing her glistening pussy to him.
Mylo sang along to the soothing melody but made a few lyrical changes of his own..."Mirrors on the ceiling, the pink pussy on fire. And she said, "We are all just prisoners here of our own desire. And in the master's chambers, they gather for the feast. They stab it with their steely knives, but they just can' kill the beast...
He brought his steely knife to her slickened labia and slapped it around.
"I don't think we're gonna need any additional lube," Mylo teased as he replaced his dick with the devilish egg. He smeared it up and down her sexy slit before popping it inside.
She gasped aloud.
"Okay, button it up Doc! We don't want too much spilling onto your nice dining chairs."
Over the course of the delectable meal, he ratcheted the devious buzzing steadily upward until she could barely keep her fingers out of her lap. They polished off both remaining bottles of expensive wine while consuming the best meal Mylo had eaten in two decades.
"Fuck that was good! But now that my stomach is full, it's time we worked on something else that is too." He announced as he stood and gripped his low-hanging ball sack. "But actually before we do that, go cut me a big piece of that cake and something to spread the frosting around."
Mylo parked himself on the sofa and waited. She scooped up an oversized slice and placed it with the chocolate frosting container and a spatula on a large plate. When she went to the silverware drawer he barked, "Don't worry about that, I'm gonna use my fingers!"
For some reason that didn't surprise her.
An excited grin spread across his face when he took a big whiff of the delectable dessert she placed in front of him.
"Okay, put on some good tunes and dance for me!"
He watched her move sexily in the Stilettos. Her bubbled ass beckoned, but he couldn't see the naughty smile that formed on her lips. The booze had sufficiently loosened her inhibitions, she was in the mood to fuck.
Moments later she turned and eyed him with a look that suggested she might be looking forward to this as much as he was. Suddenly, Def Leppard's "Pour Some Sugar on Me" blared from the speakers.
A devilish grin formed on Mylo's lips as he dipped a large chunk of the cake in the frosting before stuffing it in his mouth.
Blood flowed to his cock as the warden's sexy wife began to move.
The first night she stripped for him she had been naturally reluctant and rigid. But on this night, right from the outset, the hot doctor moved like she fucked—hips twitching and writhing in perfect concert with the beat of the music. Not to be outdone, her hands and fingers moved tantalizingly up and down her flawless body—it was clear she had done this before.
He smiled, looking like a hillbilly—his teeth half-obscured by chunks of chocolate.
With the egg assaulting her g-spot, the hot doctor tried to use his obvious thrill as an excuse to rub her pussy and get needed relief.
"Un-un Doc! I'll tell you when you can do that. Keep touching yourself, but not that horny pussy yet!"
"Please...this egg is driving me crazy" she begged.
"Nope! You haven't earned it yet slut! Do something else."
Her hands moved to her tits. She rubbed and caressed them while contemplating her options. Moments later she spun around and wiggled her ass in his face before slowly bending at the waist and lowering her torso until her tits pressed against her straight legs. She spread her feet slightly apart and said to him in a breathy voice, "Open me up."
His chocolate-covered fingers found their way between her legs. He rubbed her steaming pussy through the fabric before he gripped the silky material and pulled. The tiny snaps popped and both sections dangled apart. The warden's wife wiggled her ass causing the delicate flaps to flutter invitingly. Mylo lifted the dark-colored fingerprint-stained rear portion and eyed her meaty pussy lips and puckered O-ring.
He licked his lips.
The sex offender calmly reached to the side and buried two fingers in the frosting container. He bought his free hand to one of her ass cheeks and gripped it tightly before smearing his chocolate-covered digits across her purple starfish.
Liv squealed and her legs nearly buckled when her captor's long tongue followed not far behind. For the next several minutes his devious digit licked the brown sugary delight from her sensitive sphincter.
Liv was soon grinding her ass against his face and whimpering, "Can I please do it now? Can I play with my pussy?"
Mylo slapped her hard on the ass and laughed. "Yeah, rub that clit like the horny slut you are!"
The warden's wife's hand went from her right nipple to between her legs in less than a second. "Oh fuck...mmmm!" She moaned.
Mylo clicked the egg remote to high and buried his tongue back in her chocolate-splattered ass. A high-pitched piercing sound escaped her lips and her legs shook just before pussy juice squirted from her cunt onto the floor. Her orgasm was so intense the egg shot out as part of her gushing ejaculation.
Mylo howled triumphantly before scooping her up and carrying her down the hall. As they passed the warden's room he shouted, "Are you ready for my big cock again you filthy slut?"
She smiled the naughtiest of smiles and nodded excitedly.
Grant listened, his rage on overdrive. He couldn't understand why the authorities hadn't already stormed the place and put an end to this madness.
He would have a long wait.
When they reached the bedroom Mylo threw her on the bed. He stood over her in the muted light, dark stains on his face, his cock stiff swollen and angry looking. Liv's chest heaved as she licked her lips and anxiously waited for what was next.
Her delay was short as he reached out and tore the expensive lingerie from her banging body. Her big tits spilled out and jiggled on her narrow frame. The rapist climbed between her legs and entered her, naked as she was, without any precursor. Her well-used hole was swollen and leaking cum—and while it was still tight, it was easier now.
She was in constant need of big cock.
For the first several days, she had desperately protested, fought him, hammered his chest with her fists. But the protests had become only a fixed part of the game. Initially, her fight, her resistance, and her scorn were real. But gradually, they became more like a pretense...an excuse to tell herself that at least she had tried to refuse.
But it had become a lie.
She wasn't resisting any longer. His magnificent cock had fucked her opposition out the window. Now her feeble protests were a ritualized foreplay—always ending in a mindless squirting docility.
Now as his conquering appendage sunk deeply inside her, it felt like he was invading her soul—its incomprehensible length reaching those insanely blissful regions that spurred an aching oneness into her very being. And like so many times before, his cock now awakened sensory pleasures she'd never imagined.
The feelings always started deep in her loins like a warm liquid spreading through her tummy, into her chest, and up into her pretty head. Eventually she felt completely defeated in the oneness. She certainly wouldn't bother with the resistance game tonight—she was primed and wanted to be taken hard.
"Ohhhh fuck...fuck that feels good...mmmm. That cock...fuccckkk!"
Mylo peeked at the walkie-talkie hidden behind pictures on the nightstand.
In the room next door, the warden stared up at the ceiling—his fists clenched in anger and anguish. How can she do this?
Back in the master, his wife scissored her legs behind her captor's flexing ass, encouraging him deeper into her aching emptiness. She felt consumed and possessed by the primal energy of it. He was taking her deeply again—she was his to do anything he pleased.
"Ohhh...uhn...uhn...fuck me..."
She tried to pull him down for a desperate kiss, but he rebuffed her efforts, instead choosing to watch her beautiful face contort in lust-filled moans and gasps. Her head rolled side to side and her eyes fluttered open and closed to the rhythm of his forceful thrusts.
"Nnnnngggghhhhrrrhhh, mnngghuuunngg".
Liv's fingers gripped his neck and beckoned him downward. She wanted to taste his mouth, but he remained rigid, neck veins bulging, sweat dripping from his skin. When she realized she couldn't have him, her fingers weaved in his hair and scratched his skin. She raised up and planted hurried kisses on his chin and neck.
"Ohhh, sooo goood...don't stopp...pleeaasse...you're sooo deep! Your big cock...uhn...uhn...yeah...ohhh..."
Her hips began humping off the bed to meet his powerful propulsions.
The incomprehensible pleasure of his fat head drubbing against her cervix driving her wild. Her hands went to his flexing ass cheeks, her fingernails digging deep. "Ohhh...mmmm...fffffuck meee harrrddd!"
"You're gonna cum on this big motherfucker again aren't you slut?" He growled, teeth clenched.
"Uhn...uhn...yes! Please...it feels sooo good...ohhh...I can feel you everywhere! I'm going to cum for you...cum with meeee!"
Her body went stiff, her eyes rolled back and juice gushed from her pussy like a broken water hose. Her intense climax spurred his big balls to tighten before his own hose doused the insides of her slippery tunnel like a fire cannon. Spurt after spurt filled her juicy pussy until it began oozing around his still pistoning dick.
When it was finally over, they both lay gasping for breath, their tangled bodies merged in a cloudy mix of chocolate, sweat and cum.
That wasn't the last time they would fuck. The unyielding sex offender exercised the masterful art of cum extraction from the warden's wife's sated pussy throughout the long night.



The distraught warden was exposed to every detail.
*****
Mylo woke to the sounds of moving equipment outside. His eyes tried to focus on the clock but for the first time, he realized his near-sighted vison wasn't what it used to be.
I picked a fine day to finally come to that realization! But who really gives a fuck now...? He chuckled to himself.
When the blurriness cleared, he could see it was 7:45 a.m. He was thankful Director Dickless hadn't reneged on his agreement to give him until noon today. The respite provided the opportunity for he and the warden's wife to fuck like tireless newlyweds throughout the long night.
He gazed at her now. He could swear she had a satisfied smile on her face.
Why wouldn't she?
He crawled from the bed and gazed back down. The sheet was pulled up to her neck, but it didn't keep the mounded shape of her full tits from tenting it. The bed sheet rose and fell as her chest filled and released.
He contemplated jumping back under the sheets. Yet despite the heavenly vision before him, Mylo felt a pit in his stomach.
He knew this day would come...but that didn't make it any easier. The past week as a free man had literally been the most fulfilling of his life. And the thought of being back behind bars was impossible to fathom. Yet despite his apprehension, he was comfortable with his decision.
Never in his wildest dreams could he have imagined his vengeance on the warden being as thorough or satisfying as the events of the past week. Not only had he been provided the opportunity to fuck the SOB's stunning wife into another galaxy, but he'd gotten to rub the motherfucker's nose in it every step of the way.
Today would be his final reckoning.
Now he had barely four hours to execute his ultimate retribution. He knew he needed to be more fucked-up than he had ever been to accomplish his plan. Lucky for him, he had more booze and drugs than he could ever need to make it a reality.
And of course, he also had one of the hottest pieces of ass imaginable to make every last second as scintillating as possible.
Mylo retrieved the 9mm before yanking the bed sheet from the king-sized bed.
The warden's wife screamed in shock and surprise as her hands and arms made a flailing attempt to cover her nakedness while eyeing the gun in one hand and his huge cock in the other.
"Oh my God! What are you doing?"
"C'mon Doc, we have a big day ahead of us and time's a wasting!" He answered with a perverted leer.
"What time is it? It's still dark outside."
"We don't have a lot of time. Get your ass out of bed and make me some breakfast! The menu includes beer pancakes, over-easy eggs, hash browns and crispy bacon! Chop-chop!"
But after viewing her jiggling tits and silver dollar areolas, he had a new inspiration. "Actually, make those eggs sunny side up!"
She clumsily slipped from the covers and looked around for something to put on.
"No no no...this is gonna be a birthday suit breakfast! Go get started just the way you are, and I'll be in in a minute to make my first batch of world-famous Bloody's!"
He prodded her out of the room and followed her down the hallway proudly admiring her new tat just above the deep crack of her bubbled ass.
"I'm starving, so make a shitload of grub!" He ordered before slapping her hard on the butt.
The groggy warden heard his wife's screeching response just before the door flew open and the buck-naked convict entered.
Grant eyed him disdainfully.
"Damn, I never get tired of smacking that hot fuckin' ass of hers!" Mylo bragged.
He moved close to the bed with the gun fixed on the warden. He turned and faced the same direction as his nemesis just as his wife's naked ass and banging body showed up on the fifty-inch big screen across from the bed.
"Damn chief, that video camera of yours is a fuck-ton better than the one I used to film all those rapes years ago. Look at that clarity, you can actually see my handprint on her ass! By the way, I know you haven't seen it until now, but what do you think about her new artwork?" Mylo goaded while they both stared at her new tattoo.
Sounds of anger rumbled in the warden's gagged mouth as he fought hard against his restraints.
"Wait till you get a good look at your own caboose chief, I'm not sure whose tats you'll like better!" Mylo chuckled before slapping the back of the warden's head.
"Anyway, I have your video camera set up stealthily in the big room. The good doctor, will have no idea you'll be watching." The rapist held the barrel of the pistol up to the warden's temple. "It'll be an eye-popping final chance for you to witness your old lady and me enjoying a special couple of hours doing what we do best! I promise it'll be an unforgettable memory for you...but not nearly as good as for me and your slut wife! Should we make a wager on the over/under as to how many times her traitorous gash spews on my hog?' He laughed.
"And let me give you a tip chief, if you're thinking of bettin' under a dozen, you shouldn't expect very good odds!"
Mylo cackled again before he pulled the trigger and the clicking of the empty chamber caused the warden to nearly shit himself.
One minute later Grant Rawlins seethed with rage as he watched on the TV screen as the lunatic waltzed up to his naked wife in the kitchen and slapped her hard on the ass again. His suffering only worsened when his former prisoner retrieved the stereo remote and within seconds Ozzy Osborne's "Crazy Train" rattled the house.
From the tent outside the property, Director Trent Collishaw cussed and tore the headphones from his ears. "Son-of-a-bitch! Our boy is clearly up and making the most of his final morning on the lam. I can't wait to snap those fucking cuffs around his wrists and drag that piece-of-shit back to where he belongs!"
Meanwhile, Mylo pulled down a handle-sized bottle of Tito's vodka from the liquor cabinet. He proceeded to concoct two of the stiffest Bloody Mary cocktails ever created, complete with Tabasco, horseradish, and anything else he could find in the fridge. He told the doctor to stop what she was doing and take a swig with him.
She turned and faced him, her huge tits displaying a fresh array of bite marks and hickey's.
"Damn Doc, I know I had lots of fun with those big fun-bumps last night, but I don't remember making all them suckers."
"They didn't get there on their own..." She answered, clearly irritated by his smugness.
"As I recall, you didn't mind me doing it at the time!"
She started to say something, but instead changed the subject and held up the glass. "Is there anything besides vodka in here?"
He smiled, "Not much."
"I can't drink like this again today. Between this and the drugs, I don't even know what day it is."
"It doesn't matter, drink up!" The convict had seen this reaction from her over the course of the week, but especially the previous day. The cunning doctor would play the part of the victim until the booze, drugs, and/or his cock freed her to act in the ways her body craved. She couldn't get enough of his dick and he knew the resistance façade would fade as soon she was properly primed.
She slowly brought the glass to her lips and practically tasted the booze before it entered her mouth. After taking a moderate gulp, it took everything in her power to keep from coughing it up. "Oh my God, it's burning my throat!"
"I'll take that as a compliment!" He crowed with a shit-eating grin. "Doc, you and I are going to get more hammered this morning than we have at any point since we started partying together...then we're going to fuck more than we have at any point! Take another pull and make it a big one this time!"
Liv felt a flutter between her legs, but didn't respond.
Instead, she rolled her eyes before reluctantly returning the glass to her lips. Mylo reached out and tipped it at a steeper angle as he also raised his own and swigged down the remaining contents.
From his bedroom, the warden watched his wife and the sociopath interacting at close proximity—they were both completely naked and already well on their way to inevitable intoxication.
He was then forced to view the convict shake his ass towards the camera while the SOB danced around and groped his wife continuously while she prepared their final meal.
In the kitchen, as Liv stirred the pancake batter, Mylo scooped a heaping teaspoon of cocaine from his large baggy and dumped it in the bowl.
"Mmmm...flour, sugar, baking powder, and cocaine! What a good mix, huh Doc?"
"Are you crazy? Cocaine in pancakes...I thought the beer was bad enough! That's repulsive!"
"If you've never had beer pancakes, you're in for a treat! As for the coke, I'm experimenting, but I'm also looking forward to using it in the place of powdered sugar on top of the syrup! We're both going to enjoy the buzz—and don't forget Doc, one of us fucks like the Energizer Bunny when she has jiff pulsing through her system!" He laughed. "And bottoms-up with that drink, I already got another one ready for you!"
It was hard to argue with his jab—she had learned the coke had an insatiable effect on her. And she could already feel the effects of the first stiff drink—she also knew he had no intention of letting up. She braced herself before finally gulping it down. He handed her a second one.
Needless to say, between her worsening condition and Mylo's incessant goading, preparing the rest of the meal became quite the challenge for the brilliant doctor.
The warden watched helplessly from his room as the alluring aroma of frying bacon wafted inside while his beautiful naked wife dealt with the juvenile musings of the detestable criminal. Grant couldn't hear what was being said between them, but it was obvious the convict was getting his jollies from making her serve him.
Now at the table, she bent with her heavy tits dangling over his plate as she cut up his pancakes and slowly poured his syrup. He made her stop at one point and dip her finger in the sugary goodness before bringing it to his lips where he proceeded to suck on it for nearly a minute. That was bad enough, but it got worse when moments later, he had her rub more on her nipples before he delightfully sucked them clean while his large hands groped her ass cheeks.
Mylo spoke, "Mmmm Doc...that tastes almost as good as that strawberry delight I've been lapping-up from between your legs! Now go fix yourself a plate and come sit."
When she arrived back at the table, she observed he had helped himself to more of their expensive champagne.
"We have some cheaper stuff you could've used if you were just going to mix it with orange juice."
Mylo answered with food in his mouth. "Nothing but the best for me and my girl! By the way, my compliments to the hot chef, you outdid yourself on this fuckin' meal. I don't know about you, but eating good grub like this makes me horny!"
"What doesn't?" She answered sarcasm dripping in her response.
He laughed. "Not much, come to think of it. But I can tell you, getting served by the sexy naked chef, certainly adds to the experience." He raised his foot underneath the table to her chair. "Spread your legs."
She fidgeted momentarily before doing as he said.
Moments later his big toe was pressed against her pussy. He raised his glass for a toast. "Here's to another wonderful day together!"
She reluctantly clanked glasses, took a small sip and spoke. "Obviously, there's a lot of stuff happening outside, what are your plans for Grant and me?"
"Finish that glass and I'll tell you!"
It took her two big gulps, but she got it all down. He slammed his quickly and refilled both glasses.
"Well let's see, I don't really give a fuck about all those assholes out there. Their leader, Director Dickless is a dumbshit. That stupid fuck let that hot reporter come in here and get a big dose of dick under the guise of a negotiation. The only thing we negotiated was which of her holes I was going dump my load in."
Liv's eyes widened, again mystified as to how the authorities could let that happen and how the pretty reporter apparently capitulated.
"I know what you're thinking Doc. You're wondering how that hot Indian reporter could be such a slut. But before you go casting stones, don't forget you've been creaming on my Johnson for days now too!"
"That's different...I didn't have a choice."
Mylo laughed. "Oh, you mean like yesterday after I got done fucking Dune Poon and I came back to the bed and you got off playing with yourself while sampling the reporter's tasty remnants?"
Liv stared at him, astounded that he knew she had done that while he was apparently sleeping.
He chuckled at her embarrassment. "And you know what Doc, I filled her up right there on the edge of the table where you're sitting!" He bragged, knowing it would freak her out.
The warden's wife peered at the table edge and unconsciously pulled away.
"Oh c'mon Doc, don't act like you haven't spewed all over the same spot. We both know that hot Indian's ass wasn't the first one I've plugged on this surface!" He patted the table and smiled deviously.
"Anyway, getting back to your original question, I'm in no hurry! The chief is snuggled nice and tidy in freshly enhanced cum-sheets and you and I have a lot more coke, weed, and booze." He wiggled his toe around on her slit and felt a slippery wetness. "And based on what my digit is telling me, I'm not the only one already getting tuned-up from our little morning party! So, I thought after we gobble down this awesome meal, we would gobble down each other for a while. How's that sound?"
Trying her best not to slur her words, she inquired again, "I meant what are your long-term plans for us?"
Mylo didn't care about trying to hide the way he was feeling. The effects of the vodka and coke were already enhancing his drunkenness and enthusiasm. "Honey, my only long-term plans are how deep my long dick is going to be in your dripping little slut hole! Tell me you aren't looking forward to that too!" He teased before taking another loutish bite of the spiked pancakes and following it with a big swig of the bubbly drink.
"I...uh I obviously don't have a choice..."
"Don't lean on that pathetic excuse again, answer the question Doc." Mylo laughed as he wiggled his toe around her slickening crease.
Liv tried to not show any reaction to the pleasure trace but the hardening of her nipples gave her away. "What do you...um...want me to say?"
"I want you to tell the truth. I want you tell me how your slut slit is craving this big fucker again. Your sweet-ass nipples are hard as rocks, so don't lie!"
"Sometimes they get that way from other stimuli, not just being aroused."
"Well, it ain't cold in here, and based on how wet my toe is, I'm calling bullshit if you claim you don't want more dick when we're done!"
"Jeez, we're just eating breakfast, it's not exactly the time of day for sex..." She tried to rationalize, but her adulterous body wasn't in lockstep with her argument—in truth, neither was her mind. She didn't crave more food, her hunger was for his huge cock.
"Doc, when it comes to your bangin' body and my churning nuts, there's no time of day where fucking each other isn't a good plan! Right?"
This time she didn't respond but took a bite of the syrup-covered pancakes instead. Moments later, Mylo felt her hips begin to move almost imperceptibly as her wet pussy pressed against his wiggling digit.
"What'd think about those pancakes?"
She finished the bite in her mouth. "I...uh...the beer part isn't as disgusting as I thought, but the other stuff is um...making my teeth numb."
"Ha...wait till it gets in your bloodstream! And in the meantime, finish that champagne, I got another glass ready for you!"
"I'm not going to be able to stand up after this!"
"You don't need to worry about standing, as long as you are capable of getting down on your hands and knees, you'll be fine! Drink up!"
A shocked gaze appeared on her face.
Despite the look, Mylo saw the intoxication already forming in her glazed eyes and he could feel her camel toe pressing more anxiously against his toe. He knew her resistance game had reached its end.
"Anyway, speaking of plans, I thought since today is our one-week anniversary, that you should have some input as to how we start off our fun today."
"Anniversary?"
"Yeah, I know it seems longer when you think about how many times we've screwed since, but a week ago today was the first time! So I'll lay out some choices and you decide which would be your favorite way to start."
Liv knew it didn't matter what she chose, they'd eventually progress to everything on his list. She couldn't wait.
"Let's see...hmm...I could eat you're pussy...or you could suck my cock...or I could titty fuck those sweet-ass melons!" Mylo enthusiastically listed her options as he wiggled his toe more aggressively on her clit.
From his room, the warden watched, frustrated he couldn't hear what they were saying over the loud music, but he could see the convict's foot between his wife's open legs. He wondered again what in the fuck the cops outside were waiting for.
Just as those thoughts crossed his mind, he saw the sociopath rise from his place at the table. Uncomprehendingly, his wife reached out and took his long limp cock in her hand and lead him over to his own recliner chair.
Mylo carried the bottle of champagne in one hand and something else in his other. Grant watched as his wife tilted the chair all the way backward, extended the leg rest, and laid down on her back.
Once in place, the convict placed the champagne on the side table and straddled her legs leaving his long cock draped directly over her little fur patch.
"Well Doc, I would have been happy with any of your choices, but I have to say the titty fuck was a really good one!"
A subtle smile formed on her lips as her eyes wandered back and forth between his face and his long cock hanging tantalizingly close to her pussy.
Mylo unveiled the object he was holding, it was the baggy of coke. He and the doctor had put a pretty good dent in it over the course of the week, but there was still a substantial pile in the plastic bag.
"Well, I know we're both glad I lifted this from that infirmary, but we're running out of time and I don't want any to go to waste so..."
He dumped all the rest of the powder onto her chest.
"Oh my God! What are your doing?" She screamed in surprise.
Mylo howled. "Since your sweet titties are as soft as a baby's butt, I figured they could use a little baby powder, but since this is all we have, I'm substituting!"
"You're crazy!" She giggled.
"Yes...yes I am!" He laughed before reaching down and massaging the heaping pile of coke all around her huge tits. It didn't take long before her entire upper body was whited-out in the ashen drug. The only spots he avoided were her stiff nipples. He knew the drug would likely temper her feeling and he didn't want her nubs to lose any lustful sensitivity.
He pridefully admired the way her sexy torso looked in the white powder coating...like some Amazonian princess. He dropped his face between her big melons and motorboated to his heart's content while inhaling as much of the surface powder as he could.
Seconds later he pulled away with jiff dusting his entire face. His wide eyes were like saucers and a Cheshire cat grin was plastered on his mug. "Fuck yeah! I could get used to this shit!"
Liv smiled mischievously.
Her husband watched in disbelief.
Mylo crowed, "I shouldn't be the one having all the fun Doc. Give me your tongue!" He leaned forward and pressed his lips against hers.
It took only moments before Liv could feel a unique numbness developing in her mouth as his cocaine contaminated digit danced around and spread the effects inside.



A small shame wave permeated her brain before feelings of desire crested inside her. After a long night of getting her brains fucked out, sex was the last thing on her mind when she woke, but here she was lustfully craving it again.
Her tongue wrestled wildly with his inside her mouth as he pulled on her swollen nipples. When they finally separated, Mylo moved into a sitting position on top of her sinewy abs. His cock took up residence between her powder-coated tits.
"Tell me what you want!"
She playfully shook her head, "You're bad..."
"That's right, I am, you know my big cock and your luscious tits were made for each other. Tell me..."
She stared at his veiny cock resting heavily between her pastie-white breasts. He was right that their anatomy fit together in perfect union. Grant had tried to titty fuck her many times over the years, but it always ended up in a humorous failure when his penis completely disappeared in the pillowy confines of her swollen globes.
That wasn't the case with this man's endowment. The girthy phallus fit snugly between them while several inches of veiny shaft and oversized head extended beyond her mammary canyon. She could feel her pussy dripping and her nipples felt like they might pop at any moment. She licked her lips. "Fuck...fuck them...fffffuck my big tits!"
"HELL YEAH!" Mylo shrieked before squeezing her huge rack around his dick and thrusting aggressively forward. His cockhead caromed off her chin and his balls slapped off her fun muffins. Mylo laughed loudly. "C'mon Doc this ain't the first time you've done this, get those sweet lips and slippery tongue ready to greet their big buddy!"
The next time his cock neared her mouth the warden's fucked-up wife planted a sloppy kiss on the rubbery bulb—she repeated it again and again.
Mylo tweaked her stiff nipples between grips of her jugs with his rough hands. She moaned..."mmmm."
"You love it when I fuck your huge tits don't you Doc?"
She nodded enthusiastically before taking a sloppy taste of his rubbery knob again.
From his room, the warden squeezed his eyes closed. His never-ending nightmare continued. He still couldn't hear anything over the music, but the video images were unbearable. How is this still happening? God, she looks like she's enjoying it...
He watched in misery as his beautiful wife voluntarily reached for the bottle of champagne and brought it to her lips. He saw her nod at the lunatic thrusting between her jiggling breasts before she took a long swig, carelessly spilling nearly as much down her chin and onto her chest in the process.
They both laughed.
"That a girl, bad aim, but hot as fuck! This shit is too good to not want more, ain't it?" Mylo scraped a clump of milky paste created by the mixed coke and champagne with his bulging crown and planted it on her lips.
She licked it off like ice cream on a cone.
"Fuck that's good!" The felon exulted as his head fell back and that familiar tingling in his balls intensified. He reached back, slipped his middle finger between her slippery folds, and tickled her swollen bump.
"Ohhh yeah..." she grunted. "Finger me..."
"Let's do this together slut!"
Her mouth fell open and her head tilted backwards. Her hips twitched beneath him and her legs began to shake as the pleasure pulses spread from her pussy through her extremities.
"Oh God, that feels good! Don't stop...please...uhn yeah...fuck my tits and bang me! Yessssss...ohhhh...I'm gonna cum!"
Mylo looked like a bull-rider. One hand gripping her left tit and the other behind him diddling her button while his engorged pole pistoned between her flesh tunnel being made even more welcoming by her little hands squeezing it around him.
"Fuck em' hard...mmm...uhn...uhn...Jesusssss! Ohhhhh..." The doctor squealed as the first squirt showered from between her legs. Before the next one splashed, a torrent of hot jizz blasted from the dilated slit at the tip of the convict's purple head. It painted a perfectly gooey stripe from her chin straight down her neck and onto her chest.
The next several bursts weren't perfect at all. They blasted haphazardly all over from her heaving tits to her puffy cheekbones.
Hers weren't perfect either. Pussy juice splashed wildly in one forceful ejaculation after another.
When they both finally finished, Mylo peered down to admire his work. His big cock lay twitching between her heaving chest, her stone hard nipples dripping with his spooge as was most of the rest of her smooth skin. Her eyes were squeezed tightly and she was gasping for breath.
Mylo gazed over at the stealthy positioned video camera with a devious grin. He calmly flipped the bird at her husband and then proceeded to push his messy cock back between his wife's sexy lips.
Grant lay in the room next door. He was completely numb from what he'd just watched. It was apparent through the visual images, his wife of ten years had just given herself completely to the maniac who had held them against their will for the past week. Two nights previously from the cold wet deck, he had witnessed much of the same, but now without drugs and booze fogging his senses, the depth of her acceptance sunk to his core.
Now he watched the sociopath grinning smugly in his direction as his wife's lips stretched tightly around his swollen head—her cheeks bulging from its girth.
Mylo glanced back over his shoulder. "Damn Doc, I'm not sure that much pussy juice is good for the leather on your hubby's chair. We should probably get something to clean it up. On the bright side, he'll have a fragranced new towel to dry himself after his next shower!"
"We can clean it up later..." She muttered before pulling his fat cock back towards her lips. She circled it with her mouth while desperately tugging and stroking it.
A big smile formed on Mylo's face as he raised up on his knees and fed her more. His jizz was still splattered on her face and chest, but clearly she didn't care. Not only was she fucked-up, but the young doctor was clearly cock drunk too.
While now in his forties, Mylo still possessed amazing powers of recuperation. The slut doctor was clearly ready for more and he was more than capable of giving it to her.
Her tongue became a whirling dervish inside and outside her mouth. Everything he'd taught her over the past seven days was now leading to the sloppiest blowjob she'd given him yet.
"That's it Doc, suck that big cock! In fact, give these heavy nuts a little of that same treatment!"
Mylo moved forward and dangled his heavy nutsack over her face.
"Mmmm...mmmm...mmmm" sounds of enthusiasm reverberated from her throat as her lips latched on and she took half an orb in her mouth.
She was incapable of swallowing it all, but damn if she wasn't trying. Mylo peered smugly at the camera while authoritatively tangling his hand in the lustful doctor's thick hair.
"Ahh...there you go...suckle that nut slut...yeah...I like that tongue on it too!"
The convict grabbed the champagne bottle and took a big guzzle before edging slightly backward. His scrotum popped from between the hot wife's lips causing a groan of disappointment.
"Don't worry babe, you can have some more in a sec, but first open up and have more of this."
She spotted the bubbly. Despite her intoxication, the warden's wife enthusiastically tilted her head back and opened up. Mylo aimed the bottle towards her hole and slowly filled her mouth.
"Hang on. Before you swallow, let's add a little chaser!" He chuckled before scooping a large dollop of his semen from her cheekbone and adding it to the mix.
She swallowed it down.
"Now that's what I call a cocktail!" Mylo bragged.
Then he fed her his cock again.
Warden Rawlins tried to look away, but the video images directly in front of him made it impossible. The human piece of shit whose long penis was back face fucking his wife yet again, had now robbed every last bit of his soul. In the course of a week, the big-cocked scumbag had converted his beautiful, confident, intellectual life-partner into a compliant, thoughtless, vice-enhanced sex-toy whose resistive capabilities had now completely evaporated.
The rapist's work wasn't done.
"Switch places!" Mylo ordered as he dismounted and practically fell over backwards. The warden's wife had her own bibulous challenges in extricating herself from the chair, but eventually she found herself standing unsteadily next to it staring down at the broad chested man who had crash-landed back in her spot.
They stared at one another, perhaps sensing this might be the last time they would fuck. Mylo eyed her sexy, filthy body. Most of her core was still covered in a mix of powder and paste, but her flawless tits and stunning face, despite their sex-soiled appearance, beckoned him.
Liv couldn't take her eyes off his veiny meat stick that eclipsed his belly button and extended halfway to his chest. The twitching, pulsing organ looked like it might detonate at any moment.
She couldn't wait for it to explode inside her.
Her blurred thoughts weren't about escape, her suffering husband, or the fact she was at the pinnacle of her fertile cycle.
No. The only thing on her mind was climbing up and impaling herself on that irrepressible pleasure stick.
She would have to wait, if only for a minute.
"Before you jump on Doc, grab one of those Diesel doobies and the lighter from the table!"
She unsteadily made her way across the room. Mylo watched in amusement—she was incapable of walking a straight line. Still, his focus wasn't on her directional challenges, it was on her tight little bubbled ass and sinewy legs—the same perfect ass that had given him so much enjoyment since mother nature released him from that 6 x 10 cell.
He glanced at the clock over her narrow shoulder. It read 11:00 a.m.
Under the tent up the hill, Director Collishaw paced like a caged tiger. He knew his decision to allow Mylo Dickenson another 20+ hours of freedom would be questioned forever if anything went sideways with the plan. If either of the Rawlins' were harmed or he failed to bring Dickenson in alive, there would be hell to pay. The loud music inside the house still obscured their listening capabilities. He checked his watch as he had a hundred times already.
Ozzy's "Flying High Again" appropriately blasted from the sound system.
From his room, the warden watched as his wife climbed awkwardly up on top of the sociopath. She was now facing directly at him, but she was still oblivious to the camera lens through which he watched.
Her flawless body was stained with the effects of the debauchery that had already taken place between her and the detestable criminal. And yet as she straddled his prone form, Grant's eyes were irresistibly drawn to the divergence between her neatly trimmed pubic strip and the lunatic's menacing monolith.
"Rub that sweet slit on it!" Mylo growled.
Liv slowly lowered her hips until her pretty fur patch resembled light-colored moss growing on a fallen tree. An audible gasp escaped her lips when her silky folds mashed atop the turgid trunk. From her knees she slid leisurely forward and back along its long veiny length until it glistened with her wetness.
"Ohhh...mmm yeah," she groaned.
"Bet you can feel each of those bulging arteries, huh Doc?"
"They aren't arteries...oh God...mmm...it doesn't matter, they feel wonderful...uhn...yeah."
"Ha! You're the anatomy expert Doc, but we both know ours were built for each other. Play with your tits while you water my log!"
Liv's small hands went quickly to her heavy d-cups. Mylo wallowed in delight as the warden's hot wife smeared his spunk and the cocaine residue all over her round mounds while her oozing slit slathered his steel.
The intense look of pleasure on her face was one her husband had never seen before. He watched, his heart aching in his chest.
Mylo had seen a similar look on countless women's faces and he knew it would only get better when she finally took him deep. In the meantime he had another plan. "Doc, take that Diesel weed between your lips!"
It took her a moment to react as she was already lost in a pleasure trance. "Jeez...I'm uh...I'm already super fucked-up..."
A sly smile came to Mylo's face. To this point, she rarely used profanity except when she begged him to keep fucking her while in the throes of passion.
"Yeah, I know you're fucked-up, but as I said, today is a special party day in honor of our anniversary. Here, take this between your lips and I'll light it...and don't stop juicing my meat-twinkie while you smoke!"
The horny wife didn't need to be told twice to restart her movements—the heavenly sensations buzzing her clit were like a newly discovered addiction.
With her slick pussy back strafing his cock, she leaned forward with the joint dangling from her lips. Mylo lit it and she inhaled without ever raising her fingers to grip it. The cherry sizzled brightly, and her lungs quickly filled with smoke. The convict removed the spliff, but before he could bring it to his mouth, she leaned forward, they locked lips, and she blew the entire billowing cloud deep into his lungs.
"Fuck Yeah!" Mylo shouted after holding it in and exhaling a half-minute later. "Come get some of your own slut!" He challenged before taking the next powerful hit and returning the favor. When their lips separated, she surprised him one final time by grabbing the champagne bottle and taking a shotgun swig before respiring.
With her hands free, the warden's wife sat with her back straight and gaze blurred upward. Her small fingers found her heaving d-cups again and her silky pussy lips glided smoothly forward and back along her captor's rutted surface.
"Ohhh...mmmm...God...you're hard as rock...uhn...a big fffffucking rock..."
Mylo watched, fully aroused, knowing the young doctor had reached the point where the only thing she cared about was her lust. Her husband would see his beautiful wife give every ounce of her sexual being to him in whatever way he wanted.
Those thoughts were validated when her petite hand detached from one of her stone hard nipples and she reached behind her. Mylo soon felt the playful grip of her little digits on his scrotum.
"Mmmm...so big...your balls...uhh...so big and full..." She whispered breathlessly as if conversing with a ghost.
Before long, Mylo felt an enhanced urgency in her core movements as more wetness formed along his infinite shaft. It was by design that he wanted her piece-of-shit husband to witness his wife being the initiator in their final act.
For the better part of the week, she had been on her back or on her hands and knees per his direction. But for the crescendo, he wanted nothing more than for her to show her husband there was no limit to her desire for his dick—that she needed it.
"Ohhh...mmm...your big cock feels so good on my clit...uhn...uhn!"
Both of her hands made it to his stomach as she steadied herself for her building orgasm. Her hips increased their urgent pace until she plunged wildly forward and back.
"Ohhh...yeah...right there...uhn...uhn...oh fuckkkkk...!"
"Cum on that big fucker!" Mylo growled.
From his room, the warden watched in pained disbelief as his wife's hips convulsed one final time and he actually heard her cries over the blaring music before her ejaculation splattered all over the sociopath's swollen cock.
"YEAH! Let loose sweetheart! Damn, that's a juicy one!" Mylo shouted.
The warden's wife hadn't stopped gasping for breath before he gave her the final directive. "Now that you're officially lubed-up Doc, let's get this fucker nice and deep where we both know it belongs!"
The intensity of her orgasm would have been enough to more than satisfy her in her pre-catastrophe existence, but now her adulterous body craved more than just clit-driven climaxes.
The wanton wife raised up as high as possible on her knees and reached for his heavy branch. Even that act was a challenge due to the post-coital tremors and her intoxication. Cum still leaked from her swollen lips as she lined him up. She smeared the engorged dome along her slit until it bullied its way inside. Her head fell backwards and a welcoming gasp greeted its arrival.
"Ohhh fuck...uhn...yeah!"
"Damn Doc, after a week, I'd thought this tight slit would've opened up!"
"You're so...uhhh...fucking big...ohhh" She whimpered as inch after inch took up residence inside her.
Liv could already feel the incredible sensations strafing her deepest, recently uncovered nerve endings—pleasure places that felt a hundred times more sensitive than any ever reached by another man.
"Fuck...mmm...yeah...fuck me..."
"That a girl, get yourself more dick!"
Liv grunted loudly when his spongy bell bumped against her cervix. The newest pleasurable sensation acting as a trigger for her next cum.
"Ohhh, you're so deep, I can feel you everywhere. Why does it have to feel so...so gooooodd? Her fingers barely made it to her clit before an ear-piercing shriek escaped her lips and violent trembling overtook her stunning body.
"I'm cuuuummmiiinnnggg!"
Mylo watched pridefully as her fingers from one hand blurred between her legs while the other squeezed hard on one of her nipples. His balls were soon bathed in another dam break.
"Fuck, there's no end to the amount of juice in that horny pussy!" Mylo cheered.
His statement proved prophetic when a minute later the warden's sated wife came again. Mylo knew she was on a multiple orgasmic string and he wanted to milk every last drop of cum out of her traitorous pussy before he made his final deposit.
Somehow despite his condition, he maneuvered them out of the chair until he was standing with her still impaled and clinging to him like some kind of spider monkey...albeit a fine-ass spider monkey with huge tits.
Their lips came together in a passionate connection as she sunk deeply on his rigid spear. Her orgasms were now coming one after another, messily splattering the hardwood beneath them like a rainstorm.
"God...I can't stop cumming! Don't stop! It feels sooooo gooood!"
Mylo turned her so her back was to the camera and he stared smugly at the warden just as the man's wife's little ass shook again and more sex fluid spilled off the degenerate's bounding nuts.
The silky dousing was the final trigger Mylo's big balls needed to reach their eruption point. He gripped her ass cheeks roughly and buried himself almost to her chest before blasting a tidal wave of explosions inside her unprotected womb.
The fiery blasts coating her most welcoming regions launched the warden's wife into her final series of ecstasy-filled convulsions. She buried her slippery digit back into his mouth and tongue fucked him like a lusty teenager as she came for the final time.
Warden Rawlins watched as the lunatic's bubbling semen oozed from his wife's pussy before being washed in her own release.
The rapist suddenly felt the doctor's tongue go completely limp in his mouth. Her head fell back and he could quickly see he had fucked her out cold. Mylo stumbled to the sofa and laid her down on her back.
He stared down at the Warden's Wife's spectacular body triumphantly. Despite the fact she was barely conscious, her ass and legs still twitched and trembled from the repercussions of the most intense series of multiple orgasms she'd ever experienced.
A smile formed on his lips as he watched his thick spooge drain out of her swollen pussy lips and mix with her own discharge already puddled on the leather couch. Despite the leakage, two billion of Mylo's strongest swimmers were already well on their way to their fertile target.
An incredible sense of accomplishment pulsed through his veins. Never in his wildest dreams could he have imagined his fortunes would turn out as they had the past week. His heart pounded fast in his chest as he stumbled towards the master bedroom. He looked around at the unadulterated mess—again with a sense of prideful fulfillment as most of the contents from the warden's wife's lingerie drawer were scattered around the room. He opened the nightstand next to the bed and retrieved a small container.



Mylo turned and practically fell to the ground when he stepped on one of Liv's spiked heels. After cursing loudly and bracing himself against the bed, he carefully maneuvered his way back out to the great room, past his prone fuck toy, and over to the stereo sound system.
He drunkenly pilfered through Liv's robust music collection before finally locating what he was looking for.
Moments later he scooped up a half-full can of Budweiser as he moved towards the sliding glass door and opened it just as Jim Morrison's iconic voice sounded on the epic Door's classic "The End".
Mylo stuck his head out and peered around for any signs of stealthily positioned cops. When the coast appeared clear, he stepped outside, partially tripping over the threshold in the process. His long thick cock slapped against the edge of the door, causing him to wince in pain. "Motherfucker..."
Once outside, he took in the beauty of the spectacular day. The unmistakable scent of salt water filled his nostrils. The sun shone brightly and the sound of crashing waves from the Pacific Ocean a quarter of a mile away provided some serenity given what he was about to do. He stared out at the majestic blue waters, thinking to himself this was the way it was supposed to be.
Mylo had come to grips with this decision at some point during the week while joyously depositing another copious load in Liv Rawlins' bubbly ass.
He was never going to spend another minute in a prison cell. And while the prospect of absconding her for a few more days or hours on the run certainly had its merits, the past week had miraculously provided the ultimate conclusion to his misguided life.
It was time.
He removed the lid from the small container and emptied the capsule into his opposite hand—the final drug he had absconded from the prison infirmary on that fateful afternoon only a week previously. He stared at it, his legs wobbling from drunkenness and dread.
Mylo didn't have a religious bone in his body, but the words, "God Have Mercy" escaped his lips before he dropped it in his mouth and washed it down with the lukewarm beer.
He made his way back inside, immediately taking in the dark melodic sounds of Jim Morrison's voice "This is the End...My Only Friend, the End..." Mylo admired Liv Rawlins' stunning naked body passed-out on the couch one final time before retrieving the 9mm and entering the warden's room.
Grant could tell the second he saw Mylo, the convict was fucked-up out of his mind. The rapist could barely stand, but it didn't stop the lunatic from launching into a final drunken rant.
"What'd you think about that show me and your slut wife just put on chief? I'm not sure how many times in my life I've had my dick practically fucked off, but that certainly was one of them."
"You know I told you that first night at the prison she would never be the same again. I think we both know now what a prophetic statement that turned out to be...huh? That horny bitch loves herself some big fat cock—you know they have a name for women like her—they call em' Size Queens!"
The warden fought against his restraints as guttural sounds of hatred emanated from his throat.
"Chief, after what she's had this week, it won't matter how your little tool performs over however many years your relationship has left, there will never be a single day when she doesn't crave more dick than you can give her! She'll always carry the memories of the ecstasy a despicable criminal from your own prison's massive dick gave her while her hubby's prick was locked up in a tiny cage."
Mylo grabbed his shlong and waved it at the warden.
"Motherfucker, I want you to remember this moment every single time you fail to satisfy her and you recall how she moaned, begged and squirted all over this big ol' son-of-a-bitch!"
Grant's eyes narrowed.
"I know you watched every second and undoubtedly heard her loudest cries and screams, but it was the dirty little things she whispered that you missed out on...she begged me over and over not to stop and that she would gladly come for conjugal visits in the big house if I let her. I told her she could, but only if she came with that slut reporter and I tag-teamed them both at the same time!"
"Do you know how she responded to that chief?"
Mylo didn't wait for a reaction from his gagged prisoner.
"She asked if I would do her doggie while her and the hot Indian bitch were in a sixty-nine together. Can you believe that shit?"
The warden pulled against his restraints again as his face turned a bright shade of red and spit spewed from around his ball-gag.
As Mylo's pulse quickened and his breathing became labored, he spoke for the final time.
"As you could see chief, I fucked the good doctor out cold when I made that final deposit in her gushing little box. I don't know what's next for me, but I just want to thank you for bringing that slut pussy and those huge titties to the prison on that fateful night—she was a helluva sendoff."
"As a matter of fact, I even consider your debt finally paid!"
*****
Ten minutes later...
Director Trent Collishaw flipped the switch on his megaphone and spoke. "Mylo Dickenson, it is now 12 O'clock noon and you must surrender immediately, or we will be forced to take matters into our own hands. I'll give you five minutes to come walking out that door with your hands in the air!"
Collishaw turned to SWAT Director Trammel and asked, "Are you and your men ready?"
"We were born ready director! Give the word and we'll fill that place with tear gas and have that peace-of-shit immobilized before he knows what the fuck happened!"
"I'm going to give him a couple more min..." The director started to respond before they all saw the Rawlins' front door slowly open and seconds later Mylo Dickenson wobbled out. He was naked and his long cock hung halfway to his knees. He had a Rawlins over each of his shoulders—the warden was over his right and his wife over his left. They were both naked too.
Video directors from the various networks and streaming organizations scrambled to decide whether to cut the feed or focus-in more closely. ABC, Fox, and CBS pulled their feeds immediately, but that didn't stop millions and millions of cable and streaming viewers from watching in astonishment as the ultimate reality TV show played out in front of them.
Few people viewing had ever seen a human penis as large as the one now filling TV, computer, and smartphone screens around the globe.
There were however a number watching who had not only seen one that size, but had actually experienced that very cock: Dipika Singh, Jen Francis, Carla Youngblood, Kimmy Kennedy, Tess Simonton, Akari Redmon, Janine Carlson and countless other women around Northern California felt flutters in their pussies when they saw it.
As the cameras panned to the victims, both of their naked asses were facing directly forward. The first image was of Liv Rawlins' perfect bubbly caboose—a frothy mess was spread up and down her crack below the tatted cursive words, "Mylo's Place". The world then watched as the focus moved to the warden's ass—it displayed twin large dark-colored QoS (Queen of Spades) tats, one on each cheek.
The young doctor's limbs were unbound and hanging limply, but the warden's wrists and ankles were cuffed. His bound arms and feet were pounding defiantly against the assailant as best they could given his debilitating injuries.
Director Collison held the megaphone in one hand and a pair of binoculars in the other. "...That brash son of a bitch Dickenson! But damn...he doesn't look good, are you guys seeing what I'm seeing?"
One of his agents spoke up, the man was holding a rifle with high-powered scope trained on the escapee. "Yeah Trent, Dickenson looks bad, there's a bunch of discharge oozing out of his nose and mouth! And he's clearly having trouble standing!"
Mylo gazed out toward the mass of cop cars, military vehicles, and news vans. His vision was quickly fading as were the rest of his faculties as the cyanide poison invaded his bloodstream. He fell to his knees dropping the warden to the ground in the process.
Grant Rawlins landed with a thud and became quickly disoriented.
Mylo lay Liv down as delicately as possible, patted her ass one final time and then aimed his index finger at her new marking. Moments later his face collapsed into her crack and his entire body began convulsing uncontrollably.
From a distance it looked like he was eating her ass like a starving man.
Director Collison shouted, "Oh my God, that sociopath is licking her asshole, Captain, send your men in there at once! Get that son-of-a-bitch off her!"
Mobs of cops and agents from every law enforcement agency under the sun stormed down to where they lay. The first to arrive pulled Mylo's quivering body off the warden's wife and flipped him over.
It was immediately apparent to all those around, the rapist was in the throes of a death dance. His eyes were rolled back, he was convulsing acutely, and a greenish gruel mixed with the milky mess from the warden's wife's ass crack flowed from his mouth and nose.
At that moment, the warden regained coherency and when he saw Mylo's helpless body shaking uncontrollably, he rose to his knees and lunged towards him. The move surprised the first responders and before they could restrain him, he began pounding up and down on the rapist's stomach with his bound hands.
Unfortunately for the warden, the chain connecting the cuffs got wrapped around Mylo's long cock and to millions of people watching around the world, it appeared the warden was double-handedly jacking off the rapist with each subsequent wail.
The cops finally pulled him off and they all watched as Mylo Dickenson took his final breath on earth.
*****
45 days later.
Liv exited the bathroom holding a towel over her mouth. She had a case of the cold sweats after throwing up yet again.
Grant stood, his arm in a sling and a full-length brace on his leg. He watched before quizzing her, "Morning sickness still bad huh? You know we can make this all go away if you just have that abortion!"
"Just have an abortion? How could you be so insensitive? You know I'm not going to do that! Grant, you know my feelings about it, I agree with a woman's right to choose, but I don't believe it's the right thing for me."
"No one would blame you Liv, that bastard raped you, there's no reason you should feel any guilt about it!"
"Grant, you don't get it. I want to pass this baby along to some young family who can't have kids themselves."
"You think anyone's going to want the alcohol and drug poisoned bastard kid of a fucking criminal? We'd be doing that kid a favor sticking a hanger in there and ending its miserable existence!"
"Fuck you Grant! I can't believe you just said that! This is my body we are talking about regardless of the origin of the fetus!" She snapped before storming back into the bathroom and slamming the door behind her.
The warden's head sunk low, this was a debate they had had far too many times to count and it never ended well, but the thought of his wife carrying Mylo Dickenson's baby for nine months made him physically ill.
But that wasn't the only malady the once proud prison official was struggling with. In addition to his recent surgeries, his doctor had already prescribed medication for PTSD and he still hadn't been given medical clearance to return to work due to the condition. He was having trouble coming to grips with everything around the new situation. Not working was hard enough, but nothing pained him like the joint therapy sessions with Liv.
Every appointment had been an emotional disaster as their therapist strove to bring all the unresolved feelings to the surface. At the most recent meeting, Grant's emotions got the best of him when he accused his wife of enjoying herself far too much the further the ordeal progressed. Liv and the therapist defended her position by blaming her actions on the drugs and the rapist's unyielding demands. The shrink also condescendingly reminded Grant that a woman's orgasms weren't necessarily a sign of enjoyment.
And if that wasn't bad enough, the warden also questioned why Liv couldn't provide more helpful information about the other couple who had come to the house and indulged in a wild orgy with her and the rapist. His incensed comments ending with a statement to the effect, "C'mon Liv, you don't remember any additional details about the couple who fucked you and the black son-of-a-bitch who pounded me in the ass?"
But the final straw that caused Grant to storm out of the session was Liv's refusal to join him for the first tattoo laser removal appointment, citing "This baby has already been through enough. I'm not going to subject it to more physical stress...nine months isn't that long to wait!"
Now as Liv stood in the bathroom staring at her tear-stained face, she felt a flutter in her belly. She knew it was way too early to be experiencing actual physical confirmation of the seed growing inside her, but she also knew she hadn't imagined it. Was the baby trying to communicate with her? Suddenly her thoughts turned to the baby's father...actually not as much about the man himself, but more specifically the amazing meat that hung between his legs—the cock that had changed her forever.
Liv suddenly felt a tingling in her pussy as a sly smile formed on her lips.
The End.
*****
Epilogue - If you read this story since the beginning, this section should be entertaining for you. If you've only read this chapter and have designs on going back and reading the rest of the story, you might want to do that first. This will make more sense and be more fun if you do. Either way, enjoy.
20 years later.
The young man took the final drag from his Parliament cigarette. He stamped it out on the Hollywood star of Ron Jeremy...wait, Ron Jeremy has a star on Hollywood's walk of fame?
He cocked his head upward at the 40-story building scraping the California sky behind him. He pulled the piece of paper from his pocket and confirmed the address.
What the fuck am I doing here?
Twenty-four hours earlier he stood in a jail cell mulling over the decision being offered to him. The jail deputy had brought him a piece of paper that read:
Chase, we will pay your bail and provide any necessary legal assistance for your problem. All we ask is you use the airplane ticket accompanying this offer to fly down to Hollywood to meet with us tomorrow.
Now he stood outside the building where he was directed to go. The black stretch limousine that had picked him up at Burbank Airport and brought him here was still parked at the curb. The tinted passenger window lowered, and the limo driver shouted, "When you enter the lobby, go to the security station and tell them you are Chase Rawlins, they will direct you where to go."
The shaggy blonde-haired 19-year-old still thought this must be some kind of mistake. Who would go to all this trouble to get involved in his life? Two nights previously he was arrested and charged with his third DUI in eighteen months. And while his dad had begrudgingly supported him after the first two, when Chase used his one call to tell his dad he had gotten a third, the angry voice on the other end of the line screamed, "This time it's your problem! Your mom wants me to help you again, but I'm done! Figure it out on your own!"
The following morning the mysterious offer was presented to him in the jail cell.
With no money in his bank account and nowhere else to turn, he took it.
He walked into the massive marble-appointed lobby and made his way to the security counter. "Hi, I'm...uh...Chase Rawlins. I'm not sure..."
"Ah...Mr. Rawlins, welcome...they are expecting you!"
"They? Who are they?"
"You'll find out. Go over to that bank of elevators—jump on the one on the far left and it will take you up to the Penthouse."
"Penthouse? What is this place?"
The guard chuckled. "As I said, you'll find out!"
Chase stood on the elevator wondering what in the world he had gotten himself into now. Ten seconds later the mirrored doors opened on the 40th floor. As he exited the lift, the plush surroundings suggested he was in a place that reeked of money and gaudy opulence. He could see a receptionist sitting fifty feet away. As he made his way in her direction, he noticed large, framed pictures of scantily-clad women adorning the walls on both sides of him. Some looked familiar, but he didn't know where from.
When he reached the reception desk. A stunningly hot young brunette stood and welcomed him.
"Chase, we are so excited to have you join us today!"
The surreal experience continued. He stared at her huge tits which were practically bulging out of the tight business suit gripping her slim figure. Her hair was up in a tight bun, she wore sexy librarian glasses and glossy lipstick on her noticeably enhanced lips.
"HI, I'm Darla." Her long fake eyelashes fluttered. "They are waiting for you!"
"Sorry...uh Darla...but who are they?"
She giggled. "As I'm sure you've already heard, you'll find out soon. In fact..." She pointed to a pair of oversized Mahogany doors, "...just go in through there and they will meet you inside."
Chase approached the doors and as he reached for the handle, he noticed the matching levers were shaped like large penises.
Despite his discomfort touching the door-handle dicks, he opened a heavy door and peered inside. Two large desks sat side by side in the massive office in front of floor-to-ceiling glass windows overlooking Hollywood and Beverly Hills. Two forty-something blondish-haired men rose from the desks and came around in his direction.
"Oh Randy, look at him, definitely a chip off the old block!"
"Absolutely Paul, that confirms it!"
Chase suddenly got an uncomfortable feeling about this meeting. Are these two OG's a couple of homo's or something?
"Welcome Chase, we can't tell you how excited we are to see you, I'm Randall and this is my brother Paul. Do we look familiar to you?"
"No...uh...should you?"
Both men laughed. "That depends, but we'll get to that in a minute. Do you have any idea why you are here today?"
"Fuck no, but I'm starting to wish I hadn't come. You guys are kinda creeping me out and I don't even know what this place is!"
They chuckled again. "We wanted it that way. We weren't sure how you would react if you knew. Welcome to MDB Enterprises!"
"Am I supposed to know what the fuck that is?"
"Perhaps. Tell me Chase, do you like the artwork on the walls of this office and lobby you just passed through?"
He glanced around and observed more framed photos of similarly undressed hot women like the ones he'd seen in the previous room.
"Well, I'm not a queer, so yeah, I like all this hot pussy!"
Randy and Paul turned to each other with ear-to-ear grins. Paul said to his brother, "Well, he talks the right way!"
He then turned to Chase, "Do any of these lovely creatures look familiar to you?"
"...I guess, but I'm not sure. Should they?"
"Let me ask you Chase, do you watch porn?"
"Not sure why that's any of your business bro."
They both laughed. "Well, it's our business because it's our business! You see Chase, MDB Enterprises is the largest producer of pornographic videography in the world. My brother Randy and I are the founders and whether you recognize us or not, we are also the two starring male actors in many of our films."
"Good for you guys, but what does any of this have to do with me?"
"Have a seat on the couch Chase." Randy motioned.
As the mercurial teenager cautiously took a seat on the leather sofa, the brothers moved to recliners across from him.



"Chase, we don't tell this to many people, but the name MDB enterprises was created due to some nefarious circumstances—but ultimately those unfortunate circumstances led to us becoming two of the richest men in Hollywood." Paul volunteered.
Chase looked at him with a guarded stare.
"You see, we are brothers, but we don't have the same mother. The acronym MDB is an homage to our common father who is very likely familiar to you too. His name was Mylo Dickenson and we are his bastard sons. MDB stands for Mylo Dickenson's Bastards."
Chase's eyes flashed at the sudden realization.
Randy then spoke, "I was raised by parents in San Francisco who for the early part of my upbringing seemed to have a perfect life. My dad was a big wig in the grocery industry and my mom was a crazy hot trophy wife. But when I was an early teen, my parents began having marital problems which ultimately led to divorce. I learned a couple of years later that when my dad saw how big my cock had become, he questioned how I could possibly be his son. He demanded that my mom agree to have me take a paternity test. She fought it, but ultimately admitted she had a weekend affair with a delivery driver from my dad's own company known as Webvan at the time. The driver's name was Mylo Dickenson."
Chase sat listening, his mouth agape.
"My situation was different, but the outcome was similar." Paul volunteered. "You may know this, but the man Randy mentioned, Mylo Dickenson, was later convicted of a series of rapes around the Bay Area and sent to San Quentin Prison. It just so happens that my mom, Carla Youngblood, was his first victim. I was born nine months later."
"Despite the circumstances of my mom's pregnancy being dramatically different than Randy's, my parents experienced many of the same challenges following her rape. My dad could never accept that after I reached puberty, my cock grew and grew until it was obvious I wasn't his son. I think he probably knew long before that, but it was during my teenage years we really grew apart."
"Are you following us here Chase?" Randy asked.
The teenager nodded his head, suddenly realizing why both men looked familiar. Besides likely having seen their porn work, they very much resembled the person he saw every time he looked in the mirror.
The brothers exchanged confirming gazes.
"So Chase, sometime after I turned 18, I did some research on all of Dickenson's rape victims to see if any gave birth to children within a year of the time of their rape's. Ironically, it was only his first victim who did. It took me several weeks, but I eventually tracked down my half-brother. Although we were less than a year apart in age, the first time we met, we knew we were related."
"But soon thereafter we discovered the most critical similarity. We had both been blessed with the family gift!" Randy boasted with a broad smile.
Paul chimed in, "That family gift is the sole reason for everything you see around you right now! Are you following?"
Chase Rawlins nodded in affirmation as the realization of what they had just told him sunk in.
Paul continued. "We assume you know the details of what happened to your parents following the big earthquake in San Francisco all those years ago? Like the rest of the world, Randy and I paid special attention to the news of the warden and his wife being abducted by the escaped rapist—our dad. It happened about a year after Randy and I found each other. Neither of us ever had any desire to contact the imprisoned man who had caused so much strife in our families, but when he escaped and was at the center of the manhunt, we obviously paid close attention."
The teenager listened incredulously.
"So Chase, this is the part you might find awkward, we have been watching you from afar for most of your life. We know all about your troubles in school and the problems you've had with the law etc. We have been reticent to get involved because we didn't know one-hundred percent whether you knew of how you came to be."
"In our investigative work, we learned your father was incapable of fathering children, so based on the timing of your birth, we were pretty certain who your true dad was. However, we decided we wouldn't get involved in your life until after you turned eighteen, and even then, only if it made sense. But, as you might imagine, we have friends in high places and when we learned your dad refused to help with your most recent transgression, we decided it was time."
Chase sat wide-eyed, looking back and forth at the men he now realized were his brothers.
"So, we've done all the talking to this point Chase, please tell us your thoughts and what you know about your paternity."
"Wow! That's a lot of shit you just laid on me! I really can't believe I'm sitting here talking to you now. I've never given two fucks about the man you just mentioned, but yes I did learn about what he did to my mom and dad."
Chase took a long pull from his bottled water.
"When I was like fourteen...8th grade I think, one of the kids in my school found a copy of a video of that Mylo guy carrying my parents out of the house where they had been his captives. They were all naked and my parents each had tattoos on their asses. That fucker started showing it to everyone at school until we got in a fight. I kicked his ass and broke his phone, but enough people had seen it by then—my life was pretty fucked-up for a while."
"Yeah Chase, we knew that happened!"
"You knew about something that happened to me when I was fucking fourteen?"
Paul chuckled, "As I said, we've been watching you most of your life."
Chase eyed them with bewilderment. "Anyway, my mom decided it was time I learned the truth about what had happened when that rapist kidnapped them. She sat me down one day and told me she got pregnant and since my dad couldn't have kids, that that Mylo guy was my real father."
Paul and Randy made validating gazes at one another once again.
"My mom said my parents had planned to put me up for adoption, but she couldn't do it once I was born. I'm sure that was the first of many things that made my dad hate me."
"Ouch, that's a lot to lay on a 14-year-old kid."
Chase smirked, "Yeah kinda like what you guys just did!"
They all laughed.
"Yeah, so anyway, me and my dad never really got along, I'm sure I reminded him of the dude who fucked up his life. But my mom was never that way, we've always had a special connection—I think my dad resented that too. I also remember the first time I saw my mom naked and asked her why it said "Mylo's Place" above her ass? I remember how pissed my dad got at the time."
Randy and Paul nearly fell out of their chairs. "Oh my God, she didn't have that removed?"
"I guess the guy who did hers and my dad's, used some sort of special indelible ink that was impervious to lasers. My dad gets reminded of what happened to them every day of his life."
"Damn, that's really fucked up!"
"Yeah, he carries a lot of hate around with him."
"At least your parents have stayed together."
"Barely. They've always fought a lot. A few years ago, my dad found a huge dildo my mom had hidden in her closet. As it turns out, she'd been using it for years which raised obvious concerns for him. The worst part is she refused to give it up."
"Well, we all know how addictive big cocks can be!" Paul exclaimed with a chuckle to lighten the mood. He watched to see what Chase's reaction would be. When the teenager appeared unphased by the remark, he said, "This has been a pretty heavy conversation, why don't we change things up a bit." He then pressed a button on a built-in intercom in front of him. "Darla, can you come in here please."
Ten seconds later the door opened, and the 24-year-old stunning receptionist entered. Chase now got a look at her stocking clad legs and stunning ass in addition to her huge tits.
"Darla, if you don't mind, can you show Chase around, we'd like for him to get a better sense of what we do here."
"My pleasure Paul." She reached out and assisted as the teenager rose to his feet. "Come with me Chase," she purred in a sexy voice.
Chase's eyes grew wide and a big smile formed on his lips as he ogled his sexy tour guide.
After they departed, the brothers looked at one another before Randy spoke. "So far, so good huh?"
"Brother, I couldn't believe it when he walked in the door, I thought I was looking at myself twenty something years ago!"
"Me too! He definitely has a cocky defiance about him. But that's no surprise given what he's been through."
"Yeah, he seems like a pretty cool customer, he didn't show his cards when you made the family gift comment—now let's see if he is holding four aces up his sleeve!" Paul said excitedly as he flipped on a huge flat screen monitor tracking Darla and Chase as they moved through offices and a posh gaming room. Eventually the two arrived at one of the film studios. A couch and a desk were arranged in a mock office setting in front of a series of lights and cameras. No one else was around. Paul flipped on the audio feed in time to hear as Chase spoke.
"So, they really film people fucking here?"
Darla giggled and batted her eyelashes—this wasn't her first assignment. She replied sexily, "Chase, that's such a crude way to put it."
"How would you put it honey? Or should I ask, where would you put it?"
"Chase!" She feigned embarrassment. "I'm not that kind of girl."
"Oh no? So, you've never filled-in for one of these hot bitches on the walls? I bet you could make the company a lot of money!"
Randy and Paul glanced at each other with excitement, their younger brother's bravado was already showing through.
Instead of taking offense to his comment, the hot receptionist took it as a compliment as she was instructed to do by her bosses. "You think so? I'll let you in on a secret, I've never done it, but I've always wanted to. It's amazing, what happens around here!"
"Well, what do say we make our own little skin-flick right here, right now!"
"Oh my God Chase, we just met and I was supposed to take you on a tour!" She feigned again, coyly objecting to his suggestion.
"You can take me on a tour, a tour of what's underneath that business suit!"
"But I could get in trouble for not doing my job..." she answered, mocked reluctance in her response.
"Oh, you'll be doing your job! You can start off giving me a fuckin' blow job! I'm sure those OG's won't mind if our tour takes a little detour. Get on your knees bitch!"
Darla hesitated momentarily before creasing her skirt and dropping down in front of him. She hurriedly reached for his belt.
Paul and Randy watched in hopeful anticipation. If this 19-year-old kid was to be the heir apparent to their billion-dollar empire, this was the moment of truth.
Moments later, Darla Littleton and the Dickenson brothers stared in disbelief at the biggest cock any of them had ever seen. Hanging out of Chase Rawlins' pants was an 11" semi-flaccid slab of meat that was already as thick as the stunned slut's arm.
"We're going to be rich..." Randy muttered, amazement in his voice.
"Were' already rich!" Paul answered excitedly.
"We're going to more rich!" His brother practically shouted this time, now fully comprehending the magnitude of their little brother's cock and the magnitude of what this could mean for their business empire.
"Let's hope he knows what to do with the monster!"
"Darla's magic mouth will put him through his paces, where do you put the over/under on how fast she gets him off?"
"I'll give him five minutes, the poor kid is only nineteen, he'll never have had a blowjob like the one he's about to get!" Paul exclaimed. "Usual bet?"
"Yep."
Twenty-five minutes later a crisp $100 bill sat in front of Randy as the brothers watched in disbelief. Darla Littleton was still down on her knees, but now she was naked except for her 5" heels, thigh-high tights and librarian glasses. Her clothes were haphazardly strewn around her. Her huge 34DDD's were covered in saliva and pre-cum. She was huffing and puffing while slutishly spitting and slobbering all over Chase Rawlins' huge stiff cock.
"Fuck...my jaw hurts...I've never sucked a cock like this before! You're huge!"
"C'mon slut! You can do better than that! My nuts are turning blue!"
The brothers had already decided Randy's title of "Biggest Balls in Porn" would evaporate as soon as Chase made his first film.
"I'm...I'm trying my best. What else can I do for you?"
"I wanna get my nut, so I'll let you cheat! Reach around and stick a finger in my ass slut!"
The 24-year-old receptionist obediently did as she was instructed by her teenage instructor.
"Uhn...fuck...yeah that's the spot slut! Now suck that big cock like you mean it!"
"Mmmmphhh grrrrrghhh."
"Tell me what you want slut!"
She ripped it from her lips, her saliva splattering on her huge tits. "Oh fuck, I want this huge cock to cum all over my face! I bet your massive balls can give me everything I want!"
"Beg for it! And call me King!"
"Please King...I want it so bad...I need it! Cum for me...please!"
From their office the brothers watched in stunned disbelief. Their special weapon had long since dropped her act, was now a desperate wanton slut completely under the spell of their younger brother's massive cock.
"Uhn...okay bitch...here it comes!" Chase grunted as he ripped it from her hand and aimed at her anxious face. She immediately stuck out her tongue and dropped her free hand to her pussy. She screamed in orgasm as soon as her fingers met her clit. At the same moment a thick sticky stream catapulted from the head of the 19-year-old's engorged phallus and splattered across her face. For nearly a minute, one gooey projectile after another pelted her smooth skin.
When it was finally over, Darla's pretty face and huge tits looked like they had been frosted like a birthday cake.
"We ARE going to be rich..." It was Paul's turn to murmur in shocked disbelief to what they had just witnessed.
*****
Twenty minutes later.
Chase Rawlins reentered the opulent office of his newly discovered siblings—a smug smile painted on his face. There were three glasses of freshly poured Dom Perignon already sitting on the table between the sofa and leather recliners.
"Have a seat, Chase." Randy motioned to the couch again.
"I trust your tour with Darla was satisfactory?" The older man asked, a knowing smile on his lips.
Chase could tell the brothers already knew what he and the hot slut receptionist had done.
"Yeah, it wasn't bad, she knows her way around pretty good!" He answered with a chuckle.
"So Chase, what do you think about what we do here?" Paul asked this time.
"Pretty fuckin' cool to me! I mean who wouldn't want to hang out at a place with tons of pussy crawlin' around. You guys get to make a shit-ton of money and fuck hot sluts all you want—seems like a pretty good gig to me!"
The brothers made eye contact and Randy gave a confirmatory nod before Paul continued. "I know this is going to sound like a weird question Chase, but have you ever seen the film "Willie Wonka and The Chocolate Factory?"
"Yeah, that's out there dude...but yeah, I saw it when I was a kid."
"Do you remember the part at the end where Willy Wonka gives the decadent chocolate factory to Charlie?"
"Yeah..." Chase answered, excitement beginning to build inside him.
"Well, Randy and I aren't giving this to you. But we would like to make you a full partner in the family business!"
Chase's eyes practically bulged out of his head.
"You see, Randy and I aren't getting any younger, and this is a young people's industry! Most viewers want to watch young hung studs pound the most stunningly hot pussy in the world. And since you clearly inherited the family gift, who better to carry on MDB Enterprises than another of Mylo Dickenson's bastards? What do you say little brother?"
A huge grin formed on Chase's face as he reached for one of the champagne glasses and gulped it down in less than a second.
"I think my dad is going to be really PISSED!"
They all howled at the deadpan comment.
Randy quickly refilled his younger brother's glass and they rose and toasted together, their voices in unison, "TO THE FAMILY GIFT!"
Just as the crystal glasses clanged together a 4.5 earthquake rattled Hollywood and Beverly Hills.
They peered nervously at one another until the shaking stopped.
Then they all busted out in laughter...
*****
Thanks to anyone who read this or other chapters along the way, but especially to those of you who followed this crazy adventure from the beginning for the past 4 years. I know there were a lot of frustratingly long periods between chapters, but I hope you still found it worth the wait.
As I've noted before, your votes, favs, comments and follows are what spurs me to keep doing this. I hope you'll take a few minutes to do any or all.
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I stood there with my mouth agape, staring at the object as if it were some kind of lost ancient artifact. Could I really be seeing what I thought I was?
My heart was in my throat.
Allie, my wife of eleven years, was the last person I thought would have something like this. But there it was, buried in the back of a random drawer in a rarely used chest in our home office. Still in its packaging and wrapped in a non-descript plastic bag.
There sat a huge black dildo.
Allie had taken the kids to her parents for the weekend, and I was using the alone time to catch up on a few odd jobs around the house. I hadn't rummaged through the old dresser in years, but I was looking for wall hangars to finally mount a couple of pictures Allie had been bugging me about for months.
My hands trembled as I slowly extricated the package from the bag. A million thoughts coursed through my brain as I pulled it from its clandestine hideaway. As I did so, a little white piece of paper fluttered to my feet. I knelt and picked up what I quickly realized was the sales receipt.
My eyes returned to the dark phallus. My heart felt like it might pump out of my chest. Long, thick and possessing deep veiny features, the rutted surface had a foreboding look to it--but the writing on the package belied my thoughts, it was called "Chocolate Decadence". Further description detailed it was 9" long, waterproof, and featured multiple vibrating modes.
Before my legs gave out, I sat down on the small twin bed, trying hard to catch my breath.
Allie bought this? My Allie?
Everything about this was incongruous with the person I was married to.
My wife and I met in college and married not long after we graduated. We were both from the San Francisco Bay Area and each landed good jobs in the tech industry right out of school. We settled into a nice neighborhood in Silicon Valley and were lucky enough to get our financial situation in order before having kids. Both now in our mid-thirties, with two great kids, 7 and 5, we have a pretty damn good life!
We are both active in everything from kids sports to company social groups to church activities. Allie takes an active role in the parent-teacher association at the elementary school a few blocks from our house. We have an amazing group of close friends with whom we spend most of our free time. It's not uncommon on weekends for us to spend long hours at our country club. I play golf with the dads and Allie and the ladies play tennis or hang out at the pool with the kids. The daytime activities often spill into the bar and grille at night, and on most occasions, Allie drives home.
But despite the partying, we prioritize raising our kids first and foremost. There's rarely a weekend where we aren't out on the sports fields supporting them.
In addition the family commitment, we also make time to focus on our own well-being too. We're both into personal fitness--especially Allie. My wife is at the gym at least four days a week. My work travels, and perhaps my less focused commitment make it harder for me, but while certainly not ripped, I stay in decent shape.
And while I have a great job and still look good for my age, my friends still constantly tease me that I outkicked my coverage with Allie. At 36 and after two kids, she can give any 27-year-old a run for their money. My blonde wife's pretty face has that kind of girl next door cuteness about it, but her body certainly isn't like the girl next door--it's more like the Victoria Secret model next door.
Great genes I guess, her mom is still quite the cougar--even in her mid-fifties. It doesn't surprise me that Allie's legs and ass are every bit as good now, perhaps better, than when we met in college--her relentless commitment to fitness insures that. But the fact her beautifully shaped C-cups haven't lost a bit of their full youthful perkiness after two kids, is like a gift from the heavens.
Unfortunately, despite my wife's wonderful assets, I would characterize our sex life as good, just not as exciting as it could be. It isn't from a lack of effort on my part. We still make love once or twice a week despite my desire for more. My frequent business travel also contributes to our challenges, but it's only partially to blame for our sporadic schedule. Allie is the rigid gatekeeper when it comes to the frequency and depth of our lovemaking.
While possessing a spectacular body, my wife is not what I would call hypersexual. I sometimes feel like she does it more out of obligation than desire. She often experiences orgasms when we make love and makes sure I do too--but even in our early years together, she was conservative in the bedroom. Rarely does she initiate, but I wouldn't call her a prude either.
She still surprises me with lingerie or candlelight bedroom settings on occasion, but generally we make love with the lights off. As for the sex itself, most of the time it's missionary or her on top, but once in a while I can talk her into letting me take her from behind. I love those moments, but they are fewer and farther between than I wish. Most of the time we climax together and snuggle for a few minutes before rolling over and falling asleep.
Still, despite her lack of sensual proclivity, I sometimes wonder if Allie doesn't have some hidden desire for better sex. She never gives me any reason to suspect that, but the question still lingers in the back of my mind despite the fact she claims I am all the man she needs.
But still, on occasion when she is in the shower or at the gym, I access her computer or her phone to see if she has been reading erotica or surfing porn. I've never found anything. I'm confident I would if it were there--despite a career in tech, albeit HR, she isn't the savvy techie type to cover her internet tracks. In addition, I would imagine porn sites are terrifying to her for their propensity for launching computer viruses etc.
Yet despite the fact I've never found anything on her devices, and probably because I travel regularly for my job, on occasion, I also hunt in Allie's personal places like her dresser and closet to see if she has secretly acquired sex toys or lubricants to suggest she plays while I'm away. To my disturbing dismay, every search I've ever conducted has produced empty results.
Until today.
I sat on the bed holding it in my hands. My breathing was sporadic as I considered the possibilities.
Not only had she done it, but my conservative wife appeared to have not just dipped her foot in the water. She had done a full-on cannonball into the deep end of the pool.
A Big Black Dildo! Holy Shit!
Surprisingly as I sat on the bed holding it, I felt like I should've been angry or betrayed, but I didn't. I could barely control my excitement--my cock was like steel in my pants.
I stared at the huge dildo, trying to imagine Allie stuffing it's huge head and rutted veiny length into her pristine pussy. I thought to myself, I know she has delivered two kids, but that fucking thing is huge! At nine inches it's three inches longer than me and the girth? Shit, it has to be at least twice as thick, maybe three times. The fucking head alone is two and half inches long and looks like a damn doorknob!
Then the inevitable questions entered my mind. Why is it still in its packaging and clearly not yet used? Hmm...is there any chance it is some kind of gag gift from a friend or perhaps one she bought to give to one of her friends or work colleagues?
I suddenly found myself strangely disappointed. A scenario like that was far more plausible than the possibility she had purchased it for herself. I looked more closely at the receipt and discovered the purchase had been made only ten days previously at 10:20pm. 10:20pm? Why wasn't she home with the kids?
I thought about it for a minute and realized it was the same night she went out with some old friends from a mommy's group she belonged to when our youngest was a toddler. I was in LA on business that week and she'd hired Jenny, our sitter, to watch the kids.
She went to a sex shop by herself? At night?
Countless other thoughts raced through my head.
As I rose to try and figure out what to do next, another object in the back corner of the drawer caught my eye. I reached inside and beneath a stack of holiday place mats was another bag. My heart raced as I pulled it out and emptied the contents on the bed. Two DVD cases popped out and landed face up. Both showed scantily clad white women and muscled black studs.
I picked up one of the cases and immediately noticed that unlike the dildo, it had been opened. I studied the images on both cases, trying to imagine my wife watching this stuff. One was titled "Horny Housewives Love BBC", the other was "Slut MILF's Go Black".
I can't believe what I'm seeing right now!
I had tried to get Allie to watch porn a few times over the years when we were on vacation or staying at hotels for weddings etc. but had rarely been successful in my attempts. And to top it off, these weren't just sex videos, they were interracial sex videos!
OMG! My sexually conservative wife, the mother of our kids, bought a big black dildo and watches IR porn?
I wouldn't consider me or my wife racist in any way. We both have lots of Asian and Indian friends, but neither of us had been around a lot of black people in our lives. Growing up and going to school where we did, just hadn't afforded us many opportunities to interact with them.
I can't believe Allie is aroused by black men and big black cocks?
I peered into the bag and saw another receipt. It was from the same sex shop but was dated six weeks previously--this time in the morning while the kids would have been at school. I checked my phone calendar and determined I had been in Portland that week.
Damn. This is crazy. But why DVD's? It's so easy to surf free porn these days, I assume she knows how to open incognito windows on her computer? I would never know if she did.
I suddenly had an urge to see what she'd been watching. I started to get up, but then remembered we didn't even own a DVD player anymore. The kids streamed all their stuff these days.
Did she not even think about that when she bought these?
My brain was numb trying to process it all. But then I suddenly recalled a conversation I'd had with her a few months previously where she asked if our old Dell laptop still worked. I asked why she wanted to use that old dinosaur? She said her boss asked her to review some old HR materials to see if there was any content they could use for comparisons. She said the files were all on DVD and since neither of us had a player on our current machines, she wondered if that one still worked. I told her I had no idea, but remembered thinking it was a weird request at the time. But I hadn't given it another thought since.
Was she searching for an undetectable way to watch porn?
I adjusted my pants so I could walk and made my way around in search of the old Dell laptop. After striking out in the office, the family room cabinet, and the workspace in the kitchen, I went to our bedroom. I opened her nightstand cabinet door next to the bed and sure enough, there it was sitting on top of some old books.
My heart skipped a beat.
I pulled the heavy device from the cabinet and set it on our bed. Sure enough, it was free from dust and looked like it had been cleaned recently. The power cord was right nearby. I plugged it in and turned on the power button but was immediately faced with a login screen.
Damn. I have no idea what the fucking username and password are!
I tried several combinations, but eventually gave up. I decided I would try and figure it out later, but right now I had another idea.
I packaged the dildo in the bag and stuck the receipt in my wallet. I went out to my car and entered the porn store location in Google Maps on my phone. It popped up quickly, confirming as I suspected the store was in the southeast part of town about twelve miles away. It wasn't the nicest part of the city--certainly not an area where my wife would typically go.
I wasn't sure exactly what my plan was when I arrived, but if nothing else I wanted to see where she had made these incredulous purchases. The whole way there I contemplated how this had possibly come about. I wondered if my wife was truly the person I thought she was or whether this type of behavior had been going on under my nose for a long time. The unnerving possibility entered my mind that perhaps she had acted on these desires with something other than a toy.
Would she really fuck a black guy? And would she do it behind my back?
I pulled up to the non-descript adult entertainment store and noticed a sign for additional parking in the back. I turned my Tesla into the driveway and parked in the rear. There were only a couple of other cars in the lot--neither as nice as mine.
I grabbed the bag from the passenger seat and did a quick perusal to make sure no one was watching as I exited and made my way across the parking lot. A bell jingled on the door as I entered. I'd only been in one of these places a few times, but not for a long time. The distinct scent of burning incense instantly captured my attention.
The place was larger than it looked from the outside. Rows and rows of sexual contraband filled the shelves and cluttered walls. A large section of adult videos filled one whole corner of the store. A couple of creepy looking older men were picking through video boxes. Sex toys and BDSM devices in every shape, color, and size occupied another area. I made a quick perusal of the vibrators and dildos--there must have been three hundred of them in all. I noticed several black dildos, but I didn't gawk, I wanted to familiarize myself with the place first. Another whole section of sexwear and women's slinky footwear was on display near the front counter.
I had to admit I was getting kind of aroused looking at all the kinky eye-candy.
Moments later a petite young woman came out from a curtain behind the counter. She looked like a rocker kind of chick with long kinked hair and a loop nose ring. Her skin was pale white, but she was still pretty hot. Her full tits were spilling out the top of a wife-beater style white stretch tank top.
In a cute perky voice, she welcomed me to the store. "Hey there mister, welcome to Happy Tails, I'm Trish, first time?"
"Uh...yeah...how could you tell...uh...Trish?"
"I can spot newbies a mile away!" She laughed. "Are you bringing something back, we have a 10-day-return policy for unopened items. But if it has any dick or pussy cream on it, it's yours to keep!"
Her frankness caught me off guard. "Uh...this?" I stared down at the bag in my hand. "Yeah...um...this is kind of a weird request. My wife...uh...I think...bought this and I was hoping to ask a couple of questions about it."
She gave me a suspicious look. "I'm not sure what you're after mister, but that sounds kind of sketch. Do you have a receipt?"
"Sure." I handed it to her.
"Hmm, a week ago Wednesday at 10:30pm...yeah...I was working that night. Black dildo. Cash sale. What do you want to know?"
"I...uh...any chance you remember her. Pretty lady, medium length blonde-hair, mid-thirties..."
It took a few seconds, but I could tell by her reaction the description of my wife registered with her.
"Yeah...I think I remember her..."
"Can you tell me anything about the transaction? Was she alone?"
"Uh...yeah, she was by herself, but to be honest with you Mr...uh..."
"Jack...Jack Bradshaw."
"Yeah, to be honest with you Mr. Jack we aren't supposed to discuss customers with other customers. In a place like this, I'm sure you can understand the need for discretion."
"Sure, but I'm her husband. I'm not some perv off the street."
"I don't know how you can prove that to me, she didn't even pay with a credit card. And even then, we aren't supposed..."
I pulled a hundred-dollar bill from my pocket and slid it across the counter.
She looked at it uncertainly before reaching down, picking it up and slipping it between her tits. "Rents due soon, what can I tell you?"
I smiled, trying my best to convince her she'd made the right decision. "So, you say you remember her?"
Now it was her turn to smile. "Yeah, she wasn't easy to forget. We get housewives in here occasionally, but not many who look like her!"
Her response made me feel confident we were talking about the same person. "Thanks for the compliment, I think she's pretty unforgettable myself."
"Yeah, she said she came by after being out with friends. She said she'd had a few glasses of wine but was still okay to drive. I could tell she had a pretty good buzz going, but most of the people who come in here at night are fucked-up. Your wife wasn't bad."
"Do you know how long she was here? Did she just walk in and buy this or did she shop for a while?"
Trish giggled. "Oh, she was here for at least an hour. I remembered her from when she'd come in to purchase some videos about a month or two earlier. As I said, she makes an impression!" The rocker chick said while giving me a flirtatious wink.
I noticed a tongue stud in her mouth that I hadn't seen before. "Oh wow, you remembered her from when she bought the black and white...uh...interracial porn?"
"Yeah, that day she looked twice as nervous as you just did walking through that door! I let her wander around for about fifteen minutes before I helped her find some IR porn."
I felt my cock swelling in my jeans. "Okay, so tell me about that first time she came in."
"Well, like I said, she made quite an impression. She came in here dressed in shorts and a tight tee-shirt, so I obviously noticed her. Don't take this wrong Mr. Bradshaw, but I like girls as much as boys, so I couldn't help noticing her amazing body. Let me guess, 32C?"
I was caught off guard again, first by her bisexual admission and then by her accuracy. "Uh...yeah...did she tell you that? And please call me Jack."
"No Jack, but I have plenty of experience in important matters like that!" She giggled. "Remembering back...I'd say 5'5" and about 120 pounds?"
I could feel my eyes widen. "Damn Trish, you are like the sex store Nostradamus!"
She laughed. "I have no idea who Nostra-what's-his-name is, but anyway, I watched her when she came in. She glanced around nervously, obviously hopeful no one she knew was in the store. As I said, I can easily spot the newbies and what was likely going through her mind. She first went over to the vibrator/dildo section. I pegged her as an egg girl, but she surprised me when she congregated in the dildo section--specifically the black ones."
Trish continued. "Eventually she made her way to the video area. Again, I noticed as she perused the section with primarily interracial covers--that's when I walked up and asked if she needed any assistance."
"What did she...uh my wife...what did she say?" I stuttered, trying to disguise the excitement in my voice.
"Like most of the MILF's who come in here, she stumbled over her words, trying her best to not answer truthfully. But I've been around this block long enough to see through the bullshit with married chicks like her. I said, 'It looks like you're spending most of your time here in the interracial section and I noticed you over by the black dildos, can I assume you are into black bulls?'"



"Your wife answered, 'No...I...well I guess...I'm into...wait...bulls?'"
"'Most people call hung black men who fuck lots of white women bulls, is that what gets you off?' I asked her."
"Your wife's eyes got wide before she stumbled over her words, 'I...uh...I mean both my husband and I...are kinda into racial...uh interracial...um...stuff.'"
I could feel my heart practically beating out of my chest. "She said that?"
"Yes," Trish eyed me curiously. "That's not true?"
"No...I mean not before today...at least not for me! I just discovered this black dildo hidden in a drawer a couple of hours ago and now I'm here learning about a secret fetish my wife apparently has. I'm more than just a little blown away!"
"I had a good idea about that...uh Jack. Are you mad?"
"No...I mean...I don't think so. I know this is kind of TMI, but my cock is as hard as a rock in my pants right now!"
We both peered down at my crotch and busted up laughing.
"So, if you're not mad about it, why are you here? It sounds kind of exciting to me!" Trish summarized with a devious smile.
"I...I guess I'm just trying to understand how all this came about. I know I'm probably sharing more than I should, but my wife has never been the super-sexed type. I've tried to get her to be more spontaneous and kinkier in the bedroom, but we've been married almost eleven years and I've never had much success!"
"Ooohh, after seeing your wife Jack, that's a shame!" She giggled. "It obviously appears she may have turned over a new leaf!"
"Yes...apparently so. So going back to the first time she came in, can you tell me more about how that conversation went?"
"Yeah, so like I said, once I asked her about the black bulls and she said you guys were into interracial, I asked her if she was into any specific themes. She said she wasn't sure but kinda wanted to look at white wives with black men with large penises. I had to laugh at the time as I knew I was dealing with a total novice. I said to her, 'Black bulls don't call them penises, they call them cocks or BBC's.'"
"BBC's?" It was my turn to ask a naïve question.
"Big Black Cocks! I told your wife the same thing."
"Oh yeah...makes sense...how did she respond to that?" I asked hoarsely, most of my saliva already having dried up.
"She said she remembered her friend calling them that too."
"Her friend? Did she say who?"
"I can't remember her name, but she said one of the mom's she knew from a mommy's group had gotten a divorce and was now dating a black guy. Apparently, the guy is hung like a horse and this MILF friend of your wife's can't stop bragging about how good the sex is with him!"
"Hannah..." I muttered under my breath.
"Yes, that's the name she said. Apparently, her friend Hannah is having the best sex of her life and had told your wife all about it. She said Hannah is the one who encouraged her to watch interracial porn and see for herself. Your wife said that's why she came into the store that day."
*****
Unbeknownst to me, two months previously while having drinks with Hannah, Hannah's boyfriend Brock showed up to say hello. Before he sat, the pair shared a wet mouth kiss that had Allie blushing before it was done. She'd never actually seen a black man and white woman kiss so passionately, and certainly not from only a few feet away.
Hannah had gone through a bitter divorce the previous summer when she discovered her husband was cheating on her. The split motivated her to get herself back in the gym where she met Brock, her model-quality fitness trainer boyfriend. Within months, she was rocking the same stunning body she'd had back in her mid-twenties with a couple of extremely noticeable enhancements. With Brock's encouragement, Hannah used the first alimony payment to invest in a dazzling set of D-cups that she exhibited in a revealing new wardrobe every chance she got.
Allie wasn't aware that Brock's arrival that afternoon hadn't happened by chance. Hannah had shown him a couple of photos of Allie that she had shared from our recent houseboat trip and he wanted to do an up-close inspection of his own.
He wasn't disappointed.
The muscled black man stayed for a drink, all the while Hannah couldn't keep her hands off him--rubbing his legs, chest, and shoulders to the point Allie wasn't so sure she wasn't going to rub his crotch. Speaking of which, despite her best efforts not to, Allie couldn't help noticing a huge cylindrical bulge protruding halfway down his thigh.
After having one drink Brock departed, but Hannah could tell he made an impression on Allie.
"What'd you think?"
"He seems like a nice guy, you guys clearly have some chemistry!"
"Chemistry? Nah, I'd call it Physiology or more specifically Biomechanics." Hannah giggled before a naughty look swept across her face. "Like how body parts move together. I've never met a man who could do the things he does in the bedroom!"
"Hannah!"
"I'm sorry Al, but Brock makes me feel like a teenager again! I want sex all the time! I crave it!"
"Wow, you're a mom...and...well despite how great you look...you aren't a teenager anymore. Is it really...really that good?"
"Oh my God Allie. I hope you don't think bad of me for saying this, but I am literally like his sex toy! I do anything he tells me to in the bedroom and I can't get enough!"
"Tells you to? Like he makes rules when you're...uh...doing it?"
"I wouldn't call them rules, but he is definitely in charge. I was never this way in my marriage, but with Brock, I am a total submissive. I know I'm probably blabbing too much, but Allie...I can't begin to tell you how amazing his big black cock is!"
Allie gasped.
"Seriously Al, I will do anything for it. It's all I ever think about!"
"Wow Han, I'm not sure what to say. I know you've seemed happier these past few months, but I had no idea..."
"Shit Allie, I'm not the only one. Brock and I have gone out with some of his black friends and their girlfriends...you wouldn't believe it, they are all white...and some are married. They just meet Brock's black friends for sex. When we ladies talk, none of us can stop bragging about how good it is. And from what a couple have told me, Brock isn't even the biggest of them--and Al, OMG he's huge! Don't tell me you didn't see his bulge in those sweatpants."
"Gosh Hannah...I...uh...it was kinda hard to miss..."
"Haha, now you have some idea what I'm talking about, but that was nothing compared to when he's hard!"
"He wasn't...hard? I thought maybe since you were rubbing his leg and stuff he might have got...you know...excited. It's like that when it's...um...limp?"
"Allie, I would never call it limp." She laughed. "It's so thick and heavy, describing it as limp just doesn't do it justice, but no, he wasn't hard. If he was, you definitely would have known!"
"Jeez...can you like take all...you know...like all the way?"
"I couldn't at first, but now I take every one of those glorious ten inches."
"TEN INCHES?" Allied practically shouted. The people sitting across the bar looked over in their direction.
Both ladies giggled and lowered their voices. Hannah's eyes flashed. "Yeah Al, the first time I saw it, it took my breath away. Steve was only like five or six, so after all those years getting his thing, experiencing Brock was like a revelation. I can't believe what I was missing out on my whole life. Obviously, I'm thankful for the kids, but aside from them, nothing else in my previous life compares--Brock's manhood has literally changed me. It seems like all I ever want to do these days is fuck!"
Allie stared at her friend in disbelief. This didn't seem like the same woman she'd become friends with while in the mommy's group only five years previously. Since then, they had pretty much gone their separate ways aside from remaining connected on Facebook. They reconnected this past year after the girls got placed in the same kindergarten class together. Allie and Hannah had really rekindled their relationship in the past few months since Hannah joined the same golf and tennis club we belonged to. But this was the first time my wife's friend had ever brought up sex to her.
"So Al, I don't mean to pry, but can I ask how you and Jack are...you know...in the bedroom?"
"Wow Hannah, that's kinda personal, but if you must know, I would say it's...um...you know...great."
Hannah stared at her with a skeptical gaze.
"Well, it's not like what...I mean like you sound like with...uh...Brock. But it's pretty...I mean really good."
"Al, sorry for putting you on the spot. It's just...well...I wish someone would have told me. I know Jack travels a lot for work, don't you miss him...and sex...when he's gone?"
"Yes...I mean sometimes, I guess."
"What do you do?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you must watch porn or read erotica or something to satisfy your cravings?"
"OMG. No Hannah! I mean...how?...where? The kids are in the house."
"Oh, come on Al, I'm sure you have a lock on your door and there's millions of sites online! I can't believe you don't already do it!"
"The internet is so scary. I wouldn't go on there for that kind of...I mean...if I were to do it in the first place."
"Allie, everyone does it, but if it scares you, go buy some DVD's. There's lots of places around or you can order them online."
"Jack pays all the bills, I'd be afraid he would see it if I went on the internet to purchase them."
"Well then, just buy some at an adult store and pay with cash. Personally, I can speak with experience when I say there is no shortage of unbelievable interracial porn out there. I promise when you see all those muscular black guys with cocks like Brock's you will thank me!"
"Really Han? Isn't it all just kind of the same?"
"That's what I used to think, but there is something about muscled black bulls and white wives or girlfriends that's just so hot Allie! And I can obviously tell you from experience, there is nothing fake about the mind-blowing orgasms those ladies experience."
Allie stared at her friend before glancing at her watch. "Oh damn Hannah, I have to pick up the kids."
"Don't forget what I said Al. And it's not cheating, it's just taking care of yourself during all that alone time you have when Jack is traveling."
"We'll see..." she answered with a smile before heading to her car.
Apparently after that conversation, the seed had been planted in my wife's mind.
*****
"Damn..." was all I could say to Trish. A million thoughts were going through my brain before I asked, "So...how did the rest go down that day?"
"Well, first I asked her if this was truly something that both her and her husband...uh you... were into. She sheepishly admitted that he...uh you...didn't know anything about it. I assured her lots of women and men have these naughty desires and she wasn't a bad person for feeling that way. I hope you don't hate me for telling her that!"
I swallowed hard. "No Trish, even if I wasn't here talking to you about this right now, you have a job to do, and I wouldn't blame you for it."
"That makes me feel better Jack. So your wife and I spent probably a half-hour going through interracial videos."
"Was she looking for anything in particular?"
"Like I said, white wives and hung black bulls. She also wanted to make sure there was blowjobs and doggy style sex. I told her that to the best of my knowledge, no interracial sex videos exist that don't include those things. Black men love to have white women suck their big cocks and to fuck them hard from behind...but I guess..." A reflective look appeared on Trish's face. "...that's what most white guys want too!" She said with a smile.
"Jeez, oral and doggy, those are two things we rarely do..." I muttered.
"Hmm...well Jack, maybe this new revelation will open some new doors for you too...has you and your wife's sex life gotten more inspiring in the last month?"
I thought about it for a few seconds. "Not that I can say."
"Hmm...well maybe it will over time..." Trish consoled as if she was my therapist.
"You think? Kind of hard to imagine in the short term given her new toy!" I answered. "Anyway, speaking of that, can you tell me about last week when she came in and purchased the dildo."
"Sure, after she left that first time, I thought about her a couple of times...cuz as I said...she was hella hot. I can't say I was too upset when I saw her walk through that door again last week."
"Uh-huh..." I replied, not quite sure how else to respond, but wanting her to continue.
"Yeah, as I said, she was a little tipsy and besides appearing leerier about the other nighttime customers, in general she seemed more relaxed than the first time, especially once she saw me. I hope you don't mind Jack, but as I said, I looked forward to helping her...uh Allie right?...out for the second time!"
I stared at her. "Yeah Trish...you made that pretty clear. Did Allie show any...uh interest in..."
The young blonde sensed my discomfort and before I could say anything else, she rescued me. "I don't think you have anything to worry about Jack, I made a couple of flirtatious passes, but she didn't take the bait. But I uh...can't say the same when it comes to BBC!"
My eyes widened and my heart fluttered in my chest. "What...what did she...say?"
"Well...hmm...how should I put this...I think the videos were very eye-opening for her. I asked her how she liked them, and she lit up like a Christmas tree."
"What did she say exactly?"
"More like what didn't she say. She talked about all the muscles on the black guys and the way they all took charge during sex and all the orgasms the wives had. But mostly she talked about the big black cocks! She said they were all so powerful and wonderful to look at. And of course, huge!"
"Oh my God..." I uttered--my mind filled with images of Allie actually watching those videos and admitting those things to someone she barely knew.
"I asked your wife...um...Allie if she'd ever had sex with a black man. She quickly held up her wedding ring and responded, 'No, I'm married, remember!'"
A huge sense of relief pulsed through me as I'd have been lying if it hadn't crossed my mind whether this new attraction to black men hadn't caused Allie to do more than just watch interracial porn.
Trish continued. "So, I said to her, 'Obviously you love the videos, did you come back to buy some more?'"
"Jack, your wife got an impish look on her face and said, 'Yes, the videos are amazing, but I actually came down to get an...um...toy. My friend Hannah told me tonight I didn't know what I was missing watching them without something to help...uh...make me...you know...' But then she admitted, 'God, I've enjoyed the videos so much, it's hard to imagine I've missed out on anything!'"
"Fuck..." I muttered.
"I hope you don't mind Jack, but I told her Hannah was right. I asked if she was thinking about a vibrator and if so, did she already have something in mind? Again, she blushed and said, 'Hannah said a black dildo is the best way to go.' She then asked if I thought her friend was right?"
I stood slack jawed, no words forming on my lips.
Trish continued. "I told Allie her friend was a smart chick before I led her over to this area where all the dildos are on display. I could see your wife's eyes widen as she looked around. I said to her, 'We obviously have lots of shapes and sizes, have you thought about what you want? She responded back, 'Of course I've thought about it, but I really don't know.'"
"Shit Trish, I can't believe any of this! A couple of hours ago I had never thought about her like this and now I'm trying to digest how she went about picking out which big black dildo to buy!"
Trish giggled. "Are you still okay Jack?"
I nodded. "Embarrassingly so..."
"Well, I showed her some of our most popular ones. She didn't really know what questions to ask, so I led her through the process. I asked her where she was most likely to use it and she said sometimes in the bathtub, but most likely in bed at night after she puts the kids to sleep and when her husband is on the road for work. She said she has a laptop computer with a DVD player."
"I knew it!"
Trish eyed me curiously before continuing. "Anyway, so before I got too far along, I asked how big she was considering. She said she really didn't know but she was looking at the ones in the 7-8-inch range. I hope you don't get mad Jack, but the next thing I asked her was whether she was looking for something bigger than her husband."
I swallowed hard. "What did she say?"
"She just bit her bottom lip and nodded. I then asked if she knew how big you were? She answered she wasn't good with measurements, but looked around and said, 'Not as big as any of these black ones...'"
"Fuck" I muttered again.
"Don't feel bad Jack, most guys aren't as big as these. So I handed her this one and asked her what she thought?" Trish volunteered while passing me one that was 8" long and semi-thick.
I was surprised how heavy it felt, but I wasn't comfortable holding it, so I handed it back to her. "What did she say?"
"She said she liked it! But then I handed her one that was 8 1/2" long and even thicker. She held it in her hands with a mesmerized gaze on her face Jack. I remember your wife whispering, 'So big...I don't think I could take it'. But I challenged her, 'You've delivered kids right? You've had things much bigger than this pass thru there.' She nodded at me--I could see the wheels turning in her brain."
She continued again. "I then handed her the Chocolate Decadence model in your bag and said, 'I bet this one reminds you of the bulls in those videos you've been watching?' Her mouth was half open as she studied it. She nodded her head without looking at me. 'Yes...oh my God, it totally does.' I told her I thought Chocolate Decadence was the one she should choose. Many women don't have the courage to buy what they crave and I insured her she would have no regrets if she went with it."
"Jeez Trish, but it's so much bigger than...than me!"
"Yeah Jack, but that's what makes this really fun for both of you! You said yourself you've always wanted her to be more adventurous sexually, now you have a chance to let her open doors that until now have been closed. She's at that threshold, are you going to slam it shut now?"
"Fuck...when you say it like that..."
"I think you're doing the right thing Jack!"
"Why do you think she hasn't opened...um...used it yet?"
"The only thing I can tell you is she still seemed a little nervous about the size, but I made sure to tell her she had ten days to return it and since today is day ten, maybe she was just mulling over whether she might want to replace it with something smaller, but tomorrow it'll be too late. Trust me, she'll thank me when she finally takes the plunge...or should I say, plunges it!"
I swallowed hard as I stood there thinking. I reached in my pocket and pulled out another fifty-dollar bill and handed it to her. "If she comes back, this conversation never happened. And if she buys anything else, can you text and let me know."
"Sure Mr. uh...I already forgot your name." She winked and laughed. "Best of luck to you and your beautiful wife Jack!"
I wrote my number on a piece of paper, thanked her for everything and headed out the door.
*****
I sat in my car in the porn shop parking lot trying to make sense of what I'd just experienced. Only a few hours earlier, I was thinking about what I was going to do with myself for the next day and half while I had the house to myself. Ironically, I had already considered what porn site I might visit later tonight. Now I couldn't get porn out of my mind, but it didn't have anything to do with me.



This new revelation about Allie was beyond my scope of comprehension. My wife is into big black cocks! The thought circulated over and over in my brain.
But the strangest part was, I felt like I should be upset, but like Trish had suggested, wasn't this what I had hoped for for a long time? Okay, not this exactly, but could it be a portal into new sexual horizons for me and Allie? But Big Black Cock? Obviously, her friend Hannah played a role in this, but was it everything? Had Allie always had these feelings but suppressed them? What was the trigger?
Questions from every conceivable angle deluged my brain.
And why hadn't she used her new toy yet? Was she having second thoughts? And then thoughts from the conversation with Trish filtered in. "I asked her where she was most likely to use it and she said sometimes in the bathtub, but most likely in bed at night after she puts the kids to sleep and when her husband is on the road for work. She said she has a laptop computer with a DVD player."
I tried to visualize Allie in our marital bed watching interracial porn with her sexy legs spread wide and a big black dildo between them. My cock was like steel again, but I was conflicted. I'm turned on, but is this a good thing? Should I confront Allie, but tell her I'm okay with it as long as I'm involved? Is that what I really want? What if she pulls back and I never get to experience the sight of her playing with her big black toy?
Suddenly, another idea popped into my brain. I put the car in drive and sped out of the parking lot.
I arrived at Best Buy twenty minutes later. I glanced at the bag on the seat next to me, the huge head of the black dildo was the only part exposed. I felt like it was staring, almost mocking me.
Several minutes later I was standing in the section of the store for nanny cam devices. A zit-faced teenager with big coke bottle lenses came walking up. His name tag read Elliott.
"Got a nanny problem?"
"Huh?"
"I see you're looking at the stealth cameras, do you have a nanny you want to spy on?" Elliott asked with a disturbing grin.
"No...uh...well yeah now that you mention it."
"We got some great devices, did you have anything specific in mind?"
"I was looking at this smoke alarm camera and microphone, does it work well?"
"It's one of our best sellers...actually we are out of stock on our highest-end model, but this CM200 device is still awesome! It has most of the same functionality as the CM300 with a few less bells and whistles."
"Like what?"
"The top-end model has a remote control and a pause-image mode, but both devices have 1080P HD Color Live Video, HD quality audio, night vision video, motion activation, and can be streamed and/or recorded to multiple devices."
"Not sure if I have any need for those additional features, I think the CM200 should do fine." I pictured watching and listening to Allie with the lights turned down. "How hard is it to install?"
"Piece of cake. After you screw it in, just hook it up to your home Wi-Fi and download the app. It prompts you from there and only takes a few minutes to set up. If you ever want to upgrade to the higher-end model, all you have to do is replace the unit, connect it to your Wi-Fi and accept the upgrade prompt. Either way, you can watch and listen to that worthless nanny bitch as much as you want!" He laughed out loud this time.
I thought to myself how hard it must be to find good help these days. "I...uh...wouldn't call her worthless, but let's just say I want to keep an eye on her."
I paid for it and was soon on my way back to the house. My cock was stiff for the umpteenth time that afternoon, but a small sense of guilt pulsed through my veins. I had just bought a stealth device to spy on my wife for my own voyeuristic desires.
Despite her naughty activities, a good husband would simply have confronted his wife about it and conveyed how excited he was to share this erotic new experience in her life. But while I hoped that would take place eventually, the short-term cunning of my current plan was too exhilarating to pass-up.
A couple of hours later I sat in my master bedroom Lazy-boy chair staring up proudly at the device I had installed in the center of our ceiling. The image of our large king-sized bed and surrounding area displayed clearly on my laptop now sitting in my lap. A feeling of excitement oozed from my pores. I couldn't wait to test it out.
I called Allie at her mom and dad's. "Hey honey, I miss you guys already!" I chimed into my phone with a giddiness in my voice.
I heard her laugh. "Jack Bradshaw, I can tell when you're bullshitting! Don't tell me you're not enjoying every minute of your alone time in your new man cave. Let me guess, you're walking around in just your underwear right now!" I could hear her mom and dad laugh in the background.
"Shit Al, I can't believe you just said that loud enough for your parents to hear."
"They know you too Jack!" This time I heard all three of them laughing.
"Well, you might be surprised, I'm working off a couple of things on that honey-do list of yours." I lied and said, "I hung those pictures you wanted and I installed a smoke alarm in our room!"
"Jack Bradshaw, you surprise me! Maybe I should take the kids to my parents more often. What about the kids' rooms?"
Damn! She had to ask that didn't she?
"Home Depot was really picked over, I...uh got the last one. I'll have to do those after they get some more in stock." The bad-dad guilt was now hitting me hard--I had prioritized the sexual spy cam over the safety of my children.
"Well, I appreciate you doing that, but next time I'd prefer if you prioritized their rooms first!"
"Yeah, you're probably right about that...anyway, how is everything else going?" I asked, attempting to change the subject as fast as possible.
"It's great, my dad took the kids down to the park earlier and me and mom have been working on photo albums. Mom and the kids are going to make cookies in a bit. And then we're gonna get some pizza and watch Home Alone!"
"That sounds like good stuff to do at Grandma and Grandpa's! Any idea what time you guys will be back tomorrow?"
"Probably around 4:00 p.m. There is some hamburger meat in the freezer, can you take it out and have it ready to barbecue burgers for dinner tomorrow night."
"Sure." I answered but for some reason, images of foot-long blackened sausages popped into my brain instead.
"Great, I'll text you when we leave tomorrow. Enjoy your alone time tonight Jack, I love you!"
"I love you too babe. Say hi to your parents and the kids and you guys drive home safely!"
"Will do." She answered and hung up.
I sat there for a moment thinking about my beautiful wife, the conservative mother of our children. THE OWNER OF A BIG BLACK DILDO...
*****
Six hours later
I sat on our bed with my head propped up by pillows and my tablet sitting next to me. The lights were off, but the illumination from the screen cast a bluish glow on me and the surrounding area. My shorts were down around my ankles, and I was jacking off to a hot amateur interracial sex video I had downloaded earlier in the day. The blonde wife was on her hands and knees getting pounded hard from behind by a black dude with a long thick cock. Her cuck husband was doing the filming--the young wife was moaning and grunting as the bull's huge balls slapped off her thighs.
"You love this big ol' black stick don't you?" The man's deep voice challenged.
"Ohhhh...yes...you know I do...please don't stop!"
"Tell him...tell Cucky how much you love it!"
"Ohhhh babe...he fucks me so good...I love his Big Cock!"
The husband behind the camera breathed heavily enough it could be heard through the mic. "I know honey, you look so hot right now!"
"Oh, she's hot alright! Hot and tight and gushing all over my big black dick. She doesn't do that when you fuck her, does she Cucky?" The bull growled, his body covered in sweat.
"N...no...she doesn't. Never like that."
"Do you know why that is?" He grunted, his cock pounding into the thin wife like a hammer.
"Uh...uh...I...don't..."
"Oh fuck cuck, I'll tell you why..."
The sexy wife's head was now down against the mattress while gripping the sheets with both hands. She sounded like a wounded animal.
"...It's because your wife is a BBC slut! She fuckin' loves big black cock! Don't you slut?"
"Uhn...uhn...YES...I...uhn...love it...so much! I'm going to cum all over it again!"
I stroked my cock as fast I had at any point in my life. I imagined it was Allie getting fucked by the black bull as I reached for a towel and barely positioned it in time before a couple of spurts spilled from my dick--most of it landing in the towel, but some on my fingers as my head fell back against the pillows. I gasped for breath as the last couple drops oozed from my dick. Minutes later I was fast asleep.
The next morning after taking a piss, I returned to bed and dialed up the hidden camera video from the night before. I had engaged the feature that prompted the recording to start when at least thirty seconds of continuous movement took place. It worked like a charm. And while my masturbation session hadn't lasted long, it had easily surpassed the minimum requirement.
As the video started, I was amazed at the quality of the low-light imagery on the HD recording. The sound quality was superb too. I heard every grunt, moan, and gasp from the porn video as well as my own labored breathing and guttural groan when I came. The only disturbing part was the less than impressive vision of my skinny-looking six-inch dick in the camera lens. I'd always heard the camera added ten pounds--apparently my dick hadn't gotten the memo!
The day crawled along. I couldn't wait for Allie and the kids to return so I'd be that much closer to the hope of seeing my beautiful wife and her black toy in action. I was scheduled to leave for LA at 7:00 a.m. the following morning and my spy camera was now in place and ready to roll.
The three of them walked in the door just after 4 o'clock. After giving the kids big hugs and kisses, I wrapped my arms around my sexy wife and planted a big wet kiss on her lips. The action caught her partially off-guard, but she didn't push me away.
"We missed you too Jack! Did you find time to scratch anything else off my honey-do list?" She teased with the suspicious smile I loved so much.
"Nah, I watched some football and paid bills and stuff. I did make a great rib-eye and had some good red wine. How was pizza and movie night?"
"Great! My parents spoiled the kids as usual, and we all belly laughed at those two buffoons in Home Alone! So what time do you fly out in the morning?"
"The Uber is picking me up at 6:00 a.m. for my flight to Burbank. I have a lunch meeting down in Pasadena at noon. It's looking more and more likely I may get that contract. If so, I could be spending a lot more time down there for a while."
A pouty look spread across her face. If she was excited for more alone time with her new toy, she didn't show it.
That night I didn't make any attempt for sex, I wanted Allie feeling needy.
*****
My alarm went off early Monday morning. I showered and corralled my suitcase before polishing off a quick espresso. I headed back to our room and sat down on the edge of the bed next to Allie. She woke just enough to wish me a safe and productive week. She looked beautiful even with bedhead and a sleepy gaze on her face. I wondered if I would see her differently after this week. I confirmed I would be home on Friday, and we kissed goodbye. I glanced up and eyed the smoke alarm camera--the little green light was on. My heart pitter-pattered.
*****
As I sat on the plane staring out the window somewhere over Central California, my thoughts were solely on Allie and this crazy new development in my life. There was a part of me that felt guilty about the spy cam, but mostly I was excited at what I might witness on it.
I'm not sure I had ever gone so far as to fantasize about seeing Allie with another man, but without a doubt I had dreamed on numerous occasions about watching her play with herself. I was hopeful I would finally get my wish. I'd never had any luck getting her to do it during sex, but I was finding this new voyeuristic possibility like a drug I couldn't wait to ingest.
I tried my best to lose myself in work throughout the day, but my mind kept returning to the possibilities of what I might experience this week. After work, I stopped to have dinner and a few beers at Buffalo Wild Wings.
After I checked into my hotel, I called Allie. Nothing in our conversation provided a hint that anything was out of the ordinary until she said she was very tired from her trip to her parents' house and had just put the kids to bed and was going to do the same herself when we got off the phone.
I looked at my watch, it read 8:15 p.m.--the kids usually went to bed around 8:30 p.m., but sometimes as late as 9. I didn't say anything except that I hoped to turn in early myself after finishing some work. A feeling of nervous excitement built inside me, but I tempered my thoughts, fully aware it was a shot in the dark that tonight would be the night. But nevertheless, I hoped that whether she broke out her new toy or not, she would at least watch and play to one of her videos.
I followed up on some emails and finished off another beer. Still, my mind was a jumbled mess of emotions.
At 9:09 p.m., my computer pinged notifying me that there was activity on the spy cam. My heart beat quickly wondering what I would see when I clicked on the icon. I turned up the volume on my laptop speaker. Moments later the video camera feed came into focus.
Allie wasn't in the camera's range, but the sheets were pulled back and the lights were turned down low. Moments later my wife entered the frame. She was wearing a short satin babydoll that she often wore on nights she wanted to arouse me. It had that effect at this moment as I felt my cock begin to stiffen. I watched as she spread a towel out on the sheets on her side of the bed. She then reached for one of the throw pillows that typically decorate our bed and placed it to the right of her spot.
What is she doing?
Again, she disappeared from view, but only for a few seconds. When she returned, she had a squarish object in hand, it looked like the laptop, but I didn't want to get my hopes up. She placed it on top of the pillow and flipped the top open. The screen came to life and cast a bluish glow across the bed. Bingo!
My cock sprang like a spring.
I watched breathlessly as Allie opened one of the DVD cases and placed the chrome disc in the open drive. I got up and ran to the bathroom and retrieved a towel of my own. I flipped off the lights and practically ripped my sweatpants off and jumped on top of my hotel bed. My heart beat so hard I could practically hear it.
A few seconds later porn video intro music began to play.
I can't believe this is happening right now!
Allie slid off the bed and moved out of the frame for a third time.
Where the fuck is she going?
Several seconds passed. I couldn't see the video screen from my angle, but the shadowy images against her pillow and the wall behind the bed aligned with the naughty sex sounds I could hear through the spy cam audio.
Moments later Allie moved back into the video screen focus. I practically choked on my tongue. She was holding the unpackaged big black dildo in one hand and a tube of what I assumed was lubrication and a smaller towel in the other.
Oh my God, this is actually happening!
I reached down and squeezed my dick through my boxer briefs. I watched--mesmerized by a scene I never could have imagined in my wildest dreams. Allie slipped into bed and sat up against the bed pillows she'd previously positioned against the headboard. She looked gorgeous in the bluish light. Her blonde hair cascading across the pillows behind her.
The porn audio sound was on some sort of circular intro loop as if waiting for a further command. My beautiful wife wasn't paying attention to the laptop, her focus was 100% lasered on the large dark object she held in her petite fingers. Even in the dim light, the contrast between the large black phallus and her light-skinned digits nearly took my breath away. I noticed her large diamond wedding band, but next to the swollen toy it looked insignificant.
I pulled back the edge of my stretch briefs and fished my dick out of the leg hole. I touched it, but I was already on the edge.
I watched as my wife studied the oversized play toy--the look of astonishment on her face no doubt exceeded even my own. Slowly she moved her hands across the rutted surface--squeezing and judging it for ripeness like she was at the supermarket produce department.
Out of nowhere a breathy gasp escaped her lips. "Sooo Big..."
My hand went back to my cock, but I immediately realized if I did anything more than lightly touch it, I would blow.
Allie brought the dildo closer to her face while her fingers kept up their sensual massage. Her other hand was gripping the testicles, each of which looked like a bisected racquetball. I could see her glazed eyes widen the closer the veiny organ came to her face.
She held it there for several seconds before puckering her lips and allowing a saliva stream to ooze between them onto the oversized head. My wife studied it momentarily before bringing three fingers to the slippery fluid and cautiously smearing it around. Allie pulled her hand away and admired the glistening effect. She spit on it again and followed it up with the same ministrations--this time spreading the silkiness further down the long shaft--her slim fingers up to the task, yet incapable of encircling the dark swollen club.
I could see a look of incredulousness in her eyes, meanwhile an increasing supply of saliva spilled from her mouth. The entire scene would have been arousing enough if I were just watching some hot MILF on a streaming porn site, but knowing it was my wife, made it nearly impossible to control myself.
"Beautiful..." was the only thing she said as she stroked the newly slickened sex toy.
Seconds later, Allie's tongue extended from her mouth as she brought the dildo to her lips. My wife slowly kissed and licked the bloated head. It was cliché to think about, but it really reminded me of a large chocolate lollipop. She pulled it away from her face and studied it as if to see if her actions caused it to swell more. She licked her lips again before bringing it back and planting erotic kisses all around it.
I was beside myself with arousal and she was only just getting started.
Allie took her time licking, kissing, and stroking the dark monster. I couldn't help wondering what was going through her mind. Our kids were just down the hall while she pleasured her new foreboding friend. Moments later she brought it back to her mouth. A questioning look appeared on her face before she opened as wide as possible and pushed the engorged knob between her lips. Only the head disappeared.
I couldn't believe how she looked, mouth completely stuffed with big black cock.
Allie seemed frozen in the process, not really moving, eyes wide. She remained that way for ten seconds or so before finally pulling it from her lips and giggling. "That's going to take more practice..." she muttered before she went back to kissing, licking and massaging it.
Eventually, her tongue grew more adventurous in the process, trailing a pathway along its length and tickling the beach ball sized half-nuts. She latched on to each of them, one at a time--her sexy lips appearing very much up to the task.



I couldn't have choreographed the scene anymore breathtakingly if I directed it myself.
I spoke too soon...
My beautiful wife reached across and pressed a key on her laptop. The change in music acknowledged she had set something new in motion. She stroked her spit-slickened toy as her eyes moved back and forth between it and the video screen. Suddenly, a man's deep voice sounded.
"That's it you married little slut, lick it like I showed you!"
Allie watched, likely trying to gain tips from the wife in the video. She brought the dildo back to her lips and pleasured it with more fervor than before--her lips and tongue working in a blissful dance all along its incomprehensible rutted length while her eyes remained focused on the screen.
"Show me your hot titties!" The black bull instructed. I still couldn't see the screen, but Allie's head turned fully, apparently watching the porn star actress reveal her tits.
"Nice baby!" The deep voice sounded again.
Moments later I watched as my wife's hands moved to the tie of her silky covering. She deftly released it and unhurriedly pulled it open. In the sultriest voice imaginable Allie whispered. "What do you think of these?"
I felt precum ooze from my dick.
My wife's heavy rounds sat beautifully exposed--her perfect nipples stiff as stones. As she peeled back the rest of her sexy ensemble, her G-string panties unveiled themselves too. I recognized the slinky pair, one of my favorites--the little triangle featured a shear window exposing her fuzzy patch.
I wanted so badly to stroke my dick, but I still couldn't risk it.
Allie brought the dark toy to her chest and rubbed it delicately across one stiffened nipple, then the other. "Mmmm...your big cock feels nice on my tits..." she purred.
Tits? Cock? I couldn't remember ever hearing Allie call them by either of those terms. Boobs or breasts typically, never TITS...and certainly not COCK! Mine was always referred to as "thing" or "little guy". Every part of this was so far outside my range of comprehension. And BTW who is she talking too? It's like she's imagining herself being the black porn star's slut!
Ironically, the bull was the next to speak. In his deep commanding voice, he directed. "Wrap those married white titties around my post!"
Allie's eyes shifted back to the screen, her tongue circling her lips--the rippled surface of her dark toy still scraping the pebbled surfaces of her stone nipples.
I watched in complete fascination as she seemingly lost herself in the taboo element of the black man pleasuring another man's white wife with his huge cock. I thought the contrast between her slim white fingers and the black phallus were erotic, but it paled compared to the sublimity of the glistening dark pleasure stick against Allie's ashen tits.
My wife's free hand slowly descended her sleek body until it reached the edge of her silky panties. I moved closer to my computer screen, still in amazement as to what was playing out before me. My wife extended her middle finger and delicately pressed it against her panties right along the bulging impression of her swollen labia beneath the silky fabric.
"Ooooh...uhhhh..." vibrations reverberated from her throat above the sex sounds in the background.
I glanced down to confirm the 'recording' icon was lit on my device--I knew I couldn't deny myself much longer. The scene before me was better than anything I had ever imagined. My gorgeous wife laying nearly nude in our marital bed, touching her pussy with one hand while the other pleasured her stunning tits with a massive black dildo.
Allie's finger moved deftly around the silky surface of her G-string, clearly now having located her ultimate pleasure spot.
While three-hundred miles apart, Allie and I were simultaneously focused on her scintillating efforts. She carefully slipped her fingers inside the panty band, allowing me to view the show through the translucent triangle. A breathless sigh escaped her lips. "Uhhh...mmmm".
Her fingers clearly weren't new to this.
Allie's face glowed in reflection as her gaze returned to the video screen. Her mouth was slightly open and her eyelids were heavy with pleasure. She looked perfect laying on our marital bed--I had to keep reminding myself this was my wife I was watching.
"Mmmm...yeah...give her that big black cock..." Allie purred in the most rapturous voice imaginable.
Every second of this breathtaking scene seemed to improve on the previous one.
She re-gripped the thick rubber stick and dragged it across her swollen nipples before bringing it to her lips and planting wet kisses along the impressive length again.
"It's time for you to meet my kitty..."
That was it for me, my hand barely reached my dick before I erupted all over my stomach. My head fell back as I struggled to catch my breath through erratic gasps and the thumping in my chest.
"Jesus Al, you are the sexiest creature on the planet right now!" I practically shouted between uneven breaths.
My eyes returned to the screen in time to see the dark log descend past her navel in search of its ultimate destination. It's size so daunting it eclipsed all but the strings of her panties from my view. There is no way she can take that whole thing...I thought to myself.
Allie lifted her head so she didn't just feel it touch her pussy for the first time--she watched it too. She was holding it with both hands as the huge head strafed across her mons and bumped against her swollen lips. A pleasure gasp escaped my beautiful wife's mouth as her head sunk into the pillows.
Allie took her time in rubbing it gently between her legs--its size overwhelming and captivating. Despite my recent ejaculation, I could already feel the first tremors of arousal reforming in my balls.
My wife mewed. "Touch me with your big black cock...uhn...mmm..."
On the video the wife was moaning loudly--I could hear body parts slapping together. A deep voice grunted, "You fixin' to cum all over this big black motherfucker again?"
"Oh God yes...fuck me!" The porn actress squealed. "Fuck me with your big black cock--my husband could never make me feel like this!"
"...You aren't the only one." Allie whispered just loud enough that I could hear. She released the dildo with one hand and stretched the band of her tiny panties away from her body. She glided the dark head across her slick pubes and into her private hideaway.
"Ohhh fuucck...Allie moaned as the knobby head met her clit for the first time. I couldn't believe how stretched her panties appeared--the rutted intruder the only thing now visible through the transparent triangle. My gorgeous wife pressed it slowly up and down as pleasure gasps permeated her lips. "Ooooh...God that feels good..."
Allie's far away gaze faded back and forth between the computer screen and her big new companion. One of her hands moved upward and playfully took turns squeezing her ample breast flesh and lightly pinching her swollen nipples.
Moments later Allie whispered. "It's time."
Her thumbs entwined in her panties. She raised her ass off the bed and slid the slick garment down across her hips and sexy thighs, leaving the big black phallus as the only thing remaining in the place I had long considered my private paradise. She used her legs to shimmy the panties the rest of the way until she was completely naked--a stunning sight to behold in the bluish light created by the computer reflection.
It was clear from her movements she had waited long enough. Allie reached for the lubrication tube, but then hesitated. Instead, her fingers slipped through her BBC-obscured pubes and fluttered between her swollen lips. I could actually make out on the audio feed, squishy resonances from her wetness. She played for only a few moments before gripping the thick phallus and bringing it up to where she could see it more clearly. My wife rubbed her slick fingers around the head, quickly engulfing it in her slippery essence.
She tossed the lube aside with a stifled giggle. "Won't be needing that...I'm positively dripping..."
Allie spread her long runner's legs and spun the dildo around before lowering it back between her thighs--this time aiming it like a spear at her eager target. I could hear her sporadic breathing while her heavy tits heaved up and down--an anxiousness I'd never seen from her in anticipation of sex.
I reached down and started stroking my cock again, knowing this was the moment of truth.
To my amazement, the moment of truth didn't last long.
After meticulously strafing the fat head up and down her slit until it dripped with her juices, Allie took a deep breath and pushed until it penetrated her.
My beautiful wife's eyes rolled back, and her head fell against the pillow while a sound I'd never heard escape her lips pierced my speakers. Allie came. It wasn't a huge orgasm, but I'd never seen her cum so fast.
Despite its brevity, I could tell the climax was a wonderful new experience for her. I'm sure the anticipation of what it would feel like to have something so powerful invade her tender pussy had been on Allie's mind since bringing it home from the sex shop nearly two weeks previously. Somehow she had held out until now, but it was clear, it had been worth the wait.
After regaining her breath, Allie slowly started working the veiny black organ deeper. She seemed to be holding her breath as inch after inconceivable inch slowly disappeared inside her--I could see it tugging her labia with it. I suspected her clitoris was on the same joyous ride.
When she finally reached about the halfway point Allie stopped. "Oh fuck that's big..." She whined as she craned her neck and took in the sight of the huge black dildo still mostly exposed. Allie turned towards the computer screen where the white wife was getting the absolute shit fucked out of her.
"How can she take all of it...?"
Just then I heard the black man's voice from the video. "That a girl, show hubby there ain't no end to how much pussy cream that slit can spray on my dick!"
The wife was moaning and begging him to keep fucking her.
That action and the pleasure pulses the thick buzzing phallus applied to every sensitive nerve ending within her stretched tunnel clearly restarted Allie's motor. She unhurriedly began working the fat toy in and out of her obscenely stretched lips. She still was only taking about half the length, but based on the sounds she was making and the welcoming movements of her hips, it was all my wife needed on her maiden BBC voyage.
If I could have heard the thoughts pulsing through Allie's head it would have sounded like this: Oh Jesus...this is even more incredible than I imagined. Thank God that girl talked me into this one! It's not all the way in, but I can feel it everywhere. I don't want this to ever stop...but I can't control it. I'm going to cum on it again...
A milky white frothiness had already formed on the surface of the dildo and an urgency in her movements suggested she was heading towards another release--one that would clearly dwarf the previous one. "Ohhh...oh yeah...mmmm...! So Good...uhn...uhn...uhn...God! Fuuuuccckkkkk!" Allie's hips lifted off the bed and trashed so wildly her hand lost its grip on the dildo. Another guttural screech I'd never heard from her overwhelmed my senses.
My stunning wife came like a fountain.
I had never seen Allie squirt, but her cum gushed around the oversized phallus, soaking it so fast that if I hadn't also heard her cries of ecstasy, I might have wondered if my eyes had deceived me.
My own cum shot from my cock like I had pulled some kind of invisible trigger.
As the moments passed, we both lay there gasping for breath 300 miles apart.
Seeing Allie's post-coital shaking following the intense orgasm was one of the more sublime images I'd ever witnessed. Her stunning body looking like the ultimate female sexual being sprawled nakedly on our marital bed, having just experienced one of the most intense climaxes of her life...one that hadn't come from me, but rather from her big black fuck toy.
I didn't know where any of this was going, but all I could think was, I couldn't wait till the following night...
To be continued...
*****
Keep your eyes out for part 2 soon in the Interracial Love category. Better yet, if you don't already, please follow me and you'll be notified when all my future work publishes. And as I've said before, Literotica authors have only your feedback, follows, and votes to validate our work. I hope you will take a few minutes to do any or all the above.
Cheers,
Fifth
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I sat in the Home Depot parking lot staring out at God knows what—my mind completely unfocused. I came looking for materials to cross more items off Allie's honey-do list. But like every other day these past few weeks, my focus remained on what I'd experienced via my master bedroom spy camera. To my ongoing disbelief, I had watched my formerly conservative wife get-off time and again with her new big black dildo while watching interracial porn.
The entire experience still numbed my brain.
I'd always wanted to experience a kinkier side to Allie. But this? Interracial porn? A huge black dildo? I closed my eyes tightly, picturing her humping and gasping as the thick rutted phallus brought her the most intense orgasm's I had ever seen her experience. These past few weeks had been some of the most memorable of my life.
Now my cock was rock hard in my pants again.
What's wrong with me? My gorgeous wife is cheating on me with a black monster toy that dwarfs my manhood, and I can't stop wanting to see more?
I shook my head to clear it. I couldn't go into the store like this. I sat there for several minutes focusing on my fantasy football lineup. Eventually my dick softened to the point I could safely exit the car and make my way inside.
After shopping for a couple of minutes, I realized the two cups of coffee I'd consumed that morning were racing right through me. I made my way to the back of the store and entered the men's room. I was standing at the urinal relieving myself when I heard the deep voice of another man entering the john while talking on his cell phone.
He saddled up next to me and told whoever he was talking to, to hang on a minute. I was only mildly paying attention as he shoved his phone in his pocket. He released his fly and seconds later a large dark object entered my peripheral vision. I didn't glance that way until I heard a stream of fluid that sounded like a firehose being released. Now, I couldn't help from looking over just as the man pulled his phone back out from his pocket.
"Sorry about that Teek, just relieving the serpent! Where were we?"
My eyes practically bugged out of my head as I witnessed the source of the powerful release. The black man standing next to me aimed a long fat black cock towards the white porcelain urine receptacle.
Piss blasted from it in a stream that was close to a half-inch in diameter at a force that filled the lower section of the bowl in only a few seconds. My own meager stream dissipated quickly—I gave myself a brief shake, but my stealthy stare never left the vision to my left. When I finally buttoned up and made my way to the sink, I heard the man laugh loudly before he spoke.
"C'mon Teek, you know better. Of course she loved it, they all do—another satisfied customer!"
I dried my hands and made my way towards the door. I heard him make one final comment to whoever Teek was. "Shit, if she had the money, she'd want me to remodel the whole damn house!"
I left the bathroom trying to digest what I'd just experienced. I couldn't get the image of the black man's huge cock out of my head. Fuck, that thing was massive! Seconds later, the thoughts of Allie's BBC masturbation merged with the image I'd just witnessed.
I glanced around the store trying to recall why I came in the first place. I shopped for another twenty minutes, but I couldn't totally shake what I'd witnessed in the men's room. I paid for my stuff and headed out to my car.
In an effort to clear my head, I removed one of the items I purchased from the bag and began reading the installation instructions. After a few minutes, I was satisfied it was something I could handle. But just as I was about to start the car, I looked up and saw the man who I'd seen in the bathroom walking through the parking lot right in front of me.
He looked like he was in his mid-fifties, but he obviously took care of himself. He was tall, I'd say 6'-3" and barrel chested and although he had the first signs of gray in his sideburns and goatee, he looked healthy for his age. Sadly, my eyes were drawn to his crotch. I didn't have a gay bone in my body, but I guess I was trying to somehow validate what I'd seen in the restroom.
He was pushing an orange cart loaded with some type of millwork out to a large pick-up truck. He began to load it on a lumber rack over the bed. The words R.E. Johnson Construction were painted on the door. On the rear quarter panel, the phrase, Home Remodels and Additions Are Our Specialty was painted in the same forest green-colored cursive font. On the tailgate a bulleted group of services were listed: Kitchens, Bathrooms, Windows, Doors, Trim, Decks, Arbors, Garages, etc.
I watched as he expertly fastened the trim board onto the rack and hung a red flag off the back. When he finished and was making his way back to the cab, I exited my Tesla and crossed the parking aisle quickly. Just as he opened the door and started to climb inside, I came up from behind.
"Hey there, sorry to catch you off guard, but I noticed on your truck that you do remodeling work."
The black man turned in my direction with a semi-irritated gaze. "Yeah, but to tell you the truth, I'm pretty booked up. There's plenty of good contractors around. What were you wanting to have done?"
His question caught me off guard and for some reason a disturbing thought entered my mind...my wife by your big black cock!
"Well, we...uh...my wife and I had some architectural plans drawn up prior to Covid for extensive remodeling work...but we put things on the backburner due to the pandemic. I was thinking now we might get started with the bathrooms and some other odds and ends before tackling the bigger stuff."
My muddled brain immediately questioned whether I had subconsciously chosen those words while thinking back to what I'd seen in the restroom.
The initial standoffishness waned from his face before he smiled and extended his hand. I reached out and mine was quickly engulfed by the largest, roughest, power grip I had ever felt. For some reason, the thought of shaking hands with a gorilla entered my mind.
"Mr. uh..."
"...Bradshaw...Jack Bradshaw." I answered distractedly.
His eyes brightened and he flashed a comforting grin. His teeth were the straightest, whitest set I had ever seen.
"Mr. Bradshaw, I'm Robert Johnson Jr., it's nice to meet you. I didn't mean to sound uninterested, but I get approached by a lot of tire-kickers at places like this. But truthfully, my backlog is several months long, but I'll give you one of my cards in case you're interested in waiting."
He reached into a slot in his dash, plucked out a business card, and handed it to me. I noticed he wasn't wearing a wedding ring.
"Tell you what...uh...Jack, send me a text or email and then I'll have your contact information in case something opens up."
I thanked him for his consideration and confirmed I would contact him virtually before making my way back to my car. I watched and listened as his big diesel engine revved, and he pulled out and drove away. As he did so, the passenger side of the truck was exposed to me for the first time. On the rear quarter panel the phrase, Happy Wife, Happy Life was printed in the same green paint.
I was partially disappointed he was unavailable, but the other side of me was relieved. What the fuck was I thinking? Was I really considering hiring a black man with a huge cock to do construction work at my house in hopes of bringing him in close proximity to my black dildo/interracial sex loving wife?
*****
Later that night, I was standing out at my barbecue with my third IPA of the evening in the palm of my hand. The scintillating aroma of grilling tri-tip wafted from my Weber, but my focus wasn't entirely on that. I couldn't stop peering through the window at my gorgeous wife. Allie's sandy blonde hair was pulled into a ponytail, and she wore only a tank top and loose-fitting cotton shorts. My eyes were drunkenly drawn to the exposed cleavage of her rounded tits and spectacular runner's legs.
My amazing wife moved around the room with the grace of a dancer. She was alternating between prepping the sides, playing with our Australian Shepherd Zeke, and dancing to one of our favorite American reggae-rock bands, Stick Figure. I loved the way her hips moved when she danced—she had an innate sexiness, almost stripper-like, when she swayed to music.
How did I ever get this amazing woman to marry me?
I reached into my pocket to retrieve my phone. I wanted to capture a video of her doing the very things that made me love her so much. But instead, my fingers connected with a rectangular shaped thick paper object. I pulled it from my shorts and recognized it as the contractor's business card. I studied it for nearly a minute.
I peered back through the window at Allie. Thoughts of all the inconceivable things I'd seen her do with her black dildo came flooding back as I now watched her play with the kids—they had returned to the family room when their movie ended. The three of them were now all laughing hysterically while playing keep away from Zeke and his favorite stuffed animal.
Despite watching the three people I loved more than anything in the world, my convoluted brain questioned: Could I really hire a black man to work in our house knowing the possibilities of what might transpire?
Twenty minutes later over dinner I said to her, "Hey babe, I was thinking we should get serious again about doing the work on the house."
Allie lit up. "Are you serious? Is now a good time?"
"Yeah, obviously our pandemic concerns are long gone, and my bonus was just deposited last week! I don't think there's been a better time since we originally tried."
"I'm certainly not going to argue, you know how excited I am to finally get going again!"
"Yeah, as a matter of fact I met a contractor at Home Depot today who specializes in the kind of stuff we want to do. He seemed like a good guy, but he's pretty busy. But he said we are definitely more apt to find someone to do the work sooner having the plans done and the permit already pulled and only on a temporary hold. Anyway, I got one of his cards—I'm going to text him tomorrow."
"That's good, I'm sure there are lots of qualified contractors out there, but finding someone who can do it sooner than later could be a challenge regardless of those other things. Was there anything special about this guy?"
I thought to myself, special? Well, he has a huge black cock!
"Um, I don't know, he was friendly enough and seems to have done a lot of work around this area. I didn't get a chance to do any further follow-up on him yet, but I plan to this week."
"Older or younger?"
"I would guess early to mid-fifties." I purposely didn't say anything about him being black.
"That's probably good, hopefully he'll be more reliable that way. I'll ask around to some of my friends for recommendations or if they know anything about him. What's his name?"
I pulled his card from my pocket and pushed it across the table.
"Hmm...R.E. Johnson Construction. Doesn't ring a bell."
I bet he'd ring your bell! My devious mind surmised.
Three hours later with the kids tucked into bed, Allie and I sat out on the deck working on the remnants of a bottle of cabernet I had cracked with dinner. After the beers and now the wine, I was feeling no pain, and I could tell by her playful giggling, my beautiful wife wasn't either. She had been in a great mood since I mentioned doing the work on the house again.
Allie had that look in her eye that told me I was almost assuredly going to get some tonight. And although the old cliched phrase, A bird in the hand is better than two in the bush rattled through my mind, perhaps due to my inebriated condition and my new hero status, I took the chance of edging her to see if I could draw something more provocative out of her tonight.
"What do you say we head off to bed? I was thinking it might be kind of fun to order a pay-per-view movie tonight!" A hopeful grin spread across my face in the process.
She returned it with a playfully distrusting gaze. "Pay-per-view? What are you talking about Jack?"
"I was thinking about tuning to one of those channels in the upper 500's—the one's we never watch."
"Upper 500's? She questioned before a look of realization formed on her face. "Jack Bradshaw! In case you forgot, we have kids in this house!"
"That's why we have a lock on our door babe!" I responded while thinking to myself about the hypocrisy of what she'd said. She had been watching porn and banging herself with her big dildo for a few weeks while the kids were just down the hall.
"You're bad..." She giggled. "We haven't watched one of those movies in years..."
Again, I couldn't believe she just said what she said. "I know, which is all the more reason we should do it tonight!"
"You're serious, aren't you?"
"Of course I am! C'mon it'll be fun!"
"We'll see..." she finally answered in a playful tone suggesting she might actually do it.
Twenty minutes later I lay in bed with the TV remote in hand. Allie was still in the bathroom getting ready to join me. I scrolled through the porn options with one hand while my other found my dick for an occasional pull. Allie hadn't signed-off on the fuck flick, but she also hadn't fought it since her original questioning.
As I scrolled through my options, I didn't want to be too obvious in my choice. I wanted to find something that included a hung black actor but wasn't entirely interracial. I started to panic as I knew Allie would be joining me soon and I still hadn't found exactly what I was looking for. Luckily, I found it just in time.
The sliding door to our bathroom opened and my gorgeous wife exited in one of her sexiest baby dolls.
If I wasn't totally hard before, I was like steel now. The sight of her stunning body in the bluish light cast from the TV immediately brought me back to the mouthwatering images I'd watched on my spy cam over these past few weeks.
"Oh my god Al, you look amazing..." I uttered.
She giggled. "I think your decision to open that bottle of wine is going to work in your favor tonight Jack!"
"I'll open one every night if this is the payoff!" I answered excitedly as I pulled the covers back and watched as she slipped sexily in next to me.
"You did it didn't you?" She asked in a playful tone.
"Did what?" I answered, playing dumb.
"You know Jack. You ordered one of those dirty movies didn't you?"
"Guilty as charged." I chuckled proudly.
"Is the door locked?"
"Yep, it's just you and me Mrs. Bradshaw!" Excitement rising in my voice.
"What made you think of doing this tonight?"
"You! I was thinking it would be fun to add a little something to our...you know...time in bed. And...uh...watching this stuff on the road by myself just isn't as much fun."
"Jack! You watch porn when you're traveling?"
"C'mon Al, a man has urges and unfortunately I'm away from you far too much!"
She gave me a suspicious, yet playful gaze. "How often?"
"Occasionally..." I lied, responding vaguely, wanting to get the focus back on the current situation. "But like I said, I'm looking a lot more forward to watching it with you!"
She smiled coyly. "Good answer Jack."
I thought to myself how surreal this situation was—here she was giving me the third degree about watching porn on the road after what she had been up to.
I kissed her wet lips.
We were soon tangled in the most sensual embrace we'd been in in months. My hands found her full tits, her nipples already hard as diamonds. I'd seen them that way so many times over past couple of weeks, but this time it wasn't due to her anticipation of her big black toy—but I couldn't help but suspect the prospect of porn was having an impact.
"Damn babe, I can't believe how amazing your breasts are after two kids. They're bigger and just as firm as when we dated back in college." I groaned as my hands roamed her luscious chest.
"Mmmm...that feels good honey." She purred before biting my earlobe. Then she whispered as she reached down and grabbed my cock, "Did you find something for us to watch?"
Only a month previously, I would have been blown away that she would ask that question in anticipation. But after the amount of porn she'd digested since, it didn't surprise me...it fucking turned me on.
"I'm not the only one looking forward to this, am I?"
She stuck her tongue in my ear and breathed sexily. "We'll see."
Moments later the first scene appeared on our bedroom flat screen. A perky brunette managers assistant and a larger-than-average Caucasian boss were in an office setting.
"That a girl, you'll get that raise yet, suck that cock like the slut you are!" The manager growled. "You know how much more you love it than your husband's little prick, don't you!"
The pretty young wife pulled it from her lips and spit on it. "God Bill, I couldn't wait to get here this morning. Jeff wanted it this weekend, but I told him I was too tired. I wanted to save myself for this!" She stroked his wet dick while staring up into his bulging eyes.
"Well as you know, I'm not travelling this week. You can get it every day if you want!"
Allie had turned and watched while still stroking my dick. "This guy can't act at all..." She laughed.
"I don't think they're paying him to act Al. If I had a cock like that, I'd make porn films too!"
While bigger than me, I knew the guy wasn't near as impressive as the black bulls from Allie's porn DVD's and wanted to hear what her response would be.
Allie laughed as she stroked my cock more urgently. "He isn't much bigger than you Jack, but I think there's more to it than just size. I think you'd struggle with the stamina Mr. porn man."
"Wait what? Stamina? I think I could handle that part..." I lied, knowing she was right.
Again she giggled. "Wanna bet?"
Before I could respond, she sunk down and took my cock in her mouth. It had been my last birthday since my beautiful wife had gone down on me.
"Oh my God Al, that feels amazing!"
"Mmmm..." she groaned while taking most of me between her lips and tickling my balls with her fingernails.
I couldn't have been more stoked with my decision to test her tonight. I weaved my hands in her hair and watched as her lips engulfed me again and again. On the screen, the married manager's assistant was doing the same to her endowed boss.
I quickly noticed an exuberance in Allie's fellatio I'd never felt before. It was apparent that the cock sucking she'd watched in the interracial porn videos had impacted her enthusiasm and capabilities.
"If you keep that up babe, I'm not going to last long!" I groaned.
She pulled my dick from her lips. "What about that legendary stamina Jack?"
I laughed. "I...uh...yeah..."
Then she blew my mind when she slipped the babydoll strings from her shoulders and released her amazing breasts. Allie squeezed her heavy C-cups around me causing my dick to disappear in the heavenly confines.
"Oh Al, fuck that feels good."
Just then we both heard the porn actor announce, "I'm gonna cum all over your fucking face!"
We turned just as several spurts spewed from his cock onto to the extended tongue and chin of the dark-haired cheating wife.



Allie turned to face me. "That isn't going to happen Jack...maybe on my boobs, but not in your wildest dreams on my face or in my mouth."
My thoughts turned to several situations I'd watched and listened to over the past few weeks when my formerly innocent wife encouraged white porn chicks to "Swallow his black seed" or "Take his BBC jizz down your throat".
I bit my tongue. While I was on the edge of release, I knew the interracial scene was next and I didn't want to distract her with my ejaculation.
I laughed. "C'mon Al, I haven't forgotten who I'm married to. But that can wait, I want to return the favor first." I nudged her aside and flipped our positions. She was now lying on her back. I climbed between her legs just as the video scene changed.
I pushed her thighs apart and took in the sexy sight of her. Allie has one of those perfect pussies, demure, but highlighted by soft dangling lips. A small patch of dark lady fur curled a half-inch above her inverted wishbone.
At that moment, the entire entity glistened in the low light cast by the television screen.
Her breathy voice sounded as my tongue found its way home. "Mmmm...Jack...feels good." Her slender fingers weaved in my hair.
I peered up to see her heavy eyes staring languidly towards the ceiling. Her little fingers had moved up her flat tummy and were now softly tugging on her swollen nipples.
On the screen behind me I could hear the voice of Karla Kush, one of my favorite adult actresses talking to someone on the phone. I knew the scene, I'd watched it a bunch of times. The pretty blonde was playing the part of a masseuse waiting for one of her clients to arrive. She acknowledged an attraction to him on the phone and then told her friend he was black.
I watched as Allie's head dipped and her eyes now interestedly spied the television screen.
I set about eating my wife's succulent slit as the porn scene intensified. Without having to turn and look, I knew the blonde masseuse and the black bull had progressed to a hot sixty-nine. Allie's finger ministrations and pleasure sighs confirmed she was enjoying every bit of what she was feeling and watching.
I purposefully disengaged and turned towards the screen. I grunted, "Oh shit, that dude has a huge black cock!"
I felt Allie's grip tighten against my head. Her eyes were still focused on the screen, but she didn't acknowledge my statement.
"Damn honey, I didn't know there was...uh...interracial stuff on here. Do you want me to find something else?" I questioned, wanting to put her on the spot, but suspecting what her answer would be.
"Hmm...no...no...uh...it's fine...I guess...mmm...keep doing that Jack." She gasped as my tongue reconnected with her juicy clit.
Allie's hips began making subtle rolling motions against my face. My mouth was soon dripping in her wetness. From the sounds I could hear behind me and my recollection of the scene, I knew the black bull was now splitting hot little Karla in two with his hammer cock. I recalled the stiffness of her pokey nipples causing me to gaze up at my wife's heavenly set. As hot as the sexy porn actresses' perky little tits were in my mind, they didn't hold a candle to Allie's spherical C-cups.
My wife's fingers moved hesitantly from my head back to her rounded mounds. I had rarely seen her play with them, but within seconds her little digits were re-tweaking her rock-hard nubs.
"Mmmm Jack...that feels so good..." Allie uttered breathlessly as she delicately pushed her pussy against my face.
"You taste amazing babe." I grunted before pushing her further. "Who's enjoying this more, you or that blonde?"
"Mmmm...I...don't...mmm...don't stop Jack."
"C'mon Al, you're only getting my tongue, that blonde is getting that huge black thing. It's got to be her, right?"
"Ohhhh...I don't...um know...mmm...yeah. I just know I'm very happy right now." She gasped, her eyes focused on the screen behind me.
My tongue was like a whirling dervish against her swollen bump. Allie was now pushing her pussy more forcefully against my face, rotating her hips, and begging for more.
I pulled away and uttered between breaths, "I would love to watch you get it from a huge cock like that Al!"
My comment caught her by surprise. It took her a moment, but she answered, clearly stunned. "Jack...no! Why...why would you say that...?"
But, despite her questioning, her pussy didn't stop gyrating against my mouth.
"You're so beautiful. I'd just love to watch. And I know you'd love it!"
Her eyes remained glued to the screen. Her next response was more distant. "Jack...that...that's crazy."
I knew my actions and the interracial porn were breaking down her resistance as visions of what I'd watched through our bedroom spy-cam circled my brain. Suddenly, my thoughts were interrupted by her gasping voice.
"Are...are...you serious Jack, you would really want to see that...wouldn't that upset you...?"
This was the response I was waiting for.
"I...I...it's a fantasy Al. I think seeing you with a hung black guy would be so hot! I'd love to watch you get off on it."
Allie's fingers gripped my head more aggressively while her hips kept moving.
"Wait Jack, now you're saying a black guy. Not just a guy with a big...you know...thing? You're obviously not serious?"
"Oh, did I say black guy? Yeah, I guess I did...well I will admit it looks pretty hot with his black skin against that girl's white body..."
I could hear Karla Kush moaning and begging the black bull to fuck her deeper. Despite our back and forth, Allie's eyes remained fixed on the screen. I buried my face back into her dripping slit and vacuumed her slippery button.
This time, driven from the wine, visual stimulation, or the pleasure from my oral ministrations, she didn't hold back. "I...I...oh God Jack, yes just like that! Yes, right there...mmm...feels good...so good...yeah. Don't stop...uhn..."
I knew this was also the point when Karla Kush was nearing her first squirting climax.
"Are you going to cum Al?"
"Mmmm...yesss Jack...it feels sooo good...uhn...uhn...keep going."
"Al...you're so hot! Cum all over that big black cock!"
Her fingernails ground against my scalp and her hips shook wildly. "Yes Jack...mmm...so good...don't stop...uhn...uhn...uhn...ohhhhh...uhhhhh...fuhhhhh..."
For the first time in ten years of marriage, a wave of my wife's pussy juice squirted across my face and down my chin as her sinewy thighs vice-gripped both sides of my head. Ever since her black dildo had entered our lives, my wife had become a squirter.
I felt a spurt of my own cum leak from my dick.
Allie was still twitching and shaking as I kissed my way up her flat stomach, tonguing both spiked nipples before reaching the smooth skin of her lithe neck. Her eyes were closed, and her breathing remained heavy and strained.
I nibbled and kissed along the supple surfaces below her chin. "Damn Al, that was amazing. I know I'm not bad, but I've never seen you react like that. What got you so hot?"
She didn't answer immediately but continued to rub her fingers through my hair. "Oh Jack, I don't know...I guess it was everything. The wine, your wonderful tongue, and I guess...the video too..." She finally replied, subtle embarrassment evident in her voice.
"I loved it. I think we should do this a lot more often." I answered, stating the obvious.
My wife gripped my head again and giggled softly. "Of course you do Jack Bradshaw, but I would be a hypocrite if I didn't agree."
She never made mention of my encouragement for her to "Cum all over that big black cock" before her lids got heavy, and she dozed off to sleep.
As she lay sleeping contentedly next to me, I stroked my dick while contemplating all that had taken place these past few weeks. As my balls began to tingle, an image of the black contractor taking my sexy wife hard from behind morphed into my thoughts. I creamed on my stomach, trying my very best to keep from making a sound. Allie stirred momentarily before she rolled away from me. I did a haphazard cleanup with the excess bedding before drifting off for the night.
My final thought before sleep was imagining what might lay in store for us in the coming weeks.
*****
Two days later I was on a flight back to Southern California, excited again to see if Allie would use my absence as an opportunity to play.
But despite my hopefulness, Monday and Tuesday nights came with no activity. I found myself completely disheartened that she'd simply slipped under the covers and gone to sleep both nights.
And while we'd obviously talked several times since my departure, I didn't want to leave it up to chance on Wednesday night. After putting the kids down, I watched on the spy camera feed as she slipped into bed and pulled out a book to read. I muted the sound on the computer video and called her.
I watched as the phone ring startled her at first before she reached across and picked it up from her nightstand.
"Hey, whatcha doin?" I asked.
"Oh, just sitting here in bed reading, how bout you?"
"Well...uh...I'm thinking about you. Actually, I'm thinking about last weekend."
"Oh...and what are you thinking about exactly Mr. Bradshaw?" She laughed, a suspiciously knowing tone in her sweet voice.
"I...uh...was remembering how amazing it was to make love to you while watching that...um...video."
"Of course that's what you were thinking about Jack!" This time she busted up.
"What's so funny about it? You clearly liked it too."
Allie was quiet for a moment before she answered. "Yes Jack, it was fun, but why are you thinking about it now? You're down there and I'm up here."
"I...I don't know. I thought maybe we could...uh...have some phone sex or something?"
Allie giggled again before answering in a naughty tone. "Maybe we could watch another video when you're home this weekend. But right now, I'm pretty tired."
"Okay, I'm going to hold you to that!" I answered, feigning disappointment.
"Of course you are, my constantly horny husband! Hey, but speaking of that, we never talked about those things you said while we were...um...making love."
"What things?" I asked, already knowing what she was referring to but wanting her to have to say it.
"When you said it excited you to think about me with another guy...A guy with a big...um...you know...dick."
"Oh that...I don't know Al, we all have our fantasies I guess. But I would be lying if it didn't turn me on to think about how you would look being totally pleasured by a you know...hung dude."
"Jack! When have I ever given you the impression that is something I desire?"
Every time you impale yourself on that black monster! I thought to myself.
"You haven't Allie, but it's still a fantasy of mine. And I have to say, there was something about that video with the blonde and that black guy that was especially hot! I have to guiltily admit, I was picturing that being you with him!"
She was quiet for several seconds before she finally spoke. "Really Jack? That was arousing to you?"
My heart was beating fast now. "Yeah, I'm not sure why, but there was something about the contrast between the girl's white skin and his muscled black body and his huge...uh...cock. I thought it was hot—the taboo element making it more so I guess. What...uh...what did you think?"
Allie hesitated again, but I watched as her hand moved slowly down her body until it was between her legs. "I...I guess I'm more color blind than you Jack. I agree it was an arousing encounter, but I didn't really consider the black and white aspect."
I knew she was lying, but before I could say anything she continued. "So let me get this straight, if the two of us were say up in Tahoe for the weekend and some cute guy hit on me at the beach or at that bar we like, you're saying you would be okay if we took him back to our room?"
My cock was now hard as fuck. I couldn't believe we were having this conversation. And it was even more arousing that Allie was slowly rubbing her pussy while asking.
"It depends."
"Depends on what?" I could sense an eagerness in her voice.
"Is he white or black?"
"JACK! Why would you...?" She paused. "What...what if he was black?"
Her response stunned me. I was trying to decide how to answer when she spoke again.
"Actually don't answer that Jack! This is crazy we are even having this conversation, it's not like it would ever happen anyway!"
"But Al..."
"Enough! Good night Jack. I love you!"
"Good night sweetheart. I love you too!" I capitulated, not wanting to push things any further, but confident I had baited the hook.
Sure enough after we hung up, she immediately climbed out from under the covers wearing a little nightgown and departed from view.
A couple of minutes later, Allie returned into the view of the spy cam. She was still dressed in the nighty, but her hands were no longer empty—she had a tube of lubricant in one and nine inches of Chocolate Decadence in the other. My cock hadn't softened, but it immediately sprang back to attention almost as fast as the video images traveled through the ether from Northern to Southern California.
Allie spread her customary towel on the bed before leaning to her left and removing the laptop from her nightstand.
Suddenly, she froze for a moment and listened for a sound that was almost assuredly one of the kids. Apparently finally comfortable with the situation, she opened the computer and inserted a disk. The bluish glow cast a heavenly luminance on my sexy wife.
I reached down and stroked myself.
Allie lifted her ass off the mattress and shimmied the nighty upward exposing her toned thighs and silky panties. With her gown now bunched around her waist, she reached down between her legs and swept a couple of fingers along her bulging labia. A quiet gasp escaped her lips. I watched in stunned silence as for the next several minutes she seemed to be teasing herself—not allowing her wandering fingers access inside the band of skimpy panties.
Allie didn't seem to mind however—my wife's slender fingers knew exactly what to do. She rubbed herself in little circles. With her knees spread wide, it didn't take long before I could see a small patch of wetness forming on the surface of the garment. Allie reached for the hem of her nightgown, pulled it over her head, and tossed it onto my side of the bed. She now lay on our bed completely naked except for the slickened fabric covering her bulging camel toe.
From my birds eye view, my wife's stunning body looked like that of a centerfold. I still couldn't believe I was seeing her this way.
Her next move blew my mind.
Allie brought the fingers that had instigated the slickness on her panties to her mouth and extended her tongue. Time stood still as she softly inhaled and licked along the smooth surfaces, no doubt savoring the same sweet scent I had dined on the previous weekend.
I could hear feint sounds of satisfaction coming from her throat before her hand moved to her chest. It looked so small against the background of her full tits. My beautiful wife captured a pokey nipple between her slick digits and tugged ever so delicately. Moments later she did the same to the other. "Mmmm..."
My dick was so hard it hurt.
It was clear to me, Allie's foreplay ritual and the advancing video were clearly lighting her fire in anticipation for what was next.
She reached for the thick rubber branch and held it up in front of her. Her eyes widened as she stared at it. "Mmmm...I missed you..." she purred.
Allie brought it to her lips and lovingly kissed around the head before running her tongue slowly down the underside. Quiet sounds of adoration and desire reverberated from her lips and throat. When she finally reached the bottom I heard her whisper, "Thank you Hannah..."
I muttered my own conflicted comment to Allie's friend.
Allie quickly set the dildo aside and gripped the stretchy bands of her G-string and seconds later it was on the floor. I peered at her cute little muff, poised island-like a half-inch above her puffy folds. Her fingers were soon tangled in the small patch, playfully tugging and rubbing, no doubt teasing her sensitive mons before carrying on to her true treasure.
Her full breasts looked so good pressed together between her descended arms. Allie's productive time in the gym contributed to the visual that was now before me. In the shadowy light, I could see the subtle muscles in her long limbs as they extended down her flat tummy. The sleekness of her body made her healthy breasts look even bigger and more pronounced than normal.
For the next few minutes, I watched in awe as the fingers from both hands did a scintillating dance between her legs. It wasn't long before I could see a glazed slickness on her skilled digits.
"Mmmm...time for the main course..." Allie mewed before reaching for her dildo. As I'd witnessed previously, before she reintroduced it to its ultimate destination, she brushed the rutted surface across her nipples.
"You like these tits...?" She questioned in a sexy whisper.
My wife squeezed a large dollop of the lube on the flared head and spread it around. "Mmmm...not sure I even need this...the thought of you has me soaked." Allie admitted to the veiny pleasure tool.
I sat with my mouth agape. Each one of these voyeuristic encounters felt better than the previous one.
I dropped my shorts and lightly rubbed my dick. Watching and listening to my beautiful naked wife play with her black bulging toy again was literally one of the most arousing things I have ever witnessed.
It would only get better.
Allie adjusted the control, and my ears detected a new low humming sound. Like the strafing of her nipples, I had also come to learn Allie loved to drag the rubbery surface across her mons before taking the dildo deeply. Her head fell back as the fat pleasure cylinder glazed a slick trail through her pubes before bumping against her puffy labia.
"Uhn...yeah...I'm so horny...time for something good."
I practically swallowed my tongue.
Allie pushed a key on her laptop and lined the eager dildo up with her opening. My mouth nearly went dry as I watched her spread her legs and rub the bulging head through the private place that up until a few weeks previously, only my cock had been in in the past decade.
I gazed down at my own stiff dick and was immediately taken with the contrast in size and color.
As if on cue, I heard Allie's breathy voice, "Mmmm...so big and black. I think my husband would like to watch you fuck me..."
But before I could process Allie's words, I heard a deep voice from the computer speaker. "Mrs. Johnson, your husband told us to arrive at 10, me and my boy Nate are here to move your shit...I mean stuff."
"Sure, come in, I was just getting ready to go lay out by the pool..." A female voice answered.
Allie's head turned languidly in the direction of the screen. "Oh my...two?"
Her attention returned to the chocolate-colored object between her legs. "I've waited long enough..." she muttered before pushing on the swollen dome until it popped inside.
"Ohhhh Jesus..."
I wanted so bad to stroke my cock, but I knew I wouldn't last ten seconds. So for the next several minutes I watched and listened as my formerly innocent wife impaled herself with the swollen toy that only weeks before, I never would have believed she could handle.
The chorus of pleasure sounds grew in intensity with each bulging inch that disappeared between her insanely stretched lips.
"Uhhh...yeah...mmmm...so good..."
"Touching me...everywhere...uhn...yeah..."
"Ohhh...mmpphh...deep...so deep...mmmm."
I was beside myself. I was watching something I never dreamed possible and then the same man's authoritative voice bounded from the computer and interrupted my thoughts.



"You're a married little slut, aren't you? The only thing you like better than BBC is two of them, huh? You going to cum all over my bro Nate's big fat black cock?"
Before the porn actress could answer, Allie's grunting response sounded. "YES...YES...I'm going to! I love it! Uhhnnnn...yeah...fuck meee."
Allie guided the dildo with one hand while the fingers from her other found her clit and blurred across it at a pace the bandwidth of the nanny camera could barely capture.
My hand barely made it to my dick before I witnessed my wife's squirting orgasm splatter wildly around the dark veiny fuck stick. My own release spewed instantaneously on the carpet at my feet.
As it turned out, that wasn't the only toe-curling orgasm Allie received from her black toy that night. I watched as for the next hour, the dark alpha and the Oreo sex video, led my beautiful wife on a blissful ride to interracial nirvana. With her words lauding its brilliance and each grunting and gasping orgasm, it was clear she was experiencing a sexual evolution.
For the first time, over these past few weeks it was clear by her actions and reactions, a sexual change was occurring within her. Prioritizing the acquisition of porn and a huge black dildo from a seedy sex shop was a noticeable big step. And then to watch and listen to how those things affected her, it was clear she was becoming sexually needy.
*****
Two days later—early Friday evening. I was back in town.
I waited at the table, my stomach in knots. I wiped my hands on my napkin for the third time, perspiration was dripping from my palms. I rehearsed again what I was going to say—I couldn't remember ever being more anxious, even in the most stressful presentations I'd ever made at work.
To my surprise, I had received a return text from Robert Johnson the previous morning saying he would be happy to sit down and talk.
Moments later I saw him walk in the door. He was on his phone, but he glanced around until he noticed my waving arm. Robert strode coolly in my direction. He looked a little more imposing than I remembered from the first time we met. He removed his silver-shaded sunglasses just before he reached me.
The black man pointed to his phone to let me know he was on a call.
I heard him say, "Well Brian, I'm sorry to hear you have to put things on hold, but you know how to reach me when you're ready."
He hung up and extended a hand in my direction. We shook and I was immediately reminded of the Gorilla analogy that crossed my mind the last time we met.
"This doesn't look like a bad place, I haven't darkened this doorway before." Robert acknowledged in a friendly tone.
"Yeah, me and some of my buddies come here for beers once in a while. What can I get you?" I asked, nerves still on edge despite his comforting demeanor.
"What are you having?"
"An uh IPA...Lagunitas."
"That sounds good, I'll have one of those."
I waved the server over and ordered one for him and another for myself.
"So...uh...Jack, I don't normally do this kind of thing with potential clients, but you seemed like a nice enough guy when we met at Home Depot, so I figured What the hell. Besides I rarely say no to a free beer!" He chuckled.
"I appreciate you meeting with me Robert. Me and Allie, my wife, have done lots of homework on the quality work you do and while your bid was a bit higher than the others, we'd really like for you to be our contractor!"
"Well, as I told you before, I have quite a few irons in the fire, but you may have heard as I walked in, another client is having to put his project on the backburner—it seems his company stock options just went in the shitter and he's putting the job on hold for a while."
"That's great news!" I blurted without thinking about his other customer's misfortune.
He raised an eyebrow.
"I...I...uh mean, it's too bad about his stock plunge, but does that possibly free you up to take on another client sooner than later?"
"Possibly. But I am still quite discerning about who I do work for. Please don't take this the wrong way Jack, but why should I prioritize working for you over other potential clients?"
I had already rehearsed my sales pitch and felt more confident after already sucking down a 7% abv beer.
"Well Robert, while our home isn't likely to make the cover of "Better Homes and Gardens", it isn't bad, and after you do your magic on it, I'm confident it'd be a good showcase for you moving forward."
He smiled. "Uh-huh...I'm listening."
"Well, you also saw we have all our drawings done and we even went so far as to have a permit pulled prior to putting things on hold. I checked and because of the pandemic, the city is extending permit usage times—it's still active."
"You're correct about that Jack, and yes that's a big checkmark in your favor. With short-staffed building departments, it's taking forever to get them these days."
"And Allie and I have also already done a lot of legwork on materials and finishes, I expect we'll be much quicker to make decisions than most clients."
"That's helpful too, especially with all the supply chain issues still confronting us these days."
"And unlike the gentleman you just got off the phone with, I have all my financing in place. I have the cash in the bank!"
"Well, that might be the biggest feather in your cap Jack!" We both laughed and toasted before gulping down some of the hoppy beer. I felt good about how the meeting was going, but I still hadn't gotten to my real reason for meeting him in person.
I pulled out my phone and opened it up to a picture of my family which I had already readied for this moment. "Okay Robert, it's time to pull at your heartstrings a little, just know this is the wonderful family you'd be doing the work for." I slid it across to him.
He laughed loudly before reaching for my phone. "Oh...we've resorted to the old guilt the contractor into taking the job ploy, have we now Jack?"
We both chuckled this time. I nodded, feigning embarrassment, but clearly not hiding my intent.
The picture was one we had taken the previous summer on a houseboat trip to Lake Shasta. It showed us all tan and happy. The kids were in the front with Zeke sitting between them, big smiles on their faces, even Zeke's—to say he was a water dog was an understatement. Allie and I were sitting behind the kids. I was shirtless and Allie had on one of my favorite bikini tops accentuating her big tits to perfection. She had the most naturally beautiful smile, and her wavy hair was blonder and kinkier than normal from being in the water and sun for nearly a week.
Robert reached for his reader glasses and held the phone up in front of him.
I watched his eyes widen ever so slightly, but I could tell he was doing his best to keep from gawking. I knew he was checking out Allie.
"If you flip to the right, there is another one of the bunch of us." I offered.
He hesitated before he did as I suggested. An interested gaze came to his face as his focus lingered on the new picture. It was one of Allie wake-boarding—it highlighted her long sinewy legs to perfection. Her wet tits were being pressed together and pushed upward by the tight lifejacket.
"Ah Jack, this next one is a picture of someone wakeboarding—I assume it's your wife." Robert said as he took one lingering gaze before handing the phone back to me.
"Oh shit, yeah that's Allie, my bad...well you get the point I guess." I showed surprise at my intended screw up.
"Well, that's a nice-looking family you got there Jack. How old are the little ones?" He asked, deflecting the focus away from my wife.
"Chase is 7 and Annie is 5."
"Cute kids, how about Fido, Border Collie?"
It was my turn to laugh. "No, Zeke's an Australian Shepherd, but many people get those breeds confused. He's cool, he won't bite you when you're working at the house!"
"If I'm working at the house..." He clarified jokingly before continuing on. "Well, you certainly seem like the kind of client I like to do business with Jack but..."
I knew this was my moment to make my final pitch and I didn't want to miss the opportunity.
"...Uh...there is one more thing Robert. This is kinda hard to toss out there and I hope you aren't offended. But I noticed you aren't wearing a wedding ring and was hopeful there isn't a significant other." He looked at me quizzically. "But anyway...I have...uh...reason to believe my wife Allie, might be interested...well I'm trying to determine if she is interested in black men..."
Now his eyes widened—my acknowledgement clearly came out of left field.
I went on before he could speak. "...Yeah, so I know this is kinda out there, but I thought if you were interested in moving forward, we could come to some sort of arrangement that while you are working at the house, you could help me determine if my theory is correct."
"Whoa Jack, that's some heavy shit! But if are you suggesting this whole project thing is just a ruse for you to scout out your wife—I'm sorry...I don't have any desire to get involved..." He answered, trying his best to make me think he wasn't lying.
"...No Robert, I am 100% completely committed to this project, but I thought since you are a well...uh...put-together black man, you could help me achieve both objectives at once. I'd be willing to bump the sum on your bid price to help justify what I know is an unusual request."
Robert sat back in his chair and took a long pull from his beer.
When he finished, he spoke, "Jack, I need to take a minute to digest what you just laid on me. Do you know where the john is?"
"Yeah sure Robert, I totally get it. It's on the other side of the bar over there."
I watched as the tall black man rose from his stool, circled around and headed down the hall. My mind was spinning with excitement. My hands were still sweating, but at least the ball was in his court now. I had played out my pitch exactly as I rehearsed.
Suddenly the image of the black man's massive black cock unleashing a torrent of piss like I'd witnessed at Home Depot entered my mind.
Robert stood at the urinal draining his dick. He wasn't hard, but his meaty tool had swollen to about half its full girth. A sly smile pursed his lips as he contemplated the offer that had just been presented to him. He imagined how hot Allie would look bouncing up and down on his big black cock. He had banged some hot clients, but based on what he'd seen from the two pictures, he knew Allie would be one of his best conquests yet.
He thought to himself, I wonder what leads Jack to suspect she is interested in black men? Shit...why the fuck do I care? I just gotta play this right. That married bitch looks hot as fuck!
After finishing and rinsing his hands, Robert reached into his coat pocket and pulled out his handheld mini recorder. He had learned it always paid to have verbal back-up to all important client conversations. And as a result, about a decade previously, he had started carrying the little device at all times. He confirmed there was plenty of recording space on the tape. The contractor smiled into the mirror and thought to himself, Let's go figure out what it's gonna take to get my big cock deep into that hot blonde wife...
He pressed the record button and headed back into the bar.
Robert landed in his chair and made eye contact with me, but I couldn't readily read his thoughts.
"Jack, as I said before, this is some pretty heavy stuff! You sound sincere in suggesting you are serious about both this project and...uh...testing your wife's resolve. If I were to choose to move forward, what would you expect of me regarding...uh...Allie is it?"
A feeling of excitement nearly overcame me as he hadn't come back with a "no".
"Yes...yes Allie is my wife's name! Well...uh...Robert, I was thinking you wouldn't have to do anything initially. Just be yourself and see if she shows any type of flirtatious activity. If so, I would ask that you report that back and I would decide what to do from there."
"Okay...go on." He answered guardedly, waiting for me to provide more instruction.
"If she doesn't, I might ask that you engage in more coquettish involvement, to see if you could expose any hidden feelings or desires she might be concealing."
"Coquettish involvement?"
"Sorry...flirting of your own."
"Thanks for clarifying in contractor English Jack." He chuckled. "So, let me get this straight, you would want me to flirt with your wife? And if you don't mind me asking, why do you think Allie might have an interest in reciprocating...with a black man I mean? And if so, wouldn't that piss you off?"
I had expected all these questions, but I was still semi-conflicted myself.
"Well, I would rather not say why I have my suspicions. As for whether it would piss me off...hmmm...I guess it would on some level." I answered, my response ambiguous and void of conviction.
"Jack, you sound kind of unsure of yourself. I'm still trying to understand, are you looking for someone to flirt with...or seduce your wife?"
This was the first question I hadn't anticipated.
"Uh...well...no...I guess I just want to know how she would react and then...um...decide what to do."
"Jack, do you know what a closet cuckold is?"
If the last question surprised me, this one came totally from out of left field. I could feel tension building within me as the conversation moved towards the moment of truth.
"Yes...yes...I think so. My understanding is a cuckold is someone whose significant other has sex with another man and they are okay or aroused by it? The closet part is kind of self-explanatory. If you're suggesting I'm one of those, I'm...I'm not..."
Robert could tell I didn't know what I wanted, and my lack of conviction suggested I was at least intrigued by the idea of another man fucking my wife.
"Again, don't be upset if I'm off base, but you don't sound entirely sure Jack. From what I've heard, cuckoldry isn't all that uncommon these days. But getting back to what would happen if your wife did show flirtatious actions, you said you would decide what to do at that point. What did you mean by that?"
"Well...I...I would have to decide whether to confront her about it...or...I guess see if it progressed."
"Progressed? You mean like to see if she would want to have sex with me?"
"No! I mean...I...I wouldn't let it get to that point..."
"So if it came to that point, you would want me to rat her out. Then what would you do?"
"I...uh...would want to...uh...put a stop to it..."
The black man stared at me with a steely gaze. "Jack, aside from this crazy scenario we're discussing, this is my livelihood we are talking about here. I can't imagine if your wife were to show a desire for BBC, that you would want me working in your house after that. And that's not the way I do business. I have to put food on the table, and I have bills to pay, I can't be getting kicked off jobs simply because some horny housewife wants to get some on the side. Don't get me wrong, I like sex as much as the next guy, but not if it creates drama or gets in the way of the almighty dollar!"
I knew this was the man I wanted to hire for a multitude of reasons, and I didn't like the direction the conversation was going. I needed to enhance my pitch. My heart pounded rapidly in my chest.
"Robert, I hadn't really thought about it that way from your perspective. But to that point, I execute give-and-take deals in my business all the time. Perhaps we could work out an arrangement where I make advanced progress payments to ensure if something were to happen, you would be fully compensated for any work you've started or completed. And if this were to happen and I no longer wanted you on the job, in addition to a bump in the contract, I would enthusiastically post 5-star ratings regarding your work on any feedback sites you desired, like Yelp or whatever."
"I appreciate that Jack, but this is sounding more and more like something I wouldn't want to get involved in. I mean, from your pictures, your wife appears to be an attractive woman—but I take my business very seriously, and I would hate to have my professional resolve tested if she were to come on to me. I think you should find someone else to work with Jack..."
Fuck, this is getting away...
"Robert, we are obviously getting deep into hypothetical situations here...but if it ever came to that point, what if I said it might be...um...okay for you and my wife to hook up like once...or something?"
I watched as Robert's eyes lifted.
"Are you serious Jack, you'd be up for that?"
"Well, I'd still want progress reports and updates on her flirtatious activity, if she does it at all. I might yet feel the need to put a stop to it before it got too far, but like I said, I would make sure you were whole financially and otherwise. But I guess at the end of the day, I would still want to know for sure if she would actually follow through and do it—I don't know, maybe just a blowjob or something..."
Robert tapped his trusty recorder from outside his jacket. Just a blowjob or something...this dude just gave me carte blanche to fuck his hot wife!
"Damn Jack. I've never been presented with a proposal like this." He pounded down the remainder of his beer. "I'm gonna need a little time to mull it over. Why don't you call me in a couple of days, and I'll let you know."
"I know I laid a lot on you Robert, but if none of this stuff we just discussed comes to fruition, I think you'll just find us to be good people to work with. I'll call you in a couple of days." We shook and I watched as he headed out the door.
I took a big swig from my beer, my heart was still beating fast. Jeez...did I play that right? Did I volunteer too much? It felt like the conversation was going in the wrong direction...I had too!
*****
Meanwhile Robert Johnson sat in his truck trying to wipe the grin from his oversized lips. This wasn't the first time he'd walked out of a client meeting with hopes of banging the wife—but this was the first time he'd actually been propositioned with the idea.
He adjusted his swollen cock and opened the calendar app on his phone. He would need to clear room for this client—opportunities like this didn't come along every day. At this stage of his career, he'd had enough success in business to be choosy about what jobs he took. Unlike what he told Jack, he was set financially and didn't plan to do this many more years anyway—so if he could maximize the fringe benefits until that time came, he certainly wasn't going to hesitate.
From what he could tell, Allie looked like the ultimate fringe benefit.
*****
Zeke ran up and met me with his customary unbounding energy.
"How'd it go?" Allie asked with a hopeful gaze as I walked in the door.
I planted a kiss on her sweet lips. "Pretty good I think. He had another client cancel just this morning, so hopefully that'll work in our favor."
"You smell like beer!" She complained, cutely wrinkling her nose in the process. "But that's fortunate about the other customer! Did you feel as good about him...uh Robert...as you did when you met him before?"
An image of the black contractor stuffing his huge cock down Allie's throat flashed in my mind. Her question caught me off guard—I'd spent most of the meeting so focused on my sales pitch that my powers of intuition had taken a backseat. Nonetheless, I answered, "Yeah, I think he's just the guy for us. He's friendly enough and comes across as trustworthy. I think if he weren't, he wouldn't have all those positive reviews."
"I hope you aren't letting those reviews cloud your judgement, those can be bogus, we need to feel good about him ourselves! How'd you guys leave it?"



I hesitated momentarily, wondering if he'd truly conveyed a trustworthy persona. Still, I responded. "Yes, I like him. As for how it was left, he said he still has other irons in the fire. He's going to check his schedule and see if he can make it work. I'm supposed to call him in a couple of days, and he'll let me know."
"Let's just make sure if he says he can do it, we get some assurances he isn't going to just squeeze us in and have this project take months and months. The last thing I want to do is beg him to show up each morning!"
"Good call honey. I will make sure he gives us a reliable timetable before we sign anything."
I couldn't possibly have known how erroneously prophetic that final sentence out of Allie's mouth would turn out to be...
*****
The next couple of days seemed to take forever, especially because I was traveling again. So when I called and Robert's voicemail came on, my heart sank in my chest.
Damn, I hope he isn't avoiding my call...
In actuality, the black man couldn't wait to meet and get a closer look at my wife, but he wanted to make me sweat it out a little, possibly hoping for more concessions in the process.
Two hours later, Robert called my cell phone.
"Hi, is this Jack?"
"Yes, Robert?" I answered, trying my best to control my excitement.
"Yeah. Sorry I'm just getting back to you, but I had an A-hole inspector on one of my jobs this morning." He said with a laugh.
I chuckled too, my heart pounding quickly in my chest wondering what he would say next.
"So Jack, I'm still trying to determine if I can make it work with my schedule, but I think it's possible. I won't take on the job if I can't service you guys the way I expect of myself."
A vision of him servicing Allie crossed my mind. I didn't know it, but a similar image filled the black man's mind simultaneously.
"Yeah...so what are you thinking?"
"Why don't I come meet with you guys and we can all decide if there is a compatibility amongst us. As for the other stuff we discussed regarding your wife, I'd like for that to be secondary to the project conversation. You and I can discuss that situation in more detail later."
"Yeah sure Robert. I think that's a great suggestion! When do you want to do it?"
"How does Saturday afternoon sound?"
"That's perfect for me. I travel most weeks for work, so I would have requested the weekend anyway. Let me check with Allie and I'll let you know later today!"
"So, you travel extensively for your job? I've never actually asked, what do you do Jack?"
"I'm in software sales, but I'm also heavily involved in product implementation. So, when I land a new contract, it's not uncommon for me to spend weeks or months during the week working with our customer ops team getting things up to speed. It just so happens I landed two big contracts recently in LA."
"Congrats Jack, I'm sure there's a big bag that comes with those kinds of deals!"
"Don't go thinking about raising your bid price now Robert!" I joked.
We both laughed, but the cunning black man wasn't thinking about raising anything, except Allie's skirt. Shit, he ain't even gonna be home...this just keeps getting better!
We hung up and I immediately texted my wife: How is Saturday afternoon for a meeting with him at our place?
She responded back quickly: Chase has a soccer game at 1:00pm, but we're open after that.
Okay, I'll set it up for 3:00pm.
I took a deep breath, this was really starting to look like it might actually come together. I texted Robert and within a few minutes we had an appointment to meet two days later.
I stared at the home page picture on my phone of Allie and the kids. OMG...am I really doing this?
*****
Saturday afternoon, we left Chase's soccer game and were home by 2:30pm. Allie wore a tight tank top and cutoffs to the game. My wife's full tits looked spectacular bounding over her flat stomach and the end-of-summer tan made her runner's legs really pop. As was always the case, I noticed several other dad's checking her out instead of watching their kids play. I even saw the wife of Colin's dad Will, a notorious gawker of my wife, slap him on the shoulder and point to the field. I had to chuckle, I was sure she told him to quit staring at Allie Bradshaw and pay attention to the game.
When we got home, I wondered if Allie would change before Robert arrived.
To my delight, she didn't.
The meeting went great. He was very professional and quite charming around the family. I tried my best to watch for any special chemistry between him and Allie, but aside from lots of affable interaction, I wouldn't say any of it seemed out of the ordinary. We discussed the project details, and he even made a couple of recommendations we hadn't previously considered—all of which Allie and I really liked.
It ended with Robert committing to getting back in touch with me in the next 24 hours with his final bid, a list of references, and a timeline of when he would be able to start the work. Then it would be up to Allie and me to make a final decision.
After he left, my wife and I convened on the back deck to talk.
"So, what'd you think?"
"He seems nice, and he carries himself professionally." Allie said. "I loved the recommendations he made—he clearly knows what he's doing. I don't think I'd feel unsafe or uncomfortable with him working in the house when you aren't around." She hesitated for a moment before she said, "I was a little surprised when I opened the door, and a black man was standing there though."
"Oh, did I not mention that?" I asked, appearing to not remember that I hadn't. "Does that matter?"
I watched closely for her answer. "Um...no...I don't think so, it just surprised me is all." She answered matter-of-factly, but I couldn't help noticing a subtle questioning in her eyes.
"Well, assuming his references check out and his schedule works for us, are you good with moving ahead?" I asked.
"Yes. You know I've been wanting to do this for a long time. The kids aren't getting any younger and sharing bathrooms will be easier now than later. I wish we personally knew someone who had used him before, but it sounds like he has done a lot of work around here, so hopefully his references check out."
"I hear you. I'll check them carefully." I answered. "Okay, I'll wait to hear from him and hopefully we can sign a contract this week." We toasted our drinks, both excited about getting started. I could feel butterflies flittering in my stomach.
I couldn't help but think my wife was feeling anxious too.
*****
Back in his truck, Robert Johnson certainly was.
Allie had turned out to be even hotter than she looked in the pictures. When she'd first opened the door looking like a blonde-haired Daisy Duke, he made up his mind on the spot, he was going to take the job. Nothing else during the course of the 1-hour meeting lessoned his desire to get in my wife's pants. I hadn't picked-up on any noticeably flirtatious responses from her, but a few subtle smiles and batting of her eyes when I wasn't looking, were enough to suggest to our contractor she wasn't as indifferent as she appeared.
*****
The following day, I received an email from Robert that read: Jack, it was nice meeting you, Allie and the family yesterday. Please see the updated bid and my list of references. If you're still interested in moving forward, I've notified each of them that you might be contacting them, so feel free to do so whenever you like. Give me a call anytime and we can discuss the schedule. Robert.
When I reviewed his final bid, nothing had changed except for a 5% additional charge for "Special Services". I thought to myself, I can't believe I'm going to pay this man thousands of dollars to possibly seduce my wife. But while I thought it was a bit ridiculous, I didn't want to risk scaring him off when we were this close. Allie always let me handle the money side of things. I knew I wouldn't have to share it with her—she would never know I paid the additional fee and what it was for.
Despite my desire to close the deal, I did make several reference calls. All of them went very well. Everyone lauded the quality of the Robert's work. They also all complimented his suggestive input and his respect for working around their schedules. Most however, did mention that like a lot of contractors, his attendance record could be hit and miss—sometimes not showing at all or arriving at various hours of the day. But they also all said that while they wouldn't say he was speedy, he did complete the work in the general time frame he estimated in the beginning. Every one of them considered him trustworthy.
Of course, it wasn't appropriate for me to ask if there were any hot wives in the house who Robert may have sunk his big black cock into. I thought back to the conversation I'd heard between him and someone named Teek when I first saw him at Home Depot. I wondered if the satisfied customer he mentioned was one of the references I had just spoken to.
I called him back a couple of hours later. This time he picked up after the first ring.
"High Robert, it's Jack Bradshaw."
"Hiya Jack, I trust you got my final bid and the references."
"Yes, as a matter of fact I called most of them already. They had a lot of good things to say about you!"
"Well, I'd be kinda stupid to put people on my reference list who would say I was a worthless POS!"
We both laughed.
"I also saw the "special services" charge in the final bid. While it seemed a little steep, I get that it's an unusual request and you are probably protecting yourself against me deciding to end things before the job is finished. I'm okay with it. So I guess the last thing to discuss is the schedule, please tell me we don't have to wait months to get started."
"As a matter-of-fact Jack, the stars may have aligned for you! In addition to the customer with the funds challenge I already told you about, I had another call yesterday to say they are getting a divorce and are putting the house on the market right away. So, what that means for you Jack is, after I finish the job I'm on now, I should be available to start your project a week from Monday!"
This time I responded reservedly despite my elation. "Well, again I'm sorry about your other customer's misfortune, but we are ecstatic Robert! Allie and I will sign the contract tonight and I'll make the first deposit to the account you noted in the contract. So, a week from Monday, right?"
"Yes Jack, the 22nd! And the one stipulation I have is in addition to the standard deposit, you pay the 5% special services seduction of your wife fee in full now too."
Oh my god, this IS happening...I thought to myself. In my excitement, I didn't clarify the wording he used to describe his eventual interaction with my wife.
"Yes Robert, I have your account information, I'll make the full payment right away. We can't wait to get started."
From his office, Robert sat with a Cheshire Cat smile on his face as he clicked off his speaker phone and reached for his mini-recorder and switched it off too.
The black man picked up his phone and dialed the first name on his priority contact list—his younger brother who also happened to be his attorney.
"James, my bro, how are we doing on this fine day?"
"R.E., I know that tone. What have you gotten yourself into this time?"
Robert chuckled. "Lil bro, I'm surprised that just because I'm in a good mood, you think I've gotten myself into something!" The older brother then thought to himself, I haven't gotten myself into it YET, but there's a fine blonde piece of married ass I plan to get ball deep into with your help...
"Well...what is it then?" James asked.
"Okay...I have to admit I need your help, but it's for a good cause!"
"Let me guess, it involves a woman...probably a married one."
Robert laughed. "Damn, there is a reason you became a lawyer and I became a contractor. You definitely got all the brains lil bro!"
"Oh, you got plenty of brains, it's just that most of them are in your little head!"
"Little?"
"The smaller of the two!"
"Not by much! But you're probably right!" He laughed loudly. "Anyway, yes it's about a married woman. I got a new client where the hubby wants me to help him determine if his smokin' hot wife has a hankering for BBC. So, as you might imagine, I'm gonna help him out. The reason I'm calling you lil bro, is I need you to help me get out of another contract. I haven't started that one yet, but I wanna give this job the necessary time it needs to be successful."
"Be successful or for that big nig dick to take up residence in the hot wife?"
"Ah, now we're on the same page!" Robert chuckled. "Just send a similar letter like last time and then let Lenny know to reimburse their deposit and give them a 5% bump for pain and suffering. Hopefully, they won't sue or beat me up too bad on the blogs."
*****
Allie and I signed the contract that night and now we just had to wait the ten days for him to start. To this point, neither of us had made any further comment or reference to the fact that, despite our recently discovered interracial sex proclivities, we had just hired a large black man to work in our home.
We were both excited to get started.
After putting the kids down, I leveraged our enthusiasm when we reached the bedroom. I convinced her to watch porn with me in bed for the second time in two weeks. Allie made a quick pit stop in the bathroom to freshen up and I stealthily opened the spy-cam app on my phone and clicked the record button. I waved stupidly at the camera while waiting for Allie to emerge.
I was beyond surprised when Allie exited the bathroom without a stitch of clothing. She climbed in next to me with a naughty grin on her face.
I flipped on the TV. But unlike the previous encounter, I let her have a say in what we chose to watch this time. As I perused the titles and promo photos, I subtly gauged her interest in each. And while she tried to sound indifferent, I could hear her engagement level rise whenever interracial themes came on the screen.
"Any of them look good to me Jack, but...uh...I know you said you liked the ones with...um...blacks last time...right? I guess we could do something like that if you want?"
"You mean black women?" I asked, toying with her.
"No...no...I didn't think you said that, right? I thought you said like black...uh black guys and..."
"Oh yeah...you're right, I liked that last time. How about you Al, does interracial work for you?"
"Like I said, they all look exciting to me..." She answered, downplaying her IR desires. Seconds later I felt her hand slip into my boxer briefs and grip my dick.
"Mmmm Al...that feels good.
I kept flipping through flicks until one titled "Blondes and Blacks" popped up. I felt a subtle intensity in Allie's stroking when she saw it. I knew this was the one, but I wanted to get her to acknowledge it. I toggled the remaining promo pics—each showed a different blonde in the throes of ecstasy while getting plugged by BBC.
"Damn, those are some big dicks!" I commented.
Allie's hand was moving faster now. "Hmmm...yeah...too big I would think." She deflected. But then she asked with a subtle hopefulness in her voice, "Do you want to watch this one?"
"Sure...it looks as good as any."
Allie's lips moved to my neck and began planting kisses. In my mind it felt like a thank you gesture. I ordered the video, tossed the remote aside and groped Allie's beautiful tits.
She squealed her approval.
The first scene started off with two hot blondes on their knees between the legs of a young muscled black man. His long thick cock lay poised and dangerous on his rippled stomach as they kissed and rubbed his thighs while taking turns sucking and nibbling on his horse balls. Allie and I pleasured one another in between sneaking peeks at the screen.
"Damn...I can't imagine how good that must feel to have two women doing that at the same time!"
"He seems to like it..." Allie murmured between kisses across my chest.
"They don't seem to hate it either. There certainly is plenty to go around." I joked as one of them vacuumed a huge testicle between her lips while the other moved up and licked along the bumpy underside of the long dark shaft.
Allie didn't answer, but she positioned herself such that she could keep stimulating me with her hands and mouth while still watching the action on the television. Eventually, I pulled her on top of me with her pussy above my face. Her hands were still stroking me with the TV screen now directly in front of her. I kissed and licked along her inner thighs while inhaling the scent of her tender slit. When my tongue reached her swollen lips she gasped in pleasure.
"Jack that felt so good when you licked me there last week, but I want you inside me tonight."
I didn't need to be asked twice. "Honey, climb up on top." I grunted.
She started to turn around, I but gripped her hips and held steady. "Stay that way babe, so we can both watch!" I slid up and positioned myself in a sitting position with pillows cushioning my back against the headboard.
"Jack, we've never done it this way. Are you sure it will work?"
I knew immediately she was questioning whether my dick was long enough to accommodate reverse-cowgirl while in the sitting position. "Yeah honey it'll work!" I answered, trying to sound confident despite my doubts.
Allie maneuvered onto her knees, straddling my waist with her perfect bubbled ass cheeks pressed against my stomach. I took one in each hand and squeezed. She reached down between her legs and guided the head of rock-solid dick along her crease. It only took a second before I could feel her juices coating me.
On the screen in front of us, the two blondes were going for a joy ride on the face and cock of the prone black bull. Their pleasure cries were loud enough, I wondered if they might wake our kids—especially the more petite one whose taught stomach was bulging from the fat black cock buried all the way to its balls.
Allie finally found the right angle and sunk down as far as she could on her first push. My cock was immediately bathed in the slickest tunnel imaginable.
"Oh wow Al, you are so wet. It feels fuckin' great!"
I still hadn't released my grip on her ass and now used both hands to guide her up and down.
"Mmmm...it does Jack." She answered raggedly but without the same level of excitement in her response as me. I guessed my dick was probably only three inches deep given the constraints of our positioning. A couple of times it popped out when she moved aggressively.
I alternated between squeezing her ass and peeking around her narrow shoulders to view the action on the screen. Allie's eye's never left the video images in front of her. I could feel her wetness leaking down my dick onto my balls.
"Damn, the little blonde is taking that big thing so deep!" I gasped.
Allie nodded hurriedly as she tried to push down further onto my cock. Just then the petite blonde screamed out, "God your big black cock feels so deep inside me! I can feel you everywhere!"
The other girl urged her friend, "Hurry up and cum all over his fat dick, I want a turn!"
I reached around and squeezed Allie's jiggling breasts. She has always loved the sensation of having them lifted and massaged at the same time—I was doing exactly that.
"Mmmm Jack, yes...you know I love that!" She purred breathlessly. "Keep doing it..."
Again, I didn't need further encouragement. This was an activity I could do for hours on end. I kissed along her neck and shoulders while her hips rolled sexily on top of me. The threesome on screen had changed positions and the girl with the larger tits was now riding the bull reverse-cowgirl while the petite blonde was laying between his legs licking and sucking on his softball sized ball sack.



One of Allie's arms lay across her chest supporting my manipulation of her heavy breasts, but the other had stealthily slipped down between her legs.
Aside from all the times I'd seen her do it from the spy camera, I had never seen Allie play with her clit while we made love. I wondered if she lost track of her typical conservative bedroom behavior after so many solo experiences playing with her dildo or if she was simply succumbing to the arousal of the moment.
"Allie, that's so hot. Make yourself feel good..." I whispered in her ear.
She immediately removed her fingers from her pussy and brought them up and gripped my arm.
"Babe, do it...it turns me on to watch you and I know it feels good for you!"
She turned her head slowly to the side and peered into my eyes. "Are you sure Jack?"
"Please do it! I want you to help yourself get off!"
These weren't conversations we were accustomed to when having sex.
Moments later Allie's hand moved back between her legs. I felt her body twitch when it reconnected with her sex button. I watched and listened in amazement as her fingers moved expertly around her pussy while growing pleasure sounds spilled from her lips. My own balls began to tingle as I took turns squeezing her wonderful tits and tweaking her nipples.
The big-breasted blonde finished cumming on the bull's black cock for the second time and both girls were now taking turns sucking their cream from his dick and begging for his load.
Allie's movements were growing desperate, and she was no longer muting her pleasure responses. The only question now was whether I was going to be able to hold out until she reached her peak.
At that moment the black bull shouted, "Get ready bitches, here it comes!"
His first blast splattered across the face of the diminutive blonde. Seeing the incredible power of his release was the trigger both Allie and I needed to get ours. My hands circled Allie's heavy tits with her rock-hard nipples lodged between my spread fingers. Her own digits fluttered wildly on and around her pulsing clit as her hips humped feverishly.
We came together in one of the most passionately emotional releases we had ever experienced together. Allie's pussy juice doused my genitals and leaked onto our sheets. My discharge came and went inside her, all the while the black bull's bounding nuts launched one thick spurt after another across the faces of the blonde hotties.
When we all finally finished, Allie and I shared a post-coital chuckle as we gazed with wide eyes at the volume of semen coating the two blondes.
"Jeez, I didn't think he was ever going to stop!" .
"Yeah...that's a lot." Allie answered a bit more distantly, still focused on the TV screen.
I pushed her hair aside and nuzzled her sweat-slickened neck. "That was amazing honey. I loved how into it you got—you looked so hot touching yourself."
"Jack..."
"No seriously Al, I'm not sure what's changed, but I really love seeing you letting your hair down and doing what makes you feel good. I would never judge you for being spontaneous and provocative."
"Mmmm...thanks Jack, it did feel good."
*****
The following week crept by slowly, especially because I had local meetings, so I wasn't traveling and my presence at home didn't give Allie alone time to play.
And worse yet, it didn't give me an opportunity to watch her—I was growing more and more addicted to the depravity.
On Tuesday afternoon, I was sitting in my cubicle at work when I received a text from Allie saying her friend Hannah had invited us over on Saturday night. I couldn't say I was really excited to go, given that aside from Hannah, I likely wouldn't know a soul. But Allie was excited about it, so with the impending remodel only days away, we decided to have a night to ourselves. It would give us one last chance to let our hair down and have some fun before the craziness of a house remodel was upon us.
Since my parents were only thirty minutes away, I called and asked if they could take the kids and Zeke—they were more than happy to accommodate.
Despite my previous reservations, the night now sounded more enticing to me—visions of getting back early from Allie's friend's house and convincing her to watch IR porn without the usual need for discretion because of the kids, danced in my head.
*****
On Thursday I called Robert.
"Hey there, everything still a go for Monday?"
"Yep, I just got the final on my other job today, so I should be able to invest plenty of time on your project Jack."
"That's great news! I head back to So Cal on Monday morning, but Allie gets back from dropping off the kids at school at about 8:45 a.m. We are having an extra key made for you, so on the days she has to actually go into the office, you'll have access."
"Sounds great Jack. So, your wife works from home the majority of the time?"
"Yes, she is virtual probably 90%."
Robert grinned.
"As we showed you when you were at the house, she has a home office in one of the bedrooms, but luckily it isn't too close to either of the bathrooms, so if you are banging stuff against the wall, hopefully it won't be too distracting.
The contractor thought to himself. The number one thing bangin' off the wall is gonna be the headboard in your master bedroom Jack!
As if on cue, I raised the issue of what we had discussed previously. "So Robert, I know despite the special services payment I made, we haven't talked further regarding the other thing we discussed, but I'd like to check-in with you regularly to see if anything is transpiring with Allie."
"That's fine Jack, I can text you daily updates if you'd like."
"I don't think I need daily updates unless something happens Robert, but maybe once a week or so we can have a phone conversation about it."
"Sure, that makes sense!"
"Great! Then I'll tell Allie to be on the lookout for you on Monday morning."
"That's great Jack, looking forward to working with you guys."
"Us too Robert, us too."
*****
Saturday night rolled around and when we arrived at Hannah's party, I could tell quickly it was likely to be a wild one. Allie had been particularly excited throughout the day, and I had a funny sense she was likely to make some bad decisions regarding her alcohol consumption. Always a light weight when it came to drinking, the vision of her with a bad Sunday hangover was quickly crystalizing in my mind. Hopefully, I would get to enjoy some sexual residual from her imbibing before she crashed.
Jello shots that tasted more like Tito's vodka, greeted us at the door.
After each having a couple, Allie and I made our way around introducing ourselves to seven or eight couples, some of whom I recognized from kids events over the years. Allie was looking hot in a low-cut white sun dress and sandals. The contrast in her fall-tanned skin and the light-colored outfit looked especially enthralling. I noticed several men stealing peeks at Allie's cleavage as we made our way around.
Moments later, the party hosts exited the kitchen. I immediately recognized Hannah, but not the black man or the sexy redhead who accompanied her. Hannah spotted Allie immediately and quickly moved in our direction.
"Allie and Jack, so glad you guys made it! She turned and introduced her friends. "Allie, you remember Brock, and this is my friend Kristen...guys, this is Allie, who we talked about, and her husband Jack."
We all exchanged hello's before Allie spoke with a stifled smile. "Should my ears be burning?"
"Oh no Al, Brock just asked if you were coming."
I peered at the powerful looking black man now grinning hungrily at my wife. The guy was at least 6'-3" and looked like he spent every waking moment at the gym, which in fact, he did as a profession.
Hannah stood on his right, dressed in an outfit that wasn't exactly congruent with the clothing being worn by nearly everyone else at the party. Her big fake boobs were practically spilling out the top of her undersized halter top. She had on a miniskirt that was so short, if she bent at all, her panties would surely be visible. She also wore teenager style Stiletto heels.
While it was impossible not to notice her, she wasn't exactly my type. Some guys would have given their left nut for just one night with her—the outfit, puffy lips from surgery and bright lipstick suggested she was a dirtier girl now than when she was bound by marital conservatism.
The woman on the other side was more my style. I didn't know her, but Kristen had that inherent natural beauty more like Allie. Her body, while being more conservatively displayed, also appeared to mimic my wife's.
Despite a loose-fitting top, I was pretty sure she possessed some ample breasts beneath it. Her legs and ass looked spectacular in a pair of tight low-waisted silky pants I was finding difficult to take my eyes off. Her beautiful face and sandy red hair reminded me of actress Rachel Hurd-Wood, who I'd always had a thing for. As much as I loved Allie's dusty blonde locks, deep down there was something about redheads that always got me going.
As I later learned from one of the men, Kristen was attending the party solo as she and her husband were on a trial separation. I thought to myself, that dude better get his shit together before somebody else swoops in on her!
That turned out to be a prophetic thought.
Brock was carrying a tray of reddish-colored cocktails which he insisted we try before he made his way around the crowd doing the same with all the other guests. They tasted surprisingly good, but I could tell they were loaded with alcohol. Me and several other guys tried to get him to tell us what was in them, but he refused to share—instead encouraging us to have another so we could figure it out on our own.
I will admit that for a party I wasn't looking forward to attending, after a while I found myself having a great time talking to some of the other husbands. We discussed football, golf, and business to a lesser extent, all the while tipping back many more drinks than we probably should have.
Every time I spotted Allie, she had a different drink in her hand—Brock's pink concoction, champagne, white wine, and at least one tequila shot were just the one's I witnessed...I suspected there were others. My earlier suspicions about her likely ultimate condition were being more validated with each passing hour.
Later in the night, I was standing out on the lit pool deck with a guy name Mark who I had met casually through kids soccer a few years previously. "Wow, this is some place. My wife Courtney tells me Hannah is a mover and shaker in residential real estate."
"Yeah, it really is awesome." I answered while gazing around at the stylish pool, oversized Jacuzzi tub, graceful landscaping, and newly renovated in-law unit not far from where we were standing.
"Actually Jack. I think our kids used to play their games on the field on the other side of this fence." Mark observed while nodding at the long perimeter fence running along the south side of Hannah's property.
It hadn't dawned on me earlier, perhaps because we arrived after dark. "Is that Willow Elementary next to us?"
"Yes it is." He answered. "Home to where our Cheetahs used to lose 8-0 every Saturday afternoon!" We both laughed at his comment remembering back to how bad our daughter's under-4 youth soccer team was that year.
"Speaking of big cats, I know 35 is too young to be a Cougar, but Hannah could be my tigress anytime!" Mark joked while staring hungrily at the party host who was standing thirty feet away in a close-proximity conversation with her boytoy boyfriend.
"Can you believe that brother is tapping that shit?" He asked, catching me off guard, despite his previous questionable comment. The booze was having a major impact on me, but Mark's filters had long since evaporated.
"Yeah, it appears so. I'm sure that's no shortage of fun." I answered, not wanting to condone the conversation too deeply without letting on that I had entertained the same thoughts myself.
"Hannah told my wife the guy has a ten-inch cock, no wonder all these women are trying out the dark meat these days!"
I stared back at him in surprise. "Ten inches?"
"Yep, she told Courtney they fuck like teenagers. I know the guy is like 28, but even in her great shape, that's something for a 35-year-old MILF with two kids. I bet he gives her that big black thing morning, noon, and night!"
I wondered to myself how much Hannah had shared with Allie about the specifics of her interracial escapades. Just as I was about to speak, Mark's wife yelled out to him, "Honey our Uber is here, we are sharing it with the Johnson's. It's time to go!"
"Well I got to go Jack, it was nice talking to you. Hopefully my wife is drunk enough to let me fuck her in the ass tonight!" We shook hands, but I couldn't tell if he was being serious or not. I chuckled to myself.
The party was winding down quickly so I went on a search for my wife. I eventually found her...well I didn't actually find her. Instead, I found Elsa Carlson one of the wives we'd met earlier, manning the door to the bathroom in which my wife was inside puking her guts out.
"She's not doing so good Jack, this has been going on for about twenty minutes. I'm glad you are here though, our ride just arrived and they're waiting for me."
I thanked her for watching over Allie before saying goodbye and entering the bathroom. Allie was in bad shape. I could tell immediately it was going to be a huge challenge getting her home in her current condition. Just then the door opened, and Hannah entered.
It didn't take long for her to come to the same conclusion.
"Jack she is in no shape to travel. Why don't you guys stay in my in-law unit out back. Brock can help you move her. Everything is clean and there are extra toiletries and anything else you might need.
I started to object, but quickly realized it was probably a smart idea.
I tried to pry Allie from the porcelain throne, but her body was as limp as the Jello shots that had started her on her path to her current condition. Moments later, Brock entered the room and without saying a word he scooped my wife up in his arms like a feather pillow. I couldn't believe how small she looked in his muscled grasp.
The black man carried her out of the bathroom and through the main room on his way outside. I was surprised to see that everyone else was gone, but the evidence and scent of an alcohol-fueled party was unmistakable.
I had hoped to catch one final glimpse of Hannah's friend Kristen, but it wasn't meant to be. I moved quickly to catch up to Brock, who was moving with pace—probably in an attempt to avoid having my wife make him the next depository for the remaining contents in her churning stomach.
I opened the door, flipped on the light, and led the way to the king-sized bed in the one-bedroom cottage. Allie was still passed out when Brock laid her on the bed.
Suddenly an arousing thought crossed my mind.
"Hey Brock, do you mind helping me get her dress off, I'm not having near as much luck maneuvering her around as you are."
He studied me long enough to know I wasn't asking him to do this solely for my stated intentions.
"Sure, let me sit her up and you unzip her dress in the back." He answered, excitement clearly evident in his response. He sat down next to her prone body, leaned over and tilted her torso upward and partially towards him. I saw one of her big tits press against his muscular bicep. I quickly moved behind and released her zipper before he laid her back down.
The black man started to rise, but my voice stopped him in his tracks. "You've done all the work so far, I hope you don't mind doing the rest."
The black man turned towards me acknowledging my invitation with a knowing grin and a simple head nod.
My cock sprang to attention as I watched the muscled gym instructor reach for my wife's dress straps and slip them from her shoulders. He took his time in slowly peeling the upper section of her dress down her chest until her large tits were fully exposed in the skimpiest of Victoria Secret white silky bra's. Both of her areola peeked about a third of the way above the minuscule garment.
Despite Allie's less than alluring physical condition, Brock paused to take in the sight of her spectacular chest. My cock was now rock hard as I absorbed the scene. A black man who I'd just learned a short time earlier possessed a 10" cock, had just uncovered my wife's nearly naked tits. My trance was interrupted when his deep voice sounded.
"You want her bra off too?"
My heart skipped a beat. The first response that formed in my mind was, "You do whatever you want!" But then a thought entered my head that would be impossible to explain. What if Allie woke up while he was removing her bra?
"No...uh...no...she's probably okay to sleep in it."
I could see his shoulders visibly slump as he peered down at my nearly topless wife.
"But you can do me a favor by taking off the rest of her dress."
This time he didn't even turn and look at me, but rather he moved quickly to one knee next to her and eagerly reached for the remaining material bunched around her narrow waist. It took only a few seconds before her dress was sliding across her sinewy thighs on its way to the floor.
I hadn't remembered until this moment, but Brock and I both discovered simultaneously she was wearing a matching white G-string with translucent material in the triangular section.
Allie's pretty fur patch was visible in the window.
"Damn Jack, I hope you don't mind me saying, but your wife is hot as fuck! You guys ever do any swinging? I know lots of brothers, yours truly included, who'd give their left nut for a piece of this. My big black cock is like steel right now!"
I suddenly found myself in one of the most surreal situations I'd ever experienced. My nearly naked wife lay exposed beneath a hulking black man with a huge cock. My cuckold proclivities were on overdrive. But regardless of the arousal I was feeling, my wife was still out cold, and I wasn't of sound mind to make a decision of this magnitude at the moment.
"Brock, thanks for your help, but I'm going to have to end this now."
"That's too bad Jack, I can assure you it would have been life-changing for your wife...and for you too! If you ever change your mind, have Allie talk to Hannah. My horny slut is up for just about anything."
After he left, I found a plastic bowl in the kitchenette and placed it on the nightstand next to Allie's side of the bed.
I laid down next to her and despite my feelings of arousal, within minutes I was fast asleep.
I woke about an hour and a half later. I tried to go back to sleep, but I could actually feel the room spinning. I got up and took a huge piss before walking back past the bed and checking out Allie's nearly naked body. I thought about the conversation I had with Brock. God, he actually asked if I would be okay letting him and or some other black guys fuck her?
I checked in the mini fridge, but unlike the rest of the stocked supplies, there was no bottled water to be found. My mouth felt like the Sahara Desert.
I opened one of the dresser drawers and found a pair of loose-fitting sweat shorts and a tee shirt which I slipped on and quietly exited the in-law unit on a quest for thirst quenching nourishment.
It was a warm night, so walking outside barefoot and without significant clothing wasn't a big issue.
As I approached the main house, I suddenly froze in my tracks. I listened for the sounds I thought I'd heard only seconds before. I remained still when the sounds started again.
I quickly realized I was listening to people having sex.
My natural assumption was I was hearing Hannah and Brock fucking. The thought of the MILF and her black bull having wild sex immediately sent blood rushing to my dick. I quietly slid open the screen door and stepped into the house. Now the sounds were louder and more distinct. Hannah's moans of ecstasy were quickly growing in intensity and volume. I'd never actually heard a woman making the kinds of noises the sexy mother of two was making at the moment. It was clear she was getting the absolute shit fucked out of her.



I tiptoed to the kitchen and retrieved a bottled water. I took a big swig and then set about on a mission down the dark hallway towards the master bedroom. As I neared the door, I could see it was partially open and a dim light source illuminated the action on the large California king-sized bed.
Sure enough, Brock's naked black ass was pumping forwards and back aggressively. But once my eyes adjusted to the dim light, I was dumbfounded and ecstatic to see that it was Kristen, the hot redhead, not Hannah who was being hammered relentlessly.
My cock sprang to full mast immediately. Brock was on his knees, with his long thick cock buried deeply inside his girlfriend's good friend. Kristen's head and shoulders were laying against the bed sheets, but her tight little ass was elevated nearly a foot off the bed, being held in place by Brock's large hands to provide leverage for his powerful thrusts.
My earlier theory that she sported an impressive rack beneath the loose-fitting shirt was spot on. Now I could see her impressive milky white breasts circling on her chest in timely cohesion with Brock's unrelenting penetrations.
"Oh fuck, you're so deep, your big black cock is the best thing I've ever felt!" Kristen whimpered. "Ohhhh...yeah...yeah...fuck me! Make me cum again!"
I lowered my hand and rubbed my dick. Seeing the sexy redhead getting pounded by the black man who only a short time ago had peeled my wife's clothes from her similarly sexy body, already had my balls tingling.
Somehow, I had not yet thought about Hannah's whereabouts, but that changed when she sashayed out of the bathroom. She too was completely nude. And while earlier I had thought to myself, she wasn't exactly my type, I would have had to be queer to not see her as desirable now.
The doctor who performed her D-cup breast enhancements deserved an award—as did she and her fitness instructor boyfriend. Hannah's body was smokin' hot.
I watched as she climbed up on the bed and knelt next to her moaning and whimpering friend. "What did I tell you Kris? His big black cock is amazing isn't it?"
"Oh Han, you are the luckiest woman in the world. I would let him fuck me all day, every day...oh shit...it feels sooooo good! I can't stop cumming...uhn...uhn...uhn."
"Kris, you look so hot getting fucked by BBC..." Hannah purred before leaning forward and pouring massage oil all over her friend's tits. She tossed the oil aside and set about rubbing it in as sensuously as possible. From her current position, I could see a frothy mess between Hannah's own legs. Clearly her journey to the bathroom was to retrieve the oil, not to wipe her boyfriend's most recent robust ejaculation from her messy gash.
"Mmmm Hannah...yeah...I love that. Your hands are so soft...please keep doing it." Kristen moaned.
"Not as soft as this," the MILF mewed as she lowered her head and took one of the redhead's swollen nipples between her lips.
"Ohhhh God...you two are going to make me cum again!" Kristen shrieked, triggering a renewed aggressiveness on Brock's part—his thick cock nearly ejecting with each reverse stroke before plunging so deep his bounding balls slapped off the redhead's milky white ass.
The scene was one of the most erotic things I'd ever witnessed. Brock's massive black body covered in sweat pumping like a steam engine into the stretched pussy of a hot MILF who had just recently asked for a trial separation from her husband.
"MMMM...yeah...you're so big! It feels sooo good! I'm never going back to Tom's little dick every again!"
"You don't have to Kris, there is so much big black cock around! Brock's got lots of friends who would love to give you what your sexy body craves! Those bulls all love tight white pussy just like Brock! Huh babe?"
"Fuck yeah! And I can say from experience, this is some damn good pussy!" He shifted his angle and Kristen screamed in ecstasy.
"Ohhhh...shit...FUCK ME! Oh my God...YES...I'm cummmmiinnnggg!" The sexy redhead cried.
I watched her rippled abs tighten and her hips rock as the massive orgasm tore through her gorgeous body.
"It's time for a nigger shower bitch!" Brock yelled as he yanked his cock from her pulsing pussy and stroked it frantically.
"Cum on her Brock!" Hannah urged breathlessly. "Give her that good BBC seed!"
Me and the black bull came at the same time.
Mine spilled from my dick inside my shorts, but his exploded from the flared head of his massive dick in one thick rope after another. The first lopped heavily through the air and splattered across Kristen's chin and neck. The next couple, still inconceivably abundant in volume, pasted her heaving oil-covered tits.
When he was finally finished, there was little skin on Kristen's narrow frame that wasn't touched by potent black baby batter.
Kristen's milky white body was still convulsing as Hannah smeared her boyfriend's hot cum around her friend's tits. "Was I right Kris? I told you you'd love it!"
The redhead was still incapable of responding, she'd never experienced anything so good.
I moved slowly back in the direction I had come. There was a part of me that wanted to stay and take-in more of what was sure to be a long night of incomprehensibly good sex, but with my underwear sticky with cum and the possibility of getting caught, I snuck back outside and over to the in-law unit.
Allie was still passed out on the bed. I cleaned up as best I could before slipping back into the sheets next to her. My head was still pounding, but no longer from the booze. The excitement of witnessing what I just did, had sobered me up and now my only thoughts were focused on the fact that a black man, with a huge cock of his own, would be coming to my house in two days.
Robert Johnson Jr. would be alone with my gorgeous wife several days a week for over a month. My wife, who with encouragement from her friend, had grown addicted to her big black dildo.
I knew I shouldn't be feeling this way, but before I fell back to sleep, the only thought pulsing through my head was. "I can't wait for Monday..."
To be continued...
*****
Keep your eyes out for part 3 soon in the Interracial Love category. Better yet, if you haven't already, please follow me and you'll be notified when all my future work publishes. And as I've said before, Literotica authors have only your feedback, follows, and votes to validate our work. I hope you will take a few minutes to do any or all the above.
Cheers,
Fifth
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I woke Allie at Hannah's place earlier than she would have liked. For whatever reason, I didn't want to be there when the others arose. We were home by 8:30 a.m. and after downing a couple of Tylenol and about a half-gallon of water, Allie went back to bed to sleep off her hangover. I volunteered to pick up the kids and hang around at my parents' house for much of the day so she could have peace and quiet. After getting a couple hours of work done at home, I headed out on the drive to my parents' place. Allie was still sawing logs when I left.
Fifteen minutes into the drive, my phone rang. A number I didn't recognize popped up on my dash screen, but since it was from our same area code, I picked it up.
"Hey Jack, it's Hannah, such a bummer Allie got sick last night, how's she doing?"
Immediately a vision of Hannah sucking Kristen's big tits while Brock fucked her senseless entered my mind.
"Oh, hi Hannah. Al's a little rough today. It was a long ten-minute ride for her back to our house this morning, but she made it without making the inside of my Tesla look like your toilet bowl." I joked. "Sorry we didn't hang around to say goodbye, but I needed to get some work done before heading to my mom and dad's to pick up the kids. Allie was still out like a light when I left--I'm giving her some alone time today to recover."
"It's fine Jack, we didn't have a lot of time today anyway. I'm on my way to the airport, we leave for Jamaica at 4:00 p.m. You're a good husband to give her a day to herself today. And it was smart of you to spend the night at my place last night instead of driving, I suspect no Uber driver would have wanted Allie in his or her car anyway." She giggled.
"Yes, thanks again for the hospitality. My wife certainly wasn't in any condition to travel. And speaking of travel, have a great trip to Jamaica!"
"Thanks. And no prob about the crash pad, that's why I had the in-law unit remodeled recently. I have my share of drunk friends who hang after some of my wild parties."
I laughed.
"And...uh...so glad Brock was there to help with Allie."
I wasn't sure where she was going with that comment, but after hesitating, I responded. "Yeah, he was a big help. Doubt I would've been able to get her out back so easily by myself."
There was a long pause before she replied. "I was a little surprised to hear you also needed his help getting her clothes off."
Her comment caught me completely off guard. I cleared my throat before answering. "Oh, he told you about that? I hope you didn't mind that your boyfriend saw her like that."
"Mind? Of course I didn't mind and certainly neither did Brock. He couldn't stop talking about how hot Allie looked with her dress off! As a matter of fact, seeing her nearly naked made him horny as fuck and I was luckily on the receiving end of his arousal...well I wasn't the only one! But you already knew that didn't you Jack?"
Oh shit, how did she know that?
"You might be surprised to learn I have security cameras around my house, and when I checked them this morning, I saw footage of a guy who looked an awful lot like you peeking in my bedroom last night."
Fuck! "Hannah...I...uh...well...I..."
She cut me off. "Don't feel bad Jack. Did you like what you saw?"
"Jeez, I'm not sure what to say...I just heard something when I went in the house to get some water out of the fridge."
"And so you stayed twenty minutes to watch? Looks like you got heated seeing Brock lay the dark wood to Kristen. But I don't blame you, it was hot as fuck! So let me ask you Jack, when you asked Brock to help with Allie's dress, were you envisioning him doing the same thing to your hot little wife?"
I swallowed hard. "No Hannah...no...I wasn't thinking about that at all." I lied unconvincingly. "He was...uh...already there and it just seemed easier for two of us to get her out of her clothes."
"It didn't bother you showing your sexy wife off to an aroused black man who would have loved to give her some black pipe--assuming of course, she would have been in any condition for it?"
"Brock and Allie? Um...no I...mean I...I didn't really think of it like that. She was passed out and not exactly looking like the queen of the party at that moment."
"But if she had been in better shape, you would have let it happen?"
"No...no, why would I...I mean why would you think that Hannah?"
"Most husbands don't ask yoked-up black men to help them remove their wife's clothes. And Allie told me you have been queuing up interracial porn in the bedroom and making comments about how good she would look getting it from a black bull. She also shared that you hired a black contractor to do the remodeling project at your house. Are you greenlighting her for BBC Jack?"
"No...uh...it's not like that. It's just fantasy talk Hannah. I wouldn't want for it to actually happen."
"Be careful what you wish for Jack. You probably know that hearing about my great sex life with Brock planted a BBC seed with Allie--but you've been the one watering it! The IR porn and your comments about her getting some big black dick have now fertilized the seeds. They're growing Jack. And now you must know she's ripe for picking. That black contractor may just provide the final ingredient, BBC nectar."
"That was never my intention Hannah! I never gave any thought to whether he was black or white. He was just completely qualified for the job."
"Oh, he is the right man for the job alright! Remember Jack, I'm in the real estate business around here. And as you might expect, I know just about every contractor in town. I also know that Robert Johnson has, shall we say, a reputation for helping certain housewives bring their BBC fantasies to life. And, after recently learning about your fetish proclivities from Allie, I suspect somewhere in the vetting process you discovered his special qualification! Didn't you Jack?"
It was clear Hannah could tell I was being less than truthful. "Okay...okay...I admit, the idea had crossed my mind at some point, but it's not why I hired him, he was the best contractor we could hire!"
Hannah laughed. "So you're going to tempt fate by having your beautiful wife alone in your house with a black man who might have ulterior motives while you're outta town each week? Wow Jack, if I was a betting person, I would wager the IR line gets crossed--probably early and often."
A vision of Robert pounding Allie doggie style formed in my mind while more blood flowed to my dick.
My thoughts were interrupted by Hannah's voice. "Based on everything that's happened to this point, I suspect deep down, that's what you really want, isn't it Jack? You are just too afraid to validate it because you don't think a husband should want his wife to cross a line like that. But whether you want to admit it or not, you're excited about the prospect of being cuckolded by a black man!"
"Cuckolded? No...I mean I haven't thought of it like that. I just...I don't know...I guess I would concede the whole thing does carry some intrigue for me. But then there's the flip side that terrifies me to even consider, especially because Allie and I have such a great marriage. I would never want to lose her. I couldn't live with myself if a fantasy fetish were to jeopardize what we've built together!"
"It doesn't have to Jack. I think it's awesome of you to open the door for her to receive a new dimension in sexual pleasure you can't provide. Shit, every wife seeking something more in her marriage could use a husband like you. That's why, despite her recently developed BBC desires, I don't think if she were to take the next step, it would jeopardize your marriage in any way."
"No? I'm glad to hear you say it, but how can you be so sure?"
"Unlike Kristen and I who had douchebags for husband's, you're a hell of a catch Jack. You make a great living and you're super involved in your kids' and Allie's lives. She loves you more than you could ever know. For those reasons, I think this has reached a point where you shouldn't play games anymore. Talk to her. Let her know you want this as much as any fantasy she's had about it."
"Hannah, but I'm still not 100% sure it's what I really want. And even if it were, I don't know if I could do it. What if she doesn't want to make this crazy fantasy a reality? I don't want her to feel like I'm pushing her to do it when I'm not sure myself."
"Telling her it's okay isn't pushing her Jack."
"I don't really see it that way."
"So if you don't and she decides to take the plunge, you would feel better if she fucked him without consent? That's interesting. Is that part of the kink for you Jack, would it arouse you more? It sounds like you don't want a hot wife--you want a cheating wife! If that's the case, since you also don't want it to destroy your marriage, you better be prepared to forgive her if she does!"
"If it were to get to that point Hannah, I would know, so I wouldn't consider it cheating."
"How would you know Jack?"
"Trust me, I would. Let's just say I've worked out a deal with Robert."
"You expect the horned-up contractor to tell you? Why would he want to jeopardize the best deal he's probably ever had. Nailing a ten like Allie while you're out of town each week--shit, I bet it'd take him a year to finish the project!"
"It would never come to that." A vision of the smoke alarm spy cam popped into my head.
"Whatever Jack. I'll do my best to keep the fact you hired a black man to test Allie's BBC resolve, our little secret. But if and when she does go black, after her seal's been broken, Brock may want a piece of her too. And because I don't deny him anything, I wouldn't hold him back. And in that scenario, I'd expect you to stay out of the way and let nature take its course. Otherwise, who knows, I might just accidentally spill the beans to your wife. And I can assure you Jack, Allie would be galactically pissed that you played a part in all of this."
"Why would you do that Hannah?"
"Because I want what's best for my friend and it shouldn't be just you as the fetish puppet master. She should have a say and would deserve to know."
Deep down I knew she was right. Sitting down and talking to Allie was the right thing to do, but I just couldn't get past the allure of what might happen if I didn't. Watching Allie on the spy cam had become an addiction--and knowing the possibilities of what could happen with Robert in the house was like a drug I couldn't wait to ingest. As for her suggestion about letting Brock fuck Allie, I knew I would intervene long before that ever came to fruition.
"Hannah, I'm confident I can manage this whole thing in such a way that Allie and I can both get what we want. I appreciate your concerns, but I ask that you let me handle it. I know what I'm doing."
My heart was in my throat as soon as those words escaped my lips.
"Okay Jack, I hope you do. Once again I'll be in Jamaica with Kristen and Brock this week, but if you need to discuss anything, text me. I hope everything goes well with the start of the project!"
I tried to imagine what a week of wild sex that would be for them down in the Caribbean. We hung up just as I pulled up to my parents' house. I hated that one of Allie's friends was in on all of this, but short of coming clean, which I wasn't prepared to do, I had no choice but to trust she would keep her mouth shut.
I peered at my bloodshot eyes in my rearview mirror. I hope you know what the fuck you're doing Jack!
*****
Allie and I were both up early Monday. She was just getting out of the shower when I ordered my Uber. I walked into the bathroom as she was drying herself behind the clear glass shower door. To say she looked hot with water dripping down her naked body was an understatement. I took the opportunity to gawk as I confirmed what we'd already discussed--in reality, I was just ogling my naked wife one final time before leaving for the week.
"Okay, so Robert should arrive sometime after you get back from dropping off the kids. Remember to give him one of those keys we had made."
"Yes Jack I know..." she answered with a suspicious gaze, fully aware why I was lingering in the room just to see her naked. "We already covered that."
Allie exited the shower and I planted a big kiss on her lips. "It's pretty exciting we are finally doing this!"
"I know, I'm excited too! Have a safe and productive week down there."
A sense of nervous anticipation washed over me. I didn't know it, but a faint flutter of a different kind flushed deeply within Allie's naked body.
*****
6:00 P.M.
"How did day one go babe?" I asked through the speaker on my phone, struggling to control my curiosity.
"Good. Robert showed up about nine. We talked for a while before he made a list of materials and left for the hardware store."
"Oh, what did you guys discuss?"
"He just wanted to know about my work schedule in terms of what were the best and worse times for loud stuff and things like that. We also talked about the kids schedules and a little more about your travel calendar."
"Hmm...did he commit to expectations for his comings and goings?"
"Yes, although he was a little vague. He said he thought he would be here most days in the morning, but some days he would be here longer than others. He said we are fortunate, his schedule with other clients has hit a light patch for the next several weeks."
"That's great news! So did he come back after he went to the store?"
"Yeah, I was at the gym and then I picked-up the kids, so he let himself in. He was finishing up the smoke alarm in Chase's room when I got home."
"Smoke alarm?" My heart rate suddenly spiked.
"Yeah, when he and I were talking, I mentioned it as something I had been trying to get you to do for months."
"Honey, we don't need the guy we are paying thousands and thousands of dollars, to be spending his time doing inane jobs I can handle."
"Well, how long have I been waiting for those Jack? Besides, he said the alarms are one of the items on his checklist and that the final permit won't be signed-off without them. He said if it made me feel better to prioritize them for the kids' safety with all the construction going on, it wasn't a big deal to install them sooner than later."
"Interesting, I wasn't aware of that requirement regarding the permit. Do you know if...he uh...if he did anything with the one in our room?"
"No, I don't think so. Why would he? I told him you had installed one in there recently and that it should be fine."
"Oh...okay good." I answered, trying hard to disguise my sudden anxiety. "Did he say what his plans are for tomorrow?"
"He's going to start demolition of the kid's bathroom."
*****
Unbeknownst to either of us, after Allie departed for the gym earlier that afternoon, Robert had discovered the smoke alarm in our bedroom was a fake. He was quite familiar with the type of spy cam I had installed, having fitted a few for past clients.
After the detection of the bogus smoke alarm, Robert went on a mission to see if he could locate the next critical component. After rummaging through the office, he made his way to the kitchen. Like many families, we have a cabinet where on the inside of a cabinet door we keep several lists of information including critical phone numbers, Wi-Fi codes and some device passwords.
When I installed the spy cam, I created a stealthy name to describe the device which I knew would not alert Allie's attention. I wrote it on the cabinet door list in an inconspicuous spot. I also included the password.
Robert Johnson was savvier than my wife.
After unearthing my covert nomenclature based on the spy cam manufacturer's name, our contractor retrieved his laptop from his truck and within minutes was peering at the same video image I had been watching for the past few weeks. At that moment, it was only an image of our neatly made California king-sized bed.
That night, it would be something entirely more exciting...
*****
Later that night.
I had no idea I wasn't the only one watching. After only one day, our cunning contractor had already discovered why I suspected my wife might be into black men.
He also correctly deduced Allie had no idea I was spying on her.
Robert sat at his desk barely able to control his exhilaration. On the computer screen in front of him, naked video of my stunning wife banging herself with a big black dildo while watching interracial porn played loud enough for him to see and hear every delectable detail.
Not normally one to jack-off, the black contractor stroked his hammer black cock while taking in the mouthwatering scene.
"You dirty little black cock slut..." He muttered to himself.
Allie lay on our bed with the sheets pulled back. She was naked with her legs spread wide at the knees. One of her hard nipples sat pinched between two little fingers while her other hand guided the slickened phallus in and out of her widely stretched vaginal lips.
Based on the sounds she was making, it was clear like many times before, the fat dildo was driving her wild. Breathless grunts and whimpers escaped her lips as she watched the interracial porn while impaling herself on the large dark log.
Allie gasped breathlessly. "God, uhn...look at that black cock...mmm...sooo big...uhn...yeah. Give it to her Daddy...uhn ohh...give it to her deep!"
My hand was frantically stroking my dick as I watched my wife hurriedly adjust the vibration intensity on her toy. She moaned louder. Over these past several weeks, I'd watched her learn through pleasure and desire, what things she enjoyed most. It was difficult to not call her an expert now.
Allie released her nipple and slipped her slender digits along the smooth skin of her core until they located a more sensitive, wetter nub. My stunning wife now had both hands between her legs as her head arched from the pillow.
Robert and I both watched, enthralled as Allie's mounded C-cups sat perfectly pushed together between her stretched arms. Her gaze shifted back and forth between the video screen and the action between her legs. I'm not sure I'd ever seen her nipples stiffer. Our black contractor certainly hadn't.
Suddenly her heavenly voice gasped. "Ohhh yesss...mmm...you're going to make me cum...I'm gonna cum all over you again!" My beautiful wife fingered her clit at a blurring pace and her hips actually lifted from the bed as she climaxed. Pussy juiced squirted around the dark log.
Seeing the images and hearing her sounds were it for me--I erupted on the hotel towel. My head fell back against the pillow as my ragged breath struggled to keep up.
I had an early morning meeting so I reluctantly closed my computer and knew if there was more, I could watch it the following night. Just before I fell asleep, the question entered my mind. Did having Robert at the house today play any part in Allie pulling out Chocolate Decadence tonight?
My rapid deflation and departure from the land of consciousness, robbed me from witnessing how my wife's intense orgasm progressed into multiples. Allie came a half-dozen more times in succession--our black contractor deliciously enjoying every one of them.



"Fuck, this is gonna be like stealin'!" Robert grunted to himself before spewing a prodigious load just as my beautiful wife climaxed for the final time.
*****
I called him early the following morning.
"Hi there, how'd things go yesterday Robert?"
"Fine, I'm sure you talked to your wife."
"Yeah, she said you guys discussed schedules and you prioritized the smoke alarms in the kids' rooms and the office."
"Uh-huh Jack, code requires them in all bedrooms for all permitted construction. She mentioned she had asked you to install them before and since they are required anyway, I went ahead and did it. I normally do it at the end of the job, but since she voiced an urgency, I just decided to do them now. I'll just charge you for the material."
"Sure...makes sense Robert. Thanks. She told you I had already done the one in our room, right?"
Based on his previous discovery Robert already knew what I was edging around. "Yeah Jack, that's great. It was one less device I had to install." He lied.
I felt a sense of relief pulse through me.
"So, switching gears, I know you and Allie spent some alone time together yesterday. Did you pick up on any...uh...signals from her?"
I held my breath, not sure what he would say.
"Jack, your wife seems really great--I enjoyed getting to know her better. She comes across as someone who really loves her family...the kids, you, and that rambunctious dog of yours. But as far as showing any coquettish responses, I didn't pick up on anything." He answered, laughing to disguise the truth.
"Touché" I answered with a chuckle of my own. "Contactor English huh Robert?"
"An old dog can learn new tricks apparently..." He joked and we both laughed.
"But seriously, no obvious responses from her?"
"No Jack, I wasn't over the top, but I turned on the charm a little. But I didn't glean anything more than friendly reactions from your wife."
"I'm not sure if that surprises me or not, but okay, I appreciate the update Robert. Please let me know if anything changes. Have a great day, I'm late for a meeting."
"You bet Jack. I'll be at your house in an hour or so." The black man answered before he thought to himself, one day closer to getting in your wife's pants my friend... Unbeknownst to me, a paused image of my naked wife banging herself with the black dildo was on Robert Johnson's computer screen directly in front of him.
After we hung up, I contemplated the conversation we'd just had. Something made me wonder if he'd been entirely truthful. I committed to checking out the recorded video of our bedroom throughout the day when I got back to my room later.
The next couple of days went off without any change. The only video images on my spy cam during the daytime hours were of Allie coming in and out of the bedroom and of course Zeke jumping up and down from our bed--one of his favorite pastimes.
One odd thing that happened during the week was a pop-up message on my personal phone that read: Your CM300 Model Smoke-Alarm Camera device has been upgraded. I was on a work call at the time, so it barely registered in my thought process. I just figured it was a software update, so I clicked off it and went back to my discussion with my customer.
On Thursday afternoon I received a text message from Trish at the porn shop saying Allie had been in and purchased a couple of new interracial sex DVD's and a suction cup attachment for her dildo.
I had no idea what the suction cup was for, but I would soon find out.
While on the phone with her later that night, Allie mentioned she'd had a Facetime call with Hannah earlier in the day from Jamaica. Her friend had told us about the planned trip the previous weekend and based on the wild threesome I'd watched from the same group, Allie's acknowledgement of today's FT call piqued my interest--I wondered if Hannah had conveyed any details of the interracial debauchery that was surely occurring.
"Oh, how is she doing?" I asked casually, doing my best to sound only mildly interested.
"She and Brock are on that trip to Jamaica they told us about."
"Oh, that's right? Are they having a good time?" Again a vision of their hot threesome flashed in my mind.
"She said they are having a great time, her tan is looking amazing! She and Brock are truly living the good life these days."
"Yeah they are. Have they done any special excursions or anything?" I asked, not really caring, but hoping to learn if Allie gained any further BBC enticement.
"Uh...no not really, they're staying at one of those all-inclusive resorts, so they've just been hanging out at the pool and beach a lot. She brought her friend Kristen, she's that cute redhead from Hannah's party, you might remember her."
Visons of Kristen's stunning milky white body getting hammered by Brock's huge black cock filtered into my brain. "Oh yeah, I remember her, she's the one who looks like that actress Rachel Hurd-Wood, right?"
"Hmm Jack...apparently she made more of an impression on you than you mentioned. But yes, I can see how you would make that comparison." Allie answered, a suspicious tone in her voice.
In an effort to deflect further scrutiny I asked, "Aren't her and her husband on some sort of trial separation or something?"
Allie hesitated as if to choose her words carefully. "Yes, they are taking some time apart and going through counseling, I hope it's...uh...working for them."
Based on what I'd seen the night of the party, I fully suspected there was more to what Allie had learned about the Jamaica trip that was very likely undermining that process. But that was all she chose to share.
I was right in my assumptions...
In actuality, Hannah and Allie's conversation had been a lot more enlightening for my wife than she communicated to me.
And as it turned out, it was for our contractor too.
Hannah had been drinking by the pool for hours when she Facetime'd Allie. My wife wasn't aware Robert had returned from lunch and happened to be walking past her home office when he overheard her talking to her friend. Her door was open, so he stealthily stood nearby and listened. A woman's voice sounded from the speakerphone.
"Allie, I am having the best vacation of my life! I'm so excited we still have a few more nights left, but it's already been unforgettable. Don't recall if I told you, but I invited Kristen and Brock brought his friend Cal."
"That's awesome Han, it's always fun to travel with friends, is Kristen having as good a time as you and Brock?"
Hannah's face lit up on the tablet screen. "Is she ever! So Al, like I told you the night of the party, Kristen and her husband Tom agreed to a trial separation a few months ago. Ever since, she and I have been spending lots of time together, so I invited her to come along to take her mind off things."
"What a nice gesture for you to look out for her like that Han."
Hannah nodded with a naughty smile. "So they've been going to counseling and trying to work things out. And it just so happens that one of Kristen's issues with Tom is he rarely takes responsibility for doing stuff with the kids. So to get back in her good graces, he asked if she would be okay if he took the kids down to LA and Disneyland for the week, which freed her up to join us for the trip."
"That's great her husband heard her concerns and is trying to do the right things to patch things up. I bet that's making the trip a lot more relaxing for her."
"Well Allie, let's just say her husband's gesture has made a major impact on his wife in more ways than one!" Hannah giggled mischievously.
Allie eyed Hannah through the lens with a suspicious gaze.
"Al, you need to keep this between us. But it turns out, the Jamaican air and lots of rum have already turned my cute red-headed friend into a Mandingo afficionado."
Robert's eyes widened.
"Mandingo afficionado? What's that?" My wife asked naively.
Hannah laughed again before answering. "Well Allie, there are people down in the Caribbean who refer to certain black men as Mandingo's."
"Why certain one's?"
"Allie, you are so sheltered." Hannah teased. "I'm not sure exactly why they call them that, but these Mandingo's are...um...how should I say...well-endowed, and they pride themselves in having as much sex with white women as they can!"
Allie's eyes flashed before Hannah continued.
"It so happens that Cal, Brock's friend, has a cousin named Lars who is Jamaican and came to the hotel on Monday with a couple of his friends who consider themselves as guess what?...Yes Mandingo's."
"Oh! And...what...what happened?" Allie questioned, her nipples suddenly stiffening and strafing against her thin top.
"Well, let's just say, Kristen is learning why so many white women return from the islands much different than when they arrived!"
"She's having sex with one of them?" Allie practically shouted, not meaning to, but unable to hold back her surprise.
"No...she's doing it with ALL of them!"
"ALL OF THEM? Like...at the same time?"
"No. But two or three a couple of times."
"Two or Three? Oh my God Hannah, I've seen how big...I mean...I've heard they can be very big, how is she handling all that?"
Robert could barely control his excitement listening to the conversation.
Hannah spied Allie for her slip-up. "She's loving every second of it Al...and truth be told, she isn't the only one..." Hannah giggled naughtily.
"Wait, you're doing it too Han? With more than one guy?"
"Not guys Allie...Bulls! Brock had been teasing me about trying it with one of his friends for over a month and sure enough he was right. I quickly learned the only thing better than one big black cock is multiple ones! Seriously Al, I've had more orgasms in the past few days than I ever had in my entire marriage!"
Robert's cock was now pressing against his jeans wondering who this friend of Allie's with the BBC addiction was.
Allie's panties were now getting wetter by the second. "Wow Hannah, I...I...don't know what to say."
"You don't have to say anything, just know we are having the time of our lives. I'll tell you all about it later Allie, but that reminds me, you never said if you ever followed my advice and got that toy I suggested to help when you watch those hot IR videos?"
Allie stared back at her friend with a guilty gaze and an upturned lip.
"Oh Al, I can see it all over your face. Please tell me you went with my advice and went for the big dildo over the vibe?"
Allie hesitated before she nodded, a full naughty smile forming on her lips this time.
Robert couldn't see her face, but he had already learned the answer through his spy cam voyeuring.
"Yeah girl! I knew there was a different glow about you! You got the BBC didn't you? Please tell me you did!" Hannah shouted.
My wife confirmed with an enthusiastic nodding of her head.
"YESSS! Okay, time to spill the beans Miss Allie! What did you get?"
Allie smiled coyly. "It's called...um...Chocolate Decadence, it's not quite as big as your...um boyfriend and I guess those Mandingo guys, but it's amazing!"
"What did I tell you girl! Okay, so...like how amazing?"
The same mischievous grin appeared on Allie's face before she raised her hands about nine inches apart.
"Damn Al, you surprise me! You jumped in the deep end. I can't imagine how good you must look getting it from that black monster!"
A vision of my wife squirting all over the big black dildo formed in Robert's mind. Oh...she looks good alright!
"I don't know about that Han, but I can say I love the way it feels when it's...uh...you know." She answered embarrassingly.
"...Pounding your stretched out horny hole Allie!"
"HANNAH!" My wife shouted back at her friend.
Robert almost laughed out loud.
"C'mon Al, don't forget who you're talking to. I know better than anyone, except maybe Kristen," she joked, "...how life-changing BBC is--regardless if the vein-covered deliciousness is rubber or blood-filled!"
My wife peered at her friend with the most playfully embarrassing gaze. "Well I have to admit your Jamaica story is making me want to pull it out as soon as we get off this call!"
Our contractor's eyes nearly popped out of his head.
"Ha Al, you should absolutely do that! But as good as your dildo is, just know if you ever want to sample the real thing, after Brock saw you half-naked at the party, he can't stop talking about hot you looked!"
"Half-naked?" What do you mean Hannah?"
"Oops, I wasn't supposed to say anything, but Brock carried you out to the in-law unit when you were passed out. But get this, Jack asked him to take off your dress!"
"Wait, what? Are you serious?"
"Yeah, I thought it sounded crazy too, but I guess Jack thought he needed help. Anyway, Brock clearly liked what he saw. He couldn't stop talking about your rockin' body Al. He even went so far as to say, if you ever wanted to learn about the true ecstasy of BBC, he'd be happy to assist!"
Robert stood in the hallway shaking his head at what he was hearing. A huge grin was plastered on his oversized lips.
"HANNAH! I'm not divorced like you. I couldn't cheat on Jack! Playing with a dildo makes me feel guilty enough..."
"Allie, I just wanted you to know it's there for you if you ever wanted to experience what true life-changing sex really feels like! Even if it's just one time. Big black dildo's are great, but they still don't compare to a rock hard thick black hot cock deep inside you. And...your dildo can't simulate what it feels like to have a huge set of nigger balls slapping off your ass like when a bull fucks you!"
"Oh my God Hannah, I shouldn't be talking about this!"
"It doesn't hurt to talk about it Allie!" Hannah laughed. "Anyway, I might suggest in the meantime, if you don't have one already, go get a suction cup for your dildo and attach it to your headboard and take that big black fucker doggy style. It's still not as good as the real thing, but you won't be able to get enough. This conversation is making me horny, I'm going to go find Brock and Cal and go upstairs and get spit-roasted!"
"Spit-roasted?"
Again Robert had to bite his lip.
"Yes Al, one big black cock in the front and one in the back! It's glorious! I'm sure you've seen it on those videos. Black men love it!"
"I...I...didn't know that's what they call it."
"Makes sense doesn't it Al. Anyway, before I head upstairs, how are thing's going with your remodel?" Hannah was angling to find out if anything was happening between her and Robert.
Although she knew her friend was drunk, Allie couldn't believe Hannah changed the subject from sex with two black men to her bathroom construction.
"It's...uh...going good, our contractor has demo'd the kids bathroom and is now working on plumbing and electrical."
"Speaking of plumbing Allie, I know a couple of his former customers who said your contractor Robert Johnson's got quite the plumbing himself. Better keep your eyes open or he might try to lay the pipe with you too!"
"Holy Fuck!" An imaginary voice screamed in Robert's head even as his pride swelled. He couldn't believe what he'd just heard. He listened closely for Allie's response.
"Hannah! You never acknowledged knowing anything about him when Jack and I were vetting him. So...so...you've heard he's had sex with customers?"
"Very satisfied customers Allie! I never said anything before because I didn't want to freak you out and frankly, I was kind of curious what would happen with him working closely with you!"
"Jeez Hannah, you're bad! I can't believe you did that!"
"I hope you're not mad Al. I admit it was kind of a devious thing to do, but nothing needs to happen if you don't want it to. But hey I really need to run, Brock just showed up and I need to get him upstairs before he busts out of his Speedo!"
Robert adjusted his cock in his pants and slipped quietly down the hallway back to the kids bathroom. The huge grin was still plastered on his face...This shit just keeps getting better!
*****
The conversation had a profound effect on Allie too. Ten minutes later she peeked her head into the bathroom and told Robert she had some errands to run.
Errands was code for a stop at the porn shop.
*****
That night, not long after clicking on the spy cam stream, my black contractor and I watched my wife get fucked doggy style by nine inches of Chocolate Decadence.
Initially, I watched doubtfully as she clumsily pressed the suction cup against the solid wood surface of our king-sized headboard. It took Allie several tries to get the placement right. But eventually she attached it in a way she could spread her knees and drop her hips into the perfect position for the veiny log to penetrate inch after scintillating inch of the heavenly place between her bubbly ass cheeks.
Eventually she worked into a perfect rhythm, moving at an increasing pace. The dildo was now glistening with her juices. "Oh my God, yes that's it! Ohhh...shit. So deep. Yesss...take me, I love it..." Allie squealed. She had started off on all fours, but as her pleasure intensified she eventually dropped to her elbows and arched her back to allow the irrepressible mamba to assault her G-spot. The wet resonances of her dripping pussy and the squeaking of our bed springs soon filled the room.
But those weren't the only sounds. My wife couldn't control herself. "Oh fuck...mmmm...yeah! Right there...uhn...uhn...mmmph. Take me you big black fucker..."
She looked so fucking hot getting it from behind--the irony being that we rarely did it that way. But despite my feelings of self-pity, it was one of the most exhilarating things I had ever seen. I didn't want it to stop.
I wasn't the only one thinking the same thing. Just like the previous evening, me and the other voyeur had a hand gripped around our hard cocks.
The difference was Robert's fingers were wrapped around something three times the diameter.
I didn't recognize the audio from the porn that blared through the speakers. I knew it must be one of the new DVD's Trish texted me about. Ironically, my wife didn't seem to notice it either--her head was too busy flopping from side to side. I could see a light layer of sweat on her back as she moved her hips sexily while the big black phallus impaled her.
"Oooh yeah...mmmm..." Allie moaned, breaking my reverie. She was now gripping the sheets with both hands as the ever-present erotic glow from the computer screen cast an erotic glow across our bed. Allie's hips rolled in delight.
"Why didn't I do this sooner...Ohhhh fuhhh...God...SO DEEP..." She whimpered before her face dropped against the silky sheets.
Her comment about depth wasn't lost on Robert--there were still three inches of fat faux-BBC that remained outside my wife's stretched lips.
"Bitch, you're gonna learn how to take it all...Your daddy will teach you how to take it balls deep slut!"
Allie began making noises I'd never heard before. She wasn't typically vocal in bed, but based on her pleasure squeals, I couldn't help thinking she might wake the kids at any moment. Moans and grunts escaped her lips as her blonde hair flew in all directions. Her juices dripped from the unyielding pole while her heavy tits jiggled forward and back.
"Ohhh...yes...fuck! That's feels good...so GOOD! Make me cum...I love it!"
Less than a minute later her body went completely stiff before she screamed, "OhhhMyGoddd!" Allie then began convulsing as the powerful orgasm ripped through her stunning body. A gush of ejaculate spurted around the fat toy against the headboard and on to the sheets below.
I barely had time to touch my dick before I exploded.
Robert's staying power was far better than mine. But since he'd been stroking his pole the entire time, once he witnessed my wife's climax, his huge cock erupted like a fire cannon.



Allie collapsed onto the mattress as cum continued leaking onto the surface from between her legs.
She lay there for several minutes trying to catch her breath. I eventually closed my laptop, but our cunning contractor took in the site of my wife's spectacular naked body for as long as possible before she finally got up and moved out of the cameras view.
Robert knew it was only a matter of time before it would be his big black cock that my wife would be squirting all over.
*****
While the project moved along fairly well, several things transpired over the next several weeks that left me confused.
First, every time I asked Robert whether Allie had shown any flirtatious interest, he always answered the same, "Jack, I really don't know where you got any notion your wife is interested in black men. Despite my attempts at flirting, she hasn't shown any interest. And trust me, I would know if she did."
He was either a really good liar or Allie's commitment to our wedding vows were stronger than I even realized. I knew she had never cheated on me, except with the big dildo, but my own recent actions had all but provided a pathway for her to experience BBC if she wanted.
Secondly, and more disturbing for my voyeuristic desires, as time went on, despite all the fun I'd witnessed her have on the spy cam, Allie's watching of IR porn and playtime with her BBC dildo became less and less frequent. That part made absolutely no sense given how much she'd clearly loved it. Was she beginning to feel guilty about it? Was she worried the kids might hear her?
Our own sex life hadn't changed much. We still made love at least once each weekend when I was home. I hadn't been able to talk her into porn again, and I also hadn't noticed a difference in the way she felt when I entered her despite what had to have been an almost inevitable stretching from her huge dildo. However, there were a few times when she made an unfamiliar sound when I sunk into her, providing some doubt as to whether she felt tenderness or discomfort from BBC sex with her dildo or possibly our contractor's huge cock.
The final piece that didn't fit perfectly into the puzzle happened when I ran into Hannah at the bar and grille at the country club. I was running in to buy beers at the turn after finishing the front nine and she was grabbing a seltzer before heading over for an afternoon tennis match.
"Hi Jack, how's the remodel coming along?"
"Pretty good, we're only a couple of weeks from finishing. How was your Jamaica trip?"
"It was incredible for both Kristen and me! Of course, you of all people would know what I'm talking about, huh Jack? Lots of black men around to give us what you watched at my house!" A naughty smile and a wink flashed across her face.
My eyes widened, I couldn't believe she spoke so provocatively given the location or our discussion.
"And Allie, how's your beautiful wife doing?" Hannah asked coyly.
"Good," I answered. But based on her suspect gaze I asked, "Why?"
"Oh nothing, just wondering," she answered flippantly, this time with a Cheshire cat smirk that suggested there was something she knew that I didn't.
"Hannah, is there something you're not telling me?"
But before she could respond, my cart partner Bill Peters stuck his head in the door and shouted. "C'mon Jack, you're on the tee and there's a group waiting for us!"
I peered back at Hannah one final time as I headed for the door. The hot MILF flashed the same guilt-filled smile and winked.
*****
The next morning on Saturday, I was out doing yardwork in my front yard when my neighbor John Sievers came walking over. John was a retired airline pilot with lots of time on his hands. During Covid, he had converted his garage into a man cave to escape having to spend too much time with his wife Lindsey. As a result, his garage door was always open, and he had become the self-appointed neighborhood watchman.
"Hey Jack, it's good to see you. Looks like you've been traveling a bunch."
"Good to see you too John and yes, I've got two new deals down in LA that are dominating my time these days."
"How's that remodeling project coming along?"
"Good. The kid's bathroom is almost done and ours will be in a few weeks too."
John wasn't one to mince words. "Yeah, nothing better than taking a shit on your own throne, huh Jack?"
I laughed. "Yeah, I don't hate using the kids' bathroom, but I do look forward to having my privacy again."
"Speaking of privacy, how is your wife dealing with being in the house alone with that contractor of yours?"
"Oh fine. It was a bit awkward initially, but everything's good now. He came with great references, so we felt comfortable with him."
"Yeah, I have to say, I've never seen a contractor so diligent about his schedule. I see your wife leave every day at 8:30 a.m. to take the kids to school and damn if he doesn't arrive right at 8:45 just before she gets back. I swear I could set my clock by it. I assume you guys gave him a key and he lets himself in?"
I wasn't sure it was any of John's business, but I replied, "Yeah, he has a key, as you know Allie comes and goes throughout the day and we didn't want him getting locked out when he goes out for supplies and stuff."
"Yeah, I see him leave on occasion, but never in the mornings, and as a matter of fact, rarely does she. He must be really organized or that truck he drives has everything in it he needs, cuz like I said, he seems to really get humping each day in the morning."
John's comments struck me as odd, not just due to the sexual euphemism, but because when I'd asked Allie about Robert's comings and goings, she had never suggested he was so diligent about arriving at the same time every day. And I remembered that a couple of the references I'd spoken to had told me one of their only complaints of Robert was the inconsistencies in his arrival schedule.
Later that night I asked Allie about it.
Interestingly, I picked up on what seemed to be a subtle nervousness in her answer--and her response certainly didn't jive with what John said about being able to set his watch by Robert's arrival times.
"Oh...I don't know...I haven't really thought about it Jack. I guess...yeah...I guess I would say he usually shows up between 8:30 and probably 9:30."
I thought to myself, Hmm...how would she not recall if he wasn't always there when she returned from dropping off the kids as John suggested?
While the whole conversation seemed strange, I chalked it up to the fact Allie was never one to sweat details. While I had every reason to trust the feedback from my nosey neighbor, Allie could easily have been wrong in her estimation of Robert's arrival times. And I had thoroughly perused the early morning spy cam footage on multiple occasions and just like all the other times throughout the day, nothing suggested any unusual activity. Allie would have had no reason to lie about it...
Over the next couple of days, Robert's continued denials of any interest by my wife messed with my head. It didn't make sense, plus she was no longer using her dildo at all despite having the muscled black man alone in the house with her nearly every day.
But the part that confused me the most was that Robert didn't seem all that upset by the fact nothing was happening between them. I had heard him on the phone that first day at Home Depot when he was giddy about fucking his customer. Now he was indifferently accepting of the fact that my beautiful wife wasn't showing any interest.
I racked my brain trying to think if there was something I hadn't considered. Could they be messing around in some other room? That doesn't make any sense. The kid's beds are twins and the family room couch while comfortable, certainly wouldn't be as good as our bed. If they were having sex, why would they not use the best place in the house?
I had reviewed countless hours of spy cam recordings over the last month without even a hint of activity taking place in our bedroom.
And then suddenly it hit me. No activity...Absolutely ZERO activity!
I jumped up and retrieved my computer. I anxiously opened the video file from the previous morning. Instead of fast forwarding the images as I always did, I hit the play button and watched. An image of our made bed remained glued on the screen--but then a revelation struck me. I couldn't believe I hadn't noticed it before, but then I realized I had always only fast-forwarded through the playback recordings looking for evidence.
Evidence that was right in front of me all along.
I zoomed the image on the screen until I could see the time on Allie's digital alarm clock on her nightstand. It read 8:49 a.m. I watched the video for the next 5 minutes.
The clock still read 8:49 a.m.
What the fuck? I questioned as my pulse quickened. How is this possible? What am I looking at?
I clicked on the video file from the morning previous to that one. This time her clock paused at 8:52 a.m. Again the time didn't change as I sat wide-eyed for the next couple of minutes. However, instead of clicking off the file, I fast forwarded it, stopping periodically to confirm the time still hadn't changed.
After advancing past a lot of recording time, all of the sudden something new caught my eye. I hit the play button and suddenly the time on the clock read 10:42 a.m. But it hadn't been the time on the clock that caught my attention. I slowly rewound the recording until the thing I noticed at high speed became clear to see at the slower pace.
The pillows on our bed were arranged slightly different.
Now I gradually rewound the tape just past the point where the pillow change occurred and hit the play button. The clock read 8:52 a.m. for only a few seconds, before the new image with differently arranged pillows appeared.
Now the clock read 10:42 a.m.
A few moments later I watched as Zeke jumped up on the bed and sniffed around.
For the next forty-five minutes, I anxiously reviewed recorded files from the past several weeks. Almost every day had at least one stilled clock image that ended with slightly different pillow arrangements. The lengths of paused time varied anywhere from 50 minutes to 4 hours. Several days had multiple paused periods. The first paused time each day almost always occurred between 8:45 a.m. and 9:00 a.m.
I sat back in my desk chair trying to make sense of what I was seeing. Was it just a glitch in the recording? Suddenly another thought popped into my mind. I reached for my phone and hurriedly scrolled through old messages. Eventually I found what I was looking for. It had come four weeks previously:
Your CM300 Model Smoke-Alarm Camera device has been upgraded.
I clicked on my browser and Googled: CM300, smoke alarm camera. The information read: This is our highest-end model and it listed a host of features. I perused them quickly until I found what I was looking for: A paused image feature controllable with the remote control.
Swiftly, my recollection of the interaction I'd had with the zit-faced sales associate at Best Buy came rushing back. I remembered him saying they were out of stock on their highest-end model, but the one he sold me would be completely satisfactory for my needs--but it didn't come with a remote control or pause feature. It was the CM200 model.
Oh my God...I've been played...
*****
As I walked into the bar, I spotted Robert at the same table we'd sat at the last time we met there. There were already two 22 oz. frosty beers sitting in front of him. When he noticed me, a big smile spread across his face and he waved me over.
"Hey Jack! How are you doing?" He asked as he put out his hand to shake.
I reluctantly extended mine and was quickly reminded of the size difference between us.
I sat down in the stool, my heart was practically pumping out of my chest. "I'll tell you Robert, I'm not good. You and I have a lot to talk about."
His smile only partially dissipated, "Oh...I hope you still think everything is going great with the project Jack. I do."
"I'm fine with the project Robert, but everything with my wife isn't!"
"Your wife isn't happy with how things are going, she hasn't said anything to me?"
"Robert, you know what I'm talking about. You replaced the smoke alarm spy cam in our bedroom, didn't you?"
Now his grin disappeared altogether.
I continued. "It took me a while to figure it out, but I know you've been pausing the images to hide something, I obviously suspect it's video details of you and my wife."
Robert now took a big swig from his beer. "C'mon Jack, you knew this was inevitable. You were spying on your wife and she never knew anything about it. You watched her playing with that big black dildo and watching interracial porn and instead of discussing it with her, and then you hired a black contractor to see how she would respond. You turned your bedroom into a real-life interracial Petrie dish just to see how it would all play out while feeding your cuckold fantasies!"
"So you're not denying it?"
"Fuck no Jack! I picked up on the signals from your wife the first time the three of us met together and when I saw her banging herself with that black dildo on the spy cam, I knew it wouldn't be long before she wanted the real thing!"
I felt a heaviness in my chest I'd never experienced before. "So how did you...uh...figure out...or for that matter hijack the spy cam feed?"
"Shit Jack I've seen lots of those nanny cams, even installed some for clients. When I saw it in your room and asked your wife about the other needed alarms around the house, it was obvious to me she didn't know anything about the one in your room being a fake. And while your stealthy scribblings in the kitchen cabinet may have been like hieroglyphics to Allie, they were like a roadmap for me. Your whole plan finally made perfect sense after I watched her that first time with her BBC toy."
The magnitude of what he was telling me finally sunk in. Another man had watched my beautiful wife masturbate with her big black dildo. "You watched her?"
"Fuck yes I did. And I can tell you, I'd rarely seen anything so arousing."
I swallowed deeply but my throat was suddenly so dry I nearly coughed. I took a drink of my beer before asking the first question that came to my mind. "So if you had already hacked into my spy cam feed, why switch out the cameras?"
"C'mon Jack, that's obvious, ain't it? While I believed your cuck proclivities may have still allowed it to happen, I didn't want to risk losing my opportunity to set up shop between your wife's legs just in case it didn't. The new spy cam allowed me to pause the video feed while we had our fun."
His admission felt like a knife to the heart.
"Robert, I'm going to report you to the better business bureau and the cops too! I'm not sure of all the laws you broke when you set up that camera and began spying on and seducing my wife in our own home, but there's got to be a bunch!"
Robert eyed me with an intimidating glare. "Not so fast Jack!" He said as he removed a small device from his pocket which I quickly recognized as a mini-recorder.
For the next few minutes he played familiar recordings before forwarding onto the next one: I immediately heard the sound of my own voice: "...Uh...there is one more thing Robert. This is kinda hard to toss out there and I hope you aren't offended. But...I have...uh...reason to believe my wife Allie, might be interested...well I'm trying to determine if she is interested in black men...Yeah, but I thought if you wanted to move forward, we could come to some sort of arrangement that while you are working at the house, you could help me determine if my theory is correct."
I could feel all the blood depart from my face. He hit the fast forward button before playing more:
"...No Robert, I am 100% completely committed to this project, but I thought since you are a well...uh...put-together black man, you could help me achieve both objectives at once. I'd be willing to bump the sum on your bid price to help justify what I know is an unusual request...Robert, we are obviously getting deep into hypothetical situations here...but if it ever came to that point, what if I said it might be...um...okay for you and my wife to hook up like once...or something?"
He advanced it again as I mindlessly took another long drink from my beer.
"But I guess at the end of the day, I would still want to know for sure if she would actually follow-through and do it--I don't know, maybe just fellatio or something..."
Robert then pushed the advance button one final time and this time his voice sounded.
"And the one stipulation I have is in addition to the standard deposit, you pay the 5% special services seduction fee in full now too."
"Yes Robert, I have your account information, I'll make the full payment right away. We can't wait to get started."
The intimidating look reappeared on our contractor's face. "Jack, I have the whole conversation recorded. Do you really think the cops are going to agree with you when they hear you actually paid me to seduce your wife and that you were the one to set up the spy camera in the first place?"
It was my turn to stare, but I wasn't able to formulate words.
"And one more thing Jack," he scrolled through his phone, "I have a bunch of pics and videos of she and I in your bedroom together, I'm sure you would prefer those didn't show up in front of the wrong audience."
"I don't believe you, there is no way she would let you film that...uh...stuff!"
"Ha! You'd be surprised what your wife will do for this!" He raised his voice confidently as he grabbed his crotch. Robert then found what he was looking for on his phone and turned it in my direction.
The picture sucked all the air from my lungs.
Allie was dressed in one of her sexiest babydolls on our bed. Her medium-length hair was pinned up showing off her long smooth neck. Her eyes were unfocused and her mouth was slightly open exposing extreme wetness on her curled tongue. She was on her knees straddling a pair of dark black muscular thighs. One of the strings from her lingerie was off her shoulder and the silky fabric hung loosely below her round heavy breast. The nipple was so hard it looked like it might pop at any moment. And her fingers were inside the frontal band of her G-string thong.
"I like to make her play before she gets some. But, truth be told, due to her eagerness, she's become quite the exhibitionist Jack!"
"Fuck..." was the only word that came to my lips before I reached for his phone to inspect the image more closely.
He purposefully pulled it away, causing me to gasp in frustration.
"Jack, I can assure you there are many many more like this one and the stills are nothing compared to the videos."
My mouth was agape. "Why...why would you, take all these? You could ruin our lives if they ever got out...like on the internet or something?" I asked, still trying to make sense of what I'd just seen and heard.
"Jack, I hope to not have to share them with anyone, but I wanted additional insurance you wouldn't try to pull the plug before I got what I wanted."
I stared at him in shock. "What is that supposed to mean?"
"Well Jack, your kitchen cabinet door list of passwords and usernames allowed me to download the names and numbers of all the contacts from Allie's phone. I wonder what Allie's friends at the PTA or your buddies at the golf club would think if they saw her begging and moaning and creaming all over nine and half inches of fat black cock?"
His words hit me like a punch to the gut.
When I could finally speak, I asked, "But...but you said you don't intend to share any...any of those?"



"Like I said, I won't if you don't pull any bullshit Jack."
I felt a feint sense of relief that he didn't intend to openly blackmail us before asking the next thing that came to my mind, even though I already had a good sense of the answer. "So how long have you and Allie...been...um...?" I couldn't bring myself to say the words, but the question changed the tenor of the conversation and caused Robert to chuckle.
"Jack, I've been fuckin' the shit out of her since early on!"
This time all the breath escaped my chest and my head felt like it might explode. I gaped at him, barely able to comprehend the words that just came out of his mouth. His confirmation was bad enough, but the brashness of his response felt like a kick to the nuts.
Inexplicably though, most of the blood in my lower half flowed to my dick.
It took me nearly thirty seconds to respond as I pondered all the questions in my mind while staring at the smug smile on his face. "So...so all the paused scenes on the video feed...?"
"...Yep, those were all times when her squirtin' little slit or my big bull nuts were messin' up your bed sheets!"
"Oh my God..."
"Yeah Jack, while your spying had uncovered rightful suspicions about your wife, I can tell you she was ripe and ready for it! Her friend Hannah had primed that pump initially, but then the IR porn and that black dildo made getting in her pants like taking candy from a baby. And after the first time, it was all I could do to get any work done at your house. Jack, she begged and pleaded so much, we had to finally work out a schedule."
The depth of the depravity he was describing was impossible to digest, yet inexplicably my cock was aching from stiffness. I brought the beer to my lips and downed all the rest before seeking validation. "It seems many of the paused scenes happen in the...uh...morning?"
He laughed. "Yeah, that was part of the scheduling. She can barely make it in the door after dropping off your kids before she comes begging for it. So now I'm usually naked in your bed by the time she gets back and she's half-clothed the second she makes it into your room. It's never long before those big, beautiful titties are heaving and bouncing and them stiff nipples are pointing at the ceiling!"
"Jesus..." I muttered as I tried to visualize what he was describing. Then for some inexplicable reason her work responsibilities popped into my head.
"But...but she has conference calls for work some days..."
"Ha...I didn't think that'd be the next question out of your mouth Jack, but funny you should ask. There's been mornings where she's been bouncing on my hog with her camera off and mic muted while on her team calls. In fact, just last week she was talking to her boss while I was hungrily eating her pussy!"
It shouldn't have surprised me based on what he had already said, but to hear him say so matter-of-factly that he'd 'Eaten Allie's pussy' created a vision I hadn't yet imagined.
"Yeah Jack, we had already fucked that morning, but Allie was still horny as fuck. I was working in the kids bathroom when I heard a sound by the door. I turned and your wife was standing in the doorway completely naked except for thigh-high silk stockings, Stiletto's, and a little black bowtie around her neck. Needless to say, I dropped what I was doing, but instead of taking her back to the bedroom, I led her by the arm to your kitchen table where I laid her out and dined on that delectable dish. I mean, she spread open those sexy legs and I dove right in...mmm Jack, that woman has one tasty-ass box!"
I stared at him, knowing he was right, but not able to come up with a response.
He continued. "My face was already covered in her juices when her boss called. She obviously didn't want to take it, but said she had to. Your conflicted wife thought I was gonna let her go to her office, but instead, after she connected, I gripped her ass cheeks tightly and my tongue and lips never let up. At the start she tried to fight her way free, but I wouldn't let her go. Eventually she stopped fighting and just tried to talk as normally as she could. During the call, her boss asked twice if she was okay, but she lied and told him she was talking to him from her treadmill. I give her credit Jack, I took her to the edge three times and somehow she kept from moaning loud enough for him to figure it out before she finally hung up."
"Bill, her boss?" A high-pitched voice I'd never heard escaped my mouth as I questioned the scene. "That's crazy...she...you...were doing that with him on the phone..."
"Not as crazy as Allie was after she hung up--dude she was in heat! Your horny wife pulled me up on the table and straddled my face. Fuck she looked so good in that outfit with her big tits bouncing up and down above me. Let's just say I ate to my heart's content and your table needed a serious wipe down after that. Oh...and if you look when you get back home, you'll see several nicks and scratches on the surface from her spiked heels."
I struggled to fathom everything he had just told me, but the clues suggested he was telling the truth. I swallowed hard. "So...uh...now that you've had your way with my wife, what happens next?" I asked, knowing it was a weak response, but I didn't know what else to say.
"Well Jack, assuming I can keep your wife under control, I will finish the bathroom work next Friday. Obviously, I plan on fucking her until then. After that, I guess it'll be up to Allie as to how she wants it to go."
Despite my previously feeble response, I tried to put my foot down now. "You've already received everything you've wanted Robert, Allie has no say about this moving forward. I want you to come pick up the rest of your tools today, and we'll find someone else to finish the job!"
I grin formed on his oversized lips and his sparkling white teeth flashed. "Nah Jack, it ain't gonna work like that. I've already shown you I possess all the cards I need to assure that. I certainly haven't gotten everything I want from her yet and frankly, I bet you don't truly want this to end now either. Am I right?"
"Of course I want it to end! I told you before, I might have been intrigued at the idea initially, but now that you took advantage of the situation and I'm fully aware of what's been happening, I can say with certainly I was wrong, and I want it to end!"
Another big smile formed on his face. "Is that right Jack? You can say with certainty this isn't arousing to you? Why don't you stand up out of that chair and show this whole place if you're sporting a hard-on right now!"
I stared at him, not only had he disarmed me with the stealthy recording and check-mated me with the pictures and videos, but now he pegged the fact my pants were tenting outward at my crotch. "That...that's not going to happen Robert, I don't think the condition of my penis is anyone's business, including yours!"
"So it's hard?"
"I didn't say that!"
"Jack, I'm going to take your refusal as an admission of guilt. And since we both already knew about your cuckold fetishes before any of this went down, we're just going to keep doing what we've been doing and both of us will get what we want. But I will make one concession."
"Oh...and what is that?" I asked, trying my best to make it sound like he owed it to me.
"I won't pause the camera feed next week. If you want to, and I know you will, you'll be able to watch your beautiful wife as the BBC slut she is!"
His words hit me like another punch to the gut. There was part of me that wanted to hit back, but I was becoming aware, the thought of actually watching Allie having sex with this hung black man was my fetish fantasy coming to life. "So...so you won't pause any...any of it?"
"I won't if you don't want me too. But I have to warn you Jack, you're going to see a version of your wife you never imagined. Are you sure you can handle that?"
Again I stared directly at him, my eyes were glossy and unfocused. "A version of your wife you never imagined? A BBC slut?" Those were visions that even I had not conceived. But then another thought struck me.
"When...uh...when was the first time?"
Robert chuckled. "Ah...now we're getting somewhere. Curiosity killed the cuck...huh Jack? But I suppose that's a fair question. Well, let's see...as I told you a few minutes ago, despite my deceitful report at the time, I got plenty of flirtatious vibes from your wife going all the way back to that first time the three of us met. And then that first morning when you were gone and she and I were alone together, it was even more apparent. I even noticed her sneaking a few peeks at my crotch."
"But you said nothing was happening between you?"
"As I said Jack, I didn't want you shutting the whole thing down before I got in her pants. Besides, that was just playful flirting, it wasn't shit compared to what would happen later!"
I swallowed hard, knowing I was about to learn more stunning details.
"Anyway, regardless of her obvious interest, I could tell she was pretty naïve and she wasn't the type to have cheated behind your back before. At her core, she's a good girl Jack. She clearly loves you and I knew she'd be fighting her BBC desires versus her wedding vows!"
Despite what he was telling me about his affair with my wife, that little piece of feedback provided a small boost to my psyche.
It didn't last long.
"Regardless Jack, I still wanted to fuck the shit out of her and despite her feelings for you, I suspected she wanted it too!"
Before I could think of something to say, he carried on. "Well Jack, I still wondered what had led you to believe your wife might be into black men. It wasn't until I flipped on the spy cam that first night that I got my answer. DAMN JACK! Let's just say I learned in spades...haha...pun definitely intended! I'm sure you were watching too, but your wife took to that big black dildo like her life depended on it. And then seeing her naked and spread on that bed and squirtin' all over that black rubber fucker had my balls bouncing together in arousal. If I hadn't known I was gonna bang your wife before that, your spy camera all but confirmed it!"
I sat with my mouth half open knowing this all happened because of me.
"Anyway, getting back to the first time. It was the following week. Your wife had left to go to the gym and I was working on the kids' bathroom. I had removed the door--it was going to be replaced anyway and I needed the clearance to get some of my equipment in. Apparently more time had passed than I realized and just as I was draining the main vein in the kids' toilet, your wife returned. I didn't hear her as when I'm letting go, it sounds like a fucking waterfall."
I immediately remembered the sound I'd heard when the thick stream discharged at Home Depot.
"So just as I was giving it a final shake I heard your wife's voice. She yelled out 'Robert, I'm home...' just as she was about to pass the bathroom. When she did, she glanced inside in passing and immediately stopped in her tracks. There I was standing in front of the toilet holding my big cock."
Just then the waitress walked up and Robert paused to order another beer. He asked if I wanted one and I simply nodded.
After the server walked away, he started again. "Well Jack, your wife's eyes looked like saucers, but instead of apologizing or moving on, she just stood there staring at my dick. I gave it a little shake and her mouth fell open."
"Jesus...what...hap...happened next?"
"I checked out how good she looked in her tight gym clothes, I could see perspiration marks on the silky surface and her big tits looked so good pushing out the top. I finally said, 'Hey Mrs. Bradshaw, my apologies about this, I had to remove the door for the construction, and I guess the time got away from me. I didn't expect you back so soon.' Of course Jack, I left my cock hanging out for her to see."
"Fuck...what...did she...uh...?"
"She just stared at it for a couple more seconds before stuttering 'It's...it's okay...I...I should have called out sooner.' Then she stole one final look before practically stumbling over my tool belt that was on the floor in the hallway on her way towards your room."
"What...what happened...after?"
"I tried to work for the next few minutes, but when I heard the shower in your bathroom, I couldn't help myself. I was horny as fuck and I had to get a better look. On my way out of the bathroom, sensing what might happen, I reached into my tool bags and found the spy cam remote. I paused the image and turned the other direction to make sure your dog was still outside. I then moved into your room and very carefully slid the bathroom door open an inch or two. What I saw blew me away!"
"What...what did you see?"
"Jack, I could see your sexy wife behind the glass with her head tilted back and her fingers between her legs. Her naked bangin' body looked even hotter than I'd seen on the spy cam feed."
My cock had been like steel for the last half-hour, but at that point I actually felt pre-cum ooze into my underwear.
"What do you think happened next Jack?"
"I...I...don't know. Were you sure...I...mean was she definitely...um...masturbating?"
Robert laughed. "Yeah I know what it looks like when a woman is getting herself off, but your wife confirmed it when she grunted, 'Jesus...so big and black!"
"Oh my God, what did you do?"
"I dropped my clothes as fast as I could and less than a minute later I was opening that shower door and stepping inside."
I gulped deeply and waited for him to go into further details, but he didn't. Finally, I couldn't wait any longer. "What did my wife do?"
"I think I'll keep those details to myself Jack, but as you may have noticed, the video pause was something like four hours that first day!" He laughed heartily. "I took my time with her, but let's just say sweet, showered, innocent Allie was a dirty girl by the time it was all over. But I'll give her credit Jack, she did her best to fight it, constantly whimpering and whining that she 'shouldn't be doing this'...but of course it didn't stop her. The power of BBC is an amazing thing Jack, especially when it gets balls deep into something as hot as your wife. Not sure I've seen a pussy gush that much! Frankly, I don't know where she gets it all."
My mouth was hanging open.
"After that first time Jack, she went and bought a plastic cover for your mattress. Now as soon as you leave each Monday, she puts that thing on. She told me she installs it while the kids are eating breakfast so we can fuck as soon as she gets back!"
I swallowed hard, before asking two questions I had to know. "Robert, does she know about the spy cam? And if so, she must know you are pausing the video feed?"
"No Jack. Again, that's one more thing I didn't plan to tell her unless you got stupid and tried to pull the plug. I'm sure she'd be crushed to know you were and still are spying on her, regardless of her indiscretions--so if I were you, I would think long and hard about trying to play the hero and coming clean with her now!"
"Does she have any guilt or remorse about what she's doing?"
"Of course she does Jack, but she's like an addict now. She has told me on so many occasions, 'we can't keep doing this', but her horny gash never gets the memo. The bigger question is, how much your encouragements led her down this path in the first place?"
"My encouragements?"
"Yeah Jack, she told me about the two of you watching IR porn together and you acknowledging fetish fantasies of her fucking a hung black dude. She admitted those conversations provided reinforcement to act on her desires."
"But these desires you mention, I admit I've had my fantasies for some time, but I never got a sense she did until recently?"
"As I said before, I think you can thank her friend Hannah for that. From what Allie has told me, her friend's encouragement and BBC testimonials set the stage. And once your wife watched those interracial videos and especially after she got her black dildo, the obvious next step was to try out the real thing. Then you brought a very capable black man into your home, and she was drawn like a moth to a flame."
"Fuck...I knew Hannah played a part, but we are married, she's divorced. It's okay if she wants to fuck a black man every day and night, but it's not for Allie..."
"That's a high and mighty pedestal to stand on now Jack, your encouragements and actions certainly helped grease the slippery slope. Allie's like every woman I've known. Big black cock is like an addictive drug--once she got her first dose, the lines of caution easily blurred. Every one of us has inherent desires for self-gratification, and while Allie seems like a great mother and wife, her horny pussy is calling the shots now. That luscious tunnel has experienced ecstasy on a peak she never imagined, so if you want to question her level of guilt or remorse now, I think you should look in the mirror. You played a huge role in getting her to the top of that mountain Jack!"
I sat there staring at him. It was impossible to digest what I'd just heard from so many perspectives. My mind was still in a daze when he spoke again.
"One more thing Jack. Allie told me you guys are going camping next weekend. I'll be finishing up the final work on Friday, but I want to spend one last long weekend fucking her. You need to tell her you want to have some bonding time with the kids and that you'd like for her to relax and have a nice weekend at home to herself."
"She won't go for that Robert, she loves camping and enjoying it with the kids."
"You let me worry about that part Jack. I'm sure she'll object at first, but she'll sing a different tune once I remind her what she's going to get when you guys are gone!" He reached down and grabbed his crotch. "Just don't fuck it up Jack when you tell her what your plans are--you don't have to convince her, I will handle that part. Text me after you talk to her about it."
I wanted to argue, but I knew he had me over a barrel. I thought to myself, one last weekend before he was done working at our house, wasn't the end of the world given all that had transpired to that point.
I simply nodded.
"I think we are all square here now Jack." Robert's deep voice interrupted my thoughts. "When you head out of town on Monday morning, just know I'll be climbing into your bed and waiting for your sexy wife. Monday's are always fun--after a weekend without it, she's always eager. I'll make sure we make it a memorable first time for you to witness Jack!" He announced before he rose from the table, patted me on the shoulder and left me with a raging hard-on and a $40 bill to pay.
I still had a thousand unanswered questions, but instead of thinking about the possible ramifications the discoveries from this conversation might have on my marriage or my family, ashamedly my thoughts turned to my schedule for the following week.
Fuck. Jerry is coming down from HQ. I won't be able to watch until after work on Monday night!
To be continued...
*****
Keep your eyes out for part 4 soon in the Interracial Love category. Better yet, if you haven't already, please follow me and you'll be notified when all my future work publishes. And as I've said before, Literotica authors have only your feedback, follows, and votes to validate our work. I hope you will take a few minutes to do any or all the above.
Cheers,
Fifth
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Friday night was a blur.
Every time I looked at Allie, some new vision of Robert's big black cock fucking her senseless filtered into my brain. When we were sitting at dinner with the kids, I couldn't help imagining Allie laying on that very surface wildly humping and moaning with our black contractor's face between her legs.
And then I recalled what Robert had said about the nicks and scratches on the surface from Allie's spiked heels. I looked around and quickly noticed them directly across the table in front of where my kids were sitting. It was surreal visualizing the scene now with the three people I loved more than anyone else in the world circling the spot where the lurid scene played out only days before.
One of those three people made the marks herself while cumming all over a black man's face.
And while the indentations validated Robert's claim about Allie's Stilettos, it was also apparent something had been applied after the fact to try and disguise them. My dick stiffened as I visualized my beautiful wife in only heels, stockings, and a bowtie creaming down his face and onto the surface where we ate our family meals.
After the kids excused themselves back to Chase's room, I said to Allie, "Oh damn Al, where did all these nicks and scratches on the table come from?"
She looked like a deer in headlights for a second or two before she made up a lame excuse about one of Chase's model cars.
"Wow, it's hard to imagine a model making these kinds of indentations--they're significant."
"Yeah...uh...I was surprised too. I used some polishing oil on the surface, it actually looks much better than before," she answered nervously.
"Damn, that sucks, I assume he knows not to use that model on the table again?"
She nodded. "Yeah, I told him."
Chase could obviously expose her lie if I asked him about it, but questioning him would likely only get me in hotter water with Robert. And since I knew the truth anyway, I let it drop. Instead, I raised the subject regarding the following weekend's camping trip.
"So Al, I have been traveling so much lately and haven't had a chance to spend a lot of time with the kids. I was thinking if you wanted, you could have next weekend on your own to relax while I take them and Zeke camping."
"Jack, that's really sweet of you and I appreciate you wanting to spend quality time with them, but you know how much I love those trips. I've really been looking forward to this one. Maybe we could come up with something later this fall for you to do with them instead."
"Yeah, I guess honey, but if you change your mind, just know my offer still stands."
"Thanks Jack, but I don't see that happening."
Before we went to bed, I texted Robert and told him I'd talked with Allie about the camping trip, but as I expected she deferred, not wanting to miss spending time with all of us doing something she loved.
The rest of the weekend crawled along. I felt like I was in a fog. There was a part of me that felt completely betrayed by Allie's affair. But just the same, I knew I had played a critical role in instigating every aspect of it and additionally, I could hardly control my excitement for what I would witness on the spy camera feed come Monday. I couldn't stop thinking about the erotic photo Robert had shown of Allie straddling his dark muscular thighs in her babydoll with her perfectly rounded breast hanging out and her fingers buried in the waistband of her silky panties.
Sunday afternoon Allie approached me while I was sitting on the couch watching football. "You know Jack, I've been thinking about it, and I've decided to let you take the kids camping on your own after all. It would be good for you to spend some alone time with them. And as much as I love camping with you guys, I really could use a weekend to unwind and hang out."
My heart thumped quickly in my chest while blood flowed to my dick. "Yeah hun...I'm uh...glad you came to that decision...what changed?" I asked in a conflicted response that didn't truly expose the turmoil taking place in my heart, my brain, and my pants.
"I...I...don't know. I guess I just thought about how nice it would be to have some time to myself and about you and the kids being together."
I kissed her and told her I thought she made a good choice.
"I hope I did Jack, it was a hard decision."
I thought to myself, interesting choice of words Allie.
What I hadn't known was how much turmoil had been going through my wife's mind since early Saturday morning. Robert had reached out to her by phone just after I left the house for a round of golf at the club.
"Hey, can you talk?"
"Yeah, the kids are next door and Jack is playing golf with his friends."
"How are you feeling today?"
"I'm a little tender down there, you were pretty...uh...worked-up yesterday!"
"I was worked up? Shit, I was just responding to your begging and pleading!"
"Robert! Okay...you might have me there, but you know what you do to me..." Allie answered with an impish giggle.
"Oh...and what exactly is that?"
"You know. Don't make me say it."
"Say it!"
"Robert, you're bad..." she laughed. "You know..."
"I wanna hear you say it!"
"You...I mean your...um...BBC...you know how much...how much I can't get enough!"
"Why baby...tell me why you love my black stick so much?"
"Robert! You know why...it's...it's...so long and thick...and it...it just does things to me."
"What kinds of things?"
"Bad things..." She giggled.
"Bad things? That ain't what I've seen! Since when is screaming and cumming and squirting bad?"
"Robert! Now you're embarrassing me. Okay, I admit those aren't bad things, but we shouldn't talk about them on the phone. Besides...this conversation is making me...want to...um...damn I have too much to do today to be feeling like this right now..." She admitted, with a shamed smile he couldn't see, but could visualize on her face.
"Haha...I'm sending you something...see how it makes you feel! Oh, and before I forget, you said you were camping with Jack and the kids next weekend. You know I'm going to be done with the construction on Friday, you should tell Jack to take the kids by himself so you can have some mommy time. Instead, we can spend the whole weekend doing all that stuff you were just too embarrassed to talk about!"
"Oh my gosh Robert, last night Jack offered up the same thing! But I've told you before how much I love doing that stuff with them. I can't miss it."
Just then her phone pinged. It was Robert's text message.
He heard Allie gasp out loud.
"Ah...I take it you got my text..."
"Robert...oh my...why...why would you send this?"
"I thought you might need a reminder of what you'd be missing if you went camping!"
Allie sat, staring at the image on her phone. The photo was of her pussy lips stretched obscenely wide around his fat black cock. Her clit was swollen, bright pink and her juices were dousing his glistening shaft and balls.
"Jesus...I...I...don't know what to..."
"Yeah, I think you know exactly what you need to do...Hey I gotta go, think about it and let me know your answer later!" Robert challenged before hanging up.
Allie sat staring at the image. Despite its decadence, she still felt guilty for her moments of weakness when allowing him to photograph and videotape their sexual encounters.
But she couldn't help it.
Every time he did it, he first took her to pleasure places so intoxicating, it always completely rendered her ability to deny him moot. Inevitably, with every nerve ending in her pussy in such euphoria, he could demand anything, and she would concede. He would use his fat cock to manipulate her time and again by threatening to pull out or stop unless she consented. She always tried to resist, but ultimately her shameless desire for more caused her to relent.
As she gazed at the photo now, she could feel wetness filling her stretch shorts. She slowly dropped her fingers between her legs and began softly rubbing herself through the thin material.
God...I love the way he fucks me...
Allie thought back to how this crazy evolution had transformed her these past few months. Up until that point, her life was like a lot of other women--managing a career, being an attentive mother, and behaving as a devout wife to a wonderful husband. She never felt she was missing anything major from her life.
But it all began to change during that lunch conversation with her friend Hannah, when her black boyfriend Brock stopped by. Allie watched as the two of them shunned all caution for PDA while kissing and groping like teenagers. Allie had never witnessed an interracial couple engage in such heated physical interaction, especially at such close proximity. While it wasn't something she could see herself doing, she found it surprisingly arousing watching them.
And then after Brock departed, Hannah couldn't stop bragging about how great he was in bed and especially how big his cock was. Allie had heard all the rumors, but it wasn't until she got a firsthand look at the huge bulge running down Brock's thigh that it truly resonated with her.
Up until that point, Allie had never really considered black men desirable. But seeing the two of them together, hearing Hannah's testimonials, and witnessing the massive cylinder inside Brock's sweatpants, it all conspired to create a budding fascination within her.
And when her devious friend figured out Allie's BBC fuse was lit, Hannah convinced her to take the next step and check out interracial porn when I was away on business. It didn't take long before Allie was hooked. Something about the contrasting skin tones of muscled black men and hot white women looked especially erotic and inspiring to her.
That, and all that big black cock.
The final piece to her puzzle was constructed when she experienced the undeniable pleasure of the black dildo--for her, there was no longer any turning back. Ever since, she found herself on an inevitable path to where she found herself now.
Where she was now was rubbing her pussy through her tight stretch pants while viewing the image of Robert's thick chocolate cock stretching and pleasuring her in unimaginable ways.
When she opened the door that first time and saw a handsome older black man bidding to work in the house each day, her knees nearly buckled with excitement.
At the time, Allie wondered why I chose a black man for the job given the erotic interracial porn interactions and conversations we'd had. But for whatever reason, we never spoke about the potential ramifications of adding the most dangerous element to an already smoldering powder keg.
From that first meeting, right up until when she saw Robert's long cock hanging over the toilet in the kids' bathroom, Allie felt a building chemistry between them. The fact that he was an older man who carried himself with such ease and confidence while possessing distinguished good looks and a muscular physique made him especially alluring. On more than one occasion, Allie found her eyes unconsciously wandering to his pants for confirmation of the claim Hannah had made about formerly satisfied customers lauding Robert's plumbing.
Our contractor and my wife had their fair share of flirtatious interactions over the early days of the project--which often became the trigger for an assault on her horny pussy with the black dildo later those nights.
In addition, while never the exhibitionist, Allie found herself dressing in clothing she wouldn't normally have worn while working from home--tighter shirts, shorter shorts, and to top it off, she even laid out by the pool in a skimpy two-piece on a couple of occasions.
Robert couldn't get enough. The video images of Allie banging her stunning body on the spy cam at night were hot enough, but then to see her parading around in provocative clothing during the day made it difficult for him to get any tangible work done. In the week leading up to that fateful morning, he couldn't help noticing her big nipples were constantly hard. His cock certainly was.
Robert grew more and more confident it was only a matter of time before he would paste those hard nipples with his sticky goo.
When that day finally arrived, Allie had actually gone to the gym as much to relieve her feelings of sexual arousal as she did for physical fitness. An earlier call from Hannah lit a fire she couldn't put out any other way except for stealthily getting herself off, but with our contractor there she opted for the gym instead.
Hannah had called not long after Allie returned from taking the kids to school. Knowing Robert was working just down the hall, my wife closed her office door this time.
"Hey Hannah, how was your weekend?"
"Oh my god Allie, I have to tell you about his place Brock and his friend Cal took me and Kristen to on Saturday night. It's called The Bullpen. Get this, it's a club where black men take white ladies, and in some cases...their husbands or boyfriends, for some of the wildest fun you can imagine."
"Wait, you lost me. What is this place?" Allie asked.
"The Bullpen, it's called that because all the black men there are referred to as bulls. The place caters to them."
"What do you mean caters?"
Hannah laughed. "Al, imagine a place where white hubby's who desire to have their wives fucked by BBC can go and watch them experience interracial nirvana."
"Watch them? What the hell are you talking about?"
"Cuckolds Allie! Husbands who get off watching their wives having sex with other men. Some participate, but most just love watching their wives or girlfriends getting off with more endowed men. At The Bullpen, it's all hung black men!"
Allie tried to picture the scene in her head. "That's crazy Han, but I still don't totally understand, is it like a hotel or something?"
"No, it's more like a hip-hop sex club. Some of the wild stuff happens right out in the open. There were women on their knees on the dance floor sucking big black dick, but most of what we witnessed happened in a theatre while a sex show was happening on stage."
"A sex show? You're still losing me..."
"Yeah, they have this erotic looking stage in a big theatre. We watched as two buffed black bulls spit-roasted a blonde wife while her husband watched from not far away!"
"Oh my god Han, that's crazy! Was that...uh...awkward to watch, wasn't the husband upset?" Allie asked as her slender hand slipped between her legs.
"Hell no...well not the parts we actually witnessed. Kristen and I were kind of busy." Hannah giggled sheepishly.
"Busy?"
She laughed again. "Al c'mon, what do you think I'm talking about? We spent most of the time with our heads in Brock's and Cal's laps."
"Oh my god Hannah...you guys gave them...um...blow jobs where other people could see?"
"Allie, there wasn't a single woman in the room who didn't have her hands, lips, or vajayjay wrapped around BBC! It was one of the hottest things I've ever experienced."
"Jesus...I...I can't believe a place like that actually exists. I guess it's safe to say Kristen isn't...uh...getting back with her husband anytime soon?"
"It's funny you should ask Al, he was actually there!"
"Wait...WHAT? He was there? I don't get it. Didn't he see what was happening between Kristen and Cal?"
"Of course he did, he had a front row seat! Kristen told her husband a few weeks ago that one condition of them reconciling was she wasn't going to stop having sex with black men!"
Allie gasped.
"And get this Al, he said he was okay with it and had actually fantasized about being made a cuckold for years. You should have seen the look on his face watching Kristen sucking Cal's big cock like her life depended on it. She told me later Tom admitted cumming in his pants when Cal shot his load all over her face."
Allie immediately recollected me acknowledging while we watched interracial porn together, it was a fantasy of mine to watch her have sex with a hung black man.
She asked herself, OMG, would Jack enjoy that as much as Tom did?
She finally spoke, disguising the conflicted thoughts percolating in her mind. "Jeez Hannah, I can't believe Tom was there and okay with the whole thing. I can't imagine many husbands doing that."
"Shit, a lot of women were there with their husbands or boyfriends. The hotwife/cuckold lifestyle is way more common than most people know. I've heard it's a fantasy of a lot of guys to envision their wives getting screwed senseless by endowed men. And many are especially turned-on by the taboo thought of black guys doing it!"
Allie kept rubbing between her legs. "That just seems so hard to fathom Hannah, I really can't imagine Jack feeling that way." My wife answered as if by obligation, despite the questions now forming in her mind.
"Well...uh...Al, I'm going to tell you something I hope doesn't upset you...but do you remember the night of the party at my place a few weeks ago?"
"Well...uh...not very well...remember I passed out. But...uh...why would I be upset?" Allie asked with suspicious concern in her voice.
"Oops...bad choice of words, of course you didn't remember it. I'm not sure if what I'm about to tell you will upset you or not. So late that night after Brock helped Jack remove your clothes and put you to bed, me, Brock, and Kristen had sex together in my bedroom. It was Kristen's first time with a black man and Brock made her see stars."
"You did?...The three of you? Wow! But Hannah, you know I'm not the judgmental type, so why would that upset me?"
"That isn't the potentially upsetting part. The next morning, I happened to check my security cameras from the night before and saw we had had a visitor in the middle of the night. It turns out...uh...your hubby had wandered over to the house for some water and ended up watching our interracial sex show from the hallway outside of my room."
"Oh my god Hannah, I don't know what to say! I'm so sorry, that is embarrassing and...and..."
"Allie, don't worry about it. None of us cared when we saw the security camera recording, but I will tell you, he didn't just watch. Your husband...umm...how should I say this...jerked himself off in my hallway while watching us!"
"No...please tell me he didn't..."
"It's okay Allie, I'm sure lots of people would have done the same thing...it was fucking hot as hell!"
"Yes...maybe...but masturbating? I can't believe he did that."



"Allie, I guess what I'm getting at is, while it obviously wasn't you having sex with Brock, I wonder if Jack didn't fantasize that it could have been. I mean...he did ask Brock to help take off your clothes earlier. Maybe he was fantasizing about Brock fucking your brains out like he did Kristen's. Let me ask, has he ever suggested he would get turned-on watching you and a black man having sex?"
The line was silent for several seconds before Allie spoke. "Well...uh...he did say something like that while we watched...you know...porn."
"Let me guess, interracial porn?" Hannah asked, already knowing the answer based on the conversation she and I had the day after the party.
"Umm...yes..." Allie answered softly.
"Hmm...well Al, Tom might not be the only husband in our group who has interracial cuckold desires. Speaking of that, how are things going with Robert? Have you seen his BBC yet?"
"Hannah! I can't believe you just asked that! He is doing a good job with the construction so far, but nothing else."
"Nothing going on between you guys? He hasn't tried to get in your pants?"
"Hannah! You're bad! Of course not!" Allie shouted into the phone, as she guiltily pictured the big lump she'd seen in Robert's pants on more than one occasion. "This conversation has gone way too far, I need to go!"
After Allie hung up, she realized her fingers had been between her legs the entire time she spoke to her friend. Even the embarrassment of learning of my masturbation in Hannah's hallway hadn't caused her to stop. Allie was horny as hell after hearing about Hannah's experience at The Bullpen and now needed relief. But she then remembered Robert said he would need access to both bathrooms today.
Frustrated, but not wanting to masturbate in her office, she reluctantly went to the gym instead to try and relieve both her physical and sexual tension.
Allie accomplished the physical part, but her sexual fire hadn't been extinguished by the time she returned home. It became an inferno when she walked back into the house and witnessed Robert's huge black cock flopped over the kids' bathroom toilet.
That vision, coupled with her earlier arousal couldn't be satisfied in any other way. She peeled off her workout clothes and climbed into the shower--before her body was even fully wet, her fingers were between her legs. She pictured Robert's long dark cock while recollecting the erotic experiences Hannah had told her about at both the Bullpen and her three-way with Brock and Kristen.
Just as the words "Jesus...so big and black" escaped my wife's lips, the shower door opened and a large naked black man stepped inside.
"Robert! Oh my god, what are you doing?" Allie screamed while making a feeble attempt to cover her nakedness.
"I thought I'd help you out with that problem between your legs. Those skinny little fingers can't begin to satisfy the needs you were just moaning about!" He chuckled as he gripped his fat limp cock and held it out for her to see.
Allie's eyes nearly bulged out of her face. She stared at it, mesmerized. "I...I...don't know what you are talk...talking about..."
"Yes you do. You were thinking about this big fucker, weren't you? It's right here now...touch it!"
Allie's mouth was slightly open while she gazed at the contours of the biggest penis she'd ever seen live. She finally detached and peered up into his steely eyes. Speaking slowly, clearly distracted, she whispered, "You shouldn't be here right now...it's...it's not...um...it's..."
"...Oh, it's right alright and we both know it! Tell me you haven't thought about this son-of-a-bitch every damn day since I started working here."
No words formed on Allie's lips as her heart skipped a beat. Warm shower water poured over both of their naked bodies. The warm, moist air elevating the sexual tension.
"Touch it..." He directed, not making it her choice.
Her gaze slowly fell from his face down to his dark hanging phallus. "What's...umm...going to...?" She whispered distantly.
"...We are both going to enjoy each other and this motherfucker's gonna take you places you never imagined. You want that don't you!" It was a statement more than a question.
"But...I'm married and Jack...I love him..."
"Of course you do, but can he give you this?"
To Allie his cock was so dark it looked almost purple. "Jesus...it's so...I mean...I've never seen anything like it..."
"Lookin' ain't gonna do nothin' for you! Hold it and feel the power of black cock." Robert urged as he ogled Allie's heaving C-cups. He couldn't remember ever seeing better natural tits.
Slowly her shaking hand reached out and touched the portion extending beyond his large fist. "Mmmm...god...it's so...so thick..."
"Shit...it ain't even hard, stroke it and you'll learn what thick really is!"
Allie's small fingers began slowly moving up and down the shaft just below the rubbery band of the flared head.
"That a girl..." Robert uttered as he reached for one of her distended nipples and lightly pulled. She moaned quietly.
"Damn baby, you got some nice ass nips. I thought they might pop through some of them tight shirts you've been wearing around here lately. Bet you were thinking about that thing in your hand every day to make your nipples that hard?"
She slowly nodded, but her gaze never left the meat stick between her fingers. A far-away gaze glazed her face as she observed the contrast of her thin white digits and his obsidian cock.
"Mmmm...oh my god it's getting bigger." She cooed as she felt him hardening.
"What do you want to do?"
"This...I want to keep doing this. It...it feels good just to hold it. Jeez...it's pushing my fingers apart..."
"Of course it is. Use your other hand too, this ain't no little white dick." He encouraged while releasing his own grip. Allie's other hand replaced his and both were now wrapped around the thickening shaft, one on top of the other.
"My god, it's still not even hard yet...and...and I can't even wrap around it."
"That-a-girl. Stroke it...that's right...getting harder now, ain't it?"
"Mmmm...uh-huh..."
"Bet you never felt nuts like these before either. Give em' a grip with them soft little hands."
Allie's head shook as it tilted backwards for a better look. She cautiously reached down and cupped his smooth oversized ball sack.
Her eyes got wide. "Oh my god...these are nothing like Jack's. They feel like lemons. I...I...had no idea they could be like this...how...how much comes out...?"
Robert laughed loudly. "You'll find out...let's just say you ain't never seen nothing like it! You on the pill?"
Allie gazed at him and nodded. "We weren't sure about having another, so Jack hasn't had a vasectomy."
"Good...then you'll get to feel it too!"
"Robert...we can't...this is good, but I...I...can't..."
"You're already doing it! And I know you don't want to just hold it...in fact, what you really want right now is to put it in your mouth, huh?"
"N...no...I...mean I...don't think I can..."
He was now fully hard and sticking straight out as she continued stroking him and squeezing his low hanging ball sack.
Robert held back a laugh, he had watched her wrap her silky lips around the fat black dildo which wasn't significantly smaller than him. "Oh...I think you can. And I can see it in your eyes, you want to!"
Allie peered back at him and bit her bottom lip before gently nodding. Moments later she dropped to her knees.
She stared at his dark manhood nervously while her tongue unconsciously circled her lips. She thought about all the big black penis's she'd seen in the videos, but none were more impressive than the one only inches from her face. The entire surface was rutted with a series of blood-pulsing veins, one thick one meandered like a long river the entire length from his wispy pubes to just beneath the giant head.
Allie leaned in and planted a wet kiss on the soft spongy head.
A satisfied grin formed on Robert's face. The inevitable outcome he'd expected since the first time he'd met this hot married bitch was now a reality. He wrapped one of his big hands around the back of her shower-soaked hair and guided her mouth. Allie was a grade-a white MILF and he had every intention of making her his BBC slut. He ogled her narrow shoulders and slender neck, made all the sleeker by the contrast to her full round tits--tits capped by some of the hardest nipples he'd ever laid his eyes on.
Nothing sexier than a thin married white bitch with big natural tits...
Allie's tongue was now making long passes along the underside of his shaft from his balls to the flared head--sounds of satisfaction percolated from deep in her throat.
"Damn baby, that feels good. Tongue that BBC..."
In Allie's muddled mind, despite her excitement, she couldn't believe this was happening. All the interracial stimuli that had bombarded her since that first time she'd seen Hannah and Brock together, were finally converging with her on her knees, in our shower, tonguing the biggest, blackest cock she could imagine. Hannah's constant encouragements, the IR porn, her own black dildo, and of course my cuckold urgings had culminated in this inevitable crescendo, one she could no longer resist.
"Fuck...you're big..." Allie gasped breathlessly between swirls of her tongue around his sable dome.
"Yeah...but not too big for those sweet dick-suckin' lips...take it in your mouth baby!"
Allie's head retreated and now stared straight down the barrel of the gun. The long slit at the tip was slightly creased from the grip of her fingers. She stroked him slowly, like a snake charmer beckoning a cobra until a marble-sized bead of milky precum formed. She swelled with accomplishment before extending her tongue and licking up her prize. My wife coaxed two more glossy pearls before she took him in her warm wet mouth.
Robert's head fell back, "Ahh...that's it. Suck that big cock!"
Despite his size, Allie's experience with her dildo had conditioned her to take him deeper than her previous capabilities. But this was no dildo--the slickness of his stretched skin and the masculine aroma of testosterone made this so much better.
"Mmmm...Robert...it's good..." She moaned while slutishly slurping the dark bulb in and out of her mouth.
"Uh-huh..." Was all he groaned as he gripped her head with both hands and pushed further into her mouth. He had watched her lustful reactions to the IR porn and the dildo, but he was pleasantly surprised by her apparent lack of nervousness now--her arousal clearly contributing to her growing confidence.
"Black cock is good, ain't it?"
"Mmmm yes..." She mewed before swirling her tongue around it again. "I love how hot it is in my mouth."
"Yeah? Well we got lots of time for you to savor it. But right now, it's time to feel how good it's gonna be in your tight little pussy! Stand up bitch!"
Allie wasn't used to being talked to like that--but she found it incredibly arousing.
"Uhhh...Robert...we shouldn't. Jack...the kids...I'm not like this..." She objected obligatorily while rising from her knees, undeniably anticipating whatever was next.
"Turn around!"
She slowly turned away--her perfect ass and toned thighs now beckoning him as she leaned slightly forward against the tile.
The large black man gripped her puffy ass cheeks, one in each hand, and squeezed while his cock brushed her pale target.
Allie moaned.
"Damn, you got a fine ass. It's about time you givin' this shit up, I've had enough of your teasing in all those tight little outfits you been parading around here in."
Her hands flattened against the tile wall and her feet spread slightly. "We shouldn't be doing this..." She whined despite the fact her ass was already wiggling in little circles.
Robert leaned in closely. "You ain't never had big black cock, have you?"
She shook her head and whimpered. "No...but...but I shouldn't...this isn't right..."
"But you want it...it's only wrong cuz you know you're going to love it! It felt amazing in your mouth, and you know how much better it's gonna be in your hot little pussy. Ain't that right?"
"Oh Robert...uhn...god...yes I do...but..."
Before she could finish, he gripped her head and steered it sideways. He extended his tongue and pushed it between her half-open lips, invading her mouth from the side. His fluttering digit wasn't met with any resistance, instead, my wife sucked it into her waiting mouth. Moments later they were tangled in a fiery kiss while he lowered his hands and palmed her heaving C-cups.
Allie moaned in his mouth. "Mmmm...feels good."
They're tongues danced as he squeezed and massaged her heavy mounds. He thought to himself, these firm titties belong on an eighteen-year-old, not someone almost twice that age.
Within minutes he learned from her reactions, not only were these some of the best tits he'd ever felt, they were sensitive as fuck too.
"You like that?"
Allie's head fell forward, she moaned, "Uhhh...yes...your big hands feel so good, I love the way you do that..."
"Do what?"
"Mmmm...touch me like that."
"You like the way I squeeze your big fucking tits. Open your eyes and tell me what you see."
She did as he directed. "Uhn...I see your big hands squeezing them...it feels really good."
"You mean big black hands don't you?
"Ohhhh...yes...black hands."
"These black hands aren't just good for squeezin' nice white titties." He lowered one of them and parted her ass crack with his middle finger until it located her puckered hole.
Allie gasped out in a surprised squeal. "Oh...what are you doing? I don't...I mean I haven't...uh...not there..."
"Shit baby, that's about to change..." He grunted as his long digit expertly circled her tender pink spot. The unfamiliar sensation caused her to rise to her toes.
"Ohhh...uhn...fuh..." she whined as he tingled her rim.
"You like that? That long black finger right there."
"Noo...oh...I mean it feels...uhn...why are you..."
"Baby, everything I do is gonna make you feel good--relax and enjoy it!"
Allie slowly sunk back down onto the balls of her feet as her ass began making subtle circular undulations against him and she sucked on his tongue with more enthusiasm.
"Mmmm...that does feel good. I never knew...uhn...uhn..."
"There's a lot you'll learn." Robert growled before using his foot to kick a bunch of shampoo and conditioner bottles off the knee-high ceramic corner shelf in the shower. The loud crashing sound caused Allie to scream in surprise.
"Put your foot up there!"
Her heart was beating fast from the unexpected crash, but it didn't stop her from repositioning her feet so she could extend her right one onto the shelf. The new positioning caused her legs to spread and her sexy ass to bubble out. With better access, Robert's fingers grazed her taint on the way to her swollen labia.
"Ohhh...ohhh...god yes!" She cried when she felt him finger her pussy.
"Damn...that's one wet fucking slit, even here in the shower. I'd say it's as ready as it's ever gonna be for its first black dick!" Robert grunted as he roughly positioned his pulsing viper between her puffy ass cheeks.
Allie felt the swollen crown press against her dangling lips. "Robert, mmmm...it feels good...but we shouldn't do this without protection."
"Shit, you're on the pill and I'm clean! We'll both get off more without that shit! Trust me, you'll love it bareback and will get to experience every inch of this veiny stick with nuthin' between us!" He boasted while slapping his bulging cockhead against her beckoning cunt.
Allie's resistance had completely evaporated.
"Oh...umm...god. Yes...I want it inside me. Give it to me however you want! You can even make me beg...uhn...yeah...please! Please fuck meee..."
A toothy smile spread across his lips as he pressed down on her upper back and adjusted her hips. Robert gripped his cock and smeared it up and down from her clit to her asshole. With her leg up, she was in the perfect position to be taken from behind. "You ready?"
She turned, her eyes glazed with lust. "Yes...but please go slow. You're way bigger than Jack."
Just then she felt his swollen head spread her labia and bully its way inside.
"Oh Jesus...ohmygod...ohmygod...ohhhhh...uhhhhh...go slow..."
Allie squealed and moaned as Robert fed the first few inches into her stretched hole. After all the lead up and playtime with her dildo, she thought she might have a sense, but this was already far better than what she imagined. Hannah's voice resonated in her head, "Dildo's are great, but they don't compare to blood-filled black cock."
Allie knew immediately her friend was right.
"Ohhh...ohhh...I feel you everywhere, oh my god, I can't believe it...oh my god...you're going to make me cum! Mmmm...yes...so fast...I've never cum so fast...uhn...uhn...yessss...fffffffuck meeee!"
The contractor watched proudly. He'd only sunk halfway in and waves of her pussy juice now squirted around his rigid dick and mixed with the water circling the drain.
"Fuck yeah! Cum all over that horse cock!" He continued on through her orgasm and sunk deeper with each new thrust. "Damn, this pussy's fuckin' tight!"
"I've never...never felt anything...like this...uhn...uhn. Oh god, I'm cumming again...uhhhhh...ohhhhh." Allie wailed while her palms slapped the tile wall and her slender body shook.
"Keep cummin' on that big dick, then we can get to some serious fuckin'!"
Despite her tightness, each orgasm slickened his path to a balls deep insertion.
"Fuck, this is some good pussy!' He roared.
After letting her slick slit savor his huge dick, he pulled almost all the way out before shoving it back home.
"Shiiiiittttt!" She screamed, still struggling to catch her breath from the huge orgasms.
Before long he was hammering into her at a steady pace, spanking her ass and artfully delivering one toe-curling climax after another.
"Ohhh Robert...it feels soooo good...don't stop...I love it!" Allie squealed while wishing it hadn't taken this long for this day to come.
"I ain't stopping, in fact I'm gonna get my nut baby!" He growled while increasing his pace, his swinging balls slapping wildly against her clit.
"Yes...yes...give it to me deep...uhn...uhn...I want to feel it inside me! Cum in me Robert!"
The black contractor roared as he plunged into her one final time before his balls contracted and the first blast exploded from his flared head. For a half-minute he pumped a quart of thick spooge deep inside her--the steaming sensation causing her body to shake in continual climactic delight with each new spurt.
When they finally finished, the water had gone cold, but they hardly noticed. A frothy mess remained between Allie's legs as she turned to face him. They came together in a passionate kiss that felt like it might go on forever. Finally Robert pulled away, swept her up in his arms and stepped out of the shower. There was no sense drying off, they would be covered in sweat soon enough.
"We're just getting started!" He growled before carrying her into our bedroom and tossing her on the bed.
*****
Allie finally broke from her reverie. Her memory of their first time was still engrained in her mind. She gazed downward, her phone with the photo Robert sent was still in one hand but the other had somehow snaked its way inside her gym tights. Her fingers were now bathed in the slippery juices from her dripping pussy. She glanced at the clock on her phone and confirmed the kids wouldn't be back for another hour. And while she had a busy day scheduled, she was horny and knew nothing would get done until she extinguished the flame.
Allie peeled off the tight workout bottoms and wandered into our bedroom. She found a spot on the recliner across from the bed and nestled into place. She draped one leg over the padded arm and extended the other. With her legs spread wide, her fingers were immediately back between them.



As my wife's slender middle finger diddled her clit, she gazed at the photo on her phone yet again.
It was still shocking she could take a cock that big inside her. But she had so many times now that the thought of giving it up when Robert's work was done caused more angst with each passing day.
Following that first time when after the shower he fucked her in every position imaginable in our bed with my spy cam paused, Allie basically became his black cock slut. Every morning when I was traveling for work, she spent cumming all over Robert's BBC. In fact, it was only due to his willpower that any remodeling work got completed before the kids returned from school each day.
My wanton wife wanted it all the time--and she would do anything for it. Blowjobs, titty-fucks, rim jobs, ball-sucking, creampies, smut-talk, anal sex...anything for his big black cock.
She paused momentarily to remove her crop-top allowing her hard nipples to absorb the cool bedroom air. Her mind wandered to all the dirty things she had done with him that she had not allowed me, or I had simply never tried. None the least of which was the dialogue they shared while having sex. Allie had long since gotten over being called a slut or a black cuck slut. In fact, she had come to embrace it as Robert always seemed to fuck her more intensely when she acknowledged it for him. She even came to crave the naughty dichotomy of being called slut in the morning and mommy after the kids got home from school.
Allie positioned her phone on the arm to free her hands. Now as she lay across the leathery surface, she fingered her clit with one hand while twisting a nipple with the other. Robert, like any red-blooded man, loved her big tits. She thought about how many times he had dumped his huge loads on them and watched as she spread it around for him. It was his favorite fetish.
Allie recounted the times she'd dressed in lingerie and stripped for him and other kinky experiences like when he bound her hands, blindfolded her and made her beg for his big black cock for most of the morning. She also guiltily recalled the virtual work meetings and conference calls she'd participated in while riding his rigid pole.
My horny wife stared at the picture of that exact thing as she felt the stirrings of her orgasm. She thought about how good it felt being stuffed to capacity by his veiny log--how many times she had cum on it. With straining breath, her fingers blurred across her button.
She wished he was here now stuffing her deep and making her recite her trained verbiage over and over: "Yes Daddy, it's your pussy, fuck me--fill it with your black seed!" She could feel her orgasm building, but just before she climaxed, she came to the realization there was no way she would bypass one final weekend of big black cock for a fucking camping trip. Moments later a piercing squeal escaped her lips and pussy cream gushed from between her legs.
She now had one more chore to add to her long list for the day...the leather chair was a mess.
*****
Sunday night.
Just before going to bed, I was sitting in my office doing final prep for my upcoming business meetings when my phone buzzed. I looked down and saw it was a text message from Robert. I clicked on it and nearly fell out of my chair.
A single photo was now on my phone screen. The picture was a closeup of Allie's pussy stretched obscenely wide around Robert's thick black cock. The text below it read: Jack, in case she hasn't already told you, your wife decided to opt for a 'relaxing' weekend at home. I sent her this photo yesterday while you were playing golf to remind her what she'd be missing if she went on that silly camping trip. As I predicted, she changed her mind right away...I hope you have fun sleeping on the ground while I'm in your bed deep inside this!
The lump in my throat felt like it might choke me. It was certainly possible the photo was of some other woman impaled on a huge black dick, but deep down, I knew it was my wife and the man I'd hired to work at my house.
I studied the image as closely as the phone resolution allowed. Robert and Allie were clearly in some type of reverse cowgirl pose. Her pretty little muff looked damp with beads of semen splattered about. Allie's labia reminded me of a widely stretched rubber band. Her clit was swollen and pink, but the thing that struck me more than anything else was the volume of lubrication spread around her skin and the exposed portion of his dark pole. Allie's pussy looked wetter than I had ever seen it. Robert wasn't buried to the hilt, there were three or four inches of shiny black cock unsunk. His oversized testicles rested on the bed sheets, they too glistened with my wife's copious juices.
It was one of the hottest images I had ever seen. But despite its eroticism, the realization my wife chose BBC over spending the weekend with us, tore at my heart strings. Allie had made the conscious decision to enjoy at least one last sex-filled interracial fling with our hung contractor at the expense of our family.
I wondered if she'd be able to give it up when his work was done.
*****
Monday was like an eternity.
I hadn't slept well, constantly waking to the thoughts of the image I'd received from Robert.
To make matters worse, my schedule was crammed from the moment I landed in Southern California until I made it back to my hotel later that night. I knew I wouldn't have an opportunity to watch the spy cam video for hours.
My boss, Jerry Walsh, was waiting for me at the gate when my flight touched down at LAX. Jerry is our VP of Sales working out of HQ in Seattle--he had arrived twenty minutes before me. It's not uncommon for him to make appearances during customer implementations, especially on deals the size of my recent wins.
I like Jerry a lot and always look forward to seeing him. But why did he have to come this week?
"Great work on both deals Jack! President's Club is calling your name! Allie is going to love Aruba, hopefully she thanks you every day and night in that tropical paradise!" He said with a leering grin and a wink.
Jerry could be crude at times, but aside from being a dirty old man, he always took great care of his people, especially me.
"Thanks Jer. Yes, she and I have already talked about it. February can't get here soon enough!"
"Haha...I love it! But in the short term, you and I are going to have our own celebration after the session today. I scouted out a new steakhouse in Santa Monica with one of the best wine lists I've seen in a while!"
I knew what that meant. Jerry loved his red wine and his whiskey. We would be undoubtedly drinking a lot of both before the night was over.
After collecting our bags, Jerry and I were sitting in the back of our Uber on our way to my customer's office. He was on his phone. I glanced down at my watch--it read 8:45 a.m.
Allie is likely just getting back to the house after dropping off the kids...
The day crawled along. I knew the recorded video images were only a phone click away, but I wasn't in a time or place to view them. I resolved myself to the fact it would be much later in the night before I would finally see what my mind had imagined so many times over the past couple of months.
At 5 p.m. when the meetings concluded, Jerry and I took another rideshare to Santa Monica. After two cocktails each at the bar, during dinner we polished off two more bottles of vintage cabernet while enjoying one of the best meals I'd had in a long time. Yet, despite the delectable cuisine, the alcohol was the only thing keeping me from going crazy not being back in my hotel room.
We rolled out of the restaurant at 8:30 p.m. As we waited for the Uber to arrive, I said to my boss, "Thanks for a great night Jer, you sure know how to take care of your people!"
"Shit Jack, the night is young. The fun has just begun!"
"Jerry, in case you forgot, I have to present in the morning. I could really stand to catch some Zzz's after a long day!" I suspected where he was planning on taking me, but obviously the only thing I wanted to do was get back to the hotel.
"C'mon Jack, you have a hot wife to go home to. Linda is certainly no Allie, your sixty-two-year-old boss needs him some young pussy to get the old pipes flowing again. We'll just head over to the Pink Rhino for an hour or so."
I started to argue but knew it would do no good. Thirty minutes later we walked into one of hottest strip clubs in Hollywood.
The scenery was superb, but I quickly discovered it was torture seeing all those hot topless women while simultaneously visualizing my gorgeous wife's big tits bounding similarly in the face of a hung black man in my bedroom.
Before long, I lost track of Jerry.
When he finally reappeared, he wasn't alone. Two beautiful women flanked him--one a dark-haired Brazilian looking chick with gigantic tits and the other, a stunning blonde who bore an amazing resemblance to Allie.
"Ah Jack, there you are!" Jerry's booming intoxication alerting everyone around us to his presence. "I'd like you to meet Juliana and Summer, they're going to be our companions for the night, aren't you girls?" He shouted with a leering grin while lowering his hands and squeezing each of their asses, drawing feigned giggles.
"They're boss Hector was nice enough to reserve a couple of private rooms upstairs for each of us...now the only question is which of these beautiful creatures you'd like to have keep you company Jack?"
"Jer, they're both amazing but..."
"Jack, I'm already five bills into this, don't go getting all sanctimonious on me now! You earned this night when you landed those two big deals, and as your boss, I feel compelled to join you in the celebration!" Jerry slurred while turning and practically slobbering on Juliana's bulging cleavage.
Again, I knew it wouldn't do any good to argue. I also knew Jerry's type and I wasn't really being given a choice. He had every intention of motor-boating his face between Juliana's massive boobs for the next few hours.
Of course, my choice would have been Summer anyway. I couldn't get over how much her face and body reminded me of my wife's.
Jerry turned and gazed at Summer before peering back at me. "Looks familiar, huh Jack?"
I nodded in affirmation and suddenly the thought of Jerry being with Summer and him imagining it was Allie the whole time validated my decision. I reached out and took the pretty blonde by the hand.
The girls led us upstairs to a long dark hallway lined with doors leading into small private rooms on each side. It reminded me of dark department store dressing rooms--but in this case they were undressing rooms.
Just before Jerry and Juliana stepped into one of the first rooms on the right, he stopped and pulled a huge wad of bills from his pocket. He peeled off four $100 bills and slipped them into Summer's cleavage. "Take good care of him!" was all he said before he spanked Juliana on the ass and they disappeared behind the closing door.
Summer giggled and led me further down the hallway until we came to our room. We stepped inside and she closed the door behind us. I checked out her hot little ass and sexy, stocking clad legs while her back was still to me.
The space was small, but it had a narrow-padded L-shaped sectional bench seat on two walls. The room was dimly lit but contained a couple of vertical colored lighting features casting up the walls, giving it a unique sense of ambiance. There was a medium-sized TV screen mounted on one wall and a circular drink table near the door.
She turned and smiled. "So this will be our little private hideaway for the next couple of hours Jack. Anything you want, short of vaginal or anal penetration is on the menu, but since you're cute and seem like a nice enough guy, I might make a one-time exception for the first of those two rules!" She teased naughtily.
I eyed her body from head to toe and thought to myself, there can't be many hotter women in this entire establishment. She wore a lacy black babydoll deeply cut in the front that only covered about half of her incredible ass in the rear. A tiny piece of matching material in the shape of a G-string covered her pussy. The outfit was completed by sheer lace-top thigh-high silk stockings and five-inch Stiletto's.
"Wow...uh...Summer. You are gorgeous and that's a tempting offer, but let's talk for a bit before we decide what comes next."
"Sure Jack, you're the boss. Whatever floats your boat."
Despite looking like a centerfold, I could tell just by the way she carried herself and the quality of her articulation, she wasn't long for this career. "So what's your story Summer? In addition to a stunning body and gorgeous face, you clearly have a lot more going for you than most of the girls working here."
"Jack, that's really nice of you to say, but I'm just here to make sure you have a great time at the Pink Rhino!"
"Summer, seriously what's your deal?"
She laughed. "Jack, most guys don't give a fuck about anything other than these boobs, this ass and these long legs, but since you're not going to let it drop...I'm in my final year at USC Law School. I graduate in May and I'll be going to work as a contract lawyer at Space-X after I return from a couple weeks in Belize!"
"Haha...I knew it. Congratulations! So I just have to tell you, you could double as my wife's younger sister! Everything about you reminds me so much of her when we were in college...frankly it's uncanny!"
A big smile formed on her face before she winked and said confidently, "Then I guess you're a lucky man Jack!"
"As lucky as they come." I answered proudly, not knowing she heard that same line at least once a night from delusional men whose wives bore stronger resemblances to actual rhino's than the beautiful women working at the Pink Rhino.
"So, despite how lovely your wife sounds Jack, I'm sure you didn't come her to talk about her tonight, what do you say I dance for you before we graduate to something a little more grown up?"
I let her words resonate in my mind for several seconds before responding. "Actually Summer, I have something to tell you that I'm sure no other client has shared. I'm in a very strange place mentally and emotionally tonight and I think you'll understand when I tell you why..."
"Uh...o...okay Jack. It's your time and money...well, actually Jerry's money." We both laughed.
I spent the next several minutes sharing everything that had transpired over the past couple of months including discovering Allie's black dildo, my cuckold fetish, the spy cam, our hiring of Robert, and lastly, the admissions the black contractor made to me only 3-days previously about fucking my wife's brains out for weeks.
To say Summer was stunned was an understatement. "Oh my god Jack, that's an amazing story. So those video images are on your phone right now and you still haven't seen them?"
I nodded. "Yes, you don't know how hard it has been to not excuse myself and steal a peek throughout the day, but as I told you, my schedule hasn't provided me an opportunity."
"Jack, I wouldn't purport to suggest it's something you might want to consider, but if you want, I could be your support mechanism if you wanted to check the video images out now?"
Summer's offer caught me completely off guard. Did I really want to share one of the most dramatic moments of my life with someone I'd just met? But as I considered it, I realized it was better than waiting several hours and watching it alone in my hotel--I would assuredly never see her again, so why did it matter?
It turned out to be a great decision.
I pulled my phone out of my pocket and thumbed to the spy cam app.
"Jack, again I don't want to get in your business, but this TV is tied to our in-house Wi-Fi. if you wanted, we could download your app and watch it on the larger screen."
Three minutes later, we were staring at the paused image from the beginning of the morning's spy cam recording in my master bedroom. My heart was practically beating out of my chest.
Summer held up the miniature remote control. "Jack are you ready for this?"
I nodded nervously thinking back to that first time Robert flopped that black serpent out next to me at Home Depot. So much had transpired since then and I was about to witness the ultimate culmination.
The recording began when motion activity took place at 8:47 a.m. The movement that triggered it to start came from a large naked black man pulling back the sheets and crawling into my marital bed. Robert Johnson positioned a few pillows behind him and sat up staring at the smoke alarm camera. An ear-to-ear grin was plastered across his face. He was already slowly stroking an obsidian cylinder that stood out like a beacon against the light-colored sheets. I couldn't believe how long and thick it was.
Neither could Summer. "Damn Jack...that's a huge cock..."
My mind raced with all the ramifications of what was soon to happen.
Finally, Robert's deep voice broke the silence. "Hey Jack. I'm not sure when and where you are watching this, but it really doesn't matter. In just a few minutes your gorgeous wife is gonna come through the door and based on every day for the past several weeks, she'll be hungry for this!" He peered downward at his cock that had already grown significantly as he stroked it.
"As I said before, you're going to see a different side of her than you ever have, but I suspect you'll like it. She's hot when she gets like that Jack!" Suddenly, he stopped and listened. "Oh, the garage door just opened, here is the missus now. It's funny how quickly she rushes back after dropping off the little ones these days."
Summer slipped her hand inside mine and we locked fingers.
Moments later a different sort of smile came to Robert's face as he peered over in the direction of our bedroom doorway.
Without seeing her on screen, I heard Allie's voice. "Hey there is a naked black man with a big cock in my bed!"
Robert chuckled. "Yes, that naked black man is waiting for a horny married white bitch to join him in this bed!"
This time it was Allie's turn to laugh. "I would take offense to being called a bitch, but since I'm in heat, I suppose it's a fair thing to say."
"What are you in heat for?"
"That black monster between your legs!"
It blew me away Allie was conversing with him without filters. In eleven years of marriage, I had never heard her talk like this. I peered over at Summer--the look on my face conveying as much.
She rubbed my shoulder to soothe my anxiousness.
"This?" Robert's voice interrupted our thoughts. He was waving his big cock at my wife. "It ain't in monster mode yet! It needs to see what it's going to devour first. Take off your clothes!"
I heard Allie giggle as she neared the foot of the bed. The back of her head came into the cameras view.
It was a surreal feeling seeing my wife standing near our bed staring at a naked black man lazily stroking his huge cock for their mutual benefit. I couldn't help feeling like I was standing right behind her experiencing everything she was. I should have felt distressed he had boldly directed her to take off her clothes, but instead I found his dominant communication strangely arousing.
We could still only view her from the shoulders up, but I watched as her tight shirt was soon being lifted from her head and tossed aside. Now her sleek bra straps were the only clothing item we could see.
A devious smile came to Robert's lips. "And the pants...but leave your bra and panties on!"
Allie's head dipped from view as she leaned down to pull off what I suspected were her Lululemon stretch pants.
Moments later she was standing partially in front of the camera lens again.



Robert eyed her like a lion stalking a gazelle. "Is your pussy wet?"
"Yes".
"Of course it is! And by the way, good choice on sticking around next weekend. We both know you'd have been thinking about this the entire time if you hadn't!" Robert smiled cockily as he led her gaze to his semi-stiff cock.
Allie didn't speak, but her head slowly nodded in front of the camera.
"I'll be done working here Friday, so even though you just added a couple more days of it, you better get all you can this week!"
"I plan too!"
"How?"
"By doing anything you want! Whenever you want!"
"Good answer slut, why don't you start by taking off your fuckin' panties!"
Summer and I glanced at one another in acknowledgement of his sudden brashness before our eyes quickly returned to the monitor.
Allie moved sleekly while shimmying out of her underwear. We couldn't see her below the shoulders, but Robert's satisfied ogling confirmed my wife's pretty pussy was now on display for him.
"Toss them to me."
A small pink garment was soon landing in one of his large black hands. He studied it for a moment before speaking, "Fuck this thing is soaked, you really have been thinking about this big black cock, haven't you?"
Her head nodded, showing off her thick silky hair.
"Ahh...nice. How has that horny pussy been since last week?" He asked as he slowly wrapped my wife's G-string around his long fat cock.
"Missing that big thing in your hand."
I watched and listened, everything happening was beyond my wildest imaginations. Hearing my formerly innocent wife talk and respond like a slut for the naked black man was disconcerting. And yet it was one of the most erotic things I'd ever heard. I knew if I even touched my dick I would explode.
"Climb up here!" Robert's deep voice beckoned.
Allie moved sexily up on the bed. Her perfectly bubbled ass now on display for Summer and me to witness.
"Damn Jack, she could make a lot of money working here with an ass like that!" The young stripper opined.
But instead of going straight to his cock as I thought she would, Allie slid up next to him, laid her head on his shoulder, and placed her hand on his bulging chest. The contrast in their body size and skin tone was especially vivid. Robert's thick black frame made Allie's slim pale figure look sinewy and small. Only the mass of her heavy tits in the skimpy bra provided some comparable scale to his bulging mass.
"Oh my god Jack, she's stunning! I can't believe that body has produced two kids." Summer cooed. We watched together as Allie glided her fingers along his rigid pecs while whispering something in his ear we couldn't hear.
Robert chuckled. "Yeah, I know you want to suck it, but we got plenty of time for that."
Moments later my wife's fingers slipped downward across his steely abs on a path for the object of her attention. Her hand didn't have far to travel. The doorknob sized head of his long cock rested dangerously above his navel.
Robert appeared to be mostly hard but when my wife's small hand replaced his and lifted, I could still see some flexibility to it. Her fingers appeared insignificant as they wrapped only halfway around it. The length was impressive, but it was the girth I found especially incomprehensible. It easily dwarfed the thickness of her forearm as she began slowly stroking it. Her movements caused the G-string to release exposing her 5-carat diamond wedding ring--it shined brightly against the dark rutted backdrop.
"Jack, I hope you don't mind me saying, but this is so fucking hot..." Summer breathed in my ear.
"No...no...you're not...uh...wrong, I...I can't believe I'm actually witnessing it myself."
While I had watched Allie play with the dildo on countless occasions and had envisioned what sex between she and Robert would be like, just seeing her slowly stroking his thick black meat was almost more than I could handle. And while once again, I wanted to be angry for her infidelity, I instead found myself more frustrated Robert had deprived me of watching this for so long.
"How's that big black cock feel in your little hand?" Robert's deep voice interrupted our voyeuristic trance.
"Mmmm...hot as always. I can't wait to cool it off!" Allie whispered as her glistening tongue circled her lips.
Robert laughed. "Cool it? Shit that hot little mouth of yours will definitely change the temperature, but it damn sure ain't going down!"
It was my wife's turn to giggle. "You're probably right about that, but I can tell you...I have another set of lips that are even hotter than those at the moment." She answered naughtily before taking one of his nipples between her lips.
"Jack, this is unreal, it's making me so hot. It's obviously doing the same for you! Can I help you out with that." Summer volunteered before her hand rubbed along the swollen bulge in my pants.
"Mmmm...you're hard as a rock...is this the first time you've seen her with a black man?"
"Shit Summer, go slow...and yes it's the first time I've seen her with any other man."
We watched as Allie's tongue flicked playfully across his dark nipples while her fingers continued their long, slow strokes. Moments later Allie spoke, "Jack left earlier than usual this morning because he had to meet his boss in LA and it was all I could do to keep from calling you to come over for some of this...even before I took the kids to school!"
"Haha...that's called BBC withdrawals baby. Did you play with your horny pussy?"
"No, I made myself focus on the kids...but Saturday after you called and sent me that picture I...I couldn't help it."
"Ah yes, that interaction helped with your decision about next weekend, didn't it?"
Allie turned and looked up at him before playfully slapping him on the chest. "You're so bad, that was a mean thing to do. You know how much I love spending time with my family!"
"Yeah...but don't tell me you didn't fantasize about impaling your tight hole on my big black cock. I know that horny little slit is calling the shots these days and it can't get enough BBC! In fact, it's time to get it some right now!" Robert shouted as he reached beneath her ass cheeks and powerfully pulled her upward and positioned her with her back on his chest. The quickness of his unexpected move surprised her, causing her to squeal. They were both now facing upward towards the spy cam.
"Rub my big cock all over your horny pussy!"
Allie didn't hesitate, she excitedly began massaging the dark spongy head up and down her slippery slit.
"Fuck Jack, this is better than any porn I've watched!" Summer gloated before hastily loosening my belt, unbuttoning my slacks and reaching for my dick.
She didn't even get it all the way out before I exploded.
"Shiiittttt Jaaaacccck!" The young stripper screamed in surprise.
In any other circumstance I would have been mortally embarrassed, but in this one, I didn't even care that my ejaculation spilled on my expensive suit pants or the stripper's fingers.
"Summer, I'm surprised I lasted as long as I did..." I admitted before we both laughed uncontrollably.
The light-heartedness was short lived as Allie's moans recaptured our attention. We looked up to see my wife grinding her hips in circular movements with her pussy pushed against Robert's dark craggy pole. Her feet were on the bed and her knees were spread wide, providing plenty of leverage to enhance her lust-filled gyrations.
"Robert, please give it to me! I need it! Please..." Allie whimpered over and over as her wetness stained the full-length of the dark rutted surface.
"Jesus Jack, I thought I was horny, but your wife is gonna die if she doesn't get some of that black dick!" Summer uttered excitedly while slipping her fingers inside her thong.
"Yeah...yeah she is..." I answered distantly as I watched both the hot young stripper and the incredible scene taking place in my bedroom.
"Okay baby, get that black dick you need!" Robert growled. "Fuck yourself with it!"
"Ummmphh yeah..." Allie moaned as she guided his bloated head against her labia and thrusted her hips downward until it plowed inside.
"Ohhh...fuuuuuck...I love this cock!" My wife screamed before turning to the side and extending her hungry tongue. Robert vacuumed it between his lips while his large black hands gripped her undulating hips and held them tightly as he raised his ass from the bed and impaled her pussy deeper on his giant cock.
"Mmmmmphhh...uhnnnnnnn". Euphoric noises sounded from Allie's throat.
"That's the dick you needed, ain't it slut?"
"Ohhh Robert...ohhh yeah...sooo good...mmpphh. Fuck me."
I watched in stunned incomprehension. I knew seeing them together would be beyond my wildest imaginations, but even I wasn't prepared for the desperation in my wife's desire for his big black cock.
Certainly, neither was Summer. Her fingers maneuvered aggressively inside her G-string while her other hand returned to my reenergized cock--my cum now acting as lubricant for her excitable movements.
"Summer that's good..."
"Jack, I'm so glad you shared this with me." The blonde stripper gasped. "Your wife...mmmm...she's stunning...and damn she loves that big black cock!"
Her words were prophetic.
Seconds later Allie squealed, "Robert...oh yeah...oh yeah...ohhh...I'm cumming...I'm cumming...ohhhhhh...uhhhhh. You're so deep!"
Summer and I watched in stunned silence as my wife's ejaculation squirted around his pistoning pole and doused his bounding nuts.
"Uh-huh...that's it...cum on that big black dick slut...we both know there's a lot more where that came from!" Robert shouted while pounding her hard through her orgasm. His hands slid up her trembling body and aggressively pushed her bra from her heaving tits, filling his rough black paws with her soft creamy breast flesh.
"Jesus Jack, she keeps getting better. I thought they were fake, but damn if they're not natural! Incredible! Mmmm, I'd love to lick those big nipples...I bet you'd like that? Would you like to watch me suck your wife's tits while that black bull fucks her brains out?"
Immediately the vision of Hannah molesting Kristen's tits while Brock plowed into her filled my head. I stared at the stripper incredulously before nodding in stunned overstimulation.
The hulking contractor's ass was now six inches off our bed while he impaled my wife with each powerful upward thrust. His massive balls barely cleared the surface as they swung heavily back and forth. Allie's whimpers and moans of ecstasy filled the room. "Yes...yes...ohhh...uhn...I'm going to cum again Daddy! "Uhhhhhnnn...fuuuck meeee..."
"Oh shit Jack, your wife can't stop creaming all over that huge thing! This is making me so fucking horny!" Summer released the narrow straps of her baby doll exposing her spectacular tits. She pulled up the lower hem of the lingerie, turned and shimmied until her legs were in my lap. Her sopping panties now only inches from my hip.
"Finger me Jack...make me cum like your slut wife!" The stripper begged.
Seeing this hot college student nearly naked in front of me and begging to be finger-banged while my wife's pussy slobbered all over Robert's cock was a fantasy I, nor even the best erotica writer could have created.
Emboldened by Robert's callous treatment of Allie, I did the same to Summer. "Take off those fucking panties and show me your wet horny pussy slut!"
"Yeah Jack...talk dirty to me!" She cried while quickly slipping her thong down her long legs and exposing her dripping snatch. Despite all the similarities between them, seeing a little blonde bush versus Allie's dark strip was a major turn-on.
"Nice blonde pussy! Spread your lips and show me how wet you've gotten watching my slut wife cum all over that big black cock!"
Just as the words left my mouth, Allie squealed again. "Ohhh...so deep...I feel you everywhere! Don't stop...yes...uhn...uhn...fuuuuuucckkk...I'm cummmiiinnnggg!"
Watching Allie climax yet again while impaled on the bulging dark stick was all the motivation I needed to engage in my first sex act with someone other than my wife since we exchanged wedding vows. I buried two fingers in Summer's slippery pussy. I quickly flushed her G-spot with both digits while my thumb took up residence on her bulbous nub.
"Yeah Jack...make me cum! Finger me!"
"You like that, huh slut? I bet you wish it was you getting hammered by that BBC instead of my wife?"
"Mmmm fuck...I would cream on that big black cock so fast, just like her!"
Summer was on the edge. I increased my ministrations while rolling one of her spiky nipples with my other hand until her body went completely rigid and a piercing sound escaped her lips. The hot young stripper experienced her intense orgasm at the same time my wife's juices flowed down the length of our contractor's cock yet again.
My eyes flashed back and forth watching two stunning women who could be sisters both in post-coital recovery. The difference was, while my fingers slipped from Summer's pussy, Robert's fat cock increased its intensity.
"I'm gonna paste the insides of this horny married cunt!"
Summer could see the anxiousness on my face and despite her own lingering pleasure pulses, she dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth.
"Oh fuck Summer...that feels good...FUCK YES!"
"Jack, cum in my mouth when his black balls empty their huge load inside your wife's unprotected pussy!"
Before I could digest what she'd just said, Robert's loud voice sounded. "Damn this is some good fuckin' pussy! I can feel your cum drippin' off my balls. Tell me what you want!"
"Mmmm daddy, I want to feel you explode inside me! You know how much I love it! Fill me up with your black seed!"
"What would Jack say if he saw you right now?" Robert challenged as he stared up at the camera and winked. Their bodies were now both dripping with sweat.
"He can never see this...he could never see what you do to me!"
"Play with your pussy while I fuck you slut!"
Allie quickly adhered to his demand and her middle finger flicked across her clit.
"Who would you tell him this pussy belongs to if he walked in on us right now?"
"God Robert, of course it belongs to you, but I couldn't say that to him!" She whimpered.
"Tell me then! Say it over and over until you cum on my big cock again!"
"Uhn...it's yours! It's your pussy any time you want it! Your big black cock owns my slutty white pussy! Fuck me Daddy..."
I watched and listened as my wife repeated those words over and over as her black lover hammered her towards yet another climax. My own balls were churning thanks to the brain-numbing video and Summer's magical mouth.
"Summer...I can't hold out much longer. Your mouth feels great on my dick. Yeah...stroke it too...uhn...yeah."
Her lips slipped from my dick and she stared up at me. A long band of her saliva mixed with my precum strung from her mouth to the head of my cock. "Jack, that bull is getting ready to blow his black seed in your wife--she is definitely gonna get off again! It's time...give me your load!" She stroked me frantically.
Summer's powers of deduction and ejaculation were spot on! Moments later me, my beautiful wife, and our black contractor all climaxed simultaneously.
The young stripper easily slurped mine down, but my wife's pussy wasn't as effective. Black baby batter leaked out around the edges of their tight connection until Robert finally pushed Allie off his cock and thick waves of their sex slurry poured out of her gaped opening onto our bed sheets.
"Oh my god..." I gasped, trying to catch my breath, unable to contain my astonishment at the volume.
"Damn, he cum's buckets!" Summer gushed, a small glob of my discharge still on her lower lip. "No offense Jack, but I'm glad you didn't shoot nearly that much in my mouth, I would have choked..."
We both sat there watching in awe as the viscous fluid drained from Allie's battered labia. My wife slutishly slipped a couple of fingers through the heavy stream and smeared it around her puffy clit. When the flow finally subsided, Allie slid off onto her knees next to him.
My formerly conservative wife reached out and gripped his messy cock. "You can't go to work like this!" She cooed before taking him in her mouth.
Allie was never one to perform fellatio voluntarily on me, but clearly things were different with him. I sat wide-eyed watching her enthusiastically clean their sex juices from his cock and weighty testicles.
"She's good with her mouth Jack, but based on what I'm watching, I don't think she's planning on sending him back to work anytime soon. I've cleaned guys up...stroking, swirling her tongue around his head, and sucking on his balls aren't necessary actions for that purpose." Summer giggled. "I think she has another job planned for him, but it has nothing to do with construction!"
"Yeah...I think you're right..." I answered distantly, still amazed at Allie's newly developed oral abilities.
"Jack, this has been one of the hottest things I've ever watched--and as I said before, I'm so thankful you shared it with me. I'd love to experience the rest with you, but our time's just about up."
I glanced down at my watch and was stunned at how much time had passed.
"Jeez, I can't believe it's that late. Summer, that was obviously emotional for me, but I don't think I could have had a more enjoyable time experiencing it than I did with you. According to the timer, there's still a bunch more recorded video to view, but I'm not sure I could handle anymore tonight anyway. Thanks so much."
"The pleasure was all mine...literally!" She laughed. "You're a lucky man Jack. Your wife is absolutely one of the sexiest creatures I've ever laid my eyes on. But I think you need to figure out where you want this all to go. I'm sure she loves you very much, but she's clearly hot for BBC! If you're okay with that, you two have some exciting experiences ahead of you. But if you aren't sure, I wish you the best in weening her off. Orgasms like the ones we just watched are more powerfully addicting than any drug she could ever take!"
"I hear what you're saying Summer. Allie and I need to sit down and have a serious heart to heart very soon. Robert's work on our house will be done this week and we need to figure out where things go from here."
"Best of luck Jack. You're a sweet guy, I hope you get everything you desire."
I met Jerry in the lobby and was as coy as possible about what Summer and I did in our private room. It wasn't hard because Jerry couldn't stop blabbing about Juliana's huge melons the whole way back to the hotel.
My boss flew out the following morning, but my week was just getting started.
To be continued...
*****
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Tuesday night
I got back to my hotel room much earlier than the previous night. I had food delivered and finished up some work stuff before settling onto my bed and removing my pants. My excitement level was still off the charts, but I wondered how anything could compare to the previous night. Strangely, I felt a bit like Allie must have all those nights when she prepared to watch interracial porn from our marital bed. The primary difference was, I didn't have a big black dildo, and my wife and our contractor were soon to be my interracial porn.
The spy cam video from earlier that morning started off with Allie serving Robert breakfast in bed while dressed in the same sexy French maid's lingerie she had purchased the previous year for our anniversary. She looked amazing with her full tits practically spilling out the top. She wore the brightest red lipstick and a lot more eye makeup than I was accustomed to.
She looked fucking hot!
After Robert gobbled down the delectable meal with her sitting on his lap, I watched in amazement as my wife hungrily gobbled down a healthy dose of his thick black seed. The blowjob I'd watched her give the previous night was no fluke, but it paled compared to what she did for him now.
It started off immediately after he polished off his plate and tossed it messily onto my nightstand. Allie slid from his lap and started into a sexy striptease standing next to the bed. This one was far less hurried than the day before. She looked so amazing swaying her hips and tantalizingly removing clothing items, seductively taunting him every step of the way.
I could tell it took everything in his power to keep from jumping off the bed, throwing her down and fucking her hard. As it was, he shucked his clothes before she even exposed her stone nipples to him. Robert was naked on top of our sheets already stroking his fat cock before Allie would eventually slither up on our bed and take him in her mouth.
"Touch yourself!" He encouraged while she swayed scintillatingly for him. Allie possesses an inherent sexiness when she dances, almost as if she's being fucked. At that moment, her motions were undoubtedly producing those same thoughts through me and the black man on our bed stroking his big cock.
A toothy grin came to his face as Allie's hand moved erotically down her body and inside the band of the tiny G-string.
"No, no, outside the panties! I'm sure you can find the spot."
Uh-huh, that-a-girl! Lick your lips while you stare at my big dick and finger your panties along that slippery gash!"
For the next several minutes Allie played with herself through the lacy fabric as directed while swaying her hips and wiggling her ass in front of the black contractor lying on our marital bed.
I couldn't remember ever seeing her do something so arousing. Little moans and gasps escaped her lips as she danced.
Another minute passed. "Uh-huh, you move nice baby. Yeah, now I can see that wet spot spreading. Tell me what's going through your mind right now!"
"Mmmm...how good it feels touching myself for you...while staring at your big black cock!" She extended her wet tongue and fluttered it like she was licking his swollen crown.
Seeing her actions and hearing the words coming from her mouth couldn't be real. Not only had I brought this black man into my home, but I had all but invited him to do exactly what he was doing now...converting my formerly conservative wife his submissive sex toy.
I stroked my cock in long slow strokes knowing I would blow if I applied any additional urgency.
Since learning Robert had been fucking Allie for weeks, I couldn't wait to witness them in the act, which I had the night before. But this? I realized I'd opened my own version of Pandora's Box. And yet despite her infidelity, I was as aroused as fuck at her immoral actions. Now I couldn't wait for him to fuck her again.
"That's right baby, it does feel good to pleasure that little married slit while thinking about how good this motherfucker is gonna make it feel, don't it?" Robert boasted while showing her his black meat stick.
She stared at him and licked her lips.
"Now take off them wet panties!"
While not compromising her alluring rhythm, I watched as my wife's slender fingers, gripped the slim band of her silky panties beneath the short black skirt and slowly worked them down her hips and bubbly ass cheeks. They dropped to the floor. Now there she was, naked from the waist down, slowly dancing and rubbing herself in front of the black man I was paying thousands and thousands of dollars to remodel my house.
"Sway that ass and show me your technique. I wanna see how you get that horny hole ready to fuck!"
I knew she had almost assuredly done this for him before, but the look on his face clearly showed he was savoring her doing it for him in front of me. For the next several minutes she danced with her fingers between her legs while reciting nasty little things he told her to repeat.
When it was obvious she couldn't handle anymore, he allowed her onto the bed to suck his cock.
Allie didn't need further encouragement. My wife practically jumped up and took him in her mouth.
With her head bobbing in his lap and one of his big hands embedded in her blonde hair, Robert peered up at the spy cam with a devious grin and winked. I wasn't sure what he had planned, but I suspected it was something he had saved for when he knew I was watching.
My assumption turned out correct as I quickly learned his intention was to bait Allie into confirming how much bigger, better, and sexier he was than me. Moments later he spoke.
"That's a good slut, suck that big dick! You love sucking black cock, don't you?"
With her mouth full, Allie nodded while affirming sounds reverberated from her throat.
"That makes you a BBC slut, doesn't it?"
My wife leisurely extricated it from her lips, purposefully oozing a long stream of saliva on to the head while pleasuring him with long slow strokes. His dark pole glistened with her spit.
"Yes it does, you know I'm a slut for you."
"Hahaha...of course I do. Tell me how much more you love having that black dick in your mouth than Jack's little tool!"
She hesitated, showing slight irritation that he was raising a topic they had undoubtedly discussed before. "Robert...his isn't little and you know I don't like comparing him to you." She answered between long licks of black meat.
Despite Robert's belittling intentions, the scintillating dialogue while my wife sucked his huge cock kept me hard as a rock.
"Why don't you like comparing us?"
"You know. It's not fair..." She answered before drooling slutishly on the knobby head again.
"Why isn't it fair?"
She swirled the slippery fluid around with her tongue. "You know why...you're...uh...just different."
"Uh-huh...tell me..."
I was now certain Robert had made her play this game before.
What I hadn't known was that Allie had come to enjoy--actually gain arousal from admitting she was his BBC slut--but that she had staunchly committed to herself that she wouldn't let him belittle me in the process.
The problem was every time he played this game, his big cock was in her mouth. Robert was good with his manipulations and combined with her building arousal, time and again she fell victim to his circuitous ploy--eventually acknowledging his sexual superiority over me each time.
Allie kissed and nibbled the leaking tip a half dozen times before she paused. "He's a great husband, a good father, makes a really good living, and he makes me laugh. I love him for all those things--he's my soul mate."
Besides the fact she was sucking another man's cock while saying it, my pride swelled at her acknowledgments. Nonetheless, I couldn't help noticing she made no reference to my physical attributes.
"Yeah, Jack's a good dude. But I find it interesting while he's your soul mate, that hungry mouth of yours is clearly into soul food--like Southern Blackened Sausage. You ever suck his cock as enthusiastically as you are inhaling mine right now?"
Allie stroked him frantically while shaking her head before taking him back in her mouth and vacuuming her cheeks.
"Why is that? Why doesn't your husband get this treatment?"
She didn't answer, it was obvious she was hoping he would drop the subject if she just kept pleasuring him.
She was wrong. "Tell me, why doesn't he?"
Allie let his cock slip from between her lips before she slutishly spit on it and stroked hurriedly. "...I...I don't know...it's not the same...it's just...just different..."
My beautiful wife had never done anything orally for me with the same energy and enthusiasm she was for this black man now.
"Why is that? Oh, yeah right there...that's good slut...nice and deep, fuck! If your husband makes you so happy, how come you don't do for him what you're doin' for me right now?" He goaded with her mouth full of cock, one hand stroking him, and the other lightly squeezing his massive nuts.
Again, she didn't answer, instead she carried on savoring his masculine goodness.
When she finally pulled her head away, a long strand of saliva mixed with pre-cum connected her lips to his glistening crown. "I...I do do this for him." she answered untruthfully and without conviction.
"How often?"
"I...I don't know, maybe once a week..."
"Bullshit!" I shouted out loud. I couldn't believe she told him that. She hadn't given me a blowjob in well over a month.
He laughed. "So why do you suck my cock every damn day? Sometimes more than once!"
"Please don't ask me that Robert...you know the answer."
"Of course I do, and you do as well. You do it because you love my dick and the only thing you like more than sucking it is having it deep inside your horny married pussy, ain't that right? You don't suck his cock like you do mine because it doesn't get you off! You fuckin' love having BBC halfway down your throat..."
I watched as Allie's pace increased. His words were clearly affecting her. She gasped for air amid her fellating efforts and arousal. Allie stroked him faster and her tongue and lips licked and kissed more enthusiastically. "Oh Robert, I do love this big black cock! It's...it's...not the same...it's hot and powerful...his...his just isn't...isn't the same! It's not his fault, but this turns me on so much. I'm so wet right now!"
Her words cut deep, but my arousal still superseded my shame.
"No, it ain't his fault his wife loves BBC. But it ain't just the big stick, is it? I bet you don't suck and lick his nuts like you do this fat sack? Why is that?"
Allie shook her head while kissing around the swollen crown.
"Tell me!"
"Mmmm...I like how big and hot they feel." She cooed before trailing a path down his shaft to his scrotum.
"What? You mean Jack's aren't the same?"
I couldn't see her facial reaction, but Robert's sly smile confirmed she rolled her eyes at his question.
"Okay, so we've established that too." He laughed. "So, if we count up the pluses and minuses--Jack wins for being your soul mate and I win for everything having to do with getting off your horny pussy! Ain't that right?"
"No..." she answered before sucking one of Robert's testicles between her lips.
"No? I don't believe you. C'mon, it's just us here...you can say it. You've already admitted you're a BBC slut...just acknowledge that as much as you love him, he just can't give you what this big black package does!"
Allie didn't answer, instead she continued sucking and licking his balls while stroking him.
"I can't hear you."
"This isn't fair...you're here and this is here," she waved his rigid stick in front of her face, "what do you expect me to say..."
"Ha...just tell me what you've told me before!"
Allie had turned towards the camera now and I could tell based on the fire in her eyes and the urgency with which she sloppily sucked him off, he had finally broken down her defenses.
"Okay...you win. Yes, I love this big black dick and Jack's doesn't do to me what yours does! Now can we stop talking about it...I want to taste your cum!"
A prideful smile formed on Robert's large lips before he nodded at me through the camera lens. "Now you're talking slut! Wrap them nice titties around it and get what you want!"
"Mmmm...yes! I love when you fuck my boobs!" Allie squealed as she repositioned and wrapped her saliva coated tits around his glistening rod.
Amazingly, her degrading admission had little negative impact on my arousal. I stroked my cock at a blurring pace and watched incredulously as Robert pistoned her pale white mounds while extending the head of his fat cock into her eager mouth on each thrust.
Not only did she proceed to give him the sloppiest blow job imaginable, but Allie couldn't stop moaning and whimpering. "Mmmm...I can feel your big balls slapping off them too...fuck my tits you black stud!"
When it was apparent Robert was ready to explode, he yelled, "You want it on your milky white titties or you gonna suck it all down?"
Allie spit his cock from her mouth and begged, "Give it to me, I want both!"
Robert howled.
"Okay slut...I like the compromise!" He groaned loudly before his sweat-soaked body ceased and he erupted deep in the depths of my wife's mouth. I could see Allie swallowing it down but before she finished, our contractor yanked it from between her lips and chaotically splattered several heavy ropes all over her jiggling tits.
My own load spilled on the hotel towel before even half of his robust bursts departed his bounding nuts.
When he finally finished, Allie stroked the final remnants from the tip before licking it up. Moments later she tried to kiss him, but he pushed her lips away. "I don't want any of the nigger nectar in my mouth!"
Despite his denial and clearly still flushed with desire, Allie proceeded to kiss and nibble along his chin, cheeks, and lobes while whispering in his ear.
Robert laughed before staring up at the spy cam and winking again. "I know you haven't gotten yours yet, you horny BBC slut. Climb up and get some.
Even with splattered tits and a belly full cum, my insatiable wife climbed up on top and begged for dessert. I watched in awe as she rode his big cock to her daily allotment of toe-curling orgasms. All the while, Robert still hard as granite, watched her smear his thick goo around her beautiful tits while bouncing up and down on him. It wasn't until his final load oozed from her battered pussy and soaked the sheets on my side of the bed that they finally quit.
I looked over at the hotel room clock and realized nearly two hours had passed. I wondered to myself, when does she ever work?
*****
Wednesday night.
Allie and Robert dispersed with the dramatic and just fucked missionary style three different times throughout the day. It seemed she couldn't get enough of his powerful deep strokes as she desperately clawed and begged for his tongue in her mouth. The contrast of her silky pale body clad only in white shear stockings and heels verses his big muscular black ass mesmerized me.
He fucked the shit out of her.
I'd watched them mate like rabbits the first two days, but now it became apparent Robert wanted to demonstrate all the ways he could control her with his big black cock. While she constantly begged and clawed at his bulging biceps and broad shoulders in her desire for their lips to connect, he remained steadfast above her, happy to watch her beautiful face contort in ecstasy as he pounded her pussy hard.
Allie's stocking-clad legs never stopped exhibiting the varying levels of euphoria she was experiencing as he pistoned into her again and again. I watched in awe as she wrapped them tightly around his waist, pressed her heels into his ass, and then screamed when he pinned them against her ears over his sweat-slick shoulders. But mostly I observed disbelievingly as her long, toned legs flailed in the air each time she climaxed on his plunging black cock.
When the recording concluded, I cleaned up yet another soiled towel in my hotel room and called my wife. After two rings she answered, I almost forgot her infidelity had taken place earlier in the day, not moments before.
I half-expected her to be gasping for air.
"I was beginning to worry about you. It's not like you not to call for more than one day at a time." Allie said sweetly, clearly unaffected by her earlier wanton conduct.
"I know babe, it's been a crazy busy week. I'm sorry. And as you might imagine, Monday was a late night, you know how Jerry can be..."
It felt strange apologizing to her after what I'd watched her do the past three days.
Allie laughed. "Yeah, how were you feeling yesterday morning?"
"Like shit..." This time we both chuckled. "Last night I planned to call you, but I was so tired I passed out as soon as I got back to the hotel. I lied.
"So how has your week been?" I asked, wondering if she would say anything that might give any hint as to what she'd been up to.
"Oh, same as you...busy with work and kids. Chase almost scored a goal in his game tonight!"
"Damn, that would have been awesome! But I guess in some ways I rather he did it when I was there. Speaking of the kids, are they getting excited for camping this weekend?"
"Of course, they can't stop talking about it!"
"How about their mom, any change of heart for you?"
There was a long pause before Allie responded apologetically. "Jack, I'm still torn, but I keep thinking how nice it'll be to have some me time."
"Any big plans?"
Again, she paused. "No not really. I'm looking forward to sleeping in, going unrushed to the gym, and I got a new book."
"Oh yeah, what's it about?"
She was silent momentarily, likely trying to make something up, "...uh you wouldn't be interested, it's just a woman's romance thing..."
I knew I'd caught her in a lie. The only thing she'd be reading this weekend would be on Google: What's the best way to get large amounts of semen out of your hair?
"Oh...I almost forgot." Allie blurted. "Hannah is having some people over on Saturday night and I think we might go over for a bit."
"We...who's we?" I asked, knowing she'd just made a huge blunder.
"Oh, oh I...uh...ran into Hannah's friend Kristen at the store. She said she was probably going to go too." Allie stammered, clearly trying to cover her tracks, but failing miserably. I bit my tongue, wondering to myself how she could make such a stupid mistake while talking to me.
"Hmm...sounds like fun. I hope you're more careful with the drinking this time than the last one. Who's going to be there?"
"Um...I really don't know...it sounds like it's going to be a small group."
I thought to myself, Hmm...small group including Allie, Kristen, Hannah, Robert, and Brock. Two men who love white pussy and three women who can't get enough big black cock. I wonder what that group will do all night?



I was surprised, first that despite her friend's interracial proclivities that Allie would bring Robert into the group. And secondly, would she really participate in an orgy? Undoubtedly, Brock would be first in line to sink his huge black cock in my stunning wife. But would Allie actually engage in lesbian sex too?
My mind raced with the possibilities, but instead of drilling deeper I changed the subject. "How's the construction coming along? Is he going to finish by Friday?"
"Yeah, it looks great. He's been working extra hard this week to finish. He says he thinks he'll make it, but he might have to come back on Saturday morning for some touch up."
Oh, he'll be there Saturday morning alright... "That's great news honey! Anything else?"
"Oh, speaking of Robert. He volunteered to help me get the camping stuff down from the attic tomorrow, so you don't have to do it when you get home Friday and then turn around and leave right away. I'll try to have the car all packed up for you."
"That's nice of him." Thinking to myself, what a thoughtful gesture--the guy's nice enough to help me get on the road as quickly as possible so he can get his big cock back into my wife that much sooner.
*****
Thursday night.
With my work week winding down, I was in a particularly horny mood when I got back to my hotel room. Countless visions of what was likely to transpire at Hannah's house on Saturday night had played out in my head throughout the day.
Much like everything happening between Allie and Robert, instead of being distraught over my wife's cheating, the same arousing pulses flowed through my brain and my groin imagining Allie participating in an interracial orgy with that raucous group.
My cock had been hard throughout much of the day and now I couldn't wait to relieve my sexual excitement by watching my wife and her black lover via my bedroom spy camera yet again. I wondered what depravity lay in store for tonight.
I was crestfallen when I went to the app and saw there was no recording from earlier in the day. I madly refreshed wondering if something would pop up, but nothing did. Did they really not have sex today? Had Robert not made it to the house at all?
I was all set to go back and view unwatched action from earlier in the week when an email popped up on my phone. It was from Robert, and it had a video file attached.
I got a strange pit in my stomach. He undoubtedly knew I was watching the spy cam footage each night, so I wondered what led him to send a separate video via email.
The email message was relatively short. "Jack, two things. I fucked up this morning and forgot to un-pause the spy cam so you missed your wife struggling through her virtual group meeting while I ate her horny pussy. But since I promised I would share each day this week, I am making it up to you with a second opportunity (see attached).
Also, you should have received an email with a confirmation request to link back to the CM200 spy camera. If you're up for watching tomorrow's action, and I know you are, accept it and watch on that feed...you won't want to miss it. Meanwhile, check this out."
At the moment, I wasn't focused on his directions regarding the other camera feed the following morning. My heart was already pounding, and my cock was half-hard in anticipation of the attached video file. I anxiously clicked the "play" arrow and realized immediately it was filmed from a cell phone.
The imagery started off grainy in a darkened location I didn't immediately recognize. But eventually the camera focused and I could see Robert laying across a pile of sleeping bags and tarps. Just as I came to the realization he was in my attic above the garage, he turned and spoke in the direction of his phone perched several feet away.
"Hey Jack, it's been quite a week, huh buddy? As I'm sure I said in my email message, I fucked up and forgot to record this morning, so I thought I'd give you another chance to watch. As you can probably tell, I'm in your attic where I volunteered to help Allie retrieve your camping stuff. She has no idea what's about to happen. Will it? Of course it will, she can't say no..."
"So, check this out Jack." He said to the camera with a laugh before shouting loudly, "Allie, I'm not sure what fishing poles you want me to grab, there are several poles up here and I don't know shit about fishing. Can you climb up the ladder and give me some direction!"
I could hear Allie's voice in the background, but I couldn't make out what she was saying. It sounded like she was down in the garage, but I knew she was fully capable of climbing my pull-down stair-style ladder as she'd done it many times before.
"Yeah, I'm confused," Robert yelled, "there are more poles than you said and a big one that looks like it's for catching some other kinda fish!" Robert chuckled under his breath and peered over at the camera. He reached down and unbuttoned his fly and fished out his cock that was already half-hard. He stroked it quickly while waiting for Allie's reaction.
Several seconds later I heard her semi-irritated response, "I don't know what you are talking about, we only have four poles and none of them are..." Allie stopped mid-sentence as her head crested the opening and she saw Robert sprawled out on the camping stuff with his big black cock gripped in his fist.
"Here's the unaccounted-for pole!" Robert announced. "Why don't you crawl up here and tell me if it's usable!"
"Oh, I can tell it's usable from here!" Allie laughed. "But I better climb up and make absolutely sure!"
Seconds later my wife's tongue was lustily gliding up the long-rutted surface on the underside of his stiffened cock. "Mmmm...you're right, I did need to check this pole out on my own, but I think I'll keep it for my personal use this weekend. Jack and the kids can use the little thin ones!"
Allie's actions and comments stung, but my own cock was now its own rigid pole witnessing the unexpected development.
My thoughts were interrupted by Allie's breathy, gasping voice. "Why are you recording this on your phone?" She asked while lustily stroking his cock and staring directly at Robert's cell phone. I felt like she was looking right at me.
"C'mon baby, I'm sure neither of us has ever fucked in an attic before, I had to capture this for posterity!"
She seemed convinced by his response, or she simply didn't care. It wasn't long before her shorts and panties were down around her ankles, and she was splayed out across our camping gear while Robert stood semi-crouched in a crab-like stance in the low space pounding her from behind.
"You sure you want this big pole for yourself all weekend slut?"
"Ohhh jesus yesss! My fishy pussy is already hooked! Don't stop!"
It took next to no time before their fornicating bodies were dripping with sweat from the hot temperature in the small space and the urgent sex. I couldn't help wondering if the sleeping bags would dry before me and the kids departed the following afternoon.
"Fuck baby, this tight pussy is hot in every room in this house including the attic!" Robert grunted.
"Mmmm...so is your big cock! You've fucked me everywhere else, but I never thought I would cum in my attic, but it'll be one more to check off the list...ohhh...uhn...yeah..." Allie moaned and whimpered.
"Uh-huh...cum on this big stick while I fill that nasty little hole!" He grabbed her damp hair and pulled.
With her head tilted back slutishly, my wife begged for him to make her orgasm.
Moments later they both groaned loudly and climaxed as one. Allie was so loud, any neighbors out in their front yards could have clearly heard. "Ohhh my god! That's soooo gooood! I'm fucking cummmiiinnnggg!"
I watched in amazement as bodily fluids spilled from between Allie's legs and splashed all over my daughter's pink sleeping bag.
Moments later the video ended. I suspected Robert must have edited out the rest.
I sat there with my mouth agape. There seemed no depravity depth too low for my wife to sink in her conversion to BBC slut. Only a few months previously, I had come across the incredulous black dildo discovery, and now I'd just watched my formerly conservative wife beg for the real thing in our filthy attic space above the garage.
How could so much have changed in such a short period of time? Again, I pondered the depth of Allie's infidelity and consistent dishonesty while covering her tracks. But I also contemplated my own involvement at every juncture along the way. What if I had confronted her about the black dildo instead of voyeuristically spying on her? What if I hadn't hired a black man to work in our house and paid him to seduce my wife? What if I had interceded and put a stop to things once I learned Robert had duped me?
Instead, I'd let all those things happen because deep down inside, I wanted them to. My cuckold fetish had led to some of the most erotic enjoyment I had ever experienced, but I knew the entire situation was quickly coming to a confluence and Allie and I would have some difficult discussions and decisions to make.
*****
Friday morning
I returned from the hotel fitness room at 6:45a.m. A text from my project coordinator was waiting for me. It said our morning meeting with the customer had been cancelled.
I wasn't scheduled to depart until 11:45a.m., but I immediately decided I would try to book an earlier flight and if everything came together, maybe get a chance to surprise my wife and her black lover. I didn't know exactly how I would handle it if I did, but I felt it an obligation to at least see if I could make it happen.
Unbelievably, every flight on Alaska, Southwest, and Delta were all booked until the afternoon.
Disappointed, but still unsure if returning early was the right strategy anyway, I resolved myself to the fact that at least I wouldn't be in meetings and could actually watch the spy cam live feed from my hotel room for the first time. And due to the fact, I would be camping in a place without internet, watching later wouldn't be an option anyway.
After checking my business email, showering and getting some breakfast, I went to my personal email and clicked on the alternative spy camera link Robert had told me about in his email the night before. I wondered what this change was all about, but knowing the sender the way I did, I could only imagine it would have some new sexual twist I had yet to experience the first four days of the week.
Did it ever.
I clicked on the CM200 stream at 8:40a.m. several minutes before I expected Allie to return from dropping off the kids. After a few seconds, the video image from the replacement camera appeared on my computer screen. Instead of our master bed on display, the location was now our family room sofa in the foreground with our kitchen nook in the back. Robert was sitting at the table, but to my surprise another black man was also.
Robert was dressed in his usual construction clothes, but the other slightly younger man, had on a polo shirt and business slacks.
Just as a lump began to form in my throat, Robert peered over in the direction of the camera and spoke. "Good morning Jack. I'm sure you are ready to come home, I can only assume it's been a busy and emotional week for you. I'm sure you're wondering why I temporarily installed the old spy cam in this room today. Well, I didn't think it was appropriate to have the meeting I had planned, in your bedroom. I want to introduce my brother James; he is my attorney and it's not uncommon for him to meet with clients when projects are nearing completion. We'll be reviewing the contract with Allie when she arrives."
The other black man gazed over at the camera and nodded.
None of this made any sense given I was the one who handled all these kinds of details--Allie never had any interest. But before I could even contemplate a next move, Robert announced, "Oh I just heard the garage door open, it seems the missus has arrived."
Moments later I heard the door close between the garage and the laundry room before Allie's voice shouted, "I'm expecting a naked black man in my bed! I can't wait to suck a big black..."
My wife hurried around the corner between the laundry room and the kitchen nook before she froze in her tracks. She saw Robert and another black man sitting at the kitchen table--I'd never seen such a horrified gaze on her face.
"Oh my god! What...Robert...who..."
"Haha...Allie relax! This is just my little brother James. He is also my attorney, I invited him to come by this morning."
"Hello." James greeted my wife with a smile as he excitedly ogled her from head to toe.
A look of incredulousness replaced the previous terror gaze on Allie's face.
However, her facial expression was the only part of my wife's appearance that didn't rock the room. Allie wore a super short pink plunging crop top that had only one connecting point--right between her pendulous breasts. She was braless. As a result, a heavy percentage of her heavy C-cups spilled out above and below the clasped connection. On her lower half, she wore only a white skirt that barely covered the tops of her thighs and matching over-the-knee knitted boots with four-inch heels.
Our black contractor made the same observation that was already on my mind. "Wow, that's quite the getup to take the kids to school in!"
Allie had no response given the fact James was in the room. She stuttered momentarily before excusing herself to go into the other room to change.
"Nonsense Mrs. Bradshaw! My brother's a big boy, he's not going to be embarrassed seeing a married hottie dressed...uh...as comfortably as you are!" Robert teased.
"I'm sorry...uh...James, is it? Allie gasped while flashing a scathing gaze in Robert's direction. "Your brother should have told me he was going to have a guest over!"
"No worries Mrs. Bradshaw. I'm not the judgmental type. And besides, I see nothing wrong with your outfit!"
Before Allie could respond, Robert interrupted. "As for James, he is my attorney and handles all my contracts and invoices and I typically invite him to meet with clients when projects are nearing completion to go over the final details. Money matters aren't my thing, I leave that to my expert." Robert beamed with a broad smile.
"Well, they aren't my thing either!" Allie sneered. "Jack handles all those responsibilities; you need to take this up with him. In the meantime, can I...uh...have a word with you in the other room?"
"I think you're being a little rude to my brother. He's a busy man and I think we owe it to him to expedite this process. And because your husband isn't here, I expect you to absorb what he covers and share it with your husband when he gets back!"
Allie finally capitulated, hoping to get it over with quickly before ripping Robert for embarrassing her in front of his brother. She nodded her acceptance irritably despite the fact she was mostly naked.
As I watched from my computer three-hundred miles away, I couldn't help wondering what Robert's intent was. All of this was odd, especially the fact he'd set up the secondary camera in another part of the house from where he and my wife typically fucked.
"Take it away James."
"Mrs. Bradshaw..."
"...Fuck it with the niceties bro, call her Allie or slut!" Robert interjected with a chuckle.
James hesitated before nodding in her direction. My wife's gaze displayed a new look of disdain from Robert's comment.
"Uh...Allie, here's a copy of the contract. We appreciate that you and your husband are current on your payments and will only owe the final outstanding balance within seventy-two hours from the time of completion, which will either be this afternoon or tomorrow. Robert will conduct a walk thru with you and if the project is completed to your satisfaction, the final payment clock will start at that point."
My wife nodded irritatingly while staring at Robert with a "why the fuck are we doing this now" glare.
James' deep voice brought her back to the contract discussion. "Everything appears to be in order, but I do see there's a 5% charge for "Special Services". Can you say if that part of the contract has been completed?"
My heart skipped a beat. That son-of-a-bitch, he's gonna expose this now?
"I have no idea what that's about." Allie answered, clearly confused.
Robert gazed directly towards the spy cam. I held my breath, praying he wouldn't give away my incriminating concession. After a pause, he interjected, "Oh, that's right, Jack included that 5% for expediting the completion of the project. I'm glad to say, despite our daily...uh sidebars Mrs. Bradshaw...we are right on schedule."
I exhaled, relieved he didn't expose my spy game to my wife. But before I could sit back and relax, I observed a confirming head nod between the two black men before the younger of the two spoke again.
"Glad to hear everything is proceeding per the contract, but I'm not seeing a provision for the payment for my fee for legal services. Robert, has any separate arrangement been made for those?"
"Hmm...I'm not sure my brother. Allie, what do you think? Did James do a good job on the contract?"
"I don't know, it appears so."
"Do you think he deserves to be compensated for his services?"
"Sure, but I would think that would have been covered in the payments we've already made." She answered, suddenly appearing nervous.
"What would you say if I told you there was no provision for his services in the original deal?"
"I would say that's...that's unfortunate, but it's not our financial responsibility. That's something you two should have worked out."
"It might not be your financial responsibility. But it is your responsibility to compensate him!"
"What...what do you mean?" Allie asked, clearly confused.
Robert's brother rose from the table, unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and unfurled the longest cock either Allie or I had ever seen.
My wife's eyes nearly bugged out of her head and an audible gasp escaped her lips.
"What I mean is you need to get down on your fucking knees and compensate him for his services slut!" Robert shouted.
My jaw dropped to my chest, completely dumbfounded at this completely unexpected development. Allie stood and stared for what felt like an eternity. I expected her to spew vitriol in Robert's direction, but instead, moments later she slowly dropped to her knees and took Robert's brother's long black cock in her hand and began stroking it.
My cock sprang like a spring.
Allie brought it near her face and watched as it grew to its full length. And then she licked her lips before planting a wet kiss on the head. That one was followed by several more before she extended her tongue and circled it around his spongy dome.
"Mmmm...this is a big cock."
After a two-minute tongue bath, she engulfed the head and more sounds of satisfaction reverberated from her throat. "Ucck, guh-hcck, ucckk."
"Uh-huh, I told you we wouldn't get any pushback bro'!" Robert beamed. "It certainly doesn't hurt she loves this type of payback responsibility."
"Yes, she definitely does..." James groaned as he pushed Allie's hair aside so he could watch her suck his cock. "I will say it's not often clients pay so timely or with so much enthusiasm!"
"Tell him why you're paying him off so enthusiastically slut!" Robert challenged.
Allie didn't respond, instead she took him further down her throat.
Robert's brother gathered a thick handful of Allie's blonde hair and looked over at the spy cam. "A video is worth a thousand words! No need to talk bitch...you can answer by doing better things with your fuckin' mouth!"
"Oh, she's said enough already! She told me she never admitted it to the hubby, but her favorite IR videos are the Oreo variety and just the other day I made her play with her pussy while she admitted how turned-on she got hearing about her two slut friends getting it from a couple of Mandingo's on their trip to Jamaica! Ain't that right?"



Allie finally let James' big cock slip from her lips and nodded. "I...um...have thought about how two would be..." She acknowledged before anxiously wiping Robert's brother's spit-covered cock around her face.
"Have you now slut?" James groaned as he reached down and unclasped the lone connection fastening her crop together. Her heavy tits pushed the flimsy fabric apart.
"Whoa, I've seen me some nice white titties, but damn if those don't take the motherfuckin' cake!" The lawyer shouted.
"What'd I tell you nigga!" His older brother goaded. "And she loves gettin' em pasted in black bull jizz!"
"Don't they all!" James groaned through gritted teeth before he reached down and roughly yanked the small, loosened garment from my wife's shoulders and tossed it aside, leaving Allie on her knees in only the white microskirt and boots. Her blonde hair and light-colored accessories created a stunning backdrop for his big black cock.
"Whatchu got beneath this little skirt slut?" The younger brother challenged as he extended his long fingers, gripped the seam, and inched it up her puffy ass cheeks. "Holy fuck, you took your kids to school with no panties underneath this short-ass skirt? My bro is right, only a BBC slut would do that!"
Between licks and urgent strokes of his cock she acknowledged, "I wore a long coat and I...I...knew no one would see me in the car...and I...uh...wanted to surprise your brother when I got back."
"Surprise him? He knows you come home every morning wanting black dick, you didn't need to dress like a nasty stripper for that!" James chuckled while feeding Allie one of his oversized nuts.
"Bob, what'd you say we take this horny little thing over to the couch and prove why R.E. Construction's motto is "Happy Wife, Happy Life!"
Robert was proud of his little brother for making that point and advancing the proceedings. As he moved closer in the direction of the spy cam, our contractor dropped his shorts and boxer briefs around his ankles and plopped down on the sofa. Meanwhile James gripped Allie's upper arm, lifted her from her knees, and roughly led her over in front of his older brother.
"Robert said you've dreamed about two at once slut! Bend over and do what you do best! I'm sure that old black dick ain't everything it used to be, but don't worry, what you'll get from this side will make up for it!" The younger brother joked while pressing her shoulders down into her brother's lap.
"Shit! She's gotten all she could ever want from this old black dick, ain't that right baby?"
Allie nodded. "Mmmm...yes. More than I can handle on most days..."
"We'll see about that!" James challenged while flipping her skirt up with the bulbous head of his long cock and tapping it on her exposed asshole.
Allie moaned loudly.
While I had experienced constant awe and surprise over these past few months, and despite my contemplations about what might occur at Hannah's house in less than forty-eight hours, I was completely unprepared for what I was seeing now on my computer screen. Two black brothers who I had directly, and indirectly, introduced to my gorgeous wife, were now vying for her stunning body with their hard black cocks.
"Uhn...ohhh..." Allie moaned as James's crowned head sunk into her slippery pussy.
"That a girl, spread those legs apart so I can stuff this black stick into your stomach!"
"Uhhhhh...fuhhhhh! Shiiiiitttt...that's deeeeep!" Allie screamed as the younger black man sunk nearly to his balls.
"Yeah, little bro certainly didn't get the short end of the dick stick, did he?"
My wife shook her head. "Uhn...uhn...uhn...ngh...noooo!"
James set about fucking her in earnest. I'd seen the affect Robert's cock had on her, but it seemed his little brothers was reaching places even he hadn't been. It wasn't long before Robert's cock fell from Allie's mouth. She cried desperately, "Oh god...his cock is so good...he's going to make me cum!"
"That a girl, show my brother how that tight little pussy does its thing! Squirt all over that long black cock!"
"Ohhhhh...ohhhhh...so good...unh...yeah! Fuccckkk...ohmygod...ohmygod... Cumming...I'm cumming for him..."
"Fuck yeah!" James shouted. "That's a wet one baby! Spew that MILF juice all over this black dick you love so much!"
I watched as Allie's curvy body went rigid momentarily before it began to shake. A piercing sound filled the room before fuck fluid erupted from between her legs and doused the floor below.
"Daaammmnn! I ain't never seen a pussy squirt quite like that shit!" The younger black man boasted.
After the brother's high-fived, the older one slid out from beneath my wife and kicked off his shorts and underwear and leaned one knee onto the sofa while standing on the other. James guided my wife into position on her hands and knees on the couch. The images were surreal. Two large naked black men sandwiching my blonde wife in only her short little skirt and knee-high white boots. Robert slapped his fat cock around her face as his little brother teased Allie's dripping slit before sinking back all the way to his balls.
"Ohhhhh Shiiittt!" She shrieked in delight.
Robert gripped the back of her head in one hand and fed her his big cock with the other. Between gritted teeth he grunted. "Time for you to get what your slut friends did down in Jamaica. Take this BBC in your hot little mouth and get your first taste of spit-roasting!"
I watched in amazement as the two black brothers sport fucked my beautiful wife--the mother of my two kids. They made Allie beg for more and challenged her to confess her love of BBC--all the while, playing a game of "switch when the slut cum's". Back and forth they went each time Allie's stuffed pussy climaxed.
They switched frequently.
My own load spilled when James inserted a finger in Allie's ass while pounding her deeply from behind. She screamed out loud and came all over his pistoning dark meat while Robert rubbed his pussy juice-soaked pole all around her face.
When it was all finally done, Allie lay on our leather couch fucked senseless. She had cum all over her chin, tits, back, and a constant flow out of her gaped pussy.
I was already running late, so I madly collected my things and met my Uber downstairs. The whole way to the airport I replayed in my mind what I'd just seen and heard. My wife had not just cheated with one man behind my back, but now she'd done it in a debauched three-way that even I had never imagined in my dangerous fantasies.
I wondered what I would discover when I got back home.
Three hours later my rideshare from San Jose Airport pulled up in front of my house. I was actually quite surprised to see Robert's pick-up still parked out front on the other side of the driveway. My heart raced as I approached the door, wondering whether they might still be in some kind of compromised position. I entered quietly, but Zeke came bounding up and gave away my stealthy arrival.
Allie was the first to greet me as she exited our bedroom and enthusiastically welcomed me home. She wrapped her arms around me and brought her lips to mine. Just before we kissed, a vision of Robert's thick semen oozing from her lips earlier in the morning entered my brain. I half-expected her mouth to taste like it, but obviously she had cleaned up since I'd last seen her naked and abused on the couch.
She looked radiant now.
"Jack, I'm so glad you're home! The kids are so excited about the camping trip. I have the car nearly packed for you. I'm heading out to pick them up, any chance you want to go with me?"
"Honey, I can't wait to see them too, but I want to get unpacked, unwind, and have a few minutes to catch up with Robert."
"Sure babe, I get it. Traffic has been bad due to the construction near the school, so it'll probably be a half-hour before we get back. Robert's back in our bathroom installing some cabinet hardware." She leaned in and kissed me innocently again, not giving away any sense of the nastiness that transpired only a few hours earlier.
I entered our Master Bedroom and called out to Robert. He exited the bathroom with a smug smile on his face. "Ahh...the wayward traveler makes his triumphant return! Did you have a good flight?"
I wasn't sure how to answer so I just nodded.
"It's been quite a week, hasn't it?" He asked with a confident grin. "How did your business meetings go?"
"Fine, my meetings were fine...but we both know we have a lot more to talk about than what happened down in Southern California."
"Sure Jack, if you're wondering about the construction, I'm just doing some final finishing. You want to come check it out?" He asked while nodding in the direction of the bathroom behind him.
"I'll look at it later. But right now, I'd like to discuss what's really on my mind. Obviously, you know what that is..."
Robert simply nodded and followed me out to the family room.
I grabbed a beer from the fridge, purposefully not offering him one.
"So, where do we start?"
"That's up to you Jack."
"Well, you put on quite a performance on the spy camera this week."
"Thank you, I wasn't bad I suppose, but your wife was the real star! Did you enjoy it?"
I poured about half my beer down my throat. "Oh, come on Robert, I know you played it up each day just because you knew I was watching."
"I might have exaggerated things a bit for your benefit, but to be honest Jack, what you watched this week was pretty much what each day has looked like over the last month...that is, except for yesterday afternoon and earlier today!" He said with a playful smirk on his face.
"We'll get to today in a minute. So, you're saying you and Allie did similar things every day for the past month? I don't believe it."
"Ha...you can believe or not, but why would I lie about it? Your wife is a horny bit...uh...woman, and she loves big black dick, so what is there to debate?"
I stood there contemplating what he just said as I tried to come up with a response.
"Jack, what are we doing here? This is exactly what you wanted all along when you hired a hung black man to do the work on your home and on your hot wife."
"That's not true Robert. I told you I was intrigued to see how she would respond if given the opportunity, but you changed the game and gave her no choice."
"No choice? That's bullshit Jack and you know it. She could have said "no". But she didn't because you helped her down this path after the dildo discovery and your IR porn encouragements even before you hired me. At the end of the day Jack, she felt like you wanted her to experience BBC and let's be honest, you did!"
He continued before I could respond.
"You accomplished everything you desired Jack, although I didn't serve it up exactly the way you expected. You set up what you thought was the perfect plan. Until that point, you were the ultimate manipulator, but as it turned out, I was one step better. But even though the tables turned a bit, the final outcome was the same. The construction went off without a hitch and you got to watch your wife experience sexual euphoria beyond even your wildest fantasies!"
"Tables turned a bit? That's the ultimate understatement Robert! You used your ruse with the spy camera to turn Allie into your sexual plaything without me having any say in the depth of the...uh...matter."
"That's really the crux of this, isn't it Jack? You were just butt-hurt that I wasn't the perfect pawn in your game. But I'll let you in on a little secret, the only depth that really mattered was when your wife felt the depth of my black cock in her tight married pussy. Once that happened, I didn't need any stealthy ruse to turn her into my sexual plaything--she begged for it each and every day!"
Again, I stood slack jawed, my brain repeating the words he just spoke as blood flowed to my dick.
"She begged for it each and every day..."
Robert could tell I was not as upset as I was leading on. He was correct in suggesting I was pissed he had duped me and used the advantage to seduce Allie without my knowledge. But until what happened with his brother earlier in the morning, I had watched my ultimate fantasy play out over and over every night this week. It was difficult to convey anger when I had, in fact, experienced so much arousal from watching this endowed black man fuck my wife's brains out.
"I think if you'd been truly upset as to what you witnessed this week, my phone would have pinged at least once. But it didn't. Instead, you sat back and watched, and I can only assume you loved every minute of it as much as your wife did!"
Again, I couldn't formulate an argument, so I turned the conversation towards what transpired earlier this morning. "You were out of line when you brought your brother into this today. It was one thing for you to seduce her given our contractual arrangement, but by no means did that give you the right to make him a part of it too!"
"Perhaps I took a few liberties, but she wasn't complaining. You saw the way she got off on two nigger dicks! I think you have her friend Hannah to thank for that. Allie admitted to me on more than one occasion how turned on she got from Hannah's stories of her and her red-headed friend getting Mandingo'd by multiple dicks in Jamaica."
"Seriously? I can't imagine her saying that."
"Jack, why would I make that up? And don't tell me you didn't watch Allie banging herself with the dildo while watching the three-way interracial porn on the spy cam. As a matter of fact, your wife even admitted her desire to visit that place called The Bullpen that her slut friends went to with the one chick's husband. According to your wife, that cuck loved watching his wife sucking big black dick as much as she did doing it."
"Kristen's husband?"
"Yeah, I think that's her...the redhead."
I tried to picture the scene. I didn't know her husband, but obviously I'd seen Kristen with Hannah and Brock the night of the party. More blood flowed to my dick as I visualized what that must have been like for her husband to experience.
"So Jack, we've beat around the bush enough here. You know Allie and I are going to fuck like rabbits this weekend while you're on your camping trip, but my construction work is basically done. The question is where does this go after this weekend?"
"What do you mean? We pay you what we owe you and we go our separate ways!"
"You really think it's going to be that easy Jack? While I could easily move on and find the next horny housewife who can't wait to get blacked, I don't think it's going to be that easy for your wife. She loves the nig stick and giving it up ain't going to come without withdrawals. I expect my phone to be buzzing first thing Monday morning when I'm on another job."
"I don't think you give her enough credit. Despite what the two of you have done, she's a grown woman, a wife, and a mother. I'm sure she will see there are more important things than wild sex. I think this will just be a chapter in our lives we can close and move onto other things."
A big smile formed on Robert's face. "If that's what you want, I hope you're right Jack, but if I were a betting man, I'd tell you, don't wager on it! At the very least, the two of you need to sit down and talk through all that's happened and come to a conclusion about what you both want moving forward."
Just then we heard the electric garage door open.
"Well Jack, I'm not sure when we'll see each other again, but I wish you the best of luck whatever happens. I have a few touch-up items to finish tomorrow, but they shouldn't be too hard to complete, even if I have to do them without clothes on."
Just then Allie and the kids walked in the door.
*****
Two hours later.
I pulled out of the driveway with both kids in the back and Zeke in the passenger seat next to me. Allie stood in the driveway waving and blowing kisses. She looked amazing in a similar outfit to the one she'd worn that first time Robert visited the house. She really did remind me of a blonde-haired Daisy Duke in the short cutoffs and tight sleeveless tee-shirt that was tied above her waist.
Her hair was tied in a ponytail, and she had on heavier than usual mascara accentuating her beautiful blue eyes and long eyelashes. And while she wasn't wearing colored lipstick, she clearly had applied some kind of glossy finish that made her puffy lips glisten in the bright sunlight.
As we pulled away, I wondered how long it would be before R.E. Johnson's truck would pull back up to the house.
The campground was two and a half hours away in the Sierra Foothills, with Friday afternoon traffic we pulled in about 6:00 p.m. I stopped at the ranger station and let the kids run in to use the bathroom. We had been here once before and I remembered I could get spotty cell coverage and internet at the station, but once we descended the mile down to our site near the stream, all cellular connections went away.
While the kids were out of the car, I pulled-up the spy cam app and while it took longer to load, when it finally did, it didn't show any recorded video. But it hadn't been paused either. For whatever reason, it comforted me there wasn't sex video of Allie and Robert in bed. I thought to myself, he's probably fucking her on the kitchen table right now!
The kids and Zeke weren't much help, but after we drove to the site, I got the tent popped up quickly and spread the sleeping bags out inside. I was disgusted that Annie's sleeping bag still had a large damp sticky spot on it not far from the open end. I turned it over so she wouldn't see it. I couldn't help but think Robert must have rolled it up like that. Despite Allie's binge of infidelity, she was still a good mom and would never have packed it that way. Nevertheless, I wondered how she wouldn't have known that her and Robert's sex juices had doused our daughter's bag beneath them in the attic.
The three of us roasted marshmallows and I did my very best to focus my attention on the two of them. The night dragged along, but eventually I took each of them into the tent and put them down. Chase crashed within seconds, but Annie complained her sleeping bag smelled like fish. After debating with her for fifteen minutes, I moved mine into her spot and she crawled inside and was soon fast asleep. For the next hour I sat at the fire with Zeke at my feet contemplating everything happening in my life and watching the spy cam icon spin on my phone.
I thought about what Robert had said to me earlier in the afternoon. "You really think it's going to be that easy Jack? While I could easily move on and find the next horny housewife who can't wait to get blacked, I don't think it's going to be that easy for your wife. She loves the nig stick and giving it up ain't going to come without withdrawals. I expect my phone to be buzzing first thing Monday morning when I'm on another job."
This had been going on long enough now and based on Allie's actions I'd witnessed throughout the week--I suspected Robert was right. Would she really be able to give this up so easily simply because he wasn't there each day? Is that even what I really wanted?
One thing was sure, Allie and I had some difficult conversations that needed to happen sooner than later.
When I finally crawled into my daughter's small pink sleeping bag, the same damp surface and sex odors she had experienced earlier in the night, flooded my senses. Thoughts of Allie and Robert fucking in our attic played over and over in my mind. Despite my exhaustion, with all that was going through my mind, it took me more than an hour to finally fall asleep.
It was a fitful night. I woke on multiple occasions wondering what Allie and our black contractor were doing at exactly those moments.



*****
I woke the next morning still tired from a long night of tossing and turning. Surprisingly the kids weren't far behind and after a pancake and bacon breakfast, by noon we had caught our limit of hungry rainbow trout in the nearby stream.
And while the jubilation of our fishing success boosted my psyche, I still couldn't shake the thoughts of what was likely happening between Allie and Robert. Were they at our place or his? Had his brother connected with them again? Had they gone somewhere completely off my radar to enjoy the freedom of unmitigated irresponsibility? I pictured them fucking wildly under a blanket in Santa Cruz with waves crashing on the beach.
I glanced at my watch, wondering what time they would be heading over to Hannah's place for their night of depravity.
*****
9:00 p.m.
Hannah, Kristen, and Allie all stood in front of Hannah's large-sized bathroom mirror applying makeup and talking. They were feeling no pain from the strong vodka cocktails Brock had been priming them with for the past few hours.
Allie was also experiencing a strange euphoric feeling with which she wasn't familiar. Everyone had ingested a small dose of Ecstasy in one of their drinks, but she was the only one of the group who didn't know she had.
"Oh my gosh you guys, these drinks Brock's been making have me feeling really weird...it's funny, I feel drunk, but I almost feel giddier more than anything. I'm so happy to be here with you guys tonight." Allie was unfamiliar with the mood enhancing effects of Ecstasy as well as its heightening of compassionate feelings towards others.
Hannah and Kristen were feeling the same way, but they knew why.
"Al, I'm so glad you accepted my invitation to bring your hunky contractor boyfriend over for our little party tonight."
"Hannah, he's not my boyfriend!" She smiled guiltily.
"Oops...I should have said black fuck buddy!"
Kristen and Hannah laughed loudly. "I told you, eventually you wouldn't be able to resist the temptation of BBC that close every day without Jack around!"
A naughty grin appeared on Allie's face. "Um...yes, you were right about that, but I still feel weird bringing him here tonight. As I told you guys, NO ONE can know about this! I love Jack and I plan to tell him soon about what's been going on."
Hannah and Kristen shared knowing glances.
"Maybe he'll be as excited to learn about your new BBC addiction as my husband was," Kristen volunteered. "Tom wanted to come tonight, but since you were here and didn't want anyone to know, I told him this was just for active participants--and that he would have to settle for sloppy seconds much later tonight if and when I go home!"
"Oh my god Kristen, Hannah told me about that Bullpen place where your husband watched while you were with Brock's friend!"
"Yes, and he loved it! Probably not as much as me and Cal, but Tom still got off watching."
"That's amazing. I'm not expecting Jack to react like that when I tell him, even though he's admitted he has fantasized about me with an...um...endowed man."
Again, Hannah and Kristen stole naughty peeks behind Allie's back.
"So, we can assume Robert's plumbing was as good as the rumors?" Hannah teased.
A mischievous smile appeared on Allie's face before she bit her bottom lip and nodded. "Better!"
Both women laughed. "What did I tell you Kristen? That contractor wouldn't be able to get enough of this hot body!" Hannah teased again while unabashedly eyeing Allie from head to toe in her sexy lingerie.
"I don't know if it's enough, but he...um...gets a lot!" Allie answered playfully.
The girls laughed again. "I bet he does, what's his favorite thing to do?" Kristen asked.
"Omg...everything! But I guess I would say I always want him to do it inside me, but he especially likes shooting it all over my body..."
"His cum?"
Allie nodded.
"Typical alpha male." Hannah laughed. "They always like marking the hottest female in the herd! Let's hope he's saved some for the other doe's tonight!"
It was Allie's turn to giggle. "He sprayed plenty last night, but he refuels quickly."
"Between him and Brock, there will be more than enough to go around!" Hannah joked while nodding subtly in Kristen's direction.
The sexy redhead moved slyly behind Allie and before she knew what was happening, Kristen snapped a set of fuzzy handcuffs to her wrist. Hannah pulled her other arm around and within seconds my surprised wife's hands were bound behind her back.
"WHAT ARE YOU GUYS DOING?" She screamed.
"You'll see...actually that's not true!" Hannah corrected herself as Kristen moved forward and pulled a rigid black blindfold over Allie's head and tightened it snugly in the back.
My wife begged and pleaded with her friends to remove the mask and cuffs, but they had no such plans. Instead, they slowly led her out of Hannah's bedroom and down the long hallway into the large great room.
Hip-hop music pounded from the sound system and the lights were muted. The room was hazily illuminated by a dozen candles casting dancing shadows around the large space. An oversized inflated air bed was propped up against the far wall.
Brock and Robert were seated on adjacent couches, both shirtless and wearing only workout-type stretch shorts. They eyed the three sexy MILF's all dressed in matching full-length sheer bodysuits and five-inch Stiletto heels--their contrasting hair color being the primary differentiator between them. The transparent material stretched across their sinewy bodies left little to the black men's imaginations.
Hannah and Kristen led Allie over to a solo recliner style chair and pushed her down into the seat. They worked together to disengage one of her wrists long enough for Kristen to reattach it to an eye hook Robert had mounted to the top of the chair. They then reconnected her other wrist to it. She now sat helplessly in the large leather chair with her arms fastened above her head.
My wife whined for her freedom which caused everyone in the room to howl.
Hannah and Kristen now moved over in front of the men, lifted their refilled cocktails from the table and quietly toasted their glasses together. After taking a prolonged sip, they eyed the men mischievously before their lips came together in a sensual kiss.
"What's happening?" Allie complained nervously. "Are you guys still here?"
Everyone did their best to keep from laughing as the women quietly returned their cocktails to the table before retrieving the huge air bed and positioning it in the center of the room. They removed their spiked heels before moving back in Allie's direction.
The two unbound women dropped to their knees on either side of the Allie's chair with the naughtiest of grins before they each reached out and captured one of her large breasts in the palms of their hands.
"Wait...what...who's doing that? Take off this blindfold. Why...why are you touching me like that? Please...please stop!"
The horny women softly squeezed and massaged Allie's heavy tits until her large nipples were denting out the translucent fabric. Hannah winked at her friend before retrieving a pair of purposefully placed fabric scissors from a small table to her side.
Hannah tickled Allie's swollen nipple with her free hand before gripping the stretchy fabric and pulling it away frow her skin. She quickly cut a five-inch swath causing the remainder to snap back against her chest leaving her full round C-cup perfectly exposed. Hannah handed the shears to Kristen, and she did the same thing to Allie's other heaving breast.
With both of her stunning tits now exposed, the girls set about sucking and nibbling her tender breast flesh.
Allie suspected it was Hannah and Kristen pleasuring her, and while it felt awkward having girls doing it, she couldn't help enjoying the sensation of two mouths on her sensitive nipples at the same time. Their efforts combined with the unique way she was feeling from Brock's strong cocktails moisturized her pussy.
However, it wasn't long before her pleasure sensations changed dramatically. Allie's friends soon turned her intense feelings of pleasure into agonizing pain--each of them cruelly connecting a bronze-colored sharp-toothed nipple clamp to Allie's distended nubs, causing her to shriek out in surprise and pain.
"Oh my god! Oh FUCK! Take them off...please! PLEASE!"
"That's some mean-ass shit!" Brock shouted. "Why you wanna make them nice-ass titties hurt like that, bitches? What you nasty sluts gonna do to make it up to her?"
His words validated Allie's assumption it was Hannah and Kristen doing the dirty work.
"She's a slut! Slut's like to be tortured!" Hannah answered while playfully slapping Allie's tits from each side.
"Noooo, please stop doing that and please take them off!"
"Admit you're a BBC slut first--and that you want big black cock all the time!"
Allie hesitated in her response, but the pain was too great. "Yes! I admit it, I'm a black cock slut! Now take them off please...I'm begging you."
"That's a good start slut! Now tell my boyfriend and your black bull what you want tonight!"
"God...Hannah don't make me do this!"
"Tell them slut!"
"Fuck...any...anything. I'll do anything they want...I can't wait to have both of them at once. I fucked Robert and his brother yesterday. And...I...I...loved it!"
Hannah, Kristen, and Brock turned in Robert's direction with wide eyes.
A smug smile had already formed on his lips as he nodded proudly in affirmation.
"Oh my god Robert Johnson, you're a devilish man! How much convincing did that take?" Hannah asked in surprise.
"Shit...you two should know. The only thing BBC sluts love more than one black cock is two!"
Everyone laughed out loud as Brock extended his arm and fist-bumped the contractor.
"Yeah, she clearly is a BBC slut, but...I bet there's something else she'd like almost as much." Hannah teased before winking at Kristen.
The girls sunk down in front of Allie's tightly closed knees. They attempted to softly pry them apart, but after the nipple clamp torture, Allie wasn't about to let them do anything between her legs.
"The only way we will take off those clamps is if you open your legs for us!" Hannah chided.
"Why? So you can do something else painful like that...you said you would remove them if I admitted I'm a black cock slut, please take them off now, they hurt so much..." Allie whined.
"Spread em' slut..."
Knowing she had no alternative, Allie slowly acquiesced. She widened her legs allowing her horny friends to slip between them. They both eyed her little fur patch, matted down by the translucent material and her puffy labia wetly staining her lingerie in a true lip-like oval. They pushed Allie's knees back as far as they could and each set about rubbing and stroking a sinewy inner thigh.
Robert already knew this was going to be a night to remember, but a wily smile spread across his lips as he watched the conflicted facial responses of the blonde wife who he had personally corrupted and guided to where she was now.
"Please take them off...I did what you said." Allie pleaded.
"We won't take them off, but we will do this!" Hannah pulled on the stretchy material and snipped another oblong shaped hole exposing Allie's succulent genitalia.
My wife gasped--clearly aware her private parts were now fully exposed to everyone in the room.
"Oh god..."
"Fuck, that's a pretty pussy--surprised it looks so good still after getting used by Robert's and his brother's big black cocks!" Hannah teased while spreading Allie's silky lips apart with her thumb and forefinger.
"Mmm hmm..." Kristen confirmed, mouth already beginning to water.
"Matter of fact, it looks good enough to eat..." Hannah purred before lowering her head and lightly sucking on one of my wife's puffy lips. Kristen wasn't to be left out--she stuck her thumb in her mouth before tantalizingly rubbing it around on Allie's wakening clit.
"Ohhh...please...don't...I thought we were just going to have sex with them...um...Robert and...your...uh...boyfriend Hannah."
"Don't worry, there is plenty of time for BBC, but first we want to get you in the mood..."
"I'm already in the mood, I'll fuck them...I'll fuck them both right now! Please just take off those clamps and release my wrists..."
"Wow aren't we desperate! Don't you like the way we do this?" Hannah teased again before running her tongue leisurely up Allie's slickened crevice while Kristen increased her pace.
Brock and Robert enjoyed the show while clanking tequila filled shot glasses together.
"Now we're talking! Eat that horny pussy baby!" Brock shouted to Hannah before pounding his down.
Kristen moved up and brushed Allie's hair away from her ear. She kissed along the side of her face. And then while nibbling on her lobe she moved a hand to one of her clamped tits and softly squeezed. "I love your boobs Allie, but I can't wait to take Hannah's place between your legs. She whispered in a breathy tone.
Allie's breathing was heavy listening to Kristen while Hannah's tongue flicked across her clit and two of her slender fingers strafed her G-spot.
"Mmmm...Allie...your pussy tastes divine. I could do this all night!"
"Nooo...it isn't right."
"Admit it baby, you like the way Hannah eats your hot little cunt, don't you?" Kristen challenged between gritted teeth.
"Uhn...this...isn't right. I'm not...into women. I'm married. Please release my hands or make her stop...oh fuck...uhn."
"Of course you're not totally into girls, you clearly love black cock too much for that. But you can't tell me you're not enjoying the way she eats your hot married pussy. I know, because she's done it to me, and I couldn't stop cumming all over her face. I can tell by the way your hips are moving, you're gonna do the same too, aren't you slut?"
"Nooo...uhn...please make her stop!"
"I bet you can't even feel those clamps on your hard nipples anymore, huh? Your horny pussy feels so good, you don't even care! Tell her how much you love it, and you don't want her to stop!"
"Nooo...ohhh shit...uhn...uhn...fuck. Mmm...ohhh fuck that's it...yeah..."
Kristen tongued Allie's ear again while her fingers slipped downward and weaved in her silky little muff. "What do you think Jack would say if he could see two girls getting you off?"
"Oh Kristen...mmm...please don't ask that...uhn...uhn. I love him so much...I didn't expect...ohh yeah right there. Just like...like that. Feels good...Hannah your tongue feels so good! You're going to...oh god...I want you to make me cum! Pleeeaaase don't stop!"
The black men watched with huge grins and growing erections.
Just as Allie neared her climax, Kristen pressed her lips against my wife's and buried her tongue in her mouth. They kissed wildly as pleasure moans sounded from Allie's throat.
"Mmmm...ohhh...uhhh...mmmm."
But just before Allie reached her peak, Hannah cruelly pulled away.
"Noooo!" Allie screamed. Her objection muffled by Kristen's mouth.
With Allie's tendrils dangling from her chin and my beautiful wife whimpering for more, Hannah gazed up to see Kristen still planting kisses around Allie's lips and cheeks. A naughty smile formed on her face as she reached over to the table next to her and retrieved a devilish egg vibrator. She tantalizingly glided it along Allie's slippery lips before thumbing it inside.
My wife gasped. "What...no...what did you do? Please go back to what you were doing! It was good...I don't need that!"
Laughter ensued from around the room.
Hannah gripped the remote control and flipped it to the third of ten speeds, drawing another grunting gasp from my sexually tormented wife.
Hannah, please take it out, it's driving me crazy!"
"If I take it out, what do you want to replace it with?"
"Either your tongue or a big cock! Black cock! I need it! Please Hannah...please!"
"It's not me you should be begging--I've already given you enough tongue...beg the bulls with the big black dicks!"
"Oh my god, Robert and Brock, I'm so horny...I want you both! Please fuck me!"
More laughter ensued.
"What are you willing to do for it slut?"
"Anything...please! I'm dying...I need it!" Allie screamed while the egg buzzed inside her pussy at a pace that kept her on edge but not enough to bring her to orgasm. "You can take me at the same time...in fact, that's what I want!"
"Why would we let you fuck them first slut? Kristen and I are going to enjoy the dark meat while you sit here buzzing and listening!"
"You're a fucking bitch Hannah!" Allie shouted.
Everyone in the group busted out in laughter yet again. "Yep, I'm a fucking bitch who's about to suck your boyfriend's big black cock!"
For the next twenty minutes Allie whined while listening to grunts of satisfaction and encouragement from Brock and Robert as her friends took turns slutishly giving them head.
"Mmmph...gluck...fuck Al, his balls are bigger than Brock's, I can barely get my lips around them..." Hannah gasped after popping one from her mouth.
Five minutes later Kristen groaned, "Mmmm...Allie. You were right, your boyfriend's cock is every bit as good as you said, I might have to hire him to do work at my house!" The sexy redhead gushed between swirls of her tongue around Robert's swollen dome.
"C'mon...this is fucking bullshit! Robert, tell them to release me so I can do all those things you like...I'm so fucking horny!"
With the vibrator whirring away inside her and the euphoric effects of the Ecstasy summitting her stimulation, Allie wasn't beyond begging.
Robert smiled at the group while slapping his wet cock around Kristen's face. "I got a hot redheaded slut sucking me off, I think I'm good for now. This horny bitch loves her some BBC!"
"You know I do too Robert! She and I can do it together for you!" Allie pleaded.
"Hmm...I'm good. I'd actually rather watch you eat her pussy while she takes me down her throat!"
"I...I'll do it! Please just let me go." Allie whimpered, not really considering what she had just committed to.
"Admit you liked it when I ate your pussy, and you want to do the same to Kristen and me while these bulls fuck our mouths!" Hannah teased while quickly stroking Brock's spit covered pole.
"Fuck...yes...I liked it...I loved it! I didn't want you to stop, your tongue felt so good Hannah. I've...never...I mean...I'll do it for both of you...if you want."
Her friends had played this tortuous game long enough, plus they couldn't wait to bring Allie into their burgeoning orgy. But they also had one more big surprise in store for her that would ultimately determine the course of events for the rest of the night.
They crawled across the air mattress until they were back between her legs. After each sampled a taste of her dripping pussy again, they mercifully removed the cruel clamps from Allie's nipples, eliciting an audible gasp of relief from my wife. Despite the hardware removal, her nipples remained swollen and distended at least a half inch on her heaving breasts. They were bright red and obviously tender.
"Oh fuck...thank you! Thank you! Now please let me go."
Kristen released the cuffs from Allie's wrists, she immediately reached for the blindfold and ripped it from her head. She blinked several times as she attempted to focus. She then peered around the room to take in the setting her mind had visualized for the past hour.
She saw Hannah and Kristen down on their knees in front of her still wearing the shear body suits and Robert and Brock sitting on angled couches. Their big black cocks glistened with saliva in the candlelit room. But it's when she turned to her right that she got the surprise of her life.
There I was sitting in a large leather recliner with only a tee shirt on. My exposed cock was no longer stiff as steel, but it still had plenty of blood flowing to it.



Allie's eyes grew like saucers. It took her several seconds to comprehend what she was looking at.
"Oh my god Jack! What are you doing here? Where...where are the kids?"
"Don't worry about them, they're safe with my parents. But I think you're the one who should answer that first question. Why are you here Allie?"
She sprung from the chair and lunged in my direction. Her big tits jiggled and bounced, nipples as red as cherries, as she stumbled in my direction. She was soon on her knees in front of me bawling her eyes out. "Jack, I'm so sorry! I can explain! I...I..."
"Allie...don't. We obviously have a lot to talk about, but not at this moment!"
"What? Why...I'm confused. Let's get dressed and go..."
It was my turn to laugh.
"I don't think that would be fair to Robert and Brock. You begged for their big black cocks and promised them they could tag-team you just a few minutes ago! I'm sure they wouldn't be too happy if we were to leave now."
"No Jack...I was just saying those things. I didn't mean...I mean...I didn't know you were here..."
"Al...I've been watching and listening to you wishing and begging for big black dick for the past hour. I think after what the girl's put you through, it's only fair you got your turn now and I'm sure Robert and Brock won't mind giving it to you!"
"Jack...I...I can't. I don't even want to...can we please just go!"
"Allie...that's enough lies. I've known about what's been going on for a while now. And I know how much you love big black cock, so please stop with the denials."
My wife turned and glared disdainfully in Robert's direction.
"Allie, Robert is not to blame here! You and I have both gotten out of this what we wanted. My cuckold fantasies were the trigger, and the rest was inevitable given the situation. I wish you would've just told me what you were up to. But I'm not mad. I can understand how once it started, it was hard to stop."
"But Jack...I...I...was unfaithful to you. I wanted to tell you, but as it got further along it got harder and harder."
"Kind of like Robert's big cock, huh Al?"
She stared at me with tears still streaming down her face. "Please don't hate me..."
"Honey, I could never hate you. And as I said, I played a big part in all this. I have a lot to tell you as well."
"I don't understand. Like what?" She muttered, clearly confused.
"We can discuss it later, but right now there are two black men here, who based on what they told me earlier and despite the fun they've been having with your friends, can't wait to take you to interracial nirvana!"
"Jack nooo...I can't..."
I chuckled. "Al, don't forget I've been in this room all night. I heard your begging and pleading and everything you said--and besides we agreed there would be no more lies."
"Jack, I really don't understand any of this, but is...is it really what you want? Both...both of them?" I don't think I can do..."
"No more Allie! We both know you want nothing more than to have them at the same time. And I know you can handle it. You might be surprised to hear I've already invited Robert and his brother over to our place tomorrow afternoon to write up a contract for the kitchen. Don't tell me that isn't something you want!"
Allie stared at me incredulously, suddenly grasping the fact that somehow I knew what she'd done with them the previous morning.
"But what...what about the...uh...kids?" She questioned meekly, demonstrating her comprehension that I expected her to get spit-roasted by the Johnson brothers again--this time while I watched from the room.
"My parents are camping with them until Monday. We should have all the time we need to review every desire you want from them...regarding the kitchen project of course." I answered sarcastically.
Allie again studied my face for some sign this was all a ruse to punish her for her infidelity.
When I only smiled and nodded, she suddenly threw her arms over my shoulders and kissed me as passionately as she had at any time in our lives.
Once Hannah saw what was happening between us, she devilishly adjusted the vibrator still buzzing inside Allie's pussy to the highest level. I wouldn't have known except that Allie gasped and grunted in my mouth while we kissed.
When we finally broke, I could see a renewed lust in her glossy eyes.
"Babe, you've made them wait long enough!" I nodded towards the group.
Allie turned and looked around before returning her gaze to me. "Are you sure you can handle this?"
"I think so...but I can't wait to find out!"
Her beautiful blue eyes flashed before she kissed me hard on the lips one final time. I love you Jack!"
"I love you too Al, now go..."
My stunning wife slowly turned and perused the group waiting for her response. Allie hesitated before standing and reaching for the holes in the fabric around her tits and tearing open the sexy lingerie, drawing a rousing cheer in the process.
She kicked off her heels and moved to the center of the mattress. Hannah and Kristen anxiously stripped the remnants of the sexy lingerie from her banging body. She looked amazing standing in the middle of the room naked and ready for the fucking of her life.
The girls were like a couple of sleek cats as they circled from their knees before guiding her down onto the soft surface. Robert and Brock had waited long enough. They both stood, long thick cocks ready to do what they were there to do.
Within minutes the fivesome was tangled on the air mattress. My wife and the redhead were soon locked in a hot sixty-nine with Allie on top. Brock positioned himself on his knees such that his fat cock could alternately ream Kristen's pussy and my wife's throat.
Meanwhile Hannah was behind Allie on her hands and knees eating my wife's ass while Robert pounded her aggressively from behind.
Sounds of wetness and elation were soon challenging the hip-hop bump. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed in my life. But as intoxicating as the entire scene was, I couldn't drag my eyes away from Allie. To go from where she'd been only a few months previously when I first discovered her black dildo, to where she was now, was so far beyond my wildest fantasies. I had to pinch myself.
Unfortunately, I didn't have a free hand to do it with, I was too busy jacking off.
Strangely, despite being the only one not involved, it didn't feel as awkward as I had imagined when I coordinated my stealthy plan with Hannah earlier that afternoon.
My stare returned to Allie, I watched in awe as her tongue darted hurriedly around Kristen's clit. If I hadn't known better, I wouldn't have believed this was her first time doing it. She slowly turned in my direction with the naughtiest glint in her eyes.
Seconds later her attention returned to the contrasting genitalia colliding violently in front of her.
After a moment of contemplation Allie took a small swath of Kristen's fire-red pubes between her teeth and gently tugged causing the redhead to squeal. Allie followed that maneuver by allowing a long stream of spit to ooze from her lips onto her clit. Allie studied it for effect before doing it again. This time she seemed satisfied with the results and reconnected her flicking tongue with Kristen's glistening bud.
"Oh fuck Allie, eat my pussy, your tongue feels of good with this big black cock in me!"
"Mmmm...you taste amazing Kristen, and so does this!" Allie shouted as she yanked Brock's pole from the redhead's gaped pussy and slutishly inhaled it.
"Fuck...that a girl! I've been wanting to sink this BBC in your hot little mouth since the first time I saw you at the club. Get some slut! Suck it!" Brock boasted while wrapping a large black hand around my wife's head.
He glared over at me and carried on. "You know if she hadn't passed out the night of the party, I'd done this back then! You'da liked that wouldn't you have Jackie boy?"
I watched wide-eyed, still not able to truly grasp what was happening in front of me.
Allie's body rocked back and forth as Brock fucked her face while Hannah's and Kristen's tongues danced in and out of her sex holes. Her sounds of delight were unlike anything I'd ever heard from her.
So much was happening, I could barely take it all in. The contrast in tones between Kristen's milky white body and red silky hair versus Allie and Hannah's tanned skin and alternate manes were vivid enough--but mixed with the two black muscled bodies on each end of the line, it created a sexual kaleidoscope so rapturing I could barely control my arousal.
Through it all, my focus remained on my wife. She now had her fingers wrapped around Brock's dick and energetically guided it in and out of her mouth and Kristen's stretched pussy, alternating on each thrust. Sex fluids dripped from her chin.
Somehow despite the independent actions by all the participants, there was an erotic choreography about it. While the women melted together in pleasure, Robert and Brock hammered so energetically from both ends they appeared to be competing for the alpha title.
Moments later both bulls yanked their cocks out and simultaneously exploded. Rope after rope of Brock's black seed spewed all over Allie's face and Kristen's gaped pussy lips while Hannah's back was quickly muddled in Robert's chaotic eruption.
"Yeah, take my black seed you nasty MILF's! Neither of your cuck hubbies can give you anything like this! Huh bitches?" Brock shouted.
Allie's body suddenly shuttered with Brock's thick jizz coating half her face and the girls' fluttering tongue's in both her holes. She screamed through her first climax of the night. "Ohhh...yes...your tongue's feel so good, I never really hated you--I love you...I'm cumming for you! Mmmm...ohhhhhh...uhhhhh...YEEEESSSS!"
Her pussy juice squirted and merged with Brock's release all-over poor Kristen's messy face. The convergence was too much for me, my balls contracted halfway into my stomach, and I busted my first nut of the night.
I was immediately drained, but the group clearly wasn't. In a new configuration Allie was now on her back in the center of the air bed. Her legs were straight up in the air, pressed against Brock's muscled chest and shoulders. Hannah's BF was on his knees rubbing the fat head of his still rigid cock up and down my wife's dripping pussy.
Robert had moved into a similar position on the other side and was now tea-bagging his huge balls over Allie's mouth while Kristen and Hannah knelt on both sides sucking and squeezing her still sensitive tits.
I had watched Allie endure some amazing things over the past week, but nothing compared to what I was about to see.
"Fuck bro' this is some tight-ass pussy, especially after gettin' blacked for over a month!" Brock shouted at Robert as he shoved deeply into my wife.
"Ha...you should have felt it a month ago brotha!" The contractor laughed while slapping his cock around my wife's face. "Don't worry, it'll open up once she cums all over it. She's fuckin' good at that!"
"Yeah she is! I almost drown a few minutes ago..." Kristen interjected.
"Fuck her good babe! Look at her, she loves it! Make her cum again!" Hannah encouraged Brock while fingering Allie's clit.
"Yeah she does, squeeze my cock slut!" The black man shouted while peering down hungrily at my horny wife.
"Tell your husband how good it feels!" Hannah challenged. "Tell him this is the cock that first made you crave black dick! Tell him after you saw it in his sweatpants that first time, it was your BBC trigger! It's why you bought that IR porn and that big black dildo isn't it? It's also why you couldn't wait to suck and fuck your contractor's big cock when Jack went on the road each week!"
"Uhn...unh...yes Hannah...I...uhn...I love it!"
"Don't tell me, tell Jack! He's over there stroking himself. I told you you might be surprised at his reaction. He's clearing loving this as much as Kristen's hubby did watching her slurping down Cal's jizz!"
Allie turned her head as far as she could with Robert's big cock still deep inside her mouth. I could see fire in her eyes. There was still apprehension, but not enough for her to even think twice about giving up the euphoria she was experiencing.
"Spit out that fat cock and tell him!" Hannah ordered.
Robert assisted. He yanked his rutted stick from her lips and tapped it around her mouth. "Tell him."
Allie's breathing was heavy from the deep pounding Brock was inflicting on her pussy. "Mmmph...uhn...uhn. Jack...mmph...it does feel good! He's fucking me so good. This is what you wanted...uhn...yeah?"
Allie looked amazing as the centerpiece of everyone's sexual attention. "Al...I can't believe I'm here watching this. You look so hot, tell him you're going to cum for him!"
"Jack, I love you so much! You want me to cum all over his big black cock?"
I couldn't hold back my excitement. "Yes Al, tell him and cum for him!"
She didn't hesitate. "Oh god...Yesss! Oh fuh...mmmm...he's so deep. I love it! Fuck me Brock! I wanna cum on your big black cock!" Allie screamed before slutishly wrapping her lips back around Robert's dark shaft.
Sweat poured from Brock's skin as he hammered my wife while sucking on her toes. "Of course you will slut! You can't get enough black dick and...fuck...I can't get enough of this damn good married pussy!"
"Fuck her baby! She's a slut for black cock!" Hannah cried while proudly admiring the numerous hickey's she and Kristen had planted around Allie's tits.
"Oh fuck...fuck...Brock fuck me!" My wife screamed. "You're going to make me cum!" Suddenly Allie's body convulsed in a full-bodied orgasm that pulsed from deep in her loins to the tips of her toes. "Ohhhhhh...uhhhhh...fuck me...fuck me." She chanted over and over while her juices spilled around his cock and dripped from his bounding balls.
Somewhere in the process I blew my own load.
The bulls were just warming up.
Robert and Brock switched places while Hannah slinked her way over in my direction. She crawled up on the chair next to me. "Jack, you're making a bigger mess over here than you did in my hallway the night of the party. I might have to send you the cleaning bill this time." She joked with a twisting laugh. "Are you enjoying yourself?"
"If I said I wasn't, you'd know I was lying..." I'd just finished responding when we heard Allie moan loudly. We returned our vision to the action on the air bed. Allie and Kristen were now on their backs and turned in opposite directions with their heads side by side. Robert was on his knees with Allie's pussy impaled on his long fat cock--her bubbled ass raised off the surface of the mattress. Hannah's body was configured similarly while pegged deeply by Brock's pistoning black tool.
"Sounds of elation echoed from both married women.
"Jack, you finally got your wish. Your beautiful wife finally gave in to your encouragements and she's so happy for having done so! Listen to her, that's a woman in complete rapture. Doesn't she look amazing getting fucked hard by that black stud?"
We watched as Allie's head flipped back and forth causing her sweat dampened hair to leave slickened trails on the air mattress. Meanwhile Kristen was next to her desperately attempting to pull Brock down into a sated kiss. He was having none of it, instead slamming into her white silky body with the same enthusiasm as the older black man was to my wife.
After Brock's denials, Kristen turned her attention to Allie. Her head fell sideways and she extended her tongue against my wife's lips. Allie was in such ecstasy; she readily accepted the offering and they were soon deep in each other's mouths.
"Damn Jack, she's just like the rest of us. She'll do anything for it. As I told you before, BBC is a powerful drug."
I started to respond before Allie screamed. "Yes, Robert! You always know exactly what to do...mmmm fuck me! Oh yeah, don't stop...uhn...uhn..." pussy juice gushed from between her legs yet again.
The large black man immediately flipped her over and sunk his hard cock back inside. Allie landed on her elbows with her head right above Kristen's face. Robert reached down and gripped a handful of Allie's hair. "Kiss that bitch slut!"
Hannah and I watched as both black men increased their pace. Robert was soon slapping Allie's plump little ass while making her beg for more.
"Fuck Jack, she loves it. She can't stop cumming on his big cock!" Hannah announced gleefully while stroking my dick. Minutes later my blonde wife and the sexy redhead climaxed simultaneously, still tongue-tied. Allie's was especially enthusiastic with Robert's middle finger buried in her ass.
I couldn't remember the last time I came three times in one night. But Allie's actions, combined with Hannah's hand job, was all it took for me to empty my balls yet again.
As I sat there trying to catch my breath, Hannah spoke with a playfulness in her tone. "Not bad Jack, not exactly bull prowess, but better than a lot of guys could accomplish in a night!"
"Most guys don't get to witness their wife in a five-way with two other beautiful women and a couple of hung black bulls!"
"You have a point there Jack." Hannah answered as Allie and I made eye contact for the first time since she'd returned to the bed. Despite what she'd just finished herself, there appeared to be a look of surprise in her eyes that Hannah was playing with my softening dick.
Her friend continued, not loud enough for anyone else to hear. "It's so great you are allowing her to experience sex in a way few married women do outside of their relationship. But based on what he does to her, I think you're going to have to come up with some parameters given your choice to have Robert back for more construction work. Maybe you'll have to limit them to sex only a couple of days a week or that project might take a year or more to finish." Hannah giggled before giving my balls a squeeze and moving back down onto the air bed.
For the next couple of hours Allie remained the centerpiece of countless sexual acts transpiring in front of me. Robert and Brock worked over all her holes while Kristen and Hannah filled in the gaps.
And Allie filled in their gaps too.
I suspected she would embrace the BBC onslaught, but I hadn't expected her to be so enthusiastic when it came to lesbian sex. I knew she'd been primed with booze and drugs, but I couldn't help thinking the euphoria of the narcotic was having a major impact on her cunnilingual enthusiasm.
When the night finally wound down, Allie exhaustedly climbed up into my arms. I could see semen in her hair and hickey's all over tits. She reeked of sex and her eyes were glazed with exhaustion and the effects of her imbibing. Her pussy was a frothy mess.
She buried her head in the crook between my neck and chest as we both gazed out in front of us. It was darker now as several of the candles had burned out. Kristen was passed out on her stomach with a trail of cum leaking from her ass down across her gaped pussy lips. Robert too was asleep, sitting on the mattress with his back against the couch, his big cock and balls temporarily drained of life. Hannah was on top of Brock with his shaft still buried in her pussy, but they weren't moving.
Allie reached down, gripped my dick and slowly stroked it.
"This is crazy, isn't it?" She stated more than asked.
"Yeah, I think that's fair to say."
"Are you okay? I mean...I didn't expect it to be quite this...um...wild."
"Yes you did. You knew what happened in Jamaica and that Bullpen place. You knew exactly what was going to happen here tonight!"
"I...I...well...how did you know about that stuff?"
"As I said before, we have a lot to discuss about the last couple of months, but Hannah wasn't shy about sharing those details."



"She told me about when you watched them from her hallway the night of the party..."
"Yeah, not my proudest moment when I learned about her security cameras, but I guess compared to tonight, that wasn't really a big deal."
We both laughed.
"I guess you have a point. So, speaking of that, how did you come to be here tonight? I almost died when I removed the blindfold and saw you sitting here."
"Well, as you know, after I accidently walked in the night of the party and witnessed Hannah, Kristen, and Brock fucking, I knew what was likely to happen when you said you were coming here tonight. It obviously resonated with me all week long and last night in the tent, I hardly slept a wink. Sometime in the middle of the night I decided I couldn't handle not being here."
"But..."
"Let me finish. After I took the kids fishing this morning, we stopped at the ranger station where I could get a cell signal. I called my mom and dad and asked if they could come take my place for a couple of days at the campsite."
"What did you tell them as to why you needed to leave?"
"I lied and said you and I had gotten in a big fight on Friday, and it was entirely my fault, and it was eating away at me. I told them I was hoping we could spend a couple of days together working things out, but I didn't want to disappoint the kids by leaving--they obviously readily agreed to drive up and take my place. They made it up to the campsite by 2:30 p.m. which gave me plenty of time to make it here."
"Jack, that makes me feel terrible. If it weren't for my indiscretions, you never would have had to do any of that!"
"Babe, we both have plenty of culpability in every aspect of this, but as I said, we can discuss that all later."
She opened her mouth to respond, but instead simply nodded with a puzzled gaze.
I continued. "On my way back to the Bay Area I called Hannah, and we worked out the details. The handcuffs, blindfold and uh...all this."
"Those fucking nipple clamps were your idea?"
I smiled. "No, you have Hannah and Kristen to thank for those."
"Bitches..." she muttered under her breath before we both chuckled. Allie then gazed around. "Are you sure you're okay with all this?"
I gave her a subtle grin. "What do you think?"
She smiled impishly. "I guess the answer is yes based on the mess you made here. I have to say, I didn't really like it when Hannah...umm...pleasured you, but I suppose I would be a hypocrite to complain about it."
"Yes, you would, but that's one more thing for us to discuss in terms of where things go from here. We are obviously in uncharted waters. A lot has happened in the past few months, but I have few regrets. If I did, I wouldn't have hired Robert again."
Allie glanced at the naked black man asleep up against the couch, his big cock and balls resting on the air mattress.
She turned back to me. "So, you were serious about that? You really want to move forward with him doing the kitchen?"
"Yes. He does great work, and my wife seems to like having him around."
A naughty grin spread across her beautiful lips. "You know the kitchen may take longer than the bathrooms..."
"I'm certain of it! And uh...hopefully, I won't travel as much. Maybe I can work as Robert's assistant."
"I like the sound of that!"
We laughed together before we were soon fast asleep.
*****
Is this the end of the story? For now, I will say yes, but I reserve the right to change my mind. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did sharing it with you. Please take a few minutes to vote or leave a comment...
Cheers,
Fifth
imperceptibly
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For those of you who recall my 750-word story titled "All It Takes Is A Change", I have removed it from my Literotica library and replaced it with this full-length multi-chapter series detailing a lot more of what brought Scott and Hailey to their mountain cabin for a weekend of depravity with two black men. A good number of readers told me they enjoyed the original, but felt deprived by only having 750 words detailing the young couple's interracial journey. In this version, I changed few details, but I did turn down the cuckold humiliation vibe a few notches. I've obviously also filled in a lot of exciting content along the way. I hope you enjoy it.
If you'd like a PDF copy of the original 750-word story, send me message through Literotica with your email and I'll send it to you.
As is always the case, I do not give anyone permission to edit, copy, or publish this story without my consent. That especially pertains to a thief who calls herself Leah Jenkins who 'publishes' stolen stories on Amazon. This criminal stole both Cuckolds Anonymous and I Found My Wife's Black Dildo and has edited and resells them there under different titles (Welcome to Cuckolds Anonymous and My Wife's Darkest Secret). If you have a chance, go to her author page on Amazon and expose her as the thief and fraud she is. There is no reason to believe all of her stories aren't stolen from actual authors. I'd like to think a significant number of negative comments from my loyal readers would put a stop to her thievery.
Now on to the good stuff...
I stood there on my outdoor deck staring at the Ponderosa Pines circling our mountain cabin. I took a final draw from my cigarette before stamping it out. So many thoughts sifted through my brain as I thought back to the meeting my wife and I had with our sex therapist only a few months previously.
The clinical expert's words resonated in my mind now.
"I believe the two of you should consider introducing a new dynamic to your sex life. Based on our conversations Scott and Hailey, while I'm typically supportive of couples like yourselves working it out, I think it could be good for your marriage. Afterall, variety is the spice of life!"
We had been attending weekly sessions with Colleen for over a month, but this particular meeting was the one she titled: Share a Sexual Fantasy Your Significant Other Doesn't Know.
Our therapist had provided the instructions at the close of the previous week's meeting. The idea was to share a sexual fantasy we had never admitted to each other before. It didn't matter whether it was large or small, but we both had to agree that we wouldn't discuss it over the course of the week and neither of us would be judgmental or upset when learning of the other's admission. After divulging our fantasies, our therapist would help us determine whether executing either or both could be beneficial to our sex life and ultimately our marriage.
Hailey and I had grown up in homes where sex was rarely discussed, and thus neither of us was very good talking about it. For that reason, the first few sessions with Colleen had gotten off to a slow start. I suspected this one would be the most uncomfortable yet.
As it happened, I had one of my busiest weeks of the year at work, so I couldn't give a lot of thought to my portion until I received an email from Dr. Darrington, Colleen as she preferred we call her, reminding us we were both expected to share our fantasies the following afternoon in her office.
When I got home that night and after pouring myself a rye Old-Fashioned, I approached Hailey and asked if she was prepared for our meeting with our therapist the following day. I noticed an impish look in her eyes before she answered cautiously, "I think so...how about you?"
"I've been slammed all week and haven't had too much time to mull it over, but I'll be ready."
The fact was, I really didn't need additional time, I just needed to build up the courage to share my assuredly surprising fantasy. I really had no idea how Hailey would respond, but I was nervous that despite the pact we made with our therapist, she'd be surprised and perhaps upset when I came clean.
The following day, we didn't talk much in the car on the way to the therapy session. I was still in serious dilemma as to whether I should drop my kink bomb or suggest something more benign. I was fully expecting Hailey to commit to something far less provocative, like leaving the lights on more often when we made love.
When we arrived, the receptionist asked us to take a seat in the waiting area until the therapist finished with another client. I still couldn't gauge Hailey's level of nervousness compared to mine, but she wasn't showing any outward signs of anxiety that I could see.
Five minutes later the pretty young assistant provided us a sparkling water and led us into Colleen's office.
The clinical expert stood and welcomed us before positioning us side-by-side on a small sofa in her office. She sat down in a leather recliner directly across from us. I didn't enjoy attending these sessions, but I had to admit I certainly didn't mind checking out our hot therapist each time we met.
I guessed from the way she carried herself, Colleen was probably in her mid-forties but didn't look it. In fact, if not for the huge rock on her finger, I would have tabbed her as the hottest cougar in the medical complex which was teaming with rich, divorced health professionals. She wore her auburn hair up and had on sexy librarian-style glasses. She'd clearly had a little work done on her lips and eyes, but it was subtle and for once I thought it actually looked good. The swell of her huge tits beneath her flowing blouse was impossible to miss and so were her long stocking-clad legs in four-inch heels. They were crossed directly in front of us extending from her conservative above-the-knee business skirt.
"Well Scott and Hailey, I really think we've made some great progress in the past five weeks, don't you?"
We both nodded our heads, but truthfully, I didn't feel I'd learned a damn thing about what Hailey and I could do to rebuild our once-flourishing sex life. Both now in our mid-thirties, living in suburbia with a couple of kids—the exciting and spontaneous sexual encounters were now few and far between.
The therapist continued. "As you know, we've reached a point in our sessions where I like to take a little detour from all the stuff we've discussed so far and give each of you a chance to reveal a sexual fantasy you've never shared with one another. It can be something you think consciously about in your alone times or even a reoccurring dream you have. The idea is to bring potentially arousing content to our current and future discussions while perhaps building a roadmap to encounters we all agree could be good for your long-term sexual prospects."
We both understood the counselor's recommendation made sense, but were we truly committed to stepping out of our conservative comfort zone? Nevertheless, we both nodded our understanding while not making eye contact with one another.
"I know this can be difficult, but remember we are in our own little circle of trust, and I implore each of you to remember the other's feelings and desires and resist any temptation to be angry, surprised, or close-minded. We'll discuss each of your admissions together once you've made them. And again, this can be anything large or small—from hanging naked from the top of the Golden Gate Bridge to using sex toys in bed together. Scott why don't you go first."
I looked at her like she had two-heads. "Thanks a lot Colleen!"
After a few seconds of laughter, I turned in Hailey's direction, and she did the same. I studied her beautiful face—I loved her more than any man could love a woman. But now, perhaps due to those feelings, I suddenly questioned our decision to seek out the help of a sex therapist. At Colleen's urging, I was about to admit something to my wife I never believed would leave my lips. But also, for the first time since Colleen gave us the assignment, I could glean a certain amount of apprehension on Hailey's face for what we were both about to do.
"Honey, please just remember this is a fantasy and I hope it doesn't upset you, but...but I...uh have this fantasy of watching you...um...having sex with another man...an endowed one. In fact, my true fantasy is for him to be a hung black man."
Time seemed to stand still.
Although the words had escaped my mouth, I suddenly felt like I was choking on the heavy air surrounding us. Unbelievably, I watched the expression on Hailey's face go from one of utter surprise to, of all things, something resembling relief.
But before either of us could say a thing, the therapist's voice interrupted the proceedings.
"Hmm Scott, that's an interesting admission, cuckolding fantasies are becoming more prevalent with married men these days. As for the uh...secondary component...there is the obvious taboo element associated with interracial sex that makes it more unique for some people. I'm sure it took a lot of courage admitting your fantasy in this setting, I'm proud of you for sharing. Hailey, now that you've had a minute to process it, what are your initial thoughts regarding Scott's fantasy?"
Hailey looked back and forth at both of us before answering.
"Wow, I can't say I saw that coming. When we were dating and after we first got married, Scott was one hundred percent the jealous type, but I would definitely say he has gotten better that way the past several years. But for him to...uh...have come so far as to want to see me with another man, it isn't something I would have believed until just now."
I was completely relieved at her response. She didn't acknowledge the interracial component, but the fact she didn't freak out about me fantasizing about her having sex with a hung man sent blood flowing to my dick.
"Okay, we'll flesh out Scott's fantasy in more detail in a few minutes, but Hailey it's your turn to divulge yours."
I could see my wife's level of anxiety rising as she took a couple of deep breaths and a drink from her seltzer before speaking.
"Scott, remember this is just a fantasy..."
I suddenly realized she was about to admit something far more provocative than what I'd previously imagined. I reached for my drink to pacify my suddenly parching throat, while at the same time more blood flowed to my loins.
"...So...I guess I've always had this distant fantasy of...um...how do I say this...being made love to by more than one man at the same time."
Holy Shit! It was all I could do to keep from spitting up the liquid in my mouth. Did my beautiful wife really just say what I thought she said? I peered over at Colleen and could tell she was doing her best to suppress her surprise as well. We had spent the past five weeks with her, and she'd obviously learned Hailey and I were pretty conservative in the bedroom, especially my wife. Again, she did her best to maintain her professionalism, but I couldn't imagine the therapist expected either of us to acknowledge such surprisingly erotic fantasies.
I reconnected with Hailey, hoping I was doing as good a job as she had of not appearing incredulous. Suddenly, the look of relief I'd gleaned from her earlier reaction made more sense. My fantasy admission, while clearly riveting, had helped lessen the impact of her shocking announcement.
Our therapist's voice broke the awkward silence. "Hailey, thank you for sharing your fantasy. Like I said with Scott, this isn't always easy to do. Can I ask, does your fantasy include him as one of the participants or is it...uh...two other men?"
My wife pondered the question before answering quietly while searching both our expressions for a reaction. "I...I...guess it could include Scott, but being completely truthful, when I've had it, it's with two other men."
Hailey might not have seen a reaction on my face, but in my pants, if I was semi-rigid before, my dick could cut steel now.
"Oh...okay," Colleen finally answered, seemingly distracted to the point of not remembering what she was supposed to ask next. Eventually, she composed herself and questioned, "Scott, what are your first impressions of Hailey's fantasy admission?"
I steadied my nerves and did my best to provide a comforting gaze before I spoke. "Honey, I respect you for admitting something I'm sure wasn't easy to do. I have to say I'm surprised, but I'm not upset. I guess we'd probably both say we've learned things about each other today we never expected. Don't you agree?"
She nodded, clearly relieved I hadn't freaked out too, "Yes Scott, yours wasn't something I expected either."
I swallowed deeply. "It's pretty amazing that both of us have fantasies about you being with other men..."
She nodded demurely, an obvious level of nervousness in her eyes. "Scott, it's just a fantasy for me...I don't have any desire to actually do it. You know I love you more than anything."
Now it was Colleen's turn to interject. "Hailey and Scott, please remember what we agreed upon. This exercise was not initiated to create feelings of embarrassment, anger or remorse. We did it to help break down the walls of secrecy and promote openness. If we can feel okay admitting some of our wildest fantasies, it'll be much easier to discuss less significant wants and desires. Does that make sense?"
We peered at each other before nodding our heads.
"Okay great. Now let's spend a few minutes digging deeper into each of your acknowledgements. Remember, we are doing this to help create an atmosphere of truth and sharing. So Scott, tell us a bit more about your fantasy of watching Hailey and an...uh...endowed black man."
I swallowed hard before looking back at my wife. She wore an expression that didn't give away her thoughts. "Well...I...uh...think my wife is one of the most beautiful and sexiest women I've ever met. In fact, my friends tease me about how I was lucky enough to land the hottest wife in town. And sometimes I ask myself the same thing. I'd like to think I'm a good-looking guy and I'm pretty successful in my career, but we're not loaded or anything. I take decent care of myself aside from an occasional cigarette, but I'm no fitness trainer or anything. And since we're in our circle of trust, I don't think I'm bad in bed, but I'm certainly no John Holmes or anything."
The three of us laughed awkwardly before I continued.
"I've always believed Hailey and I have a good sex life, but obviously we're seeing you for a reason Colleen. Ever since I stopped believing every man who saw her would try to seduce Hailey, I started having fantasies about what it might be like to watch her having truly life-altering sex with an endowed man. The idea of it being a black man is something that has evolved in my fetish fantasies more recently. I see a lot more interracial couples than I ever did before. And we all know what the rumors are about black guys—I guess the taboo element as you described it Colleen, is what makes it most alluring to me."
"Scott, I applaud your honesty. Hailey, how does your husband's fantasy admission come across to you?"
My wife gazed back and forth at Colleen and me before answering. "I...I'm not sure exactly what to say. I've always considered Scott a good lover and I can't say I've ever desired something more than he gives me. I know we're here to discuss how to add more spark to our time in bed, but I've never felt like I was missing out on anything."
"Have you ever fantasized about sex with a black man?" Colleen inquired.
I could tell there was more nervousness in her responses now. "I...I don't know. I guess I find some desirable."
"Have you ever had any preconceived notions about black men being superior in the bedroom?"
"N...no...I don't think so. I mean I've heard the rumors like everyone else, but I'm sure there is just as a high a percentage of endowed white guys."
"So you do associate large penis size with better sex?"
Hailey glanced at me before answering. "As I said, I've never felt like I was missing out on anything with Scott...but I've never been with a guy with a really big...you know...thing, so I don't know."
"That's fair enough Hailey. But since we are all adults here, let's use grownup words like penis, dick or cock for men's genitalia and vagina or pussy for women's. This is one more step in dissolving the walls of sex-talk discomfort. Can we both agree to this?"
I was happy Colleen had made this suggestion although I could see some nervousness in Hailey's eyes. I'm not sure I'd ever heard her say cock or pussy. Nevertheless, we both agreed.
"Good, so let's switch gears to your fantasy Hailey. Tell me what it is about the thought of sex with two men that creates excitement for you?"
Again, we made eye contact before Hailey answered. "I don't know. It's more like something I've dreamed about occasionally, but not because I feel unfulfilled with traditional sex. I'm not sure what triggers it, I guess deep down, I'm kind of naturally submissive, so a sexual fantasy about two men in control sounds...uh...interesting."
I swallowed hard in hearing her response.
"Scott, do you find Hailey's fantasy uncomfortable? I mean, you do have your own fetish desires about watching her have sex with a black man, so would seeing her with yet another man change your feelings?"
"You mean like two black guys at once?"
"No...not necessarily. But I guess it could be if Hailey desired it."
I looked over at my wife, but her expression still didn't convey what she was thinking.
"Wow...now we're stepping beyond where even my vivid fantasies have gone." I admitted. My cock was now hard as steel, but I didn't want to sound too excited about something I never even considered a possibility. "Hmm...yeah I'm not upset...I guess it would be arousing to me if it were for Hailey."
"Hailey?"
My wife's eyes widened. "Wow, I didn't expect to be discussing this today. But I...I...guess I could find that kind of exciting in the right...you know...circumstances. But I have never fantasized about it."
"Circumstances? Like what?" Colleen pushed, surprising me and undoubtedly Hailey with her directness.
"...I...I...don't know...like all of us in...you know...bed."
I was still digesting Hailey's response when Colleen pounced with a more edgy inquiry.
"That wouldn't intimidate you, if like Scott fantasized, they were both endowed...oh listen to me, I'm not adhering to my own rule...if they both had big black cocks?"
Our therapist's question shocked me, but it made my dick so hard it felt like it might pop through my jeans. Secondarily, I thought I picked up on a heightened interest to my wife's response from the doctor herself. I wasn't sure if Hailey noticed as her own deer in headlights gaze conveyed her focus on the question, not Colleen's delivery.
"Jeez...I...I...can't really say Colleen, but I guess I would consider that uh...intimidating. Not ever having been with a man with a really big...uh you know...cock, and then being with two at the same time."
The therapist let that sink in for a moment before responding. "That's understandable Hailey, you've acknowledged you are naturally submissive. So, despite your possible feelings of trepidation, could you see yourself gaining arousal from them taking control--like them wanting to take you from the front and the back?"
Again, I was dumbfounded Colleen asked her such a direct question, but I found myself so excited to hear my wife's response that I had to take several deep breaths to keep from hyperventilating.
Hailey peered at me with a stunned gaze, she was clearly as shocked as I was. Her own breathing appeared labored. She obviously would have appreciated me stepping in and saving her from having to answer, but that was the last thing I wanted to do.



I couldn't possibly have known that despite her nervousness, my wife's panties were actually getting wet.
"Oh...I...I...don't know Colleen..." I watched as she swallowed hard before continuing. "Sometimes in my dreamlike fantasies, the men I think want to do that with me."
I almost bit my tongue.
Again, I could see interest cresting on the face of our therapist which appeared to dissolve her typically professional filters. "Do you let them Hailey? Do you let them fuh...uh...have you from both ends?"
Hailey's eyes flashed once again at the depth of the questioning. I'm sure she wondered why Colleen was pushing for that level of detail with her when she hadn't done the same with me. Nevertheless, she eventually answered—although in my mind she wasn't entirely truthful when she did.
"I...I...can't really say. I think I've woken up before it ever progressed that far...and it's not like I have those dreams often."
Perhaps Colleen realized she had pushed a bit too far based on Hailey's almost certainly mendacious response. She decided not to push the issue further.
"Interesting Hailey, thanks for your candor, but I'm sorry to say our time is up for today. I hope you both agree we made some really good progress. I want to thank you again for being so open and honest around this topic. I know it wasn't easy, but I think these admissions could help us construct a strategy around improving your time in the bedroom. It's rare for many couples to act on their extreme fantasies, but perhaps we can build them into your intimacy to enhance your level of arousal at times. Feel free to discuss them with one another when the time is right and don't hesitate to call if you have questions about anything we discussed today. Next week we'll return to our discussion from last week around roll play."
We made a little small talk before departing her office. I was thankful for the chit-chat as it provided an opportunity for my erection to subside before we had to leave. We finally adjourned and headed down a long open-air corridor of medical offices on our way to my car. Just before reaching the end of the building, one of the office doors opened and a large distinguished-looking black man in a sport coat and slacks exited the last door on our left and turned in our direction.
He nearly collided with Hailey before extending his arms instinctively and lightly gripping hers around the biceps to keep from making more significant contact. He started to apologize before I noticed his gaze change when he noticed how stunningly beautiful the woman standing in front of him was. He offered an apology and asked if she was okay before stepping back and taking in the sight of her. His eyes instinctively fell to the deep crease between her breasts.
Hailey assured him she was fine and after an awkward moment, he allowed us to pass before he headed down the corridor in the direction from which we'd come.
The irony of us running into a black man following our recent session wasn't lost on me.
Two minutes later Dr. Albert Stephenson knocked once and opened the door to Colleen Darington's office. "Knock-knock...your text sounded urgent and I didn't have patients this afternoon so I decided to respond in person."
Our therapist turned and greeted him with an eager gaze. "Your timing is good doctor, I just sent a note to Bill letting him know I had some work to catch up on and that he shouldn't count on me for dinner."
A knowing smile appeared on the black psychologist's large lips. "Oh, can I ask what the nature of that work is?"
She eyed him with a hungry stare. "I just had an enlightening client meeting that I need to discuss with one of my colleagues."
"It didn't happen to be that attractive couple who just walked past my office, did it?"
"Hot blonde wife and decent looking hubby?"
"Yes, I would say that pretty well describes them. So, what made this meeting so enlightening?" The black shrink asked with a suspecting smirk.
"It seems hubby's secret fantasy is to watch her having sex with a black man."
Dr. Stephenson raised an eyebrow.
"But get this, his hot young wife's fantasy is to get spit-roasted!"
"Now you have my attention Dr. Darington!" The black man responded as a toothy grin formed across his face.
Colleen started in his direction. "Well, I can tell you Dr. Stephenson, this therapist's panties are sopping wet at the moment. Listening to that hot little thing admit her secret submissive fantasies of getting fucked by two black men at once had me thinking about this for the past half hour!" She admitted breathlessly while reaching out for the large bulging mound in the doctor's slacks.
"Ah...I bet it did. But you think about it all the time anyway! Don't you slut?"
Colleen bit her bottom lip, stared up into his dark eyes and nodded mischievously as her other hand joined the rubbing action between his thighs.
"How long do we have doctor?"
"Bill's clueless. You have as long as you need to make me beg and scream Dr. Stephenson."
"Shit...that never takes long! Get down on your knees and show me what else that mouth of yours is good for!"
Our sexy therapist dropped to her knees and wrestled frantically with his belt and zipper before ripping down his pants and slutishly taking his long fat cock between her lips.
"Mmmm-mmmm..." A loud moan sounded from her throat as she savored the thick spongy head. After swirling her tongue around, she pulled it from her mouth and spit on it as her hands eagerly stroked its rutted length. "God, I love this big black cock!"
"Sounds like you're not the only one! Tell me more about that hot little thing I just ran into down the hall!"
"Hailey's her name. She's never had the pleasure of BBC, but I think she wants it and her cuck hubby wants her to experience it!"
"You think she can handle it?"
"Fuck, she's an innocent...but...she's a hot little thing! If she's like the rest of us, once she gets a taste, she won't be able to give it up. And the black man who breaks her in is going to have a fun time doing it!" The therapist gasped between sloppy licks and kisses around his stiffening rod.
The black doctor watched as the desperate therapist's tongue danced across the protruding veins feeding energy to his big phallus. "Uh huh. You think she'll be the fuckin' BBC slut you are?"
"If she's lucky!" Colleen gasped before lifting his shaft with her wedding ring laden hand and slurping a heavy testicle between her lips.
"Ah...uh-huh. Savor them big ol' nuts slut! Tell me more about that blonde wife. What did she say about getting blacked?"
The ebony sphere popped from her mouth with a sound. She brought her hand up to massage his heavy scrotum while her other eagerly stroked his long length.
"She has dreams about getting tag-teamed and when her hubby admitted it was his fantasy to see her fucked by a hung black man, she didn't push back. She admitted being naturally submissive, so a cock like this could make her do all kinds of nasty things!"
Dr. Stephenson gripped his cock and smeared its wetness all around Colleen Darrington's face. "Well, you're their sex counselor, I'm sure they trust you, find a way to hook me up with that dirty little thing!"
She wrestled control of his cock back with both hands and slapped it against her face while her tongue slutishly pursued the bulging head. "You want me to share this with that little slut? Why would I do that?"
"Shit! There's plenty to go around. On top of your weekly dose, you know I'm like the pied piper with all them married sluts in that swingers group! What's one more white BBC-lovin' married quim to gush all over it?"
"As long as I get mine, I don't really give a fuck! I'll see what I can do with little miss Hailey, but meanwhile I want you to fill my gullet with your black spunk!"
"Then suck it like you mean it and tell me what I can expect from that hot blonde wife!"
"Mmmphm...nnnnn...uckkkkk. She's got a great little ass and big tits for a little thing. Mmmph...mmmph. I bet she'd ride this fat black cock and scream like a whore when she creams all over it! Mmmph...uckkkk...mmmph."
"Yeah, sounds about right! What else? Tell me about her big titties!"
"Mmmph...uhn...uhn...nnnnn. Nice round D-cups I'd guess. Mmmph...uckkkk...mmmph. She wore a stretchy crop top in here one day. Hot tits. Big nipples. Mmmph...mmmph...nnnnn."
"Uh-huh...sounds nice, how would they look covered in my paste?"
"Fuck...perfect. Mmmph...uckkkk...mmmph. These black bull balls would spray all over them. She'd look great sporting your pearl necklace!"
"Yeah, that's right! Now open wide and stick out your tongue, I got a deposit to make!"
Dr. Stephenson gripped the back of the therapists head and confidently stroked his rigid shaft in front of her open mouth. "Tell me what you want slut!"
"Oh fuck...you know what I want...I need it!"
"Ha...of course you do...ain't nothin' better is there? Open up wide, you know this monster doesn't have great aim!"
Our therapist stretched her jaw and stuck out her tongue as far as she could just as the first heavy rope spurted from his inflamed head and splattered across her mouth. Most of his ejaculate found its target, but the upper reaches splayed across her upper lip and nose. The next powerful spurt did the same, as did the next, and the next...
"Don't swallow yet, I wanna see it puddling on your married tonsils counselor!"
"Uckkk...uckkk...nnnnn..."
"Yep, almost there...uhn...uhn...unh...fuck yeah, take it!"
After nearly a half-minute the large black man chuckled as he proudly admired our sex therapist's cum-stained face. Her mouth resembled a child who had just eaten a melted ice-cream cone. Inside, he could see a viscous pool of his cream. "That's the black cum slut I know. Swallow it now and show me!"
After a couple of gulps she opened her mouth, proudly displaying its emptiness.
"That a girl! You love that shit! Now you need to help me get that little white wife to experience that Negro nectar also!" He challenged before he positioned the dark head against her face and ushered more of his creamy white goo from around her lips back into her mouth.
"I'll do my best." She committed between swallows. "But right now, I need more of that yummy stuff in my slutty wet pussy!"
*****
"That was interesting." I said to Hailey after we returned to the car.
"Yes, you could say that!" She answered, shock still evident in her response. "I wasn't expecting her to push things so far. Some of those things she was asking me were...like...completely uncomfortable."
I knew exactly what Hailey was referring to, but it had been so exhilarating that I decided to tread lightly between agreeing with her and stoking the still smoldering embers. "Yeah honey, I can see where you're coming from, but I think she was just trying to get us to open up and get more comfortable discussing sensual details we are normally reticent to talk about."
I held my breath for her response.
"C'mon Scott...she basically asked if I would let those guys fuck me from both ends in my fantasies!"
It blew me away to hear my conservative wife say something so bluntly erotic. But, despite the arousing effect it had on me, I knew she was in a fragile place so I didn't push back. "Yeah, that seemed a little extreme, I can see how you could feel that way."
She was quiet for the next minute or so as I drove towards our place. We both obviously had a lot on our minds. When she finally spoke, I had hoped Hailey would be more talkative, possibly exuding excitement about the admissions we'd just conveyed, but instead, she was more pragmatic. "Scott, those things I...uh we...admitted are just fantasies. We are grown adults with responsibilities and children. I love you and the life we've built—I wouldn't want some crazy fantasies to jeopardize that."
While it felt great to hear her say those things about our life, my disappointment crested. I had hoped the conversation would lead to a change in Hailey's conservatism, but if it had, she wasn't acknowledging it. As a result, I decided now was not the time or place to dig deeper. The fact that she admitted what she did in the meeting, gave me all the encouragement necessary to raise the subject again later. "I understand your point of view babe, it was some pretty wild stuff. I'm sure Colleen was just gauging our boundaries."
As I drove home, I couldn't get the image of my wife on her hands and knees while two hung black men sandwiched her spectacular body as they fucked the shit out of her out of my mind.
We didn't talk about it over the next week. Colleen kept our session the following Friday mostly focused on other things including revisiting an earlier discussion about roll play. It wasn't until the end of the meeting that she asked if we had had any dialogue about our secret fantasies. But again Hailey seemed less eager to discuss it, so neither me nor the sex therapist pushed the issue.
Of course, I had no intention of letting the subject drop altogether.
That night after putting the kids down and polishing off a bottle and a half of wine, I offered Hailey a foot massage while watching a movie on Netflix. As luck would have it, the film had some pretty steamy sex scenes that had an arousing effect on both of us. At some point Hailey's foot started rubbing my crotch and it wasn't long before my pants were swelling from the inside.
"Is somebody enjoying the movie?" She teased with a playful giggle.
"I don't think I'm the only one!" I countered with a laugh as I nodded towards her hard nipples that were poking through her thin shirt.
This time we both busted up. "Guilty as charged." She admitted with a devilish sigh.
"What do you say we adjourn to the bedroom?"
Five minutes later we were tearing each other's clothes off and kissing passionately before falling on the bed. We were soon tangled, urgently kissing and sucking on each other's tongues. My hands began an exploration of my wife's spectacular body.
Hailey's large nipples are extremely sensitive and she wasn't upset that I made them the focus of my attention while kissing down her neck and chest before taking one of her hard nubs between my lips.
"Oh Scott, that feels good." She moaned while edging her long nails through my hair.
I spent several minutes enjoying myself on her chest, but despite my fun, I had an uncontrollable desire to bury my face between her legs. My fingers and hands kept up their squeezing and tweaking of her nipples while I tantalizingly kissed by way down her slender body. It has never been a secret between us that I love eating Hailey's pussy and when we get to that point, she almost never puts up resistance.
My wife keeps herself cleanly trimmed except for a small tuft of dark fur, that based on my urgings, she lets grow a little longer. There is just something that really turns me on about a small patch sculpted to create a beautiful island off the coast from the fun zone.
I took my time kissing and nibbling my way downward as Hailey's undulating hips sought out more connection with my mouth.
"Scott, please don't tease me...I want your wonderful tongue."
A sly smile formed on my face. Nothing gave me more satisfaction than turning my typically conservative wife into an impatient, whiney, sexual creature—which is exactly what she was now.
"Oh honey please...I want it..."
I slowly pushed her legs apart and after nibbling and kissing around her inner thighs, I softly ran my tongue along the length of her open swollen lips. I immediately felt her body stiffen as her hand found the back of my head.
She moaned her approval. "Ohh...oh yes babe...that feels good...uhn yeah Scott...right there."
I licked and kissed around her most sensitive spots until she turned to mush. Before long, my fingers had her slippery lips spread apart while two digits from my other hand wiggled against her G-spot. My tongue danced enthusiastically around her clit.
Hailey's hips moved excitedly as she ground her pussy against my mouth while an erotic chorus of gasps and moans validated my efforts.
"Ohh...yesssss. Mmmm Scott...lick me. Fuhhhh...uhn...uhn...ohhh yeah. That feels soooo good. Keep going."
It's rare that my stunning wife doesn't orgasm from oral sex and I knew this time wouldn't be an exception. While I hungrily ate her pussy, I gazed upward past her silky muff to see her little fingers playing with her nipples and a look of ecstasy on her face as she alternated between anxiously watching and staring up at the ceiling in undeniable pleasure.
"Yes...mmmm...right there Scott...oh god yes. You know I love that! You're driving me crazy babe...DON'T STOP!" Both of her hands circled my head and impatiently supported my efforts. "Ohhh yeah...do it Scott...yes...right there!" Her rolling hips lifted off the bed before her whole body started to shake and she ground her nails into my scalp. "Uhn...uhn...uhn...I'm cummmmiinnnggg Scott...lick me!"
Her hips humped wildly as she climaxed amid a series of moans that I thought might wake the kids. When she finally settled, her breathing remained sporadic as I kissed my way up her smooth, glistening body.
"That was amazing Scott. Your tongue felt so good." She gasped breathlessly while weaving her fingers through my hair.
"You're so sexy, I love doing it—you taste amazing babe." I uttered before bringing my lips to hers and pushing my tongue inside her mouth. I wanted her to taste it.
I kissed her aggressively, not giving her a chance to refuse a sample. I couldn't tell if it turned her on, but it certainly didn't curb her enthusiasm. When she did finally pull away, she pushed me to the side and climbed up on top. Not one to typically instigate, I loved this new display of assertiveness. Moments later my dick was buried balls deep in my wife's scintillating pussy.
Unfairly, it had been over a week since we made love and now to see her above me with her head thrown back and her big perfect breasts jiggling in front of me, it was only a short time before I popped. Despite my best efforts to hold off, my balls emptied inside her in a fraction of the time I had spent between her legs.
We enjoyed several minutes kissing and hugging while I slowly deflated. Hailey rarely cums from intercourse so I didn't feel guilty that she hadn't climaxed again following her intense oral orgasm. However, to say I was surprised at what happened next was an understatement.
My beautiful wife slid off me and positioned herself so she could take my cock in her mouth. My eyes nearly bugged out of my head. I couldn't remember the last time she gave me a blowjob. She kissed it several times and licked along the sensitive skin beneath my head.
"Oh shit Hailey, that feels good..."
She took the head in her mouth. "Mmmm..."
"Oh babe, I'm not complaining, but what's with this tonight?"
She unhurriedly popped it from her sweet lips. "Um Scott...you deserve it after what you did for me. Besides...I'm...um...still kinda...uhn...horny. I want to get it hard so we can have some more fun!" She cooed as she stroked my stiffening shaft while tongue tickling the slit at the top.
It was rare to ever hear her talk like that, but experiencing it now while she pleasured me with her wet mouth, had me hard in no time. Despite my hopes, I knew she wouldn't let me cum in her mouth because she never did and had already said she wanted to get me hard so we could fuck some more. Suddenly, a different thought popped into my mind that until that point, I hadn't found the right time to suggest.
"Hey babe, what do you say we practice some of those roll play enhancers Colleen suggested?"
Hailey let my dick pop from her mouth. "Scott, I don't know, we've never done it before, what...um...do you have in mind?"



I was ecstatic she hadn't said no. "Let's just start somewhere and see what happens. I can start things off if you're more comfortable with it."
She stared at me with a guarded gaze.
"C'mon it'll be fun. But if we're going to do it, we have to be more daring than we typically are. Here, move over and lay on your stomach.
Again, she eyed me cautiously before moving onto her tummy with her elbows propping her up. I positioned myself behind her and pushed her legs slightly apart. Hailey's bubbled ass always looked good, but it looked especially alluring in this position without any clothes on and her pussy lips swollen and glazed.
I rubbed her ass cheeks with both hands.
"Mmmm...that feels good Scott."
"Lay your head down and relax babe."
She did as I directed and with each passing minute, I could tell any anxiety she was feeling began to wane. A long saliva string oozed from my lips and splattered around her sphincter, causing her to moan softly. I did it a second time and then a third until my spit coated her puckered hole, vaginal lips, and leaked onto our sheets.
"Ohhh...mmmm...feels good."
I knew the moment of truth was upon us, but despite my nerves, I proceeded, hoping she wouldn't pull back or object. I moved my thumb between her cheeks before pressing it against her tight pink hole.
The move caught her by surprise causing her to gasp and raise her head. "Scott what...what are you doing?"
I didn't answer but instead continued to lightly fondle her sensitive spot.
"Scott..."
"I'm uh...not Scott, remember. I'm Derek, your husband is sitting here next to the bed watching us."
I could feel her body tense as the cognizance of the roll play act materialized in her mind. She was on edge, but she didn't say anything else, and most importantly, she didn't tell me to stop. The roll play lessons we had discussed with Colleen were mostly focused on erotic circumstances and settings, we hadn't yet indulged in introducing other participants, but I saw this as my chance after the previous week's fantasy admissions.
"You like that Hailey?"
"Mmmm...it does feel nice..."
"I bet your husband never does this for you, does he?"
She hesitated for several seconds before answering. "Mmmm...I would probably never let him do that."
"So why are you letting me do it?"
"I...I...don't know. I probably shouldn't be."
I let another spit string ooze down into her crack and spread it with my thumb. "I think you're letting me do it because deep down, you don't think it's something a married couple should do, but since I'm not your husband, you don't mind being sluttier for me. Do you?"
"SCOTT!"
"Role play violation!" I shouted before slapping her hard on the ass. "Use my proper name!"
"Oww! Okay...okay Derek...no...that's not it. I'm just...um..."
"I don't think you're going to object to this either!" I announced before I dropped my face between her cheeks and aggressively licked her wrinkled hole.
"OH SHIT!" Hailey screamed while clutching the bed sheets on both sides of her head.
I gave her a second to relax before I did it again.
This time her recoil was shorter and as I increased the intensity, quiet pleasure sounds escaped her lips. Her reactions intensified to the point of moans and grunts in concert with my tongueful ministrations.
I couldn't believe my impromptu plan was working better than I could have imagined. I continued my assault on Hailey's wrinkled hole without restriction like I had been granted some kind of get out of jail free card.
The litany of moans and encouragements continued as she subtly wiggled her tight little ass against my face.
"I know you'd like me to do this all night, but I also remember how you got off on my big cock the last time I was here. Ain't that right Hailey?" I challenged, fighting the urge to lower my voice like I was black.
Nevertheless, she played the game and answered truthfully.
"Oh jesus...it does feel good. But...um...yes, last time was very nice too."
"Very nice? C'mon you can do better than that! Last time you couldn't stop telling me and Jason how much you loved our big black cocks!"
I knew I might have crossed the line with that comment, but I was so turned on, I wasn't sure how much more of this I could take anyway.
"Black?" She questioned before she understood my ploy and despite some hesitancy played along. "Oh...uh...yes. I did like it last time...with both...both of you."
I brought two fingers up and glided them through her sopping pussy.
She grunted, "Oh yeah...um...Derek. Everything you do makes me feel so good. And last time with you and...uh Ja...Jason, I've never experienced anything like that! I liked being submissive for both of you."
Pre-cum was now leaking from my dick.
Hailey's inhibitions were dissipating as we both surprisingly reveled in the back and forth. I got up on my knees, pushed her legs apart, and sunk my stiff cock all the way to my balls. We moaned loudly.
I set about fucking her with more intensity than I could ever remember. "Tell me you love my big black cock!"
"Oh Derek...uhn...it feels so good! Your big dick feels so good in me!"
"That-a-girl, tell your husband, tell him how much you love it and you wish Jason was here too!"
"Oh shit...mmmm...Scott, thank you for letting him...jeez...fuck me! I wish his friend was here too! You know how I fantasize about two black guys at once!"
I couldn't remember Hailey's pussy ever being wetter than it was now as I hammered into her. Not surprisingly, I wasn't going to be able to hold out for long, but despite the fact she rarely came during intercourse, it seemed she wasn't going to either.
"God Derek, please don't stop, it feels so good! Please make me cum..." My wife begged to her fantasy black lover. "Uhn...I love it! You're so deep!"
That was it for me. Hearing Hailey beg and plead to a hung black man for her orgasm was more than I could take. Panic kicked in and my balls contracted. "Shit Hailey, I'm gonna blow!"
"Ohh Scott, please keep going, I'm so close..."
My first load spurted inside her.
It barely registered that she had used my name instead of her black lover. Not knowing what else to do as I pumped more semen into her, I hurriedly placed my middle finger against her asshole and pressed it inside.
"OHHH FUCK!" Hailey screamed. "YES...OHH...YES DEREK...I LOVE THAT!"
Her desperate response was enough to keep my stamina together and within seconds I felt her pussy tighten around my cock and a piercing shriek sound from her lips. "Ohhhhh...Uhhhh...Yesssss!" Her orgasm was the most intense climax I had ever seen from her in ten years of marriage. Juice actually squirted out and soaked my balls.
When it finally subsided, we both collapsed onto the wet sheets, bodies covered in sweat. I let her decompress for nearly a minute before I finally spoke.
"Wow honey, that was amazing."
She didn't respond immediately. I could tell she was reconciling her thoughts about how the roll play intensified our lovemaking, perhaps with some guilt mixed in.
"Yeah Scott, it felt really good, but...I'm...I'm not sure...are you okay with..."
I cut her off "...Babe, it was such a turn-on for me. We both know it was just a fantasy, but it was what we talked about with Colleen and we both...you know, really enjoyed it."
"I know, but I don't want you to think I need something like that to feel...uh...more excited."
I knew she was lying but I consoled her nonetheless. "Hailey, of course I know. But neither of us could deny it was one of the more erotic experiences we've shared in a long time."
My response seemed to allay her concerns. I kissed along her neck and rubbed her shoulders until I heard her breathing change and I realized she had fallen asleep.
I carefully moved to the side and rolled over onto my back. I stared up at the ceiling thinking to myself we had just taken a big first step.
*****
The following week in our session with Colleen, I brought it up. Our therapist was pleased with the development, but when she tried to engage Hailey, it was clear again my wife wasn't ready to delve deeply into it. Both Colleen and I could see the reticence in her expression, so she didn't push it further. But the following Monday I received a call from her while I was on my way home from work.
"Scott, is this a good time to talk?"
"Yeah Colleen, I'm alone and driving home."
"Great. So, I wanted to follow up and learn more about you and Hailey's roll play experience."
I gave Colleen all the details including the edgy dialogue I used when acting as Derek and how Hailey seemed to get off on it. I told her, "Hailey even got to the point of telling me how much she loved Derek and Jason's big black cocks!"
There was a short silence before the therapist responded, "Wow Scott, I'd say that was a bold move on your part, but it certainly sounds like it made an impact on your wife. Have you made any further attempts at doing it again?"
"Yes, once or twice, but Hailey hasn't wanted to go there."
"That's not uncommon. She's in that transition phase where incorporating some of the things we've discussed into your bedroom, while potentially arousing, are still a deviation from where you've been for ten years. She just needs more time."
"I hear what you're saying Colleen, but I also know what I experienced that night. I think it really aroused her to imagine getting it from two guys at once. And it also seemed like the idea that they were black excited her even more."
After another long pause, Colleen spoke, "Interesting. I see more and more of my white and Asian female clients being attracted to black men these days Scott. That's in alignment with several studies I've read about women associating black men with great sex."
"Well, we more or less heard Hailey confirm that in our fantasy session with you."
"Mmm-hmm."
"I'll tell you Colleen, since that afternoon in your office and now after the roll play sex we shared, whether she will admit it or not, I really think my wife might actually be up for sex with two black men at the same time. I'm thinking more and more about making it a reality."
"Scott, that might be a big jump. Wouldn't you feel better about introducing her to one new partner first?"
I didn't know it, but a vision of Dr. Stephenson's huge black cock entered the mind of our sex therapist as she lowered her hand beneath her skirt while sitting in her desk chair at work.
I responded back, "Maybe, but I also know her fantasy involved two men and the way she responded to it in our roll play suggests she would love it."
"Okay, so let's just say hypothetically this is something you and Hailey wanted to try, how would you go about finding the right men you could trust to execute your plan?"
"Hey Colleen, Hailey is calling me on the other line. I got to go, but to answer your question, I think I may already have a couple of guys in mind. Talk to you soon."
*****
Twenty minutes later spit dripped down Colleen Darrington's chin and onto her massive tits as she slutishly tongued the fat black head of Dr. Albert Stephenson's big black cock. She was still mostly dressed but her blouse was splayed open and her bra was unclasped. Her huge tits were spilling out of her shirt. "Mmmm-hmm...I think he's going to do it, but he says he has two black men in mind already!"
"Damn, I thought you were gonna find a way to let this big motherfucker break in that hot little thing!" The shrink grunted while gripping his dick and smearing it around her face.
She spit on it. "I suggested he introduce her to one BBC first, but he's set on getting her spit-roasted."
"I got friends." The hung psychologist chuckled before he pulled her hair aside so he could watch her work.
"I know, but I didn't get to press him on it. Obviously, I know she couldn't get a better cock than this to rock her world! There's something about her. She's hot as fuck and yet naive...not to mention she's got a submissive nature that I think is going to get exposed by whoever pops her BBC cherry. And the hubby can't wait to see it happen. But I'll keep trying."
"Damn shame if this stick ain't the one to break her in! You know not all black men are created equal." The doctor uttered confidently as he pulled her from her knees and bent the sexy therapist over his large Mahogony desk.
"No...no I know they're not..." Colleen answered between gasping breaths.
"You of all people should know that! Not everyone could give her this!" He boasted while flipping up her skirt and yanking her panties to the side.
"Oh Albert...give me that fat black cock! I need it!"
He smeared the bloated head up and down her dripping crease. "You think that little married bitch could handle this?" He growled before shoving the first four inches of thick veiny wood into her.
"OHH SHIIIITTT! You'd have that young slut screaming and begging for more! You're so fucking big Albert!"
"Haha...you know it! Nothing better than a married white bitch getting her first taste of BBC! Ain't that right?" He shouted while slapping her hard on the ass and plunging all the way to his balls.
"FUCCCKKKK...MMMM...YES! First time or anytime...uhn...uhn...unh...pound me baby! Fuck my married pussssyyyyyy!"
"That's the slut I know, cum all over that black stick again! I bet that cuck hubby is just like yours, not capable of getting his horny wife off due to shoddy equipment!"
"Uhn yeah...you always make me cum so fast Albert! You know I'm a slut for your big cock! Bill's pathetic little dick hardly gets me wet, but I'm like a fountain with you!"
"Tell me something I don't know! I can feel your juice spilling off my balls. As for that little blonde, she better hope her hubby recruits a couple of packn' brothers to break her in or she'll miss out!" The black doctor boasted before increasing his pace and ramming his cock so hard into the therapist's eager pussy his heavy mahogany desk creaked.
"Ohhhh fuuuuuccckkk! Ffffffffuck me with your big black cock! I love feeling your balls bounce off my clit Albert!"
"Take it slut! Cum on this big fucker again! I'm fixin to fill this nasty married gash up with bull paste!"
"Yes...yes...I feel you everywhere...you're so deep! You're going to make me do it. I'm going to cum again! Ohhhh...yes...uhn...uhn...I'm doing it! Cum in me too Alberrrrttt!"
*****
Several weeks later, on a weekday afternoon, Darnell Collins, my company installation manager walked into my office with an update.
"Scott, the last of your flooring accessories came in yesterday, are we still looking good for the install next weekend?" He asked as I noticed his eyes shift towards the picture of Hailey on my desk. I'd seen him check it out every time he visited my office.
"Darnell, glad to hear those last few trim pieces finally showed up. I'll confirm with Hailey, but I think next weekend is still good for us. How long do you think it'll take to do all the work?" I questioned while opening the electronic floor plans of our cabin on my computer monitor for us both to peruse.
He came around to my side of the desk.
He studied the electronic prints for a moment before speaking. "My plan is to have the truck loaded up on Thursday night and then me and Leon will head out early Friday morning. It'll take us about four hours to get to Tahoe, so I have a half-day scheduled Friday and then Saturday, Sunday, and the holiday on Monday to finish things up."
He moved his hand around the floorplan on my screen showing his intended installation path. "We'll start near the front door and work across the living and dining rooms before finishing in the great room and kitchen. It's about 2,000 feet of tongue & groove flooring, so we should have it all down and sanded by Saturday night. Sunday and Monday will be just for finishing, but as you know, that's a variable with a fair amount of downtime between coats depending on drying conditions etc.
"Sure. Sounds like a plan. Hailey and I really appreciate you guys giving up your holiday weekend to do this for us Darnell."
"Shit...I ain't got nowhere else to be and Leon...haha...that boy would just be out trying to get his pecker wet if he weren't working...besides you're paying us Holiday pay Scott, so we couldn't say no!" He chuckled while sneaking another peak at Hailey's photo.
I knew Darnell had been married a couple of times earlier in life, but ever since I'd known him, he'd never had a serious relationship I was aware of. I'd occasionally heard him talk with his subordinates about dates he'd been on, but I'd never picked up on details. He was pushing 50 now and had packed on several pounds each year I'd known him.
To think he was the black man I targeted to potentially fuck my beautiful wife seemed incongruous. But for some reason, over the past few months he had become the primary focus of my dangerous fantasy.
As for Leon, I didn't know much about him. He had only worked for the company a short time, and while he was rough around the edges, he fit the bill as a second black man connected to Darnell who could help execute my plan. Unlike his boss, Leon was in his late twenties. Neither man was anything special to look at nor all that physically imposing. Darnell was around 5'-9" and definitely on the heavy side, Leon was probably 6'-3" but thin as a rail. Yet despite the fact both paled physically to my 6'-2" 205 lb. frame, there was something enthralling about the idea of mating these two unlikely black men with my gorgeous blonde wife.
And despite the fact my fantasy had always been about watching Hailey with a hung black man, even without confirmation, I was okay tempting fate that at least one of them was packing BBC. But in my mind, even if neither were, the idea of Hailey being tag-teamed by two blue-collar black men was enough for me.
"Is your...uh...wife gonna be up there next weekend, or is it just gonna be you?" Darnell asked, trying to sound uninterested either way.
"Yeah, my parents are going to watch the kids so we'll both be up. We're looking forward to having some us time."
"Ah...that sounds like fun! You and the old lady get a long weekend to bang the headboard off the wall without the little ones walking in, huh Scott?" He questioned inappropriately while leering at Hailey's photo yet again.
"Oh...we'll see about that..." I chuckled awkwardly. "But we can't get too loud with you and Leon sleeping downstairs!" I joked.
"Shit, don't worry about us, we'll need something to keep us busy anyway. Hearing you and the missus getting it on is probably the best we could hope for..."
I wouldn't be so sure about that...I thought to myself while envisioning the two of them leading Hailey into the bedroom.
Suddenly my desk phone rang and "Sex Therapist" flashed on the screen. I had entered that as Colleen's handle because I had a sister with the same name who I didn't want to accidently confide my sexual shortcomings with.
I picked it up quickly hoping Darnell hadn't seen my screen from his angle.
I covered the receiver and looked his way. "Hey Darnell, I really need to take this call and I think we're done here. I'll confirm the schedule for next weekend with Hailey and let you know."
"Sure boss, no problem, we can firm up more details next week." He answered as he started for the door. "Do you want me to close this?"
"Yes, thank you!"
Unbeknownst to me, our installation manager had in fact seen Colleen's handle show up on my screen and was now intrigued as to what the boss with the smokin' wife needed a sex therapist for.
Unfortunately, as a small business, we don't have the most hi-tech secure phone system. From his desk out in the warehouse, Darnell covered the receiver with a towel, brought it to his ear and carefully clicked on the line on which Colleen and I were talking.



"...Yeah the plan is for next weekend." I said to her, immediately piquing Darnell's interest.
"So, you aren't telling Hailey? My recommendation would be for you both to be in on this Scott. This is a huge step and I'm afraid surprising her could possibly have negative consequences."
"Well, it's not technically a surprise Colleen, I told you about our roll play session and Hailey acknowledged her sex fantasy in your office. Don't forget you gave us the encouragement to actually try it."
A sly smile appeared on Darnell's oversized lips. Lets hear what the boss' hot wife's sexual fantasy is...
"Yes, I encouraged you to consider pursuing your fantasies, but it still gives me pause Hailey doesn't know the two black man you have installing your flooring may be having sex with her. I know she acknowledged having three-way sex is a fantasy of hers, but Scott, she's never done anything like this before!"
Darnell's eyes nearly bugged out of his head and he swallowed his gum. That hot white bitch wants to get spit-roasted by BBC?
"No...uh...she doesn't know specifically. But keep in mind Colleen, they aren't going to know either. So if we get up there and the vibe isn't right or Hailey isn't up for it, it'll just be business as usual. We'll simply get our floors installed and come back home on Monday."
"And if she is up for it, how do you know for sure they'll be interested?"
"C'mon Colleen, you've seen her and so have they. The older one checks out her picture on my desk every time he comes in my office. And the younger one's tongue was practically hanging out while ogling her at last month's company picnic."
A recollection of Hailey's banging body in cutoffs and a tight tank top formed in Darnell's mind. Blood flowed to his big cock as he recalled how good her round tits, bubbled ass, and long tanned legs looked in the revealing outfit.
"So, do you have a plan Scott? How are you hoping to initiate things?"
"I think so. I've obviously given it a lot of thought. The plan is for the two of them to arrive at our Tahoe place around noon. I'll give Darnell a key so they can get started on the demo before we get there. Meanwhile, I hope to get up there with Hailey about 4 p.m. But instead of going straight there, we'll head over to our favorite pub we used to go before kids. I'm going to get her drunk before we head to the cabin. I'm not totally sure how things will progress from there, but I suspect the hot tub could be involved."
"Hmm...sounds interesting. What else have you considered?"
"I plan to secretly pack some of her hottest lingerie and replace the conservative swimsuit I know she will pack because of their presence, with one of her skimpy bikini's. If those guys thought she looked good at the company picnic, they'll think they've died and gone to heaven when they see her in that sexy suit!"
Darnell reached down and rubbed his cock, he didn't know what he'd done to be so blessed.
"Scott, as a professional, I feel compelled to warn you, this is some dangerous stuff you are considering. Are you sure you can keep things from getting out of control? I mean, you are giving carte blanche to a couple of men who may respond aggressively when given the opportunity to get between your wife's legs. And since she has already acknowledged she has a submissive side, what if they take advantage of that and your cuckold fetish? I still think it would be better if she knew in advance, so you both could have an out if things don't go as planned."
I hesitated before responding, the same concerns had obviously crossed my mind. "Yeah...well...remember they still work for me and I'm physically bigger than either of them, so I don't think they would try anything neither me nor Hailey would go for."
Wanna bet motherfucker? Darnell thought to himself.
"That's good Scott. But speaking of physical size, I recall your fantasy was to watch someone bigger than your...uh...endowment having sex with Hailey. You've acknowledged you'd consider yourself average in that department, do you know if either or both of them fulfill your fantasy criterion?"
Darnell rubbed his big cock while thinking to himself. You bet they do motherfuckers! That horny married slut's gonna get the two biggest horse cock's she's ever dreamed of!
"I don't know Colleen, but it's just a chance I'll have to take. And if not, maybe for Hailey's first time, it wouldn't be so bad if they weren't..."
Darnell had to cover his mouth to keep from laughing.
"Well Scott, I applaud your diligence despite the concerns I voiced. That said, if things begin to progress, it's imperative you set ground rules with those guys. I hope if this comes together it's everything you both hoped it would be. Please feel free to call me with any further questions and if the right situation presents itself, take some pictures to have for future memories and feel free to share a few. I'll keep them in your reference file. And as I told you and Hailey before, while I'm typically supportive of couples like yourselves working it out, I think living out your most vivid fantasies could be good for your short and long-term sexual well-being. Variety is the spice of life!"
Darnell waited for them to hang up before placing the receiver down on the console. He was giddy with excitement. "So this is what it feels like to win the fuckin' lottery..." he murmured to himself. A vision of the boss's blonde wife on her hands and knees while spit-roasted on he and Leon's huge black cocks formed in his mind. He immediately texted his boy and told him to meet him at Chester's Hideaway at 5:30pm.
Leon texted back with a black thumbs-up emoji.
Two hours later the thin black man strolled into Chester's and spotted his boss in their usual corner booth. Two perspiring tall-boy Colt-45's rested in front of the heavy black man and a large toothy smile was plastered on his face.
"Sup D?" The younger man blurted while hitching up his low-hanging jeans being held up by only a dark-colored belt and his cock.
"Sit my boy, we have some exciting shit to discuss!" Darnell answered before raising his arm and signaling Chester to bring two more malt liquors for his younger employee.
Leon parked his skinny black ass in the booth next to his fifty-year-old boss. "I'm liking the sound of this already D, you got a couple more of those skanky white ho's who wanna get nigger-dicked?"
"Bro...fuck those bitches, I got something that's gonna blow your mind! You're not gonna believe this, but you know the big boss man Scott right?"
"Sure, he signs my fuckin' paychecks...and he's got that nasty-ass smokin' hot wife!"
Darnell chuckled. "Yeah, you got that right bro. But, you don't know the half of it! Turns out that nasty-ass wife of his is just that! That slut has a fantasy about getting DP'd by a couple of BBC's and we are just the motherfucker's for the job!"
"Whaaaaattttt? D, don't fuck with me like that! With all the blood flowing to my dick right now, there may not be enough for my heart!"
The older man laughed. "I ain't lying bro! Let's just say I overheard a conversation today between Scott and some sex therapist broad where they discussed his cuck plans for us to tag-team that hot fuckin' bitch when we're up at their cabin doin' the install next weekend! Can you believe that motherfuckin' shit?"
"Wait...that hot bitch with the big titties from the picnic? She's into black dick?"
"That's the best part. The bitch is a BBC virgin and she's never been double-dicked! We're gonna make the hot slut do anything we want, and the boss man can't wait to be cucked!"
"Daaaammmnnn! That bitch is the finest white pussy I've ever laid my eyes on, but how are you so sure we're gonna get to bust her open?"
"Power of BBC bro! It's her fuckin' fantasy! And I heard Scott say he's gonna prep her for us...get her fucked-up and dress her in lingerie and shit. Speakin' of that, you still got that slut kit, right?"
A big smile formed on Leon's oversized lips—the gap between his two front teeth on full display.
"Of course I do boss...even added a few things! I got this new leather collar and leash...that bitch'll look damn good in that shit!"
They both laughed loudly before clanking cans and taking big swigs of the ice-cold malt liquor.
Leon continued. "Yeah, and the rest of the stuff is still in the box from when we banged that horny Asian bitch in her big house last month: Handcuffs, bed-ties, blindfolds, titty clamps, vibes, butt-plugs, dem' silver pussy-balls, anal beads and even horse-crops...neighhhh."
"That-a-boy. Don't forget to bring it! Supposedly, Scott's ol' lady is what do they call it...sub-uh-missive. We're gonna have all the filthy fun we want while bangin' that slut! The hard part's gonna be gettin' any flooring work done with that tight BBC virgin pussy and them huge titties beckoning us all weekend long!"
They laughed and clanked their beers together yet again.
To be continued...
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10 days later
As luck would have it, our son Jake came down with a 102-degree fever and an agonizing sore throat hours before we were supposed to head up to Tahoe.
"Scott, maybe you should just go without me." Hailey's disconsolate voice sounded through the speaker of my cell phone. "Dr. Phillips is sure it's strep, but the earliest they can get him in for an antibiotic shot is 3:00 p.m. this afternoon."
"Fuck", I cursed under my breath. The entire week had already felt like an eternity. My excitement level had been off the charts and now I was faced with the likelihood of my plan falling apart at the last minute.
But I wasn't ready to give up.
"Honey, we could really use the time away. I still don't think my mom would object to taking them. She raised three of her own and me and my brothers were constantly bringing home every cold or flu known to man. Besides, as I recall, once they get the antibiotic shot, they're usually good the following morning, right?" I reasoned, even though I knew I was being selfish to suggest it.
"Yes...but I would feel incredibly guilty if your parents were stuck inside with sick kids all weekend. Especially over the holiday. Or worse, what if they get sick themselves?"
"I will call my mom to confirm, but I can assure you she will tell me to bring them over. And don't forget they're retired, so weekends are like any other day of the week to them. And knock on wood, my mom and dad are two of the healthiest people I know."
"If you're sure Scott...tell her we owe them big time if they're still up for doing it."
*****
5:00 p.m.
I looked at my watch for the umpteenth time. Jake was finally in with the doctor. Something had gone wrong with the medical office computer system earlier in the afternoon and messed up their schedule for the past several hours.
My plan of getting up to Tahoe by 4:00 p.m. and getting Hailey drunk before we got to the cabin was long ago out the window. And to make matters worse, my navigation app was already saying the typical four-hour drive was going take closer to six with Friday night holiday traffic.
I texted Darnell and told him the earliest we would make it up to the place after stopping for dinner would be midnight. He responded back with a black sad face emoji but encouraged us to drive safely. He said they made great progress and were confident they would finish getting all the new flooring down by the following afternoon.
I told him I was impressed they had finished so much and encouraged him to help themselves to anything they wanted from my bar for a job well done.
His response came back a few minutes later with a black thumbs-up emoji and a photo of a big bottle of Jameson with a couple of glasses next to it perched on the mahogany surface.
"Damn nigger. They ain't gonna make it up here till fuckin' midnight!" Darnell complained to his young sidekick.
"That's fucked up bro! I didn't even jack off this morning--I was saving it up to paste them big white titties! Now my nuts are all swollen and shit!"
Both men laughed.
"I'm witcha on that thin man. But if we're not gonna pound Scott's old lady tonight, let's pound his booze, test out his Jacuzzi and then head over to that titty bar we saw on the way in."
*****
One hour later
Hailey and I were sitting in traffic on Hwy. 580 heading over the Altamont Pass. "God Scott, your parents are saints. I hope we are half as good a grandparents someday. We are so lucky to have them. It sucks we lost out on today at the lake house, but I'm still excited to have three days without kids." She flashed a naughty gaze in my direction and bit her bottom lip.
"Oh yeah, what are you most excited about?" I asked with a hopeful grin while blatantly checking out the deep crease between her exposed cleavage.
"Hmm...we'll have to see..." She answered impishly before shimmying over and uncharacteristically rubbing my crotch. "Let's just see what pops up!"
"You do that for long and I'll do more than just pop up!" I laughed. "Don't get me wrong, I'm not complaining, but I might actually pop!"
Hailey giggled teasingly. "Then I better stop. I don't want you to pop too fast, mommy needs some of her own bubbles too!"
"That's a low blow. Where's your confidence in my legendary stamina hun?"
"Legendary?" She questioned and this time we both erupted in laughter. She pulled away, but her playful interaction suggested she was feeling promiscuous without the kids around. I excitedly thought that while my plan hadn't gone as hoped today, I still had three more days for it to come together.
"So remind me again what their schedule is this weekend." Hailey asked.
"Who?"
"The installers, Darnell and...uh...what's the other guy's name?"
"Leon."
"Yeah Leon. What's their plan?"
"They arrived at noon today and ripped up all the old stuff. Darnell texted me earlier and said they made great progress and was confident they'd have the new wood down and sanded before they finish for the day tomorrow. They'll spend Sunday and whatever time they need on Monday applying finish coats of lacquer."
"I still think it's a little weird you invited them to sleep downstairs. Couldn't we just have rented them a hotel?"
I thought to myself, hopefully they won't be in bed downstairs...unless you're down there with them.
"I could've babe, but I thought they would be more efficient if they weren't coming and going all weekend long. Besides, we have lots of space."
"I know we do, but I can't imagine we're going to have a lot of privacy. It'll feel weird being in the hot tub or sunning on the deck not knowing if they might walk upstairs at any moment."
"I don't think that's likely to happen but even if it does, what's the big deal, we'll have suits on."
"That's easy for you to say Scott, they won't be staring at your boobs the whole time!"
"How do you know they'll be staring at your boobs?"
She rolled her eyes. "All guys stare at my boobs and most aren't even doing it while seeing me in a bathing suit!"
It was my turn to laugh. "Yeah, I guess you have a point babe. But hey, instead of getting uptight about it, maybe it would be fun to mess with their heads and flaunt them!"
She glared at me in disbelief. "You would really be okay with me showing off my boobs to a couple of guys who work for you?"
"Shit honey, they're just a couple of harmless hardwood flooring installers. I doubt they've ever seen a woman as beautiful as you parading her goods in front of them. I bet you and I would get a good laugh later about the looks on their faces."
"Scott, that's mean, besides, I don't think I could do it." She giggled while imagining the scene in her head.
"I bet you could!" I said teasingly while blood flowed to my dick.
We were still snarled in traffic as I glanced at the clock in the car. It read 7:30 p.m.
*****
Four and a half hours later we finally pulled up to the cabin. The outside lights were on, but I didn't see any sign of the company work van. After grabbing our stuff from the back and then turning around the corner of the detached garage, I observed the flooring material trailer parked off to the side. It was empty now.
We entered through the large glass entry door. I carried both of our bags while Hailey guided our YETI cooler. Despite the fact we were both exhausted from the long day of doctor visits and the drive, Hailey still looked hot with her hair in a ponytail while dressed in her black Lululemon stretch pants, low-cut sleeveless tee, and slip-on Nike running shoes.
When we walked in the house, we were stunned at the volume of flooring that had already been installed.
"Oh my god Scott, it looks great, I can't believe how much they've finished already!" My wife gasped.
"I know, this is amazing!" I answered enthusiastically while peering around for any sign of my two installers.
We dropped our bags and headed towards the kitchen/great room in the rear of the house. There was still no sign of Darnell and Leon, but Hailey and I were now even more incredulous at how much they had completed and how good it looked. I reached for my phone to take a couple of photos and noticed I had a text from Darnell. I'd been driving the whole way up and hadn't had a chance to check my messages until now.
It read: "Scott, as you'll see, me and Junior had a productive day. We decided to head out for a little fun. I have the key to the downstairs entrance, we'll let ourselves back in. See you in the morning. D-"
Despite my disappointment my plan had no chance of proceeding tonight, I knew I still had the rest of the holiday weekend to try and make it happen. I read Darnell's text to Hailey.
"Hmm...I wonder what a little fun consists of for a couple of you know...black guys...in a hoity-toity place like Incline Village on a Friday night?" She asked curiously.
"I know Darnell likes his whiskey, they're probably at a local watering hole spending a bunch of the money we'll be paying them for working over the holiday weekend."
"I hope they're in good enough condition to work tomorrow."
"They'll be fine. Aside from the locale, I'm guessing this is a pretty typical Friday night for them."
I didn't know how correct that statement was.
*****
At that moment, Darnell and Leon were bellied-up to a colorfully lit stage at the "Bear-ly Legal" strip club on the wooded outskirts off Mt. Rose Hwy. leading over the mountain to Reno.
"Damn girl! Shake that ass!" Leon shouted to the 20-year-old redheaded stripper on stage. Candy, as she was known in her work life, was a pretty, fair-skinned girl with an oversized ass and massive fake tits.
She glanced over her shoulder and gave the skinny black man a sexy smile before gyrating her ass in his direction.
Leon reached down for another bill and waved it in her direction. Like a dog seeking a treat, Candy shimmied backwards close enough to allow him to slip it into her G-string to mate with a dozen other donations he had already made.
"Shit boy, you're gonna spend all that dough boss man Scott is paying us before we even done with the fuckin' job!" Darnell bellowed with a hearty laugh.
"No amount of money is too much for good white pussy! You know that King! Besides, hopefully I won't have to pay for it the rest of the weekend!"
"Good point thin man, get some!"
*****
3 hours later
I woke from a restless sleep. Never one to sink deeply into REM, it wasn't uncommon for me to wake 3-4 times a night to take a piss or get something to drink. Hailey on the other hand, would barely wake if all the smoke alarms went off simultaneously.
I glanced over and gazed at my beautiful wife who was illuminated by a greyish hue cast by the full moon shining through the skylight above our bed. The covers were pulled down just far enough to allow a significant portion of her deep cleavage to beckon my attention. She wore one of her sexier baby dolls, that based on earlier flirtations, had been meant to make me want to explore what was beneath the remaining covered portions of her spectacular body.
It had definitely accomplished its objective.
Unfortunately, after a dip in the hot tub and a quick shower, I returned to our bedroom to find her fast asleep on top of the covers. I tried to wake her but came to the realization the long day of issues with the kids and the 6-hour drive had sapped her energy.
But as good as she looked, there was a small part of me that wanted her to be sexually needy the following day. So, despite my desires, I pulled the sheets up and covered her.
Now, after draining myself, I threw on some gym shorts and a tee shirt and made my way out to the kitchen to retrieve a bottled water from the fridge. As I stepped carefully across the newly installed flooring, I suddenly stopped in my tracks. The high-pitched sound of a woman's voice caught my attention. Moments later I heard it again followed by a deeper voice that sounded like Darnell's.
Did they bring women back to the house?
I moved towards the door dividing the main level from the stairs leading down to the walkout basement. I quietly opened it and the sounds from below intensified. I could no longer hear any voices, but an intense thumping occurring at regular intervals reverberated up the narrow stairwell. I tried to discern what the noise was, but it wasn't something I could recall hearing previously. I took a cautious step forward when the sound of Darnell's deep voice suddenly sounded.
"Take that fat black cock slut! You never had nothin' so good, have you bitch?"
There was a loud moan before a young women's breathy voice responded. "Ohhh god! No...no I haven't, it's so thick, I love it! Please don't stop Daddy!"
Daddy?
"HaHa! I ain't stoppin' till I get my nut girl!"
My own dick stiffened in my shorts. It amazed me that my two employees had the balls to bring women back to the house for sex, especially knowing Hailey was here too. But what intrigued me most about what I'd just heard was the confirmation that at least one of the two black man, most likely Darnell, was packing a large sex organ.
And the woman actually called him Daddy...
"Wait till Junior sticks that long pole in there, you'll learn what it's like to have your ribs all bruised up!" Darnell's deep baritone voice sounded between heavy breaths.
Holy shit! I thought to myself as I soundlessly descended the darkened stairwell. What did he mean by that?
When I finally reached a level low enough to see into the room, I was blown away at what I witnessed. The large dimly lit space reeked of sex and raunchy hip hop music blared from a scratchy boogie box at a level just low enough that I hadn't heard it from upstairs. A naked redheaded girl with huge tits and a rounded ass was on her elbows and knees with her face pushed up against the headboard of our king-sized basement bed while my overweight installation manager pounded her relentlessly from behind. Her tits and ass flesh jiggled in a poorly choreographed symphony with the fat from Darnell's rotund gut while his balloon-like scrotum banked off her thighs like a heavy bag of black sand.
My eyes nearly bugged out of my head when I observed the girth of his cock. The obesely thick phallus glistened with the juices streaming from the girl's stretched pussy lips as it hammered home repeatedly. Each time it did, a wailing series of moans and grunts escaped the lips of the impaled young woman.
"Oh-Uhn...Oh-Uhn...Oh-Uhn...Oh-Uhn-Fuck...you're big! I've never felt anything like this!"
My installation manager chuckled arrogantly while slapping her hard on an ass cheek. Both puffy halves already displayed reddened handprint markings. It was at that moment that I also noticed a rubber object sticking out of her ass. I had never seen one, but I suspected it was some kind of anal plug.
Just then, Leon appeared from an area that had been blocked from my vantage point.
"Now we got some fuckin tunes that'll help me do my best fuckin!" The skinny black man cackled as he strode into my line of sight. He was naked also, but aside from the dark color of his skin, he looked like the anti-Darnell. His limbs were long, thin and without definition and his ribs were showing through his skin. However, sticking out from his groin was the longest cock I had ever seen in my life. If somebody tried to convince me it was less than a foot, I would have readily taken the bet.
It was dumbfounding.
Strangely, the dark organ reminded me one of those femur dog bones they sell at pet stores. The bulbous head that even exceeded the oversized knob on Darnell's fat cock was balanced on the other end by a softball-sized steel black scrotum. In addition, it had a noticeable upward curve that reminded me of the shape of a hunting bow.
He calmy walked over to the bed and bopped the top of the girl's head with it to remind her he had returned. He then gripped a handful of her red hair and turned her face towards him. Her wild eyes peered through the cutouts of a masquerade-style mask.
"Stick your slut lips back on this fucker while your sloppy gash creams all over King's BBC again!"
The girl opened her mouth and clamped her lips about halfway across his long span of curved black stiffness. The connection only contributed to my earlier assessment. Now she actually reminded me of a dog with a huge dark stick in its mouth.
"Ahh...un-huh!" The younger man snorted. "You're one lucky bitch me and Dar stopped in your club tonight girl. Otherwise, some other skank stripper ho would be gettin' double black-dicked like you are now!"
My heart raced as I watched and listened to what was taking place only twenty feet from where I knelt in the dark shadows of the stairwell. My dick was hard as steel and protruding out the loose leg opening of my gym shorts. I reached down and massaged it as the magnitude of what I was witnessing manifested in my cluttered brain.
I had coordinated this entire weekend with the hope that it might somehow lead to my two black flooring installers having sex with my wife. The plan had lots of potential potholes, one of which was not knowing whether either of them possessed the sexual goods to give Hailey the kind of life-changing sex I had pictured in my mind.
That concern had now completely vanished. I was suddenly worried about the opposite.
Am I really going to expose her to this? These guys have obviously done this before and while this girl is semi-attractive, she isn't in Hailey's league. What will they make my beautiful wife do if I let this happen?
"Oh my god, I'm cumming again! Please don't stop...PLEASE DON'T STOP!" The redhead wailed as Darnell now stood behind her crouching crab-style on the bed pistoning his thick black pole into her stretched and sodden hole. The bed springs squealed as the overweight black man aggressively hammered away at the girl who was young enough to be his daughter. Sweat beads poured from his dark skin while pussy juice spilled from his pendulating ball sack.
"Yeah...get some D!" Leon bellowed. "Make this white slut understand--BLACK'S WHERE IT'S AT!"
Seconds later the stripper's arms gave out and she crashed face first against the sheets. Darnell stood over her power stroking his big dick. He was clearly already on the edge. After only a few more pumps, an explosion of semen erupted from the engorged head and splattered all over her back in one messy spurt after another. A couple of rogue ejections lopped through the air all the way into her bright red mane.
I came without touching my dick. My cum spilled onto the stairs beneath me.
"Careful big boy! Don't be spraying any of that black baby shit near my dick!" Leon cackled while slapping his arcing rod against the young stripper's exposed cheekbone.
When the perverse scene finally subsided, I considered hanging around to see what might happen next, but I was already exhausted from the long day and my ejaculation. I also had no idea what might lie in store for the rest of the weekend. I maneuvered my oozing dick back inside shorts and turned towards the top of the stairs. As I did so, a noticeable creak sounded from one of the old wooden steps. I froze, hopeful I wouldn't be detected by the group in my shadowy hiding spot. Leon never looked my way and Darnell's big black naked ass was still facing my direction when I turned.
Once confident I hadn't been discovered, I quietly made my way back up the stairs.
Unbeknownst to me, while the younger man's ears were still ringing from the hip hop at close proximity, the older one had no trouble determining the source of the creaky step. While he never turned and looked, my installation manager had seen my stealthy shadow slink away via the reflection in the large mirror directly in front of him.



When I got back to our bedroom, my heart was still racing. I couldn't believe what I'd just witnessed. The vivid images flashed over and over in my mind, but what resonated was that while I'd hoped my plan might come together this weekend, previous to what I'd just observed, I really had no reason to believe it actually would.
Now I knew it was in my hands to allow it to happen. The weight of that responsibility felt heavier by the second. To make it even more so, while I had picked Darnell and Leon due to the fact they were an easy connection--in my wildest dreams, it never crossed my mind they would be the alpha males I had just seen.
I gazed over at Hailey, the covers I'd pulled across her chest earlier were now down around her waist. The greyish glow from the full moon illuminated her smooth skin and erotic curves to perfection. She looked so naturally beautiful and unblemished in the muted light--especially compared to the defiled young stripper sandwiched between the two aggressive black men I had just seen in my basement.
Am I really going to do this?
That disconcerting yet stimulating thought coursed through my head over and over until I fell asleep.
*****
I was the first to wake the following morning. After taking a quick shower and tossing on board shorts and a tee shirt, I went out to the kitchen and went to work on a breakfast of eggs, bacon, and hashbrowns. Navigating around the room was a bit challenging with all the partially finished flooring, but I was able to make it work.
Thoughts of what I had witnessed the previous night permeated my brain. Was I truly contemplating exposing Hailey...my Hailey to what the stripper had endured the previous night? Everything in my conscious being screamed at me as to how crazy this idea was, yet as my dick hardened in my swim trunks again, I came to the realization the head on my shoulders wasn't the one in charge.
Several minutes later Darnell emerged from the basement. He was dressed in dusty cutoff shorts and a triple XXX sized tank top. He carried his worn-out leather work boots in one arm and a jug of water in the other.
"Ah Scott, good to see you made it. What time did you and the missus arrive last night?"
"We got in about midnight, as you might imagine, traffic was brutal getting out of the Bay Area due to the holiday!"
"Damn, that sucks! But I bet you were impressed by how much me and Junior got done, huh?"
"Yes, neither Hailey nor I could believe it. And it looks great!"
"So your wife likes it? That's good boss, you know what they say, Happy Wife, Happy Life!" He recited before flashing an oversized shit-eating grin.
"Yes, she was just as impressed as me!"
"Me and Leon seem to have that effect on women, especially the white MIL...uh...housewife types!"
I answered as if I hadn't noticed his slip, but it was clear he was referring to Hailey as a MILF. "Yeah...uh...that's why you're our number one crew Darnell. There's more to our business than simply laying down wood. You guys are ambassadors for the company."
"Yeah, you're right about that boss, but laying the wood is important too!" He emphasized in a way that suddenly made me wonder if he knew what I had witnessed the previous night. An image of him relentlessly hammering the young stripper entered my mind.
"Yeah, you have a point there Darnell. So...uh...what's the plan for today?"
"After eating some of that delicious breakfast you're cookin' up, we'll get the rest of the wood down before starting the sanding process. It's gonna get messy in here today, I hope you and miss Hailey have plans somewhere else."
"Yeah, as a matter of fact, we are heading out on our boat for the day."
"Damn, that sounds a helluva lot better than sanding fuckin' hardwood all day!" He laughed. "I didn't know you had a boat."
"Yeah, me and one of my buddies bought it together about eight years ago. He has a place on the lake, so we keep it on his dock and Hailey and I use it whenever we're up here. The kids love it too."
"That sounds great. I used to have one of the earlier Ski Nautique's back in the day, damn I miss that thing."
"I didn't know you were a boat guy, we'll have to get you out one of these days." I volunteered more out of obligation than sincerity.
"Yeah, I'd dig that Scott, although this old body doesn't look quite as good in a Speedo as it once did!" He joked while patting his fat stomach. "So just you and the old lady out for a day on the lake today?"
"No, our friends, the other boat owners Sam and Misty are heading out with us. They've been up here all week but have to be back in Roseville tomorrow for a party, but that won't stop us from having a good time out there today."
"I bet it won't! Give me a call if you have a few too many beers, I'll come get ya when your done!"
"Thanks Darnell, we'll see, but I'm usually pretty good about keeping things under control!" I lied.
"That's smart, how about your wife, does she like to let her hair down out on the lake?" He asked, eyes wide with interest.
"Hailey's typically conservative, but sometimes when she's out with Misty, they can get a little crazy. We'll see."
"Shit Scott you guys have a day away from the kids on Lake Tahoe in the summertime. If I were you, I'd take advantage and do some serious partying. Me and Junior can definitely hold down the fort here!"
I couldn't help thinking how ironic it was for him to be encouraging us to do exactly what I had planned. The circumstances of the previous day hadn't provided the opportunity to execute my original plan of getting Hailey drunk, but I knew today on the lake with our party friends was a different story. I hadn't been kidding when I told him Hailey and Misty had a tendency to get a little crazy when hanging out together. Usually, I thought Misty was a bad influence on my wife, but today she was exactly what my plan called for.
Just then Leon emerged from the basement steps. He flashed a big smile exposing the gapped-tooth opening between his front teeth. "How you doing Mr. Scott? It sure smells good up here. I love me some bacon sir."
"Good! It'll all be ready in a couple of minutes. And please just call me Scott, Leon." I replied welcomingly before extending my hand to shake his. We connected and I immediately felt like I was shaking hands with Shaq O'Neil. Suddenly the image of his foot-long, arching cock flashed in my mind. I wondered if the redheaded stripper was still downstairs. And if she was, was she capable of walking after the pounding she'd received?
Moments later Hailey entered the room dressed in short cutoffs and a hot bikini top. She had a semi-transparent cover up on over the top that only partially muted her stunning curves. Her hair flowed over her shoulders in a wavy fashion that accentuated her beautiful face. I watched both black men's eyes dilate at the sight of her.
"Hi Darnell...and...uh Leon." She said cheerily. "I can't believe how much you guys got done yesterday. It looks fantastic!"
"Thank you ma'am." Darnell answered. "Scott tells us y'all are heading out to the lake today. That sounds like fun and it's probably a good idea, we're gonna be sanding and making a major mess around here for most of the day!"
My perverted brain couldn't help blending their comments. Babe, you have no idea how much or who's going to get done today! And based on what I witnessed last night, the major mess Darnell and Leon will make won't have anything to do with the floor--unless of course you are down on it on your hands and knees.
Now seeing the three of them in such close proximity, it validated the divergence. Hailey's light skin, blonde hair, and curvy figure couldn't have contrasted more dramatically with the two contrarily-shaped black men. In addition, my wife's naivety compared to the young edgy stripper who these black men had sexually ravaged the night before, was palpable. I could feel my heart beating quickly in my chest as I contemplated the possibilities.
As soon as we walked out the door forty-five minutes later the black men high-fived.
"Shit Junior, tonight we're gonna make that hot blonde thing beg for more!"
"You really think he wants us to fuck her King?"
"Shit bruh, you know the deal, these cucks can't help themselves. Scott might be the pretty boy jock-type on the outside, but when it comes to turning his wife into a cum slut, cucks like him like to leave it to the real men."
"King, I gotta say I ain't never had nothing quite like that sweet bitch. Not sure I'll be able to control this motherfucker!" Leon cautioned while excitedly gripping his crotch.
"Control it? Nah, the only thing we're gonna control is her! We'll give that little slut more than she ever imagined, including a bunch of that kink shit from your box. Speaking of that, let's go downstairs and give Red one more round of dark brown pound before we send her back to the titty bar leaking from all her holes!"
*****
As I expected we had a great time with Sam and Misty on the boat. The first couple of hours were spent wake surfing across the crystal blue waters of Lake Tahoe, but by mid-afternoon we had parked the boat at Gar Woods Grill in Carnelian Bay and were well into our fourth or fifth Wet Woody, the famous cocktail that put the iconic place on the map.
From the deck, Sam and I had long since lost sight of the girls who had ventured into the bar an hour or so earlier.
"Damn Scott, I'm hammered, but I just got to tell you, there can't be three women on this entire lake hotter than Hailey! I have to admit, I couldn't take my eyes off her in that bikini today!" Sam admitted drunkenly.
I laughed. "Fuck Sam, that's not the kind of thing friends say to each other, What the fuck dude?"
"Sorry bro, but the booze is talking now! But you have to know I'm speaking the truth...c'mon dude everyone knows how fuckin' hot she is!"
I was feeling no pain and decided to engage him. "Misty's not so bad herself."
"Shit, if you think so, let's switch for a night!" He shouted loud enough that people around us turned their heads.
"Yeah...no I think the chances of Hailey going for that are like slim and none my friend. No offense, but I can't see her doing that with anyone." I replied untruthfully as a vision of her hot naked body pinned between Darnell and Leon flashed through my mind.
"Dude, are you sure? I hope you can keep a secret. I never told you this, but last year me and Misty joined a swinger's group and we've been having the fuckin' time of our lives."
"No way! Are you fucking serious Sam?"
"As a heart attack dude! Our group has twelve couples who get together once a month. It's wild, but it's a shit ton of fun."
"Wow! I had no idea, is that weird knowing your wife is having sex with other guys?"
"It was at first, but you'd be amazed how quickly it becomes like second nature. Misty's been with nearly all the guys in the group and a few ladies too! I haven't been with all the chicks yet, but definitely the hottest ones. It's a great group that typically isn't too possessive...you and Hailey ought to think about it. But if you did, I'd be lying if I said there wouldn't be a line outside your wife's door!"
"I think it's safe to assume that's not going to happen!" I laughed uneasily, trying to visualize the scene. "So Misty has been with women too? What's that like?"
"Surreal. She's spent the night with two of the couples in three-way hookups. She says the women are way hornier than the guys."
"Damn...that is wild! How about as far as the guys, does she have a favorite?"
"Oh, there is one guy who dwarfs the rest of us--he's quite popular, but Misty hasn't connected with him yet. He's a black psychologist or psychiatrist who lives down near you guys in the South Bay."
"He's black? Does that create issues with any of the guys? Or with you?"
"Shit no, and even if it did, the wives would throw a mutiny if we tried to kick him out!"
"How come Misty hasn't been with him yet?"
"Timing...I guess. But as far as I know she wants to."
At that moment Misty and Hailey were sitting at a cocktail table slurping down yet another Wet Woody. A steady stream of cocktails and shots had been supplied to the two of them by a constant flow of guys making passes at our scantily clad wives. They were both fucked up.
"So Hailey, where were we? Oh yeah, so the swinger group is great. And nothing against Sam, but I've had some of the most exciting sex of my life since we joined. He would probably say the same thing."
"I still can't believe you guys joined a swinger's group Misty. So...umm...are there any like...really big...you know...guys?"
"Hailey, spit it out girl! You mean any really big cocks? YES! I've been with a couple of guys quite a bit bigger than Sam and it's been like a revelation. But I haven't actually been with the alpha of the group yet. Get this, he is an older black man--a shrink actually, who according to all the other wives is far and away the best fuck they've ever had. His cock is like ten inches long and thick as a beer can!"
"Oh my god Misty, do you think you can handle all that?"
"I'm going to die trying if I can't." She giggled. "As a matter of fact, I'm going to fuck him tomorrow night at the next party--I'm so horny I haven't been able to think about anything else all week."
"That's the party you have to get back home for?"
"Yes, neither of us would think of missing it! Me especially! I hope you can keep a secret Hailey, but that black guy Albert told me way back in the beginning that he wanted me to experience all the other guys in the group before learning what true ecstasy on BBC is all about. I have never told Sam that, nor have I told him about the times Albert has texted me pictures of it. Hailey, it's incredible! Here you have to see these!"
Misty quickly thumbed through her phone before handing it to my wife. Hailey's eyes nearly popped out of her head. For some reason the man looked vaguely familiar, but my wife wasn't focused on his face. "OMG Misty, he's huge!"
"What did I tell you. And again, please don't say anything to Scott as I don't want him to tell Sam, but a couple of times when Sam has been traveling for work, Albert and I have had virtual sex"
"Virtual sex? How...how...does that work?" Hailey asked, gaining excitement, yet tempering her responses.
"We both get naked and turn on our computer cameras. We play while we tell each other dirty things. He likes to be the dominant one and I find myself being submissive to him."
Hailey could feel wetness permeating her bikini bottoms imagining her own submissive fantasies.
"Hailey it's crazy. He makes me tell him how much I want his big black cock and all the things I want him to do to me with it when we finally fuck. As you can imagine it was embarrassing admitting those things at first, but it got much easier the more excited I got. Eventually I got to the point of admitting I'd do anything for it! The sex talk combined with my vibrator had me cumming so much, I felt like a total slut, but I didn't care. And then when he finally exploded it was like nothing I've ever seen before--he literally cums buckets. Look at this picture!"
"Oh...my...god Mist...it's everywhere!"
"I know. And it's one of the things he's going to challenge me to swallow! Tomorrow night I expect I'm going to learn how much I can take, but I can't wait!"
"Jeez...that's crazy!"
"Hailey look at the size of his balls, is it any wonder?"
"No...no...I guess not." My wife answered incredulously, still mesmerized at the volume.
Hailey, those virtual experiences have been some of the most erotic connections I've ever had...that is until tomorrow night when I finally get to experience that big black thing!"
"Wow Mist, this is all so much to digest. I really can't believe you're doing it."
"I'm not sure how things are for you and Scott in the bedroom, but as they say, variety is the spice of life!" Joining the swinger's group is one of the best things Sam and I have ever done. You know Hailey, you and Scott should really consider spicing up your sex life too. If you ever attended one of our parties," she giggled, "I guarantee all the guys would get in line--especially Albert...he loves thin blondes with big boobs."
Hailey's mind immediately recalled our sex therapist Colleen making the same variety of life comment weeks before and then her memory flashed to my secret fantasy admission of watching her having sex with an endowed black man. Oh my god, Misty is actually going to experience that tomorrow...
Moments later me and Sam stumbled up to the girls' table.
"As much fun as this has been ladies, if I'm going to navigate that boat back to our place, we need to get going!" Sam slurred drunkenly while doing a poor job of stealthily ogling Hailey's chest.
The walk to the boat from the restaurant was quite the comical adventure as we all took turns stumbling as we descended the wooden dock. It was a minor miracle none of us took an unplanned header into the lake. I beat everyone to the boat and pulled out my phone and videoed Hailey and Misty laughing hysterically while trying to hold each other up. My wife's tits were practically spilling out of her bikini top.
Fifteen minutes later we careened across the swells of the deep blue water, the sun was setting in the west. From my spot in the boat, I could see Hailey as the wind whipped her hair and her heavy tits bounced and jiggled from the constant motion of the swells. And despite being obscured by sunglasses, I could still see the telltale signs of drunkenness on her beautiful face.
I pulled out my phone and texted Darnell to say we'd had a great day on the lake followed by three emoji's: a boat on a lake, a couple of bikini-clad women, and two tropical cocktails with umbrellas. I followed the first text with a second: "We all partied hard, but as I was afraid, my wife and her friend Misty especially enjoyed themselves...lol." I attached the drunken video of her and Misty with the panned-in focus on Hailey's tits jiggling out of her bikini top. Beneath it, I typed another note: "We'll be home in about an hour. Feel free to help yourselves to anything in the bar and if you want to, the hot tub. I'm sure you could both use it after a long day of work. Maybe we'll join you when we get back..."
Sam somehow managed to get us back to their place without incident. We collected our stuff, said our goodbyes, and navigated our way to the Range Rover.
"Scott, I think we should call an Uber."
"Honey, it's just ten minutes up the road. I'm pretty fucked up, but I'll be careful. Besides, I don't want to deal with coming to get the car in the morning."
"Are you sure? I'm not going to be any help as your co-pilot! I'm so drunk!" She admitted cutely with a playful laugh.
"No shit babe. I'm not sure I've ever seen you as wobbly as you were walking down that dock. How'd you get so hammered?"
She flashed me an impish smile. "Apparently guys like to buy drinks for moms in bikini tops..."
I laughed out loud. "I guarantee there were a bunch of other mom's in that bar who didn't have guys buying them endless drinks, the two of you stand out! Why do you think that is?"
I could tell she knew the answer, but she shook her head as if she didn't.
"For one, none looked near as good as you do in that little cover! And secondly, I suspect knowing how you and Misty are together, you weren't exactly being wallflowers."
She laughed and answered in a mischievous response. "I can't lie Scotty, you might have a point. I might have had a couple guys tell me that about my outfit!"
"Haha...of course you did! The question is, did you reciprocate with any?"



"No...but...Misty and I did play a little game of...um..." she giggled, "...estimating the package."
"You mean like guessing who had the biggest cock?" I asked incredulously. "Who won?"
"I don't remember, but the game got kinda of out of hand. I actually thought Misty was going to ask a couple of guys to show us their...you know...junk."
"Damn, you two are dangerous together. Remind me to never let you go to Vegas with her for a weekend." I teased. "Hey, speaking of infidelity, has she ever told you about that club she and Sam joined?"
My wife's glossy eyes flashed. "OMG, Sam told you too?"
"Yes, it sounds wild! What did Misty say about it?"
"What didn't she say? She's been with like all the guys and Sam's done the same with the women."
"Actually, Sam said there is one guy Misty hasn't been with yet. I guess he's a hung black doctor or something."
"Oh my god, he told you that too? Wow! Did he also say Misty is going to be with him tomorrow night and she can't wait!"
"Actually, no he didn't! What exactly did she say?"
"Um...well...I guess he told her in the beginning to try out everyone else first before..."
"Before what?"
"Um...before they do it. He told her...Scott are you sure you won't tell Sam?"
I nodded aggressively. "Tell me Hailey. What did she say?"
"He said she would love how big he is and none of the others would compare!"
"No shit? Are you sure she wasn't exaggerating?"
Hailey got a guilty look on her face before the edges of her lips tilted upward and she shook her head.
"Why is that?"
"Be-because she showed me pictures."
"She has photos of his cock on her phone?"
The same impish grin returned to Hailey's face and her glossy eyes widened. She nodded.
"Are you serious?" I asked incredulously as my mind inevitably conjured up images of Darnell and Leon. I swallowed hard before I continued. "Well?"
"Well what?" She answered, clearly aware of my fetish fantasy while savoring the angst it was causing me.
"How...how was it?"
Hailey giggled like a drunken teen-aged college girl. "Well let's just say she wasn't lying!"
"Really? Like how big?"
"Like really! And so are his you know...um...balls!"
Hearing my beautiful wife talking about the psychiatrist's huge package was almost more than I was capable of handling. It was difficult enough to keep the car between the lines in my inebriated condition, now my cock was tenting out my swim trunks too.
I glanced over at her, "So what kind of impact did it have on you?"
The same naughty gaze formed on her face. "None."
"Liar!" I blurted as if I knew what she would say.
"Haha...okay maybe a little..." She winked. "But...it also looks like this whole thing is having an effect on you too!" Hailey teased as she reached across and grabbed my stiff dick. "And just so you know, I think I might be up for some more of that role play tonight. You can be Albert, the black doctor with the huge...you know...package!"
My heart felt like it might beat out of my chest. "That s-sounds like a great idea babe!" I stuttered as I steered the car into our long cobblestone driveway.
I now knew the stage was set for what would likely be one of the most life-altering nights of our lives.
*****
We found the two black men in the place I suspected they would be. Several empty malt liquor cans circled them while steam billowed up from the bubbling water of our hot tub.
"Hey Scott, I hope you don't mind that we took you up on your offer to use the Jacuzzi when we finished for the day!" Darnell shouted above the sound of the loud jets. "Oh, and hello Mrs. Lyons, you're probably the one we should thank most! This really is a great place you have here."
I purposefully held my tongue, instead waiting for Hailey to respond. I could see a look of surprise in her eyes. She clearly hadn't expected to see them in our hot tub.
"Yeah...uh...Darnell. Please call me Hail...uh...Hailey" she stuttered, exposing her drunkenness.
I watched as Darnell and Leon made eye contact. Both suspected they wouldn't be calling her Hailey, Mrs. Lyons, or ma'am for long.
"But yes, thank you. We lo...love thith place." Hailey responded, struggling to enunciate her words clearly. She hadn't been as bad in the car, but her nerves now seemed to be accentuating her challenge. "But we should be the ones thanking you Dar...Darnell!"
The two black men ogled her banging body.
"Hailey, don't forget to thank Leon too, he does a lot of the dirty work!"
"Oh, I'm sorry..." she smiled. "Thankth for what you're doing too...uh...Leon."
"Oh it's nothing Mrs. Lyons, we love doin' nice people like you...oh shit, my Dickslexia again, I mean doin' nice things for people like you!"
In Hailey's condition, she didn't pick up on his faux pas. I did, but I wasn't sure if he intended it or not.
"So, I have to say I'm amazed at the progress you guys made again today!" I acknowledged, trying my best not to let them know I wasn't in much better shape than my wife.
"Thanks Scott, we busted our asses and now it's Miller time!" Darnell shouted while lifting a can in my direction. "After a long day on the boat, I bet you two wouldn't mind a dip in the tub, you ought to join us!"
Hailey stole a nervous look in my direction, but I didn't give her a chance to object. "Sure, we'll change into our suits and join you in a couple of minutes."
I grabbed Hailey's hand and led her back through the house towards our bedroom.
"Scott, I didn't know you were going to tell them they could use the hot tub and especially not with us in it." She whispered once we were out of earshot.
"Hailey, chill. It's no big deal, they're just a couple of harmless guys getting to hang out at a place much nicer than they're used to. Let's not give them the holyier than thou treatment." Besides, they really did do a ton of work the past two days."
"Did you see the way they were looking at me, especially that younger one?"
"Hailey, you said it yourself, all guys stare at your boobs. I'm sure he's a little nervous being around a white lady as pretty as you. In the time since he's worked for us, I've gotten the impression he is pretty sheltered, who knows if he's ever been with a woman, and to be around someone as pretty as you is probably intimidating for him." I lied.
At that moment Leon was boasting to Darnell, "I'm gonna have my cock so far down that slut's throat my swingin' nuts are gonna bruise her chin!"
My earlier text messages to Darnell were the final validation to the overweight black man of my intended plan. When he received it, he and Leon were already several malt liquors into their late afternoon retirement. Darnell shared both of my texts with Leon, including the drunkin video of Hailey and Misty.
"Damn bro, why else would he send that video of her big titties practically popping out of that top if he didn't want to rev us up?" The heavy man challenged his young installer.
"None I can think of King! He seems to be daring us to be waiting for that nasty little thing in the Jacuzzi when they get back. Don't you think?"
"He told that shrink exactly that when I listened in on their phone call weeks ago. Let's not disappoint!"
"Disappoint? Fuck King, this motherfucker doesn't know the meaning of the word!" Leon shouted as he quickly ditched his swim trunks, stood on one of the Jacuzzi seats, gripped his long limp dick and swung it around in a big circle.
*****
I had just slipped on my board shorts and turned in time to see Hailey stumble over to her open suitcase.
"Shit, I was sure I packed my one-piece in here Scott, I'm not going in the tub with those guys in this bikini I have on! There's nothing to it!"
"Oh Hailey relax, just wear a robe out there and after getting in you'll be under water the whole time anyway. Besides, they've been in there a while now, I doubt they'll stay in much longer. And after they've gotten out and gone downstairs, you won't have to exit in front of them."
My powers of persuasion paid off as my gorgeous wife peeled off her little cover up and reached for her terry cloth robe. I ogled her ass in the G-string bottoms and wondered if this was the last time I'd see it as virgin BBC territory. Earlier that morning, I'd seen her sitting on the on the edge of the bed fumbling with her bikini bottoms--her pretty dark muff looking so demure and innocent hovering above her dangling pussy lips. What might it look like in a couple of hours?
Now back in the tub both black men waited impatiently.
"I heard boss man Scott say he was gonna change out her conservative suit with a sexy two-piece. If she comes out wearing that same hot thing she had on or something similar, it'll be the final confirmation he wants us to fuck her!" Darnell spoke in hushed tones out the side of his mouth.
Two minutes later Hailey and I walked outside. I wore knee-length board shorts. Hailey was wrapped in her robe. It was now dark outside, but dim lights on both sides of the tub illuminated the area around the elevated deck. The jets were rollicking, but the Jacuzzi lights were off.
"Hey, that was fast! Couldn't wait to be pleasured in the Jacuzzi, huh folks?" Darnell asked suggestively.
I flashed him an odd gaze while Leon chuckled from the other side of the tub.
I stepped down into the swirling water but noticed neither Darnell nor Leon was looking at me, their eyes were fixed in Hailey's direction. At that moment she was facing away standing on her toes hanging her robe on a high hook on the wall. Aside from a thin strip of material around her neck, one behind her back, and a final one at the top of her ass, she appeared completely naked from behind. Her bubbly ass and long toned legs were on full display for the two black men who had just been provided their final confirmation signal.
They both seemed unusually callous scoping out my wife in front of me. That, coupled with their insinuative commentary, almost suggested they knew the plan.
Hailey turned and made a quick move towards the tub to try and limit the time they would have to ogle her from the front, but her urgency combined with intoxication caused her to lose her balance and stumble forward. I was caught completely off guard, but the two black men were like sleek cats as they sprang forward and caught her as she tumbled face first into the bubbling water.
Unfortunately, as she submerged, one of their hands must have snagged on her bikini top during the fall causing it to rip from her chest and release her bounding tits.
Everyone paused to make sure Hailey was okay. After a moment, she braced her feet on the floor of the tub and stood.
She was indeed okay, albeit stunned, but she didn't seem to be aware her heaving tits were now fully exposed. Time seemed to stand still as I took in the scene. My wife was on the left with her bikini top disheveled and pushed to the side leaving her stunning breasts completely exposed, while the two naked black men I'd brought to seduce her, were standing to my right with their long dark cocks loping into the bubbling water.
Hailey's own daze wasn't just from the shock of what just happened or her inebriation, but more so from the sight of two naked black men now standing half-out of the water in front of her. One was heavy and one was thin, but they both possessed the biggest cocks either of us had ever seen in person. In fact, their total length wasn't completely discernable as each long phallus loped down into the water like an elephant's trunk drinking from a pond, obscuring whatever extended length remained below the waterline.
Within seconds, my own dick was now stiff as stone witnessing the scene.
I fully expected Hailey to discover her nakedness and make a frantic effort to remedy the situation, but her focus wasn't on her own well-being. Her gaze didn't stray from the black tubes only a few feet from where she stood.
I watched in awe, knowing I should have been the one to break the erotic stalemate, but all the saliva had dissipated from my mouth and I found myself incapable of formulating words.
Ironically, it was Darnell who broke the silence as he moved backwards towards the spot he'd been sitting prior to Hailey's plunge.
"That was a close one, glad you're okay Mrs. Lyons."
However, instead of sinking back down into the bubbling water, he put both hands on the edge of the tub and popped his big black ass up on the coping above it. His huge dick and softball sized scrotum now hung down over the edge, almost to the water.
A quiet gasp escaped my wife's lips.
Steam rose from Darnell's heavy physique as he let Hailey take in his nakedness while admiring hers.
"I was gonna apologize for forgetting our suits back at home, but since we're all pretty much in the same condition now, I don't suppose it matters, huh Scott?" He peered at me smugly before nodding in Hailey's direction.
For some reason, I didn't think I'd be the one getting asked the next question, so it took me a moment to respond. I did so distractedly. "Uh...well...I would prefer you guys put on some...uh...underwear or something."
While I was talking, Leon moved over next to his boss and executed the same extrication from the tub.
This time everyone heard my wife's audible gasp.
Leon's dark black serpent was even bigger than Darnell's--about half the fat head was still submerged even from his sitting position on the edge. The skinny man looked almost like a cartoon character with a ridiculously long cock that was entirely too large for his boney frame.
My gaze returned to Hailey. I was shocked she still hadn't done anything to cover herself or sink down into the water to obscure her nakedness from the two black men. Instead, she remained standing in the swirling bubbles staring in their direction with a stunned look on her face.
Darnell's deep voice interrupted the silence. "Nah Scott, I don't see any reason to get a pair of skivvies all wet--I only brought one set anyway. Besides, I think your wife kind of likes the view just how it is!"
His insubordination took me by surprise, but the situation was rapidly progressing in my desired direction, so I bit my tongue. I still couldn't believe what I was witnessing.
Instead, I engaged my wife. "Hailey?"
She remained like a statue of Venus with long thin arms in the bubbling water. I could see her chest heaving, her nipples were as hard as I'd ever seen them.
"Hailey?" I called again, louder this time.
She finally snapped out of her trance and for the first time since she'd fallen into the tub, she looked my way. Her eyes were glazed. Her delicate hands moved to the fabric of her bikini top, but instead of coherently reconnecting, she absently fumbled with it--all the while leaving her spectacular tits exposed for my two installers to enjoy.
"Honey, I'm sorry I let you get so drunk this afternoon. Do you want to go back to our room?" The words slurred from my tongue. I wasn't sure how I wanted her to answer, but I didn't want to admit later that I hadn't given her the option of departing the escalating situation.
"Mmmm Scott, it's...it's not your fault." She whispered, clearly not totally processing what I had just said to her.
"What do you want to do honey?"
She turned her head towards Darnell and Leon. She unconsciously licked her lips. Without looking back in my direction, she asked, "What do you mean Scott?"
"Do you want to go back to our room or stay?" I answered, again finding it difficult to get the words out.
After an unusually long pause, she replied. "Oh...I uh don't...I mean woul-would you be o-okay if we...um...you know...stayed? The tub...it feels...nice."
Before I could answer, both black men chuckled victoriously before Darnell's deep voice sounded. "He won't be mad, this is what he wanted all along, ain't it?" Darnell challenged as he leered in my direction.
Again, his insubordination surprised me, but I was already getting the sense he knew I wouldn't interfere and perhaps he was attempting to gauge my threshold of complicitness. Hailey gazed in my direction.
Now faced with the moment of truth, I didn't say a word.
She turned back to Darnell. "How...how do you know?"
"Know what?"
"That this is what Scott wants?"
"Baby, sometimes it's hard for cuckolds to admit the truth. You think it's a coincidence he invited me and my boy Leon up here this weekend with no one else around?"
"I...I...don't understand?"
"I think you do pretty lady..."
A long pause ensued. "What...what will you do?"
"What do you think?"
"I...I...really don't know..."
Darnell cackled. "Let's see...well first and foremost we're gonna fuck you! Me and my bro are gonna fuck you a lot. Not just any kind of fucking either. Once you get a taste of BBC, you'll beg Scott to let you have it even when you get back home! And you know what?"
Both Hailey and I stared at him in disbelief.
"Honey, your husband is right here and he wants this as much as you do!" Darnell spoke matter-of-factly as he gripped his fat cock and slowly stroked it as he led Hailey's gaze downward.
Again, she unconsciously licked her lips.
"Why...why would he want that?" She asked quietly, never looking in my direction.
"Because he's a cuckold baby. He'll let you because he's a cuck and cuck's love nothing more than to watch their hot wives getting blacked!"
Hailey remained waist deep in the steaming water with her perfect tits heaving over her flat stomach. Her nipples pointing upwards toward the large black man. She stared at the two of them sitting side by side, long cocks dangling downward before she finally gasped, "...but how...how do you know...my husband...um Scott is a...uh...cuck...cuckold?"
This should have been my time to intervene, but my silence only validated Darnell's words.
"Black men just know these things. And you know why that's good for you?"
She shook her head slowly.
"Because your tight little married pussy's gonna get more cock than you've ever dreamed of. But you won't complain, you'll be too busy begging and screaming and cumming to ever want it to stop."
Hailey's eyes looked like saucers before she whispered, "Oh...oh my god..."
"But I need you to do something before we start having fun...you need to tell your hubby there isn't anything you want more than to be me and Junior's slut toy all weekend long!"
Hailey stood there digesting his unimaginable request. Her eyes were dilated and her lips were slightly open. Finally, she turned slowly towards me. "Scott...what do you want me to..." Her voice trailed off as her gaze fell upon the tent in my trunks.
Darnell directed her again. "Tell him."
Both black men gripped their dicks and held them out for her to see. Steam rose from the oversized head of Leon's long cock now fully extricated from the bubbling water.
Another gasp escaped Hailey's lips. This time she turned to me and nodded unhurriedly. "Scott...if it's...what you want...I'll...you know..."
I stared back at her barely able to comprehend how we'd gotten to this point. She looked so beautiful and innocent despite her nakedness. Out of the corner of my eye, I couldn't help noticing Leon pulling on his long heavy cock as he leered at my wife with a conquering smirk.
I cleared my throat. "Honey...I...I...guess. But I don't want you to do anything you don't want...want to do. We can still end this."
She stared at me like I was ghost before slowly shaking her head. "No...I'm...I'm okay."
That was it, the words were now out of both of our mouths--although I suspected something large and black would soon be filling my wife's. I stammered..."Then yeah...honey...do...do it. I...uh...want you to!"
"Shit! She didn't actually need your permission Cuck. We can all see it in her eyes...she can't wait for black stick!" Leon jeered, joining his supervisor in disrespecting me for the first time.



"Junior cool it." Darnell reassumed command. "We have some rules to go over first. The first is we make the rules and you both don't question them."
Suddenly our therapist's words of advice filtered into my mind. "Scott, this is some dangerous stuff you are considering. Are you sure you can keep things from getting out of control? That said, if things begin to progress, it's imperative you set ground rules with those guys."
Now, not only was I not setting them, I was about to give them the power to make them...
Just as I finished contemplating Colleen's recommendations, I heard Hailey say in a demure voice, "Yes, I will follow them..."
My mind was suddenly filled with a new level of trepidation, Did my wife really just agree to that? But despite my indescribable angst, it didn't offset the excitement jolting through me.
"Ah good...but I suspected you'd say that! What do think hubby, your wife has already told us she'll do whatever we want, what say you?"
I stared at him, still in disbelief this was all really happening right in front of me. How could he possibly have known the depth of my cuckold desires or Hailey's submissive proclivities. I knew deep down they would never do anything to fully degrade or humiliate either of us and truthfully the whole concept of them taking control was exactly what I had fantasized about. Still, I couldn't shake the images of what I'd witnessed the previous night. My mind immediately recalled the vision of the butt plug protruding out of the redhead's backside. Damn...they'll want to claim Hailey's ass too...
Yet despite my feelings of fear and concern, somehow the words flowed from my lips, "Yeah...uh yeah...you can make em' and I will follow too."
"UH-HUH!" Darnell validated triumphantly.
"Now that we're clear about that, there are a few we need to cover first. Honey, when you're in this house you won't wear any clothes except for maybe bras or panties or other slutty shit we tell you to. Leon never leaves home without his slut kit. I'm sure he's got some stuff for you, don't you Junior?"
Leon hopped down from the wall and waded over behind Hailey. "You bet I do King! Lots of good shit to prep this one for black stick!"
Seeing my wife and the young black flooring installer standing side by side was like witnessing some kind of human ying and yang. At 5'-5" Hailey was nearly a foot shorter than him. Her unblemished alabaster skin was in complete contrast to his dark black leather-looking wrap, as was her long thick wavy blonde hair versus his unkept dark kinky curls. Hailey's slender but curvy figure completely belied Leon's stick figure build.
But the ultimate divergence was that he had no chest muscle definition whatsoever and she possessed some of the most perfectly rounded breasts imaginable. And despite the fact it wasn't visible beneath the bubbling water and her skimpy bikini bottoms, whereas her medium shaded and meticulously trimmed pubic mound and delicate pussy still looked as demurely beautiful as it did when we first were married, Leon's unmown coif and incomprehensibly large cock looked like it belonged on a Hulu tribesman.
I watched as the black man whispered something in her ear. She glanced over at me, a nervous expression on her face. Then he moved directly behind her and untied the strings still holding her useless bikini top from around her body. He slowly removed it before methodically wrapping it around his head and tying it in headband fashion.
"You got some really nice titties baby. Me and Junior have been talking about dem' things since the company picnic. Boy, lead her over here." Darnell directed.
I watched as Leon's hand dropped beneath the steaming water and gripped one of Hailey's ass cheeks before he guided her slowly towards his boss. When she was standing in front of the overweight black man, a look of crazed excitement flashed across his face. He reached out and lifted Hailey's chin so she was staring into his. "Damn, we're gonna have some fun, aren't we honey?"
My heart felt like it was going to beat out of my chest.
Suddenly a startled squeal sounded from Hailey's lips and she rose up on her toes.
Darnell laughed heartily. "Ah, did I forget to mention Junior's a bit of a back door man?"
My eyes darted immediately to Leon's submerged forearm. It was now positioned directly between Hailey's ass cheeks confirming he was likely fingering my wife's backside hole. It was a place that prior to our roleplay in the past month I had never had any success accessing myself.
Of course, the skinny black man hadn't asked for permission.
"You like a finger in your ass slut?" Darnell queried as he ran the back of his hand across one her rock-hard nipples--his large gold ring hung up on the rubbery nub momentarily before popping free.
Hailey gasped before biting her lower lip and shaking her head. Yet despite her denial, she made no move to stop the thin black man from exploring her backside.
"Oh, you'll change your tune after Junior works his magic. And it won't just be his long fingers you'll come to crave."
I watched Hailey's reaction for signs of discomfort or fear. She was clearly nervous, but it didn't take long before she cautiously settled back down from her toes.
Darnell reached down and gripped his fat limp cock and began pulling it in long slow strokes in front of her face. "Ever had black dick?"
Her eyes were now glued to the dark tube of meat that had already swollen to incomprehensible width. Her tongue circled her lips. She shook her head. "N-no..."
"Ah...I didn't think so. You're in for quite a treat. Reach out and touch it!"
Hailey processed his directive for what seemed like half a minute before her diminutive hand slowly crested the water level and circled his black trunk. I was astounded at how small her fingers appeared as they attempted to encircle it. "Ah...that's good, feel it grow. You ever felt anything like that before?"
My wife slowly turned in my direction with her fingers slowly squeezing the veiny pole before returning her gaze to Darnell. She shook her head.
"What's the matter? Cat got your tongue. Tell hubby what you're feeling..."
Without looking in my direction, Hailey continued her deliberate stroking. "It's...uh...pulsing."
"Uh-huh that's right! It takes a lot of blood to fill something that big. Good thing me and Junior love ourselves some white married pussy, we shouldn't have any problem with blood flow this weekend, should we Hammer?"
Leon's large hands were now weaving through my wife's thick blonde hair as if he'd never felt anything so pure. "Hell no King. Especially white married pussy like this!"
"Speaking of that, we haven't seen that shit yet. Cuck, tell your wife it's okay for Leon to take her bikini bottoms!"
Some unknown force drove me to back out of the tub onto one of the chaise lounges next to it. Once positioned, I sat there completely overwhelmed by everything happening in front of me. My cock was like steel in my shorts. My beautiful wife stood topless in a bubbling cauldron less than ten feet from me, while two black men who I employed, sandwiched her stunning nakedness--her hard nipples tilting upward toward the smug face of the man whose thick cock she was stroking. I had tried to picture this scene ever since my wife had acknowledged her fantasy in the sex therapists' office, but even in my wildest imaginations, I never dreamed Hailey and I would ever actually be in this position.
"Don't just sit there fantasizing Cuck. Tell her!" Darnell's deep voice sounded again.
I snapped out of my reverie. "Uh...babe if you're okay, I...I am too."
I watched the expression on Hailey's face go from one of uncertainty to one of guilty acceptance. Her glossy eyes still showed the effects of her drunkenness, but it was clear the emotions of the situation had brought her back to reality. "God, this...this is crazy. But um...it's okay go ahead..." She whispered over her shoulder in Leon's direction.
"That a girl, it's time that horny little slit started showing out for BBC!" Darnell grunted triumphantly.
Another gapped-tooth smile spread across Leon's face before he took a deep breath and submerged his head under water. Hailey was leaning slightly forward in the tub stroking Darnell's cock which was now thick as a beer can when she squealed in surprise. Moments later Leon's arm shot from the water with her tattered bikini bottoms in his grip. His head remained submerged.
"Haha...I told you Junior's fingers weren't the only thing you would crave back there honey!"
"Ohh...fffuhhh..." My wife groaned.
Darnell laughed again. "Yeah that boy's tongue is longer than most white dicks! Feels good in your ass don't it slut?"
My eyes nearly popped out of my head. Hailey didn't answer, but she wore a glazed look as her eyes rolled back and erotic gasps escaped her lips.
It went on for well over a minute. I marveled at how long the thin black man was able to hold his breath, all while lashing my wife's tender ring. I had been rubbing my cock through my swim trunks up until that point but I couldn't hold out any longer, I loosened the tie and pushed them down my legs freeing my dick. Darnell noticed my movements, he flashed a look of superiority while nodding toward my cock as he reached out and pinched one of Hailey's distended nipples.
Leon finally emerged from beneath the steaming water sporting an ear-to-ear grin. "Damn, if only I could lick her tight little ass while wearing a snorkel, I'd do that shit all night long!"
Hailey's tits were still heaving but now possessed countless little bumps all around her pale pink areola. Her breathing was desperate as he spoke.
"Okay, now that we've set that hot pussy free, it's time it tasted some real dick. Hammer, I think that little quim needs the black slip and slide!"
"Damn straight King!" Leon shouted as he stood up tall behind my wife. His cock was now fully hard and had reshaped into the upward curving bow I'd witnessed the night before. He pushed it downward and shoved it between Hailey's legs. She shrieked when her pussy lips parted both sides of the veiny surface.
Seconds later due to her buoyancy, Leon lifted upward until only my wife's smooth legs from the thighs down remained in the steaming bubbles. Her neatly trimmed bush was now several inches above the waterline while her puffy lips squished along the dark black arc.
"Ahh...looks like I won the bet!" I told you this slut would have a little grass on the playing field, didn't I Junior." Darnell bragged.
"Shit King, you was right! That's a pretty pussy alright, but the bet don't fuckin' matter--the only thing that does is her slick horny lips gripping my stick!"
The scene was like something right out of a porn flick. The thin man stood tall in the water with my stunning wife's naked body perched on top of his long cock as she kept up her forward lean while languidly stroking the other man's thick stump. It was incomprehensible that I could see a couple of inches of Leon's dick protruding beyond her pubic mound.
Again, time seemed to stand still as the thin black man reached around and his large hands circled my wife's heaving breasts. Incredibly, before long she began subtlety sliding her hips forward and back along Leon's endless spear. With her feet no longer touching the bottom, she used her grip on Darnell's cock as her primary source of propulsion. Her head fell back as a satisfied moan escaped her lips.
Darnell chuckled while peering over at me. "Typical reaction when white married pussy gets its first taste of BBC! Speaking of that, it's time her mouth did too--don't you agree?"
I sat there slowly stroking my dick, my brain completely numb. My eyes returned to Hailey's thin fingers stretched to capacity around Darnell's stout cock. There was little doubt it was at least twice my thickness, maybe closer to three times. I wondered how it could possibly fit in her mouth.
"I can't hear you." My lead installer growled as he reached out and weaved his fingers into Hailey's hair. He pulled her head downward.
I watched in awe as her beautiful face neared his big ugly cock.
"Jesus..." I gasped to myself. "Um...uh...yeah...I think so..." I muttered, barely conscious of what I was agreeing to.
I now noticed a marble-sized bead of pre-cum perched on the tip of his rubbery dome. The contrast between the dark purple head and milky white sphere amazed me. Yet, as my wife's lips approached, I couldn't help wondering what was going through her mind.
It wasn't long before I found out.
I suddenly sensed a building excitement in her movements. Her hips were now sliding more consistently across Leon's arching pole while her delicate hands stroked Darnell's girth more enthusiastically, one on top of the other. Just then Leon brought a thumb to his mouth. Before I knew what his intentions were, he popped it from between his lips and pushed it against Hailey's puckered sphincter. She shrieked in surprise.
I immediately thought his over-the-line action would cause her to cease her movements, but instead it had the opposite effect. My wife grunted again, her hips twerked and her tongue extended as she excitedly licked up the ball of white goo from the tip of Darnell's spongy head.
"That a girl! Getcha some of that nee-grow shit!" The heavy black man urged as he held her head with one hand and his cock with the other. With his precum now coating her tongue, he dick-slapped her mouth, splattering the slippery goo around her lips.
Not to feel left out, Leon raised his free hand and swatted one of my wife's twerking ass cheeks. She squealed loudly again, causing Darnell's viscous discharge to drip from her mouth.
"Uh-huh, now you learning what makes nig stick so good, ain't ya' bitch!" The gap-toothed man shouted before gripping her hips with both hands and aggressively pumping his pole forward and back against her dripping pussy.
That was it for Hailey.
"Oh shiiiiittttt! Ohmygod! It feels good...don't...uhn...don't stop...please! Keep doing that...uhn yeah!" She whimpered, her head thrown back in pleasure.
"I ain't stoppin' till that nasty hole does what it does!"
"Mmmm...oh yeah...yes...yes! I'm going to...yeah right there...uhn...uhn...cum...cum all over you!"
Her entire body shook as she frantically rode his pole. Her big tits jiggled and bounced. Within seconds, my wife and I both climaxed simultaneously--mine spilling on the deck and hers squirting around the deep rutted contours of Leon's obsidian shaft.
Satisfied grins stained the faces of both black men while my wife gasped for breath, trying her best to replace the oxygen she lost while grunting and whimpering through her incredible orgasm.
"Ah...we got ourselves a squirter Junior!" Darnell shouted before gripping her head and pulling it back into his lap. "We know you like soaking black dick, now let's see how you like sucking it slut!"
I watched as the heavy black man stuffed just the head of his obscenely fat cock into my wife's mouth. Meanwhile Leon had slipped his arm beneath one of Hailey's legs and lifted it out of the water. He used his other to line his cock up with her swollen lips.
My own feelings of urgency had dissipated with my ejaculation, but that wasn't the case with either black man, especially the one who was about to take my wife's BBC virginity. He expertly smeared his head up and down from her clit to her asshole.
"First time is always a treat ain't it King--props to ya for lettin' me break in this motherfuckin' shit!"
"Shit, she needed to start with something thin before the beast bullies its way in there!" Darnell joked. "Her hot little mouth is learning that lesson right now!"
Hailey's lips were spread as far as they could go and strained tears were spilling down her cheeks.
"Who you callin' thin bro? I guarantee this little white pussy ain't gonna think so!" Leon crowed just before he guided the dark spongy head into my wife. When he pushed it in, a sound blurted from her throat I'd never heard before. Hailey instinctively tried to pry her mouth from Darnell's cock, but he held it in place as his friend planted several inches of vein-covered dark snake into her stretched hole. Indiscriminate guttural sounds from deep in her diaphragm filled the space as he impaled her.
"Damn, I figured this shit'd be tight, but this is no motherfuckin' joke! There ain't no way two kids popped out of here!" Shouted Leon joyously.
Both men howled as they fed my wife more black cock.
I watched in awe as they took her from both ends. No matter how many times in the past month I had tried to envision this scene, I never imagined it to be like this. Both men were far bigger than I expected and despite Hailey's admitted fantasy, I never contemplated her responding it to it the way she was now.
Neither man had penetrated her with more than half of their weaponry, but Hailey clearly had all she needed. Her muted moans of ecstasy now echoed off the walls of the outdoor space as they sport fucked her to another incredible climax. Her juices squirted around Leon's thrusting cock and into the bubbling water.
"Yeah that's it! Cum all over that big cock again bitch!" Leon grunted before he raised his hand and smacked one of her puffy ass cheeks again.
"What'd ya say we fill her up Junior?"
"Good as time as any King! This sack's brimmin' over!"
Lean gripped Hailey's hips with both hands while Darnell held the back of her head as they aggressively took her from both ends. Moments later both men grunted and deposited their black seed deeply into my beautiful wife's welcoming holes. When Darnell finally released her head, I watched as the realization mounted on Hailey's face that she wasn't capable of swallowing it all. Moments later I watched a heavy stream of silky cream seep from her lips onto her chin--that was all I could take. My hand found my dick and I spurted onto the deck below again.
The whole scene had been like something right out of a high-quality porn video. I was still trying to comprehend what I'd just watched when Darnell rose to his feet and reached back down for Hailey's hand. He assisted her out of the tub, her taut skin dripping and steam rising from her stunning body. He circled an arm around her back and gripped one of her firm ass cheeks. "Show me where your bed is baby!"
I watched, glued to the chair.
Neither Darnell or Hailey turned back to look. The heavy black man ushered my naked wife into the house and out of my sight. The last thing I saw was his thick black fingers sliding between the cheeks of her ass.
Leon climbed out of the tub, his long cock finally losing some of its rigidity. "You got any food around here? Fuckin' makes me hungry..."
I stared at him in stunned disbelief. "Yeah...uh...there's a bunch of stuff in the fridge and the pantry. You sure you don't want to...uh...follow them?"
He chuckled. "Shit man, Darnell gets kind of what's the word...possessive sometimes. I usually let him have his fun and after he tires out, I take over. That's when your wife is gonna...well let's just say...learn things!"
He too disappeared into the house. I sat there in stunned silence at what I had just watched. None of my previous fantasies had prepared me for the actual experience. I peered into the now still water of the tub and saw large globs of whitish substance that I knew was a combination of my wife's and the young black man's combined ejaculations. I'd never seen her orgasm like the one's she just experienced on his long black pole.
There was no going back now.
To be continued...
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