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The Confession

John Edwards lay in bed next to his wife, Claire, both of them recovering after a particularly passionate and hard fuck . They had been married for five years, but the passion had never really left their relationship. They might be in their mid-thirties now, but they still fucked like they were twenty-somethings dating, and they both loved it.
Claire had always been a sexual person; ever since her first sexual experiences, she knew how much she enjoyed physical pleasure, and John had always been only too happy to provide it. But tonight, something was slightly off. Not in a bad way, but John just knew something was up. Like he didn't quite have his wife's full attention.
"Babe, I've got to ask, where were you while we were fucking?" John asked. "The look on your face kind of gave it away. It's like you were somewhere else, away in a fantasy or something."
Claire took a deep breath in before she cautiously replied, "You're not mad, are you, babe? Honestly, it wasn't like I wasn't enjoying it; I was just, well, I was just thinking about something.'
'Why would I be mad? My gorgeous little wife was having a little fantasy while I got to enjoy her sexy body? What's to be mad about?' John replied, his gaze temporarily drawn back to his wife's body. He couldn't help but love the view as Claire now sat up against the headboard, and her little tits stuck out so perfectly in front of her. John had never minded that Claire wasn't well endowed in that way. Her pair of perky 32B tits had always been more than enough to make him happy, especially with her beautiful little pink nipples that currently stood out, rock hard, from the front of her tits.
'But what if I was thinking about something really bad? Something really naughty that I shouldn't be thinking about?' Claire asked, as John could sense her tone was a weird combination of fear and arousal, although he couldn't tell which one there was more of.
'Oh come on, babe, it's not like anything you could say would shock me! After everything we've talked about before.'
'Oh really? Are you sure?' Claire replied, her eyes now showing the little naughty glimmer that John loved so much.
'Oh, I'm sure, babe. Now come on. Out with it. I want to know what my naughty little wife was thinking about while I was fucking her.'
"You sure you really want to know?" she asked again.
"Yes," John replied, a playful tone of mock frustration in his voice. "Seriously, don't worry, I'm not going to be angry...or jealous. I'm just curious now. I feel like I need to know. And ok, maybe I'm just a tiny bit turned on by it too. The idea of your fantasies has always got me going, you know that."
Claire hesitated, and from the look on her face, John could tell she was slightly embarrassed by whatever it was she had been thinking about.
"Come on," he said as he poked her in the ribs playfully. "Come on, tell me. I want to know who you were thinking of while I fucked you. Whose cock were you thinking while I was in your pussy?" John wasn't sure she had been thinking about someone else and not just a situation. In fact, it was a bit of a stab in the dark, but although it was a bluff, it turned out to be a good one.
"Sam Carter," she replied instantly, without making eye contact with her husband.
"What?" John replied with obvious shock in his voice. "Sam Carter, the young black guy who cleans the pool?"
"Babe, you said you wouldn't be angry," Claire said as she turned her body on the bed to face her husband.
"I'm not mad, honestly!" John replied. "I'm just pretty shocked, that's all. I mean, you've told me about guys you fancied before, but they were always, well, they were always white."
"Do you mind that I think he's hot? Is it different because he's black?" Claire asked although John couldn't help but wonder if the question was one she was asking him or herself.
"I don't mind at all, babe. I think you've made a good choice! He's young, he's in great shape, and you get to see him in just his shorts at least once a week. Plus, you know what they say about black guys!"
As he said that, Claire's eyes slid down John's body, from his nicely developed chest and down over his toned stomach and finally down to his cock. His cock that was now starting to harden again, no more than five minutes after they had just finished fucking.
"Oh, I see," Clair said with a smile. "I guess someone has been thinking about me with a black guy more than I've been thinking about me with a black guy, judging by this reaction."
"Maybe I have," John replied. Despite all their previous fantasy discussions, this was one he'd always kept to himself. It was easy to tell your pretty white wife you fantasized about fucking her on a balcony in a Vegas hotel while people in the street watched or how you fantasized about her letting another girl go down on her. But how would you even bring this one up? What would you say, John wondered? Would you just come out with it and say, 'Hey babe, you fancy letting a black guy fuck you?'
But here they were, and suddenly it was out in the open, albeit completely accidentally.
"Honestly, babe, would you actually want to see him fuck me? I mean, for real, not just a fantasy. I mean, come on, it would be different if it was real, wouldn't it?"
"I do know. I mean, I have fantasies about it, and I always enjoy it in my fantasies," John replied.
"Yeah, but fantasies and reality are different, aren't they, babe? How many times have we talked about another girl eating me out, but we both know it's not going to happen. I don't want some bitches face down there, not while I've got you for that job," Claire said with a wicked grin.
"Yeah, I get that. I do. It's a nice idea, but I know it's just an idea. You wouldn't actually want to do it in real life, but this one. Well, I know you want to fuck him. You just told me so!"
John watched as Claire's eyes gave away the fact that, as he said it, she actually thought about the idea. She was thinking about Sam Carter fucking her. And as she thought about it, there was no hiding the smile on her face.
A few seconds later, her dark blue eyes locked with John's, and she smiled as she said
"I mean, he's a good-looking guy, and I can imagine he'd be a lot of fun in bed. But it's not really down to me, is it? How would you feel about him fucking me? Honestly, babe, how would you feel if his big hard black cock was inside me and you were watching?"
John had to do a double take for a split second as Claire said it. While she had never been one to shy away from saying what she wanted or fantasized about, she wasn't really one for such dirty talk either, well, not when she was sober. Drunk Claire was a little more vocal and a lot more willing to try things in bed too. But this was sober. Claire sat on the bed, genuinely asking her husband a straight-up question. How would he feel about some black guy's cock being inside her?
"I urm, urm, I don't know. I mean, it's a fantasy, right? I guess I don't know." John's reply was partly stuttered. Claire didn't know if it was because he didn't like the idea or he liked it but didn't want to admit it. Then she looked back down at his cock, and the answer was far clearer than any words could ever be.
He was rock hard, his cock standing up hard and proud. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft and slowly started to stroke his cock with a smile.
"Well, I think that answers the question, doesn't it, baby? Now can you honestly tell me, with this massive hard-on, that you wouldn't get turned on watching Sam's big black cock sliding in and out of my little cunt?"
"Ok, yes. Yes, there you go. I would love to watch it."
As soon as John answered, Claire lowered her head and began to gently kiss her way down his body, starting with his chest and down over his stomach, until she kissed the tip of his cock, just once and very lightly. As she pulled her mouth away, Claire asked, in her most sexy, teasing voice, "So baby, does your fantasy also include watching your wife suck his big fat black cock?"
"What sort of slutty wife would do that? I mean fucking is one thing, but what sort of wife would suck another guy's cock right in front of her husband?" John replied, with a hint of playfulness in his tone as he answered his wife's challenge.
"Slutty wife?" Claire asked with mock accusation in her voice? "Are you saying I'm a slutty wife just because I want to suck his cock?" she said. But before John could answer, and with her eyes locked on his, Claire opened her lips and wrapped them around the head of John's cock, sliding all six inches of his cock into her mouth in one smooth movement. Claire had always enjoyed giving head, and it was no surprise that she had perfected her technique for deepthroating John. In fact, it was something she took quite a bit of pride in. He didn't have a small cock at all. In fact, it was a bit longer than average, and while it was slightly on the slimmer side, it was still a challenge to deepthroat, but a challenge she had well and truly risen to.
As her lips worked their way up and down John's shaft and over his head, he closed his eyes and moaned. It had been a couple of weeks since Claire had sucked his cock, and although he would never say it out loud, as Claire was a terrible cock tease when she wanted to be, he was absolutely desperate for a blowjob. And then, just as she got going, Claire slid his cock out of her mouth and raised her head, leaving his now dripping wet, painfully hard cock sticking up in front of him.
As Claire sat up straight, she reached out and pulled John's mouth into hers and gave him a deep, passionate, open-mouth kiss that included a lot of tongues and even a bit of gentle lip biting.
"I need you to fuck me, John!" Claire said with a deep, almost husky tone, barely breaking the fevered kiss. "I need you to fuck my cunt again!"
Without needing a second invitation, John pushed Claire onto her back and mounted her. He didn't need her hand to guide his cock to the entrance of her soaking wet pussy, and a few seconds later, he was on top of his wife, pushing his rock-hard cock deep inside her.
"Holy fuck, babe, I've never felt you this wet before," John said in between thrusts.
"Well, maybe you need to spend a bit more time talking to me about black cocks fucking me," Clair replied instantly, almost as if she didn't even need to think about the reply.
It wasn't long until she felt her pussy start to tighten, and within minutes, she had cum twice, and a minute or so later, John's recently-drained balls joined the party, and he pumped every bit of his second load deep into her pussy. Both completely drained and very content, they lay on their backs, sprawled across the bed, with huge smiles on their faces.
"So, come on, babe, do you really want to find out if getting fucked by a young black guy is as good as your fantasy?" John asked. Whether it was the post-orgasm endorphins or just a moment of boldness, he didn't know, but in a moment of boldness, he just needed to put it out there.
Claire looked him in the eyes and paused for a second to try and see if he was serious. When she saw he was, she smiled and replied. "You mean you want to watch me actually fuck Sam?"
"Yeah," John replied without hesitation. "I want him to fuck you right here in this bed!"
Claire didn't need a second's further encouragement. She smiled back at her husband and giggled as she said, "Well, I tell you what, babe. When you go in to work tomorrow, tell them you won't be in the office on Wednesday. That's when Sam's next due to come to clean the pool."
"Ok. I'll tell them I've got to work at home that day because I need to supervise the pool guy," John said with a smile.




The Warm Up

On that Wednesday, John watched from in the house as Sam pulled up outside and unloaded all his cleaning tools from his truck. As John watched Sam, he thought the extremely fit twenty-one-year-old had a pretty impressive physique and wondered what sort of workout routine he stuck to. With his curiosity now piqued, John strolled to the rear of the house and looked out of one of the windows just in time to watch Sam entering the pool area.
On the poolside area, Claire lounged on a chair, clad in a brand-new and very revealing bikini. Her eyes were shut, giving the impression of peaceful slumber, but in reality, she had a very different intention. Claire purposely kept her eyes closed, allowing Sam a chance to admire her physique. Her shapely ass, which she maintained with a healthy diet and regular gym classes, looked incredible as she lay face down on the chair. Even from where John was watching, he could see Sam's eyes lingering on her shapely ass.
As Sam walked out onto the pool deck, he set his tools, giving Claire the perfect excuse to pretend to wake up. As she opened her eyes, she propped herself up on the chair and looked up at Sam.
"Hey Sam, shit, is Wednesday already," she said with a glint in her eye. As soon as she said it, she slid her legs off the side of the chair and started to stand up, giving Sam a chance to take in her upper body now. Within a few seconds, she stood up with her very perky B-cup breasts almost directly in front of Sam.
"Hi, Mrs. E," he said with his usual deep voice and cheerful tone. "I didn't mean to disturb you. Listen, I can come back later if you want. I can go and do one of the pools on the next block first, so you can get a bit more sleep if you want?"
"Oh, don't worry about it. Same. I was just about to get up anyway. There really is no need to come back," Claire said as she smiled at the handsome young pool guy. "Just give me five minutes to swim a couple of laps to cool down before you start treating the water, okay?"
Sam nodded in reply, although Claire could see that he was struggling to keep his eyes focused on her face.
"Oh, and Sam, can you do something for me?"
"Sure, Mrs. E. What is it?"
"Can you drop the Mrs. E. stuff, please? It makes me feel so old! Just call me Claire. Okay?"
"Sure, Mrs. E…shit….I mean, sure, Claire."
With that said, Claire turned around and walked to the other end of the pool. She discretely tightened the tie on her bikini top so that it was riding up, just showing off a hint of the bottom of her perky as the cups had been pulled up slightly further than they were meant to go. Then, with a smile on her face, Claire launched herself into the water in a nice smooth dive. Her entrance to the water went exactly as she had planned; the impact on entering the water had pushed her over-tightened bikini top up even more, sliding the cups up to the point that one of her nipples was now fully exposed and the other cup was held in place by nothing more than her hard nipple stopping it from sliding up. As Claire swam to the shallow end, she knew her tits were nicely exposed.
As she stood up in the shallow water, she tilted her head back and swept the hair from her face using both hands, which naturally raised her shoulders and, with it, the bikini strap around her neck. With that little extra pressure, the second cup slid up and over her nipple, and suddenly, there she was, standing in the shallow end of her pool, sorting out her hair with her bikini now ridden right up and both her perky tits on display.
Although she was pretending to have her eyes closed, Claire could just about make out where Sam was standing. He was standing at the other end of the pool, looking straight at her. As she pulled her hair back, she opened her eyes and looked down at her rock-hard nipples, then back up at Sam. It was pretty clear from the smile on his face he enjoyed the little show she had just put on for him. Claire had always had a slight exhibitionist streak; even back in college, she was never afraid to get her perky tits out. Many a drunken night with the girls involved her top 'accidentally' shifting to expose them. However, she hadn't really done anything like that in quite a while. She smiled to herself, happy that she clearly still had it in her, and as she smiled up at Sam, she couldn't help but notice the hint of a bulge that was forming in the front of his shorts.
Once Claire had finished adjusting her hair, she walked over to the steps, which were only a few feet from where Sam was standing, and held her hand out. "Well, Sam, are you going to help me out of the pool or not," she asked with a slightly sassy tone. Sam reached out and took her hand, and although she definitely didn't need it, Claire used his hand to help her climb out. She let go of Sam's hand as she stepped from the top step onto the pool deck. As her arm returned to her side, she very gently brushed the back of her hand against Sam's crotch. As her hand felt the bulge in his shorts, she paused and gave him a few seconds to enjoy the close-up view of her perky tits while she still 'didn't realize' they were so exposed.
"Oh fuck." Claire said after a few more seconds, feigning surprise that her bikini top had ridden up.
"Shit, I didn't realize, fuck, sorry, I didn't mean to embarrass you, Sam," she said with a smile as her hands very slowly pulled the cups back down to cover her nipples.
As she got everything back into position, she smiled at Sam and said
"I'm sure you've seen a lot more than that before, haven't you?"
Sam didn't know what to say and just stammered a reply that barely contained words.
Before he could continue embarrassing himself, Claire spoke. "Why don't you go and finish off the other pools you've got in the neighborhood? Then, once you're done, and ours is the only one left, you can come back. My husband John should be home by then, and the three of us can have a beer and a swim before you put the chemicals in."
Sam was still completely transfixed by the image of Claire's naked tits. She was correct; he had seen a lot more at some other properties, like the Richardson's place, which he was about to go to. Zoe Richardson loved sunbathing topless while he cleaned the pool. But Zoe was 45 and overweight, and while her tits were a hell of a lot bigger than Claire's, in Sam's mind, there was no comparison. Claire Edwards was sexy as hell, and he had just seen her perky little tits up close. There was no way he was going to turn down the chance to see them again. "Sure, Mrs. E, shit, I mean Claire. I'll go do the other pools, then I'll come back. I'll text you when I'm on the way."
"Oh, thanks, Sam. You're a star," Claire said as she leaned over and planted a kiss on Sam's cheek, lingering for a second to let her hand brush against his now clearly rock-hard cock for a second time.
As Sam got into his truck and drove away, John walked down the stairs and found Claire on the pool deck with two beers in her hand.
"Shall we have a beer and a swim, babe?" she asked with a huge grin on her face and her bikini top on the chair next to her.
"Sounds perfect," John replied, taking the beer from Claire's hand and taking a sip.
"And you're sure you're still okay with this? You're going to be okay when Sam comes back, and you watch me fuck him?" Claire asked as she stepped into the pool.
"I can't wait," John said with a smile on his face as he jumped in next to his wife.




The Main Act

An hour later, when Sam returned, John and Claire were already enjoying a relaxing dip in the pool. As Sam approached, he greeted both John and Claire with a friendly "Hello." Emerging from the water, Claire responded casually, "Oh, hi." She noted Sam's quick return and offered to fetch beers for everyone. "I'll grab us each a beer and be right back. Sam, why don't you join us in the pool? The water is perfect."
Sam obliged, shedding his shirt and shorts before entering the pool, clad only in his briefs. He swam around for a while, engaging in light conversation with John while they waited for Claire to return. Soon enough, Claire emerged from the house carrying three cold beers. She distributed one to John and another to Sam, ensuring everyone had a refreshing drink in hand.
"I hope you boys don't mind if I do some work on my tan while you swim," Claire asked.
Before either of them could reply, she had slipped off her bikini top and laid it on the pool deck. "I would ask if you mind, but you've both seen my tits already, so I guess it doesn't matter."
"That's fine with me, babe," said John.
Sam almost instantly echoed John's approval. "That's fine by me too, Claire."
With that, Claire lay back onto the lounge chair, pushed her head back, and closed her eyes, exposing her perky little tits to the glorious warm sun.
"I guess you saw what Claire did earlier, didn't you, Sam?" John asked, although there was no need to answer. There was an unstated acknowledgment between the two of them that needed no words.
"Claire thinks you're hot; she was telling me last night. In fact, she said it was one of her fantasies, you know, to be with a young black guy. That's why she keeps eyeing you up whenever you come over to clean the pool. She told me last night that she loves watching you strip down to your shorts when you have to get in the pool to clean it. She told me she keeps thinking about your body on top of hers. I think you'd get a very warm reception if you, well, you know, if you ever tried anything."
At first, Sam was a little taken aback by John's comments. It wasn't a huge shock that Claire fancied him; he figured that from her behavior. And he wasn't even shocked that she enjoyed teasing him earlier; plenty of bored white wives enjoyed showing off a little too much skin to him. But it was the way John, Claire's husband, had basically just told him he could get her into bed if he wanted to.
However, that shock only lasted for a moment. As soon as he looked up at Claire Edwards lying on the sun lounger topless with her sexy little body, he knew it was an opportunity he wanted to take advantage of. Why not? He thought to himself. He was young and single, and although he had dated a couple of black girls, he had definitely fucked more than his fair share of white women already. Even at his young age, he had enjoyed more than one married white woman, and Claire Edwards would be one of the hottest yet.
So without hesitation, he climbed out of the pool, walked across the pool deck, and stood next to Claire. He paused to take a took a long look at her athletic body. As he approached her, Claire had shifted from lying on her back with her tits on show to now lying face down, and it was the first chance Sam had to get a good look at Claire's as. He couldn't help but think how hot it was. Claire was quite an athletic girl up top, with a slim frame, perky tits, and a toned little stomach, but her ass was a different story. It was big, not fat, but big and firm. She clearly spent some time in the gym, and from the look of that ass, squats were high on her priority list. Something about the combination of her perky B-cup tits and big ass looked so good on her frame. Sam couldn't help but think it really was a great combination. As he stood by the lounger, he smiled and said, "So Claire, John said if I liked what I saw, I should come over, and you might have a 'warm welcome' for me, but he never said what that meant."
Claire rolled over and stood up before she said to her husband, "Baby, how would you feel if I made sure Same felt nice and welcome?"
"Babe, you know what I think. Hospitality is absolutely vital. So you go right ahead and make sure he feels nice and welcome," John replied, "I'll just stay in here for now."
Claire smiled at her husband, taking a second to appreciate how lucky she was to have him, then reached up and pulled Sam towards her. With her hands wrapped around the back of his neck, she pulled him in closer and covered his mouth with her moist open mouth. As the kiss became deeper and more passionate, she took hold of his left hand and pulled it up, placing it on one of her perky breasts. As their kiss continued, becoming more passionate with each second, she felt Sam reach up with his other hand and start to play with her other breast, his fingers pinching and playing with her now rock-hard nipple.
After a few minutes of kissing and letting Sam feel her tits, Claire reached down with one hand and started to gently stroke it over the now very obvious bulge in Sam's soaking wet briefs. At first, she just gripped his cock through the fabric and gently slid her hand up and down, but after a couple of minutes, Claire's hand slid up and into the waistband before she slid her hand down inside his briefs. Sam's body visibly tensed up as he felt her wrap her fingers around his hard cock and start to slowly stroke up and down its length. It wasn't long before his hand was sliding into Claire's bikini bottoms, and his fingers were sliding up and down her pussy, rubbing all over her before he slipped a finger between her wet pussy lips and applied just a little bit of pressure as it slid into her.
"Oh my God," Claire moaned, "Fuck, that feels so good." Then she turned her head to look directly at John and moaned, "Baby, he's got his finger inside me now."
Claire kissed Sam again, even more passionately, before breaking their kiss to ask him a question.
"Have you ever been with a married white woman? Someone older than you?"
Sam replied, "NO, this would be my first time." Although it was definitely a lie. Sam had been with a couple of older white women, but none as sexy as Claire Edwards.
"What about you, Claire? Have you ever been with a black guy?"
"No, babe. You're going to be the first," Claire replied.
Then, after another kiss, Claire smiled at John then asked, "Sam, do you like licking pussy?"
"I used to go down on my ex, which was really hot. She always loved it when I did that to her," Sam answered. "I really do like doing it."
"Well then, do you want to lick my pussy? Would you like to taste my white married pussy?" Claire asked.
Before Sam could reply, Claire leaned in and kissed him again, and as she pulled her lips away, she moaned just loud enough for both John and Sam to hear.
"Because I really fucking want you to!"
"Oh man, yes, please. Yes, I want to!" he said as he moved his hand around between her legs.
Claire pulled away from Sam for a second and sat back down on the lounger with her legs opened nice and wide. She had positioned the lounger perfectly so she was facing her husband, and as Sam moved to get himself into position, Claire looked up at John with a huge smile on her face and gave him a hidden thumbs up. It was partly to check he still wanted to go through with it, but also partly a thumbs up that meant 'holy fuck, this is hot.' John lifted his left hand out of the water and returned the gesture. He was right-handed, but his right hand was currently busy, wrapped around his rock-hard cock.
Sam got himself into position on a cushion in front of the lounger and slipped his fingers into the waistband of Claire's bikini, then pulled down, sliding it over her peachy ass and down her legs before he tossed it aside, and moved his face in. Claire let out a deep moan as she felt his lips touch her pussy for the first time. She always loved that feeling, the first contact between a guy's mouth and her pussy. It didn't matter who was going down on her; that first moment was always one of the best. But now it was Sam, the handsome black pool guy who was down there, and for the first time in her life, Claire was watching as the pink flesh of her pussy was kissed by a pair of thick black lips. He started by planting a soft, open-mouth kiss on her pussy lips, but it only took a few seconds before he started to slide his tongue up and down her soaking wet slit.
"Fuck Claire, you're so wet." Sam moaned as he started to lick her pussy properly.
"Oh yeah, that must be from where I was swimming," Claire giggled in reply. Both of them knew she had dried off since swimming.
With that, Sam placed his lips directly over Claire's clit and started to suck on it as his tongue rubbed over her little nub. A second later, she felt his finger sliding into her wet pussy, and almost immediately, she felt the second finger as he started to finger fuck her at the same time as sucking on her clit.
She let out a satisfied, "Holy fuck, yeah! Fuck that feels good!"
Encouraged by her words and obvious physical reaction, Sam began to slide his two fingers into Claire's juicy pussy, hard and fast; with each stroke, the palm of his hand slapped her wet folds.
John couldn't believe what he was watching from the pool. He knew he'd fantasized about this sort of thing plenty of times, but there was something very different about actually watching it happen. He couldn't deny he felt aroused; the rock-hard cock in his hand was proof of that, but as he watched the handsome black pool guy going down on his wife, another thought was also present, just a seed, but it was there in the back of his mind. What if he's licking her pussy better than me?
Almost as soon as he thought that, he saw Claire reach up with both hands and pinch her own nipples. She had always had very sensitive tits in general and especially the nipples. She often joked that what they lacked in size, they made up for in sensitivity, and she used to regularly play with her nipples as she neared orgasm.
"Holy fuck” John actually mumbled out loud as he watched. Claire was nearly ready to cum, and Sam had been going down on her for a couple of minutes. He'd never seen her cum that fast before. He'd never licked her to an orgasm that quickly before.
John wasn't the only one who noticed Claire was getting close; With his fingers inside her, Sam could well and truly feel how tight she was getting as he ground them into her G-spot while he continued to suck hard on her clit. Then he felt her pussy tighten suddenly, then relax and tighten again. She was cumming. With each spasm, he sucked her clit even harder until she let out a seriously loud scream. As she screamed, she grabbed his head with both hands, trying to pull his mouth even harder onto her cunt as her entire body stiffened and shook while she enjoyed an extremely powerful orgasm.
As soon as Sam pulled his head away and came up for air, Claire wasted no time in pulling his head up to her mouth and passionately kissing him. She'd always enjoyed tasting her own pussy juices, and today was no exception.
After what seemed like an eternity to John as he watched, Clair pushed him away, then commanded him, "Get those fucking shorts off! I want to suck your cock!"
John was amazed at how quickly Sam managed to get his shorts off. It couldn't have taken him any longer than two seconds, and there he was, standing naked in front of Claire. John couldn't really see what was going on as Sam's back was to him, but as Claire moved around from the lounger, she pulled Sam with her until they were almost fully side on to the pool. Then she slowly knelt down in front of the handsome black pool guy and reached a hand up to take hold of his cock
The look on Claire's face gave away the fact she was in total shock at the size of the big black cock that was now right in front of her face. Claire had made no secret of the fact she had seen a couple of pretty big cocks in her life, and John was definitely above average, but she had never seen anything like this. Sam's black cock was absolutely huge. It must have been 2 or 3 inches longer than John's, but as he looked on from the pool, what really shocked him was the thickness of it. Claire had pretty big hands for a girl, and as she wrapped her fingers around Sam's thick black cock she couldn't even get her fingers close together, let alone touching as they wrapped around it. All John could see was the contrast between her white fingers and his black skin in the gap between them. The gap that wasn't there when she wrapped her fingers around John's cock.
"Holy fuck” John moaned out loud as he watched. He had figured Sam's had a big cock from the outline of it he could see occasionally, but nothing like this. As Claire held it, John thought to himself it really did look like Sam was double his girth.
That little seed of jealousy, the one that first emerged a few minutes earlier when Sam's oral skills had brought Claire off a lot quicker than John could manage, was suddenly swelling. It wasn't a little seed anymore.
As Claire opened her mouth and leaned her head forward, John almost screamed stop. For a split second, a voice in his head said, 'No, you don't want to let her do this.' But it was like he was frozen to the spot; the only part of him that was able to move was his right hand as it slid up and down his cock.
Claire opened her mouth as wide as she could as she leaned further forward and placed her lips around the big black head of Sam's cock rock-hard cock. She was moving her lips very slowly over the head of his cock, like she was unsure if she could manage to fit it into her mouth, but after a few seconds of gentle work, Claire had managed to take more and more of Sam's cock into her mouth. John watched as she slid one inch at a time into her mouth until it clearly reached the back of her throat, and she almost gagged. Claire had always been proud of her ability to deepthroat a guy. She often boasted to her friends that she had never found a cock she couldn't deepthroat. Well, this might just be the first, she thought to herself as she slid her lips up and down his cock, trying to go deeper each time but feeling his cock at the back of her throat when she still had an inch or two of his cock sticking out of her mouth. What she did next shocked John slightly. She reached up, took hold of Sam's hands, and placed them on the back of her head. She didn't say a word, there was no way she could with her mouth so full, but the implication was obvious. "I'm all yours. Go ahead and fuck my mouth!"
It didn't take long after that until Sam was clearly getting ready to cum. As he held Claire by the hair and brutally fucked her mouth, all John could hear were the grunts from Sam and the occasional moan from Claire. Then he was snapped into reality by the sound of Sam's voice as he slid his cock out of Claire's mouth and said.
"I'm not going to last much longer, Claire. Where do you want my cum?"
Without pausing to think, Claire replied. "All over my face! I want you to cum all over my face, cover me with your cum!"
With that, Sam grabbed her by the hair again and slid his huge black cock back into her mouth, and resumed the brutal face fucking for about another 30 seconds or so before he pulled out with a groan and started furiously jerking his cock in front of Claire's face.
She opened her mouth for a second but rapidly closed it when she realized the last thing she wanted was for Sam to take aim in there; she wanted to feel his cum on her face, not in her mouth. That was her last thought before she felt the first huge explosion of cum erupting from Sam's cock and landing with force all over her left cheek and nose. He followed that up with another equally large load all over the other side of her face and then a third, which covered her forehead and nose again. As Claire knelt there, she couldn't think of a time she had seen as much cum as Sam had just produced. This young black guy was certainly a big cummer.
Before Claire could react, she felt Sam's hands on the back of her head and the head of his cock pushing against her lips. Before she knew what was happening, he had pushed his cock back into her mouth and was fucking her mouth once again as his cock continued to squirt cum. Claire was taken by complete surprise as the fourth and fifth squirts of cum filled her mouth, followed by the sixth. She absolutely hated cum in her mouth, and she tried her best to push him away and get his cock out of her mouth, but as Sam just stood there, he shot another two large loads into her. As she felt the cum fill her mouth, she felt herself starting to gag. As Sam pushed his cock into her mouth for a final thrust, she felt the head of his cock push right against the back of her throat, but weirdly, whereas that would normally trigger her gag reflex, something was different; as his cock pushed right into the back of her throat it was like her mouth somehow relaxed, and his cum almost fell down her throat. She could still taste it, cum is one of those unmistakable tastes, but instead of gagging and wanting to puke, the cum slid down her throat, and it was just mildly unpleasant.
As Sam slid his cock out of her mouth Claire looked over to the pool and saw her husband was now standing on the pool deck with his shorts nowhere to be seen while he furiously jerked his cock with his right hand.
"Holy fuck, Claire," John almost moaned. "I've never seen you swallow cum before. What came over you."
"Well, clearly, this fucker's massive cock came over me," replied Claire as she grabbed her bikini bottoms and started to wipe some of the cum from her face.
"Holy fuck Sam, that's like five or six normal-sized loads. How the fuck did you cum so much?" Claire asked mischievously as she wiped the rest of Sam's cum from her face.
Once she had wiped off as much of his cum as she could with the bikini bottoms, Claire smiled at John and said,
"Why don't we all head inside. I'm going to need a shower after that, and then we can head up to the bedroom. As soon as Sam's recovered, I want some of that big black cock inside me". With that, Claire reached out with he hand and took hold of Sam's huge soft cock and led him inside by it. As John followed behind them with his rock-hard cock sticking straight out in front of him as he walked, he couldn't help but compare Sam's now soft cock to his fully hard one. There wasn't really any way to avoid it. Sam was about the same length as him, but even though Sam was soft and John was hard, Sam was still noticeably thicker than him. Out of everything he had seen so far, that moment really hit home. Sure, watching his pretty wife sucking off the black pool boy was one thing, but watching her leading him along by his limp, post-orgasmic cock, while he followed and had to accept the size difference was on another level. It was weird because it was like John had a devil on each shoulder. On one side, the little devil kept saying things like, 'Look at the size of his cock. Fuck dude, you can't compete with that thing.' But on the other side, the devil had a slightly different tone. The words were much the same. 'Hey man, look at how fucking huge his big black cock is. Claire's going to cum so hard in a minute.' Weirdly while the first devil left him feeling slightly uneasy, a hint of humiliation kicked in each time it spoke, the second devil's words didn't carry that undertone at all. The second devil was just as clear about the size difference, but it relished the idea of Claire enjoying herself with the enormous black cock she had in her hand.
Maybe it was the sight of Claire's big ass wiggling as she walked up the stairs, or the contrast of her white skin on Sam's black cock, or maybe it was the competitive urge deep inside him, but the knowledge that Claire was now committed to finishing her fantasy kept John's cock rock solid as he followed her upstairs.
Once they were all in the bedroom, Claire said she was going to take a shower and suggested that John go grab a beer for him and Sam. When she got out of the shower about five minutes later, John and Sam were sat on the bed, side by side but as far apart as you could get on the bed, both with a beer in hand and both still naked. John's cock was sticking straight up between his legs while Sam's big black cock still hung down between his. It was a weird, slightly awkward situation that probably explained why John was already taking his final mouthful from his beer bottle when Claire stepped out of the shower in just a towel.
Once John finished the final mouthful of his beer, he took a deep breath to try to compose himself. There was a moment when he asked himself if he was really serious about this. Was he honestly going to go through with this? Was he going to let some black guy fuck his wife while he watched? He knew he shouldn't. Any husband knows he shouldn't let that happen. A husband shouldn't just let another man fuck his wife without doing something about it. But there was one problem. A rock-hard problem that was sticking straight up in front of him. As much as he didn't want to see another cock inside Claire, he really wanted to see another cock inside Claire. A big, thick black cock.
"Babe, this is your fantasy, so tell Sam what you want him to do to you."
Claire didn't need a second to think, although if she was honest, she had been thinking about nothing else while she was in the shower.
"Sam," she said in a deep, husky tone, "I want to feel that big black cock of yours right in my pussy. I want you to use me. I want to lay there and let you pound me with that huge cock. Please use me. Please make me your little white slut."
"If you wanna be my little white slut then get your big ass on the bed, Claire and get those legs of yours spread nice and wide," Sam commanded. It was strange how he seemed to change. Outside, while Claire teased him and then sucked his cock he was almost shy. But now he wasn't shy at all. Now he was confident, almost dominant, as he instructed Claire.
Claire didn't hesitate before she obediently crawled onto the bed, laid on her back, and spread her legs wide open, the look on her face making it clear how ready she was to receive Sam's big black cock.
"Come on, babe. Tell Sam what you want him to do," John said to her.
John didn't need to ask Claire if she was ready. As he looked her body up and down, it was obvious she was as turned on now as she had ever been in her entire life. She was already playing with her nipples, pinching them with one hand while her other hand was rubbing her clit furiously.
As her hand continued to furiously rub her now fully exposed clit she looked up at Sam and begged, "Please, Sam. I need you to fuck me...please fuck me now... I want to lay here and feel your massive black cock fucking me!"
Sam didn't need a second invitation to climb onto the bed and get on top of Claire. Once he had got his body into position, he reached down with his hand and took hold of his cock, lining it up with her pussy. John couldn't stop his eyes from bulging as he saw Sam's huge cock head pushing against his wife's pussy. The worst part was as Sam's cock pushed against her, it was clear he wasn't fully hard yet! He was probably 80% hard and getting harder every second, but his cock was still absolutely enormous as he pushed it against Claire's pussy. John couldn't help but compare what he saw to what he usually experienced with Claire. Normally he would line his cock up, and if Claire was anywhere near this wet, he could slide himself straight into her pussy. It wasn't that she wasn't tight or anything like that; in fact, once he had his cock inside his pretty little wife, the feelings were genuinely exquisite, but he had never experienced anything like Sam was currently experiencing as he held his cock and pushed against the opening to Claire's pussy. As his cock head slipped in millimeter by millimeter, John could actually see Claire's pussy lips being stretched open around his cock. It almost looked painful to watch as Sam's massive black cock stretched her swollen pussy lips out as he slid into her.
John couldn't take it any longer, the sight of Claire's pussy filled with a huge black cock was driving him absolutely wild, and he needed to get involved. A second later, he climbed onto the bed, positioned himself at the head end, and started kissing Claire. A deep passionate kiss as his tongue explored her mouth. A second or two later and he felt his tongue involuntarily pull back. As it got towards the back of Claire's mouth, there was the sudden unmistakable taste of cum, and lots of it. He had just tasted Sam's cum that went down Claire's throat. In all their years together, all the times he had fucked his wife or she had given him head, he had never tasted cum in her mouth, probably because she did everything possible to avoid it herself. But tonight, something was very different.
"Holy fuck," Claire moaned as she felt Sam slide another inch of his cock into her pussy, then another inch, and another until, with one final hard stroke, it was all in. She could actually feel the head of his cock as it slid into her pussy, stretching her out as it went, followed by the feeling of his big round balls slapping up hard against her buttocks with each thrust of his cock into her tight wet cunt. Claire had never had a cock even close to this size; in fact, she hadn't even had a toy of this size before; Every thrust was a strange mix of pain and pleasure. Pain as her pussy was stretched well beyond its limit, but pleasure as that pain wore off, and she was left with an extremely full cunt.
As Sam started to pick up the pace, he could feel Claire's cunt gripping his cock harder than he had ever felt before. It honestly felt like his cock was in a vice. It was at that point when John said to her,
"Come on, Claire, talk to him; tell him what you want him to do to you."
Claire opened her eyes as she heard her husband speaking. She had never felt so excited as she did at that moment. But alongside the excitement, she couldn't help but feel unbelievably dirty. She was laid on her back, getting fucked by a black guy with a huge cock in front of her husband. 'Holy fuck, I'm a nasty slut’ she thought to herself as she replied, "Come on, Sam, fuck me as hard as you can. I want you to fuck my married white pussy like you own it."
Sam was clearly just as keen on the idea as Claire as he started to take long, deeper, and very slow strokes. It was like he was determined for Claire to feel every single inch as he fucked her. But as he fucked her slowly, John could see the look of frustration building on Claire's face. Sam was teasing her now. He knew exactly what she wanted, but he wanted to hear her beg for it.
"Is that how you want it slut...You want my big cock nice and slow," Sam teased.
"No. Fuck no. I want it harder. Please fuck me harder," she begged.
Once Claire had begged, Sam seemed happy to Increase his tempo, and with each stroke, he slowly began to fuck Claire harder and faster. As he built up the speed, Claire's moaning, groaning, and thrashing started to increase. Then as John continued to kiss her mouth and play with her tits, he felt her whole body twitch as her first orgasm swept through her body. Claire couldn't control herself any longer. Her moans turned to screams as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her body.
"Fuck. Fuck yes. Yes. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Holy fuck, Sam. Yes. Yes. Yes, I've never cum so fucking hard in all my life. Keep going, please. Keep fucking me."
It was clearly the biggest orgasm she had ever had, but it was the words that hit John the hardest. It was one thing to watch his wife's body filled with ecstasy and to watch her writhing around with the pleasure rolling through her again and again but to hear her say those words brought out that little seed of jealousy again. He knew she was having a massive orgasm, but did she really need to tell both of them it was the hardest she had ever cum?
Sam clearly wasn't having similar thoughts as he gave her no rest at all as he continued to fuck her just as hard and fast as before she had cum.
Then, without saying a word, he pulled his enormous cock out of her, grabbed her, and in what looked like one smooth motion, somehow flipped Claire's body over, leaving her face down and on all fours as he knelt behind her, spreading her knees with his. Once Sam had spread her knees as wide as they would go, he slapped her pale ass cheek really hard before he plunged his cock into her pussy once more. Holding her hips tight, he slammed into her again and again, doggy style. Despite the fucking she had already received, and despite the enormous orgasm she had just experienced, Claire still wasn't used to the size of Sam's cock, and now that he was holding her hips and brutally fucking her from behind, the penetration felt even deeper, even more, complete than before.
Even with her face pressed down into the pillow, John could hear his wife groaning loudly as the head of Sam's massive black cock pressed hard against her cervix. Once again, Sam was balls deep inside her pussy, and Claire was in a painful but extremely enjoyable heaven. Claire was definitely getting the hard fucking she had asked for now.
It took John a few minutes watching his wife on all fours before he was able to even move. It was like he needed that time to process what he was seeing, but once he returned to the room, he reached under Claire's body and started to play with her nipples as Sam fucked his wife. Each time he pinched her nipples, he asked her, "Is that what you fantasized about? Is that what you thought it would feel like to have a big black cock deep inside you?"
"Yes! Oh fuck yes. Yes, it is!" Claire moaned.
"And how does it feel now that you're a slut for big black cock?" John asked. "Come on, Claire, say it. Tell Sam what you really are."
"Ok, babe. Holy fuck," she groaned, then turned her head so she could look back at Sam.
"I'm a dirty little slut...a white slut for your big black cock!"
By now, Claire had lost all sense of time. Sam might have been fucking her for 10 minutes or 3 hours; all she knew was that she had lost count of her orgasms while Sam continued pounding her. John couldn't believe what he was watching as Claire orgasmed time and time again. She always used to cum with him, but two or three orgasms would be considered a good night. She must have had ten, if not more, with Sam. But the worst part was when he came. When his big black cock clearly came deep inside Claire. John found that particularly hard to take. Not so much because he had just filled his wife with a massive load of black cum, but because once Sam had cum he just kept fucking. Three times he groaned and came, and three times he just kept going until they both climaxed together one last time.
It was about an hour after they started fucking that an exhausted Claire lay on the bed, her entire body quivering.
"I think w best let her get some rest after that," John said as Sam nodded, and they both left the room.
It was a few hours before Claire woke up. At first, she didn't believe what had happened, thinking it must be some sort of dream. But as she got up and started to walk to the bathroom, the enormous amount of cum dripping out of her pussy left her in no doubt it wasn't a dream. It was very real, as was how sore her pussy felt. She had never experienced a sore pussy from fucking before. Each step hurt. A delightful reminder of what Sam's huge black cock had done to her.
"Hey babe," John said, "So, how was your day?" Did it live up to your fantasy?"
"Oh babe," Claire said, "It wasn't as good. Honestly, it was way better." John wrapped his arms around her, and they shared a passionate kiss. By now, the taste of Sam's first load of cum was no longer there, just a vague hint of a salty taste right at the back. "Thank you so much, babe. I can't believe you did that. You let my fantasy come true".
"I think I must have fallen asleep straight away. I don't remember Sam even leaving," she continued, "Did he say anything about today before he left?"
"Oh, not much," John said slyly, "But he did say the pool is in a terrible state and will need a lot of work. I told him you would be in touch."
Claire just smiled.




The Follow Up

Told by John

It was the following Wednesday, a week to the day since Claire's experience with Sam. I’ve got to admit that during that week, Claire was genuinely ecstatic. She was happier than I’d ever seen her and spent most of the time talking about Sam and what he did to her. It was like it had awakened something deep inside her, and now she was talking about him fucking her pretty much nonstop. Despite how she raved about what they did, I could tell Claire's dark desires weren’t yet fully satisfied, certainly not at that point, and if I’m honest, I’m not convinced they ever will be.
The other thing was that it was Wednesday, the day we get out pool cleaned. So that meant Sam, the pool cleaner, was due for another visit. I wasn’t sure if it was just going to be Sam, the pool cleaner, or Sam, the black guy with the massive cock who was coming around that day, but I had taken the day off work just to find out.
Like before, I watched from the upstairs office window as Claire walked out to the pool in her bikini and, weirdly, a pair of high heels. Even though she was my wife, I have to admit her outfit looked more than a little trashy. If it was any skimpier, she might have well been naked. Although that didn’t stop me from enjoying the view. I smiled as I took in the sight of her perky little tits, then closed my eyes, and the memories of Sam fucking her with his huge black cock came flooding back.
A few minutes later, I was snapped back to reality by Claire’s voice calling up to me, asking something about the pool. As we chatted back and forth, I was only hearing bits of the conversation, but the bits I did hear were clearly the important bits; "...it's still okay if I fuck him, right?" and, "Babe, his cock was so fucking big I’m still a bit sore." It wasn’t that I couldn’t hear the words, but I kept zoning out, remembering what I saw the week before, the memory overpowering the present reality for a few seconds each time.
A few minutes later, I heard Claire calling up to me, "Babe, the pool is really nice today; why don't you come down and get in with me? We can have a swim before it gets cleaned. It really could use a deep cleaning."
"I’m sure it could," I replied, "Does anything else look a bit dirty down there? " Claire just smiled as she looked up at me and slid one finger and then a second into her pussy.
"Sam said he would be over about now, didn’t he, babe?" Claire asked. "He hasn’t messaged you with any update or anything, has he?"
"No, babe, I’m sure he’ll be here soon. Just try to keep yourself together." I said with a laugh as I shook my head slowly. Claire responded by returning the slightest of smiles as she slid her fingers out of her pussy and reached over for her drink.
I did go outside briefly, and while I was there, I refilled her drink and gave her a deep and passionate kiss before I went back inside. I told her I was going into the kitchen to check on something.
Once I was in the kitchen, I grabbed my phone and messaged Sam. "You still coming today? Pool is desperate to be cleaned?" I stared at the words on the screen for several moments. Then out of the window at Claire before I finally clicked the send button. As soon as I sent it felt, my heart rate increased dramatically. For some reason, this felt more forbidden. The first time I could say we just let a fantasy run away with us. But now I was knowingly offering my wife to Sam. I was doing it, knowing exactly what would happen. My phone almost instantly vibrated with Sam’s reply.
"I'll be heading over to yours in a few minutes if that's alright with you."
I stared at the words on the screen, then typed my reply. “No problem."
"Claire is here; she’ll show you what needs doing," I typed.
"Sounds good," he responded, "I’ll be there in 20 minutes".
I paused, my eyes darting from the phone screen to Claire and then back again. She had now gotten out of the pool and was sitting back on the lounger drying off, and I still hadn’t brought her a drink. She was going to wonder what I was up to unless I got back out there pretty quick with a drink. A few seconds later, she had a fresh drink in her hand, and I went for a swim. Well, I say a swim; I just sort of floated around and waited as I admired my wife’s body. Every time I looked at her body, I kept envisioning the contrast between her pale skin and Sam’s dark arms as they wrapped around her. Then I heard Sam's voice.
"Hey, John," I looked over and saw Sam walking around to the pool deck.
I swam over to the edge of the pool and climbed out. By the time I had climbed out of the pool, the lust in Claire’s eyes was already apparent as she stared at Sam.
I walked over to Claire to speak to her real quick. As I did, she leaned her head in towards me and touched my arms as she whispered. "Babe, I was going to wear that anklet, you know, the one you bought me."
I looked down at Claire's feet and noticed it wasn’t there. "Well, where is it?"
"It's over there in my bag."
So, I discreetly walked over to Claire’s bag and retrieved a small silver anklet from her bag, and as Sam was getting more equipment from his truck, I bent down and placed it on her left ankle. The anklet had a symbol of a heart, with tiny letters around the outside of the heart. BBC. The message was discrete but obvious. It only meant one thing. I love big black cock.
We sat on the loungers making small talk for a while longer until Sam had finished cleaning the pool and started walking back toward us.
Your bikini looks good," he said to Claire with a smile.
"Thanks, Sam," Claire said as she took a sip of her drink and looked over at me.
"I think so, too," I said, smiling at her as we exchanged glances.
"Oh, Sam... before I forget," Claire said as she reached out and handed him a bag. "Why don't you put this on and have a swim. It’s such a hot day you could do with cooling down."
The bag contained a little black pair of swim trunks that were clearly meant to be tight, but as Sam tried to put them on, it was obvious they were meant to be tight on a normal guy. On him, they were bordering on downright obscene as they left absolutely nothing to the imagination at all. In fact, they were so tight that as I looked at his cock through the fabric, I could actually tell he was circumcised because the outline of his head was so clear.
"Really? Aw, thanks, guys... I mean, that's really nice of you, but you didn’t have to!" he said.
I smiled at Claire, who looked happy with her purchase, and we kissed briefly. As our lips met, I heard a splash from the pool, and as I turned around, I could see that Sam was already in the pool.
"I hope it's all right that I just jumped in, guys?" Sam asked as he looked up at us. "Of course it is," Claire said. "I think I might go for a dip in a minute too. But I really don’t want to get any tan lines. Sam, would you mind if I had to go skinny-dipping. You know, to stop the tan lines."
“You do what you need to, Claire,” he said with a big smile. “Personally, I hate tan lines on a woman.”
As I eased myself into a floating chair, I couldn’t help but notice Sam's gaze and how it was lingering on Claire.
As she went over to her lounger on the patio, she sat down for a minute. I couldn’t figure out what she was doing as she twisted about. She was either grabbing or moving something, but then, as she leaned over, I realized what she was doing. She had just untied her bikini top, and it was now in a heap on the floor as Claire was just sitting there topless.
She smiled at both of us, then stood up, slipped off her shoes, and walked over to the pool's edge.
"Claire, you're so fucking beautiful," Sam said as she got closer.
Claire stopped at the pool's edge and took a seat, letting her feet dangle down into the beautiful warm water. She was wearing her anklet, and the thin silver chain shimmered in the sunlight before it disappeared under the water.
Claire then slid off the side of the pool and into the water, disappearing under the surface for a few seconds as Sam looked around, trying to work out where she was going to pop up. It turned out to be several yards away from him that she popped up, but Sam was clearly a confident swimmer, and a second later, he had dived under the surface and popped up behind her. She was momentarily startled as he emerged from the water and took hold of her waist, using her hips to turn her so that her back was to him. She took hold of his hands as he pushed her forward and against the edge of the pool, kissing her neck as he pressed her against the concrete.
"Oh fuck...Sam," she groaned with a husky whisper. He continued to kiss her neck as she moaned. "Ohhh," her head lolling to whatever side he pushed it towards as his kisses continued.
"I know you want more of my cock," Sam said to her, "Last week, your fantasy finally came true; you had your first black cock. But I know you’ve spent the whole week wanting more of my black cock, haven’t you? Come on, Claire, say it. Tell me you want more."
Claire groaned as the answer escaped her lips, "Yes. Fuck yes. Sam, I want you. I want you’re your big black cock more than you’ll ever know."
"More what," Sam commanded. "What is it you want more of? Come on slut. Say it."
"Okay. I want more of your big black cock inside me," Claire moaned.
As soon as she said those words, Sam took hold of one of her hands and slid it down under the top of his trunks. I could see Claire's mouth open, and she exhaled sharply as soon as she felt Sam’s cock. As she exhaled, she mouthed the words, “Holy fuck.” A second later, Sam had removed his trunks, allowed Claire’s hand to wrap around his big black cock, and started jerking him off as I had front-row seats from my inflatable chair. Claire was already breathing heavier and heavier as her arms moved faster and faster beneath the water. As she stared up at me with her mouth hanging open, our eyes locked together as she said, "Holy fuck John. His cock is so big. It is so fucking huge. No wonder I was sore."
"Come on, wiggle your hips a bit, Claire," I said to her, encouraging her to start working the whole of her body into Sam, and I was surprised when she let go of his cock and reached forward, placing her hands against the edge of the pool. A second later, I realized what she was doing as she formed an arch with her back and slowly started to move her hips from side to side, alternating between looking over her shoulder at Sam and up at me.
'Nice work, babe,' I mouthed to Claire, who smiled and nodded at me.
As Claire pushed her ass back, Sam couldn’t help but let out a groan at the sight of her big, bikini-clad ass wiggling back toward his rock-hard erection.
"Claire...ask Sam if he likes the view," I told her.
"Do...you...Do you like what you can see, Sam?" She asked, then looked over at me, panting quietly.
"Oh, baby, yes..." he muttered in reply as he continued to watch Claire's ass as it wiggled, now pressing up against him.
"Okay," she replied softly.
Without warning, Sam slipped his hand inside the waistband of her bikini bottom and slid them down over her big ass, leaving her completely naked in the pool.
"No, Sam. No, please, please don’t… Please don’t fuck me with your big hard cock. Please, it’s too big. Please tell me you don’t expect to fit that thing in my little pussy?" she teased.
"John, I’ve gotta say, man, your wife has one fucking incredible ass," he said with a huge grin as he looked at me.
"That sexy little body is all yours, Sam," I groaned as I felt myself subconsciously start to stroke my cock through my shorts.
"Oh my...," Claire groaned as she looked up at me, then turned her head to look back at Sam as she braced herself against the edge of the pool while his big black hands started to manhandle her pale white body.
"I think he wants you, babe. Just try to relax, and I’m sure he’ll be gentle."
Her perky little tits jiggled slightly as she took a huge breath in, then let it out with a soft "Okay."
"Sam, please go slow, well slow at first. My little white pussy still feels sore from last week when you fucked me. I've never even seen a cock as big as yours, let alone had one in me".
She placed her forearms on the pool's edge and arched her ass up even further, giving Sam even better access. I watched as he placed one big black hand on her hip while the other got to work guiding his huge cock toward her pussy. I could see Claire becoming more and more nervous as she stared back up at me and waited, then her body suddenly tensed up. I guess last week, it was all in-the-moment kind of stuff. She didn’t have time to think about it. She saw his huge black cock, and seconds later, it was in her. This time she had a full week to prepare. A full week of knowing how stretched and sore she was going to be. A full week of knowing how hard he was going to fuck her.
As Sam’s hips pushed forward, Claire raised her head up, and I saw a slight wince on her face. Although I couldn’t see anything going on below the water, her facial expression gave away that his cock was now inside her. My pretty little wife was naked in our swimming pool with a well-hung black guy standing right behind her. But that wasn’t the worst part. No, the big black cock in my wife’s pussy wasn’t actually the part that really concerned me.
What worried me was that we were right out in the open. Our pool is in the middle of our garden, and while the neighbors are a good distance away if they looked out of the right window, they would see everything. They would see my wife’s tits getting felt up by Sam’s big black hand, and sure, they wouldn’t be able to see where his cock was, but her face was making it pretty fucking obvious. If the neighbors were watching, they would be treated to one hell of a show.
I could tell that Sam was slowly pushing more of his huge cock into her because Claire had clenched her fists, and her breathing had changed; it was now rapid and shallow. She was clearly struggling to accommodate the size of his cock as he looked over her shoulder directly at me. Making eye contact with a man while he’s fucking your wife is one of those truly strange sensations. I can’t put it into words, but it’s like a silent acknowledgment on a deep, primal level. The look carries a certain acceptance. I accept what you’re doing to my wife.
"Start fucking her properly, Sam. Start pushing into her nice and deep," I said to him.
Claire clearly didn’t have time to process what I had said because as Sam gave a sudden push, it made her suddenly cry out. However, her sudden yelp did nothing to stop him from pushing forward again.
"Holy fuck Sam, go easy, please," Claire moaned as she waited for the next push, which came only a second later as Sam once again thrust forward, driving more of his huge black cock into my wife’s tight little white pussy, causing her to lift her head and actually let out a little scream. As Sam pushed in further, Claire's mouth opened, and her hands and fingers tensed up, but with every scream came the relaxation straight after and the look on her face that said the pain was worth it. Her rock-hard nipples only confirmed that her body thought the pain was worth it for the pleasure that followed.
"He’s so fucking big," she groaned as she looked up and made eye contact with me. With each second that passed, Claire’s pussy was adjusting to the size of Sam's cock, and as she adjusted, he picked up the pace. It wasn’t long before he was fucking her hard enough that water started to splash out of the pool. They must have carried on like that for about five minutes or so before Sam let out a deep moan and yelled.
"Fuck I'm going to cum!" He followed up with a few more hard thrusts, then almost growled as he started to empty his cum into her little pussy. It ended with a groan from both of them as Sam slid his cock out of Claire and pulled himself up out of the pool, leaving Claire in the water, panting as she tried to catch her breath.
"Oh my fucking God... Holy fuck John. He just came inside me. I’m full of his cum," she sighed breathlessly.
A few seconds later and Claire joined us on the pool deck.
"Here you go, babe,” I said as I handed Claire a towel,” I could see that Sam's cum was leaking from her pussy down her legs, and while she dried her body, she made no attempt at all to deal with the massive load of cum leaking from her pussy.
"Babe, you look so fucking sexy like that," I said.
"I’m glad you like the look," she said with a smile as she continued to try to catch her breath.
After a few minutes, Claire had recovered enough to lay back on the lounger, but as Sam finished drying himself off, it was obvious that he was ready to go again; his cock was back to almost complete hardness.
"Holy fuck, dude. Are you ready to fuck her again?" I asked.
"Yeah," he replied, "Well, if she can take more of it."
"Oh, don’t you fucking worry about that?” Claire replied. “My pussy is warmed up now. It can definitely take some more. In fact, you haven’t made me cum yet, so it definitely needs some more," Claire said with a devilish tone.
A few seconds later and Sam was climbing on top of Claire’s lounger and kissing her as her hands reached down and grabbed his cock, then guided it to her pussy. The sound as she rubbed his cock up and down against her pussy was incredible. A wet, slick sound that was like nothing else I’d ever heard. While she was rubbing herself with his cock Sam reached up with one hand and twisted the nipple on Claire’s right tit, then the left.
"Oh fuck!" Claire cried out, more in pleasure than pain. Her sensitive nipples always had that effect on her.
"That's it, Sam, get your cock in her," I said. "Come on, her little married pussy is ready for your cock again. Put your cock inside my wife and give her a good hard fucking. Make her cum like the little slut she is." With that, he reared back, lined his cock up, and, in one motion, pushed most of it into Claire’s waiting pussy. This time there was no build-up, no waiting. He just set about fucking her.
Holy fuck, that is a lot of cock going into it, I thought as I continued to rub my cock. "God, it looks so fucking hot," I said.
"Sam, I want you to fuck Claire as hard as you can. Get your cock as deep as you can and make her cum."
"Oh, babe, his cock is so fucking big it really hurts, but like a good hurt. Oh fuck. Oh my god," Claire whimpered.
Sam arched his back up and thrust his hips forward, clearly bottoming out inside Claire once again as he held on to her hips, using them for leverage.
"Again, Sam," I said, "Do it again. Get your cock all the way into her. I want to see you deep in my wife’s little white pussy."
I could see that every inch of Sam’s cock was already in her, but it didn’t stop Sam from gripping Claire's hips even tighter and pressing himself down harder against her. He was already as deep as he could get, but now he started fucking Claire as fast as he could as well.
A minute or so later, Claire’s whole body started to spasm and tense up as she closed her eyes. A second later, her mouth opened, and she started to scream as her orgasm swept through her whole body. The feeling of her pussy spasming around Sam’s cock was clearly enough to push him over the edge, and a second later, Claire’s screams were joined by Sam’s moans as his big black cock started to pump another load of cum into my wife’s pussy.
"Holy fuck Claire, he's cumming in you again. Can you feel how much cum is in you right now? How does it feel to have your pussy filled with his cum?"
"I fucking love it," Claire screamed. "Sam, don’t stop; fill me up with your cum. Give it to me. Give me all of your black cum."
Sam was no longer able to slide his cock in and out of Claire; the pleasure was clearly too intense, so he just held himself deep inside her, and I could see his hips spasming as each squirt of cum pulsed from his cock, over and over again. When he had finally finished, he leaned forward and started to give Claire a deep, passionate kiss. Even though he had just cum in my wife, there was something about them kissing like that that felt like it was tying my stomach in knots. The way their lips and tongues tasted each other brought out a jealousy that I had not experienced so far. It was like I was happy with Sam fucking my wife. I was happy with him using his huge black cock to make her cum harder than I ever had. But I didn’t want them to have a passionate kiss after they had finished. But despite my feelings, I didn’t say anything. It was like I didn’t want Sam to know I was feeling jealous. I wanted him to think I was entirely happy with it. As their kiss ended, Sam stood up and looked down at Claire as his now almost soft cock slid out of her pussy. A second or later, Claire’s shifted her hips slightly on the lounger, which obviously moved her pussy as it let out the loudest queef I’ve ever heard, followed by a huge load of Sam’s cum leaking out and down her thighs.
"Oh fuck," she said as she caught her breath. "Fucking hell, babe, that was so good. It was even better than last week."
I walked over to the lounger and sat next to my wife. There was something unbelievably sexy about how she looked at that moment. Her makeup was a complete mess, her hair was all over the place, and her entire chest and face were flushed bright red. She was a hot mess, but she was my hot mess of a wife. I pulled her hair away from her face and kissed her, sliding my hands up and onto her perky little tits. As I pulled my mouth away, I smiled at her and told her just how sexy I thought she looked. Just as I finished the word sexy, she giggled, and another huge queef escaped her pussy. I had no idea she was even capable of such sounds, but then again, I guess she had never had so much squeezed into her until recently to find out. We sat on the loungers without saying a word for a few minutes until Sam walked back towards us. I smiled at him as I looked down and saw his cock was once again getting hard. Maybe not fully hard yet, but 70% or so. On the other hand, I was 100% hard, so hard I felt like my cock was going to explode. I thought I might be about to get my chance to fuck my wife before I saw Sam walking back towards us, but as soon as I saw his hardening cock I knew I’d have to wait again.
"Are you ready for some more, Claire?" he asked, but although he was asking Claire, he was looking directly at me. I couldn’t believe that even after fucking Claire twice in the last hour, he was somehow hard again. As I thought about his incredible ability to get hard again, I started to feel pangs of jealousy again. Weirdly I wasn’t all that jealous about the size of his cock; maybe I’d just accepted there was no way to compete with it, but the fact he could get hard again so soon after cumming really hit home with me. I knew in the same situation, it would be an hour at least until my cock would come to life again, but Sam was able to do it in five minutes and more than once.
As Sam now stood right in front of her, Claire reached up and wrapped her hand around his cock as she started to stroke his big, semi-hard black cock. As she did, she looked and me with a smile and said, “Fuck babe, he’s hard again. God, imagine if you could do that.”
As she said the words, I felt my cock spasm; it was like it was responding to the comparison; it was like somehow my penis knew its performance was being compared to Sam’s.
After a few seconds, Claire sat up fully and placed a big, sloppy kiss on the head of Sam’s cock. I couldn’t help but notice as she kissed his cock that the head was a much lighter color than the shaft. I’d never really noticed before, but Sam’s dark black skin extended up to his bell end, but then he was almost a dark pink. A dark pink fleshy color that my wife’s lips were currently working their magic on.
After a few minutes of kissing his cock Sam looked to be almost at full hardness again, and Claire pulled her lips away and looked up at him and, with a smile, said, "Well, go on then, Sam. If you want to fuck me again, then fuck me. I'm yours today. Use my little married pussy like you own it."
With that, Sam reached down, offered his hand to Claire, and helped her to her feet. As she stood up, naked and exposed to anyone watching, he placed his big, muscular arms around her, and they started kissing again. Again the pangs of jealousy surged through me. I couldn’t explain it, but watching her kiss his cock did nothing but arouse me but watching her kiss his mouth made me unbelievably jealous. But this time, instead of being frozen, I stood up and positioned myself behind Claire. I placed my hands on her hips and started to kiss the back of her neck as my hands slid down and started to grope her big ass cheeks.
As my hands ran all over her ass, I whispered into Claire’s ear, "Baby, this is your fantasy...well, yours and mine. I absolutely love watching Sam fuck you."
"Babe, are you still sure you want to do this?" she asked.
"Sam, you can fuck Claire anytime you want. Just come around and fuck her senseless whenever you want. Isn't that right, Claire?" As I said that, I pushed my rock-hard cock between her ass cheeks. I wasn’t trying to slide it in anywhere, certainly not up her ass, as that was always a massive no-no. But I wanted her to feel how hard I was as I told Sam he could fuck her whenever he wanted. Just so she understood, I was definitely still as turned on as ever.
"Oh babe, it’s so right! " she purred in response.
"Holy fuck, that's hot," I groaned as I pulled my cock back from Claire’s ass crack and started stroking it again. As I stroked my own cock, desperate for some release, Sam’s hands slid up and cupped Claire's perky little breasts as his tongue continued exploring her mouth.
"Oh, my god..." Claire sighed as her nipples hardened with his touch.
I could only imagine what this felt like for Claire. Her fantasy of a young black guy touching her and fucking her was coming true; it just so happened that the young black man had a massive cock as well and stamina that was beyond belief. As he tugged on Claire's nipples and licked her tits, her breathing continued to speed up as soft moans escaped her mouth. As he pinched her nipples once more, Claire’s right hand reached down and took hold of Sam's enormous cock and started gently stroking it. I couldn’t help but look down and notice the large gap between the white of her thumb and fingers filled with the black of Sam’s cock shaft.
As I kissed her back, I said to my wife, "Babe, Sam’s going to fuck you again, but this time you have to tell him exactly how you want him to do you."
"Sam," she said as she stroked his cock. "You're going to fuck me again. And you’re going to fuck me until I’m done. I don’t want you cumming until I’m completely done. Is that clear?"
As she said those words, as she was so assertive with what she wanted, I knew I was pretty much ready to cum myself. As I watched the two lovers enjoying each other’s bodies, I had no idea how I was going to hold off cumming.
"Fuck her, Sam. Take my wife and fuck her now!"
With that, Claire took hold of Sam’s hand, led him over to the lounge chair, and sat him down. As soon as he was sat down, with his huge black cock sticking straight up from between his legs, Claire climbed onto the chair and straddled, placing her knees on either side of him and lowering herself down onto his massive black cock.
"Holy fuck, babe. Your cock is just so fucking huge," Claire groaned as she lowered her tight little pussy onto his impressive tool.
As Claire straddled him and started to lower herself down on his cock I think I saw for the first time just how enormous it was. Sure, I knew it was huge before then; there was no way of missing the fact. But as he sat on the chair with it sticking up, I fully appreciated the size of it. I’m not a small guy by any means, but his cock made me look genuinely tiny. I had no idea of his actual measurements, but as he sat there, it looked like it must have been a good 9 inches long. It put my cock to shame, and I’m a solid 6 inches long, and there were inches between us. But even more than that was his thickness. I’m no pencil dick; in fact, I think I am above average girth, but Sam’s cock was a different animal entirely. Honestly, it looked twice the width of mine.
If you want to know how big it was, then just remember, he had already been in her twice, but as Sam’s cock slid into Claire for the third time, its size and girth still clearly hurt her! She had been fucked twice in the last hour or so by that cock, and it was still tough to fit it in for the third time!
Claire suddenly let out a little cry as Sam's cock slipped out of her, but almost instantly, Sam had repositioned so that the head of his cock was back at the entrance to her pussy. Claire’s hand reached down to help guide his thick black cock back into. As he pushed his hips up, thrusting his cock deeper into my wife, I saw her lean forward and place both of her hands on his chest, using them to try and control how fast he was sliding his cock into her. As I looked between my wife’s legs, I could see he had about half his cock inside her now.
"Holy fuck Claire, how is your pussy so tight," Sam grunted.
"Oh babe, tell me how much you love fucking my married white pussy, and you can have it any time. My cunt will be yours whenever you want it," Claire replied.
"I love fucking your married white pussy," Sam replied instantly as he slid the rest of his big cock into Claire's stretched-out pussy.
As I looked down again, I could see her pussy lips stretching around Sam’s cock, stretching so much that it genuinely looked pretty painful. I had no idea she could stretch like that. As he slid his cock out after each thrust, it was like her lips were stuck to his cock for a second as they moved with his cock, stretching out as he slid out.
"Man, it’s so fucking hot watching you opening my wife's pussy like that," I said.
"Yeah, dude, I’m definitely opening her up. You like watching her getting stretched out and opened up by a big black cock, don’t you?" Sam replied.
"Yes. Yes, I do, Sam," I replied.
By now, Claire had clearly relaxed enough to accommodate him much easier as the full length of his rock-hard cock was easily sliding in and out of her pussy. As she rode him, bouncing up and down, the sound of her wet pussy was just about audible. "Holy fuck, babe, that sounds so hot. And fuck does it look good," I said to Claire. "Babe, you have to see your pussy. Jesus, are you stretched out. You look so wide open with his cock inside you."
Sam started slamming his huge cock up and down, in and out of Claire’s little pussy, as fast as he could. "Holy fuck, babe," I groaned as I watched Claire's beautiful, pale, freshly shaved pussy bulging with each thrust of his huge black cock.
"Fuck Sam, you really are nailing her. I never thought she could take being fucked that hard," I said.
"Holy fuck John!" Claire moaned as she looked at me and reached for my hand. As soon as she took hold of my hand, she used it to pull me down to her, then reached up and grabbed my head, pulling me in for a deep kiss. Our tongues explored each other's mouths as Sam continued fucking her.
I knew I was on the very edge of cumming already, and I was desperate for the release. I’d spent the entire time watching Sam fuck Claire getting increasingly turned on, and now I wanted my turn to cum. As I pulled my mouth away from Claire, I looked her in the eyes and just said, "Please, baby?" She didn’t need any clarification. She knew instantly what I meant as a smile spread across her face, and she replied, "Of course, baby."
I reached down and took hold of my cock, then guided the tip to Claire’s lips. As she opened her lips, I slid my cock into her mouth. The feeling was genuinely exquisite as I felt her lips close around the swollen head of my cock. I was so hard it almost hurt as her lips started to slide up and down my cock, and the intense feeling of her lips against my frustrated cock was too much for me to take. As Claire started sucking the head a little harder, I knew I was about ready to cum. A second later, I felt Claire slide her lips all the way to the base of my shaft, and although I couldn’t see what she was doing, I'm sure I could feel her tongue somehow sticking out the bottom of her mouth and licking my balls.
I guess after blowing Sam, my cock didn’t exactly pose much challenge for her to take it that deep. I couldn’t control myself for more than a few seconds with her doing that to me, and a second later, I could feel my balls tightening. I knew I was about to cum, and as soon as my cock started to swell, so did Claire. She slid her lips right back up so she was just sucking the head of my cock as she bobbed her head up and down a couple more times. That was too much; I was so excited I had lasted no more than 30 seconds. I felt my cock start to twitch, and then I felt the cum start to shoot up my cock toward Claire’s waiting mouth.
Just as I completely lost control, Claire’s hand tightened its grip around my cock and suddenly pulled it out of her mouth. I was so close to cumming that it was too late; I couldn’t do anything now. It was too late to try and get my cock back into her mouth as I exploded, launching cum all over the floor in front of me. I had never wanted to cum in Claire’s mouth more than at that moment. All the years of being denied that pleasure were manageable. I’d just accepted that she gave great head, but that was off-limits. But having watched her do it to Sam last time, I couldn’t help but hope to experience the same. Obviously, she had her reasons for not doing it, but as much cock spewed load after load onto the pool deck, I couldn’t help but feel a combination of anger and jealousy that Sam was given that pleasure and I wasn’t.
“Fuck babe, that was a lot of cum” Claire giggled as the last drops fell from the head of my cock onto the pool deck.
“Holy fuck Claire, I thought you were going to swallow then,” I replied while I tried to get a grip of my breathing.
“Oh, is that why you came so quick,” she said with another giggle as she started to ride Sam’s cock harder.
“Or was it the sight of Sam’s cock in my little pussy that pushed you over the edge like that?”
“Both, I guess,” I replied as I looked at Claire’s big ass bouncing up and down on Sam.
"It looks like he’s fucking you nice and hard?" I asked as I stepped back, avoiding the huge puddle of my cum on the floor.
"Oh yes, he is," she groaned.
"Well, it looks like you're doing a great job for him, too," I told her.
"I am?" she asked, the eager lust evident in her eyes as she looked at Sam. He didn’t reply, but it was pretty obvious he was about to cum from how he was arching his back. A second later, and with a huge groan, he started to cum inside my wife for the third time that day. As Sam’s cock spasmed to its third orgasm of the day, Claire’s pussy started to match him orgasm for orgasm.
A minute or so later and Sam slowly slid his cock out of Claire's pussy which was now so flooded with his cum that as soon as his cock slid out, there was a second puddle of cum on the pool deck to go with my earlier load.
"So Sam, did Claire do a good job for you?" I asked.
"Holy fuck, dude, she was amazing," he replied. "Honestly, I never imagined a married white woman could be that sexy."
"Well, that's a pleasant surprise for you then, isn’t it?" Claire teased as she reached towards his cock and gave it a gentle stroke.
"I hope I get to come back and clean your pool again," Sam said with a smile on his face.
"You like cleaning this pool, don’t you?" I asked, stroking my now soft cock. "You want to come back and really clean it nice and deep, don’t you?"
"Oh hell yes," he said, "But... Well, I might not be able to. Listen, the lease on my apartment is up, and there’s a month before I go back to college. Nowhere around here will rent to me for just a month, so I think I’m going to have to go and stay with my folks for a month. But they are like 70 miles away, so I don’t think they’ll be sending me to do pools over this way anymore. They’ll probably have me working a round out that way."
Claire looked at me for a second with a devilish sparkle in her eyes. She never said a word to me before she spoke to Sam.
"Well," Claire said, "We’ve got a spare room we never use. Maybe Sam could stay in our guest room until he goes back to school? I’m sure he could help with some rent, and I know it would be really good to have him here to take care of the pool whenever it needs it. What do you think, babe? That could work, couldn’t it?"
I was taken completely by surprise by the offer. I mean, the rent would have been helpful, and Sam was actually a nice guy, but had my wife actually just offered him the chance to move in and fuck her whenever he wanted? I didn’t know what to say. In the end, it was pretty obvious what a bad idea it was. But as I looked down at my now rock-hard cock something hit me. I’d never got hard that quick again in my entire life, but as soon as Claire suggested Sam rent our spare room, there I was, rock hard, minutes after cumming. It must have been a sign.
"Yeah, sure, babe. That could work. It would be good to have Sam around to clean the pool whenever we need it," I replied. "I’m sure we can make that work for a month. Sam, you’d be welcome to stay with us for a while. But you will have to sort that pool out whenever it needs it. That’s the deal. Okay." As I said it, I reached out and squeezed one of Claire's perky little and gave her little nipple a tight squeeze. Her beautiful perky tits had just enough give in them naturally to make cupping them like that a truly amazing experience."
We didn’t need to make the offer twice; our new houseguest moved into the spare room the following evening.




The Encore

The next evening Sam moved into our spare room, and I was pretty surprised that he didn’t have more stuff. He literally had 2 suitcases of clothes, his laptop, and a box of college books. He did say most of his stuff was still at his parents and he didn’t take much stuff to college anyway, as the rooms were small to start with, and it was actually quite nice to get to know a little bit more about him that evening over dinner. It turned out he was a political science major and had planned out his career years in advance; he just needed the money to get through college, hence the pool cleaning job. After he got settled in, the weekend was one long hard sexual whirlwind for all of us. Sam's huge cock spent many hours planted in Claire's pussy, pretty much nonstop. It turns out he really does only need 5 or 10 minutes to get hard again, and it doesn’t really matter how many times he’s cum that day. His cock just keeps working!
By the end of the weekend, Claire was able to take his huge black cock in her pussy without any struggle and certainly with the initial pain she had felt the first couple of times. It was one of those evenings that I actually gave in to the curiosity inside me and suggested we actually measure Sam’s cock properly. He said he had never measured it before, and I had wanted to know ever since I first saw it. In fact, since that day, my curiosity had been building. What I wasn’t prepared for was when I suggested this to Claire, she agreed but added in a condition. She said we measure Sam’s cock properly and compare it against mine. I knew for sure he was way bigger than me; there was no way I could deny it. And there was something that I found quite a turn on knowing how big he was while he was fucking her, but weirdly, the idea of measuring both of us and comparing felt a little humiliating. And yes, I’m sure you’re thinking, why would it be more humiliating to measure side by side than to watch him fucking your wife? Well, honestly, I don’t have the answer to that.
Claire actually seemed to quite enjoy the idea of measuring us and went off to grab a ruler and a length of string. A few minutes later, she had us stand up, shoulder to shoulder, as she knelt down in front of us with the ruler in her hand. She started with me, using the ruler to measure the length of my cock. She did suggest taking soft measurements as well as hard, but by the time we were standing next to each other, wife Claire on her knees in front of us, I was already fully hard, so that kind of went out the window. I already had a good idea of my size; what guy doesn’t? But I was pleasantly surprised when Claire placed the ruler alongside my cock and announced 6.2 inches. I always thought I was just under 6, maybe bang on 6 on a really good day, but Claire measured twice and was happy I was comfortably over the 6-inch mark. I guess it was something about the act of being compared to this handsome black guy that got my cock even harder and more excited than ever. Then she wrapped the piece of string around my shaft and pinched the string where the ends met around my cock to measure the girth. As she pulled it away and placed it against the ruler, she smiled and announced 4.75 inches. Again up slightly on my normal measurements. The competitive urge must have been driving my cock on to swell even more than usual.
Once she was done with my measurements, Claire moved on to Sam. He was standing next to me, and as I looked down, his cock was still entirely soft as Claire placed the ruler alongside it. 6.5 inches, she announced with a massive grin on her face before she quickly wrapped the string around his cock. A second later, she was placing it alongside the ruler. Her eyes opened wide as she saw the measurement, and a second later, she announced his girth. 5 inches soft! It was official. His big soft black cock was bigger than my hard white cock. Claire looked up at both of us and said it would only be a fair comparison if Sam was hard, and with that, began to plant gentle kisses along the side of his cock, all the way up to the head, then back down again. It didn’t take him long to respond, and a few minutes later, Claire was repeating her measurements, but this time against his rock-hard cock. As she moved his huge swollen black cock next to the ruler, it looked enormous, and as Claire looked at the measurement, another wicked smile crossed her face.
“Wow, babe, we’re looking at 8.75 inches,” she said. I have to admit I was actually expecting a bigger number. Not that it made any difference; his cock was absolutely enormous regardless, and I’d never actually seen another guy's cock before, so what would I know? The fact that he was almost 3 inches longer than my cock was a brutal reminder of the differences, but the biggest surprise was when she measured his girth. 6.5 inches. Holy fuck, that put into perspective just how much thicker his cock was than mine and just how much he must have stretched out Claire’s little white pussy.
By the end of the weekend, I wasn’t even watching them every time they fucked. In fact, by Sunday night, I had gone to bed at about 11pm, leaving the two of them downstairs on the sofa. I’d lost count of the number of times they had fucked that weekend, but they clearly weren’t done, as at 1am, I was woken up by Claire coming to bed. As she got into bed, I cuddled up to her and could feel she was dripping with sweat, and as I slid my hand down between her legs, I could feel his cum dripping all down her thighs.
"I see you decided there was time for a little more fun," I teased as I rubbed her back for a few seconds until Claire turned to face me.
"It wasn't just fun, babe; it was fucking incredible," she replied. As she spoke, I could smell the distinctive taste of cum on her breath.
“Sam told me I was the best fuck he's ever had," she said with a smile.
"Well, that only leaves one question, babe. Is he the best fuck you've ever had?" I asked although I had a good idea of the answer.
"Oh, John," Claire replied. "You know I'll always love you, and there’s nothing wrong with sex between us at all.......but Sam's cock is just so fucking big, it fills up, like completely fills every inch of me."
As she said that, I leaned in and kissed her, my tongue entering her mouth and instantly tasting the salty leftover taste from Sam’s most recent load. I pulled my tongue away and started to tease Claire by sucking her already hard nipples, and a second later, I felt her hand wrap around my already hard cock, and she slid her hand up and down my shaft, then ran her finger over my head, rubbing in the pre-cum that was already covering the head. I responded by running my hands over her hips as she opened her legs nice and wide, inviting me to slip my finger inside her. It took only a few seconds for me to slide first one, then two, and finally three fingers into her. It was a feeling I’d never felt before in my life. Even with three of my fingers, they met absolutely no resistance at all. In fact, when I finally slid the fourth in, there was still no resistance, just a gaping wide pussy that was leaking a combination of Sam's cum and Claire’s pussy juices. She was so wet and ready to be fucked.
"Do it now, babe. I want you so badly!" she commanded as she took hold of my cock and pulled me in toward her. As soon as I was on top of her, I slid my cock straight in. I sunk all the way in, all six inches deep into my wife’s soaking wet pussy. As I started to move my cock in and out of her, I could actually hear a squelching sound, a sound like a splashing noise. She was so wet and stretched out I could actually hear the cum splashing around in her. With my cock now fully buried in her pussy, she wrapped her arms around me and told me to stay.
"Is that good for you, babe?" I asked her.
"Oh fuck yes, baby, yes it is," she moaned.
I continued thrusting in and out of her as hard and fast as I could, but it was a truly odd sensation. Normally I could feel her tight pussy walls wrapping around my cock, like they were trying to suck the cum out of me, but tonight all I could feel was the wetness. Each time I pulled out, her pussy made a squishing sound, and every time I thrust back in, I could feel Sam's cum and her juices overflow as my cock went in. As I started to fuck her, our lips met in another kiss, and this time, instead of pully away, I kissed her as passionately as ever, my tongue exploring her mouth, even sucking her tongue into mine as my hands got to work on her perky little tits. Her grip around me got tighter and tighter with each thrust like she was trying to pull me in ever deeper.
Finally, I couldn’t take any more. I knew I was about to cum. I think I lasted five minutes, which was more than I had expected!
"Fuck Claire, I'm going to cum. Fuck I’m cumming, I'm cumming!"
"Yes, baby, that’s it. Cum in me, babe," she moaned, "I want your cum! I need your cum!"
With the next stroke, my cock exploded, launching my cum into the mix with Sam's and Claire's pussy juices. As my cock continued to spasm, Claire wrapped her legs tightly around my waist, and her nails clawed at my back. I didn’t know it at the time, but her nails would leave marks that would last for almost a week.
I laid on top of her for a few minutes after cumming, just kissing her with our sweaty bodies intertwined. When I finally rolled off of her, I felt my cock slide out with a slight plop. As I looked down at my soft cock it was absolutely covered with our combined juices. I had no idea whose cum it was that was dripping off the side of my cock, and at that moment, I really didn’t care.
Claire's hand then slid down to her wet pussy, and her fingers started rubbing her clit. As she started to rub her clit I realized something. I had just fucked her, and she hadn’t cum! I had just fucked my wife straight after another man, and I hadn’t even made her climax. As she rubbed her clit I lay there feeling like a complete failure. I’d always taken great pride in being able to make my wife orgasm. Yet, here I was, lying in bed, my cock limp and covered in cum, but the only orgasm she’d had that night was from the black guy that had fucked her before I did.
"Babe, let me take care of that," I said as I gently ran my hand down her body. As I got to her pussy, and gently eased her hand aside and took over from her, fingering her gently and stroking all over her completely exposed clit. I couldn't believe how she felt. It was a complete mess. A sticky, disgusting mess. I could feel the sticky nature of the wetness, which made it very clear it wasn’t just her pussy juices that I was rubbing all over her clit.
"John," she said with a truly wicked tone. "John, do you want to make me cum?”
It was like she knew I was feeling awful about not being able to and was throwing me a lifeline.
“I love making you cum, babe; you know that.”
“Well, if you want to make me cum you know what you need to do, right? You need to get your tongue down there."
"Is that what you really want?" I asked. I wasn’t sure if I was looking for an excuse or for confirmation, but either way, I needed her answer.
"You seriously want me to lick your pussy in that state??"
"Yesss," she responded, “I want you to lick it. But only if you want to. I mean, it’s not like you have to make me cum. I could go to be without you making me cum."
The way she phrased it really left me with no other option. I started to kiss her tits, then down to her stomach, and I just kept moving further down until I was kissing her clit. As my tongue ran little circles around her clit I could feel her wetness on my lips. I looked up at her, unsure if I hoped she would approve or tell me to stop. However, a second later, her lips turned up in a strangely arousing smile, and she wiggled her hips slightly as she giggled, "Do it, babe, come on. Don’t you want to make your wife cum?”
And with that, my resistance crumbled. There was no way she was going to sleep, with only Sam having made her cum. I was going to as well. So I slid my mouth down to her messy, sloppy wet pussy. My lips clamped onto hers, almost like a weird defense mechanism, and I started to suck her lips lightly as my tongue gingerly worked its way up her slit. It took no more than a second for me to be greeted by a mouthful of our now-mingled cum. The feeling of it on my tongue was indescribable. It was genuinely an awful sensation, and weirdly for a liquid, it had a real texture to it. But the worst part was, by far, the taste. It was truly disgusting, salty, and horrible. But for some reason, I couldn’t pull my mouth away. As much as I wanted to pull my mouth away, I knew I needed to make her cum, so I carried on and swallowed the taste of our combined juices as I darted my tongue into her. As I went on, I found myself wanting to lick every drop of it out of her. It was like I knew the more I licked out of her, the more I would have licked her pussy and the closer to cumming she would be getting. It wasn’t long before my chin was completely soaked, but I kept sucking and licking and swallowing everything that came out of her pussy. It wasn’t long before her body started to give away the orgasm that was building inside her, and a minute or so later, as my tongue swirled around he clit, she closed her eyes, pushed her head back into the pillow, and started a deep, guttural moan as she started to cum. As I carried on licking, it felt like her orgasm lasted forever as, with each spasm, more cum was forced out of her pussy and onto my face. But eventually, it subsided, and she was left lying on her back with a huge smile on her face looking down at me as I carried on licking her pussy.
After a few more minutes of gentle licking, Claire reached down and placed her hands on either side of my cum-covered face and pulled me up to her. We kissed, our tongues intertwined with the taste of cum completely unavoidable. 
"John," she said as she pulled away, breaking the kiss.
"That was fucking incredible! You’ve never licked me like that before. It was incredible; I can’t believe how hard you made me cum.”
I couldn’t help but let a broad smile spread across my face as she said that. I had made my wife cum. After everything Sam had done to her, she was going to be with the orgasm I had caused, still sending little pleasure waves through her body.
“Babe, I need you to fuck me again. I need you to fuck me from behind." She didn’t even wait for the answer as she turned over and presented her ass up to me. For a split second, I felt a wave of disappointment sweep over me. My wife desperately needed fucking again, and I’d only just cum. There was no way I was going to be able to fuck her again, not for ages yet. And then I looked down and saw my cock. As soon as I saw the rock-hard erection between my legs, I couldn't get inside Claire fast enough. As I grabbed her hips and tried to wipe the lingering taste of cum from my lips, I started to fuck her.
"Does fucking my sloppy cunt feel good, baby?" she asked without waiting for a reply. "I could tell you loved cleaning me up, didn't you, babe? The look on your face gave it away while you were down there. And so did your cock. Why did you get another boner so soon, babe? Did you like slurping the cum out of my well fucked pussy that much? You got hard again!"
"Yes! Holy fuck, yes!" I honestly thought my brain was going to pop as I listened to my wife talking like that. I had only been fucking her for a few minutes, but I knew I wasn't far from cumming for the second time, and I told her.
"Yes, baby, you can cum for me. Cum in my pussy. I want you to fill me up with your cum. But baby, if you’re going to cum that quickly, then you’ll have to make me cum another way, won't you? I shouldn’t be punished just because my sloppy wet cunt means you can’t control yourself. If you cum that quickly, you’ll just have to clean me up again! You can get down there and clean me all up. If you cum in me again, you’re going to swallow every drop."
That was too much. Those words pushed me over the edge. I exploded inside her once again. Even though it was the second time in a matter of minutes that I had cum, I was amazed at how much I pumped into her. After I had finished unloading into my wife’s messy cunt we both collapsed on the bed, panting, both of us completely spent and unable to move. After a few minutes, Claire rolled over to lay on her back and bent her knee. She then slid her hands down toward her pussy, and as they got there, she spread her lips wide open. 
"Come on, babe.” She said with that devilish smile once again.
“It ain’t gonna lick itself."
The first time I went down on her, only a few minutes ago, I was entering into the unknown. I had no idea what it would be like to go down on her after she had been fucked, but this time, I knew full well what I was getting myself in for. I knew what it would look like and taste like down there. 
And I knew I wanted to make her cum again.
So with a deep breath, I opened my mouth, and down I went. And the taste was just as awful the second time. But my wife’s quivering body as I made her cum again was just enough consolation to get me over it.
But soon enough, Monday came around, and it was time for us to get back to our jobs and return to some semblance of normality. Sam was up and out surprisingly early. I wasn’t sure if it was because he had a lot of pools to clean or because he wanted to be finished early so he could get back to Claire. When I came down to the kitchen to grab breakfast, Claire was already dressed for work and was speaking to her friend Amy on her cell phone. Amy was her best friend and former college roommate, and the two of them were inseparable and shared literally everything, and I mean everything. And today was no different. I could only hear Claire's end of the conversation as she kissed me goodbye and walked out the door to drive to work.
"...Yes, babe, I know. We kinda said he can stay with us for a month until he goes back to college," and; ..."Holy fuck Amy, listen, babe, there is no way you would believe the size of his cock. It’s so much bigger than anything I've ever seen before, let alone what I’ve had in me"; and just as she got in the car and closed the door,"...Yeah, John’s totally okay with it. Why don’t you come over after work tonight and meet him." 
I didn’t really know what to think. It wasn’t like I was ashamed of anything that had happened, and I knew deep down that the proverbial cat would have to come out of the bag at some point. But I just wasn’t expecting it to be 8am Monday morning. I had to leave for work a little while after, and as I got to the car, I was still struggling to hide the massive hard-on in my pants.
When I pulled onto the drive after work, Sam's car was already there, but Claire wasn’t home yet. It was slightly odd; all my interactions with Sam had revolved around Claire until this point, so as I walked into the kitchen and found Sam enjoying a beer, I opened the refrigerator, grabbed a beer for myself, and we both headed into the living room and sat down. As we made small light talk about our work days, there was no way to avoid noticing the massive bulge in Sam’s shorts. I figured he was looking forward to Claire getting home.
The idea that Sam was sitting there, on our sofa, ready for a nice afternoon fuck with my wife, had a similar effect to Claire speaking to Amy earlier. But not only did I have a rock-hard erection, I was totally lost for words. Sam clearly sensed something was up, as he asked me three or four times if I was mad at him for taking up so much of Claire's time over the weekend.
"No, man, of course not," I chuckled. "I'm not mad. I know it’s a bit weird, but it’s kind of a turn-on to see it. You’ve really brought out another side to her. My wife is like a woman possessed when she’s around you. I've never seen her so pleased.
“I'm so glad you're okay with it, John," Sam replied. "I’ve got to tell you, Claire is really something. I've never been with a girl like her before."
"Well, I’m pretty sure she would say the same way about you," I replied. "And she should be home from work very soon, so we can ask her."
About five minutes later, we heard the front door open and Claire walking down the hallway and to the kitchen. Her high heels clicked with each step as she walked down the hall.
"John, Sam, where are you boys?" she asked.
"We're in the living room, babe," I shouted in reply.
Claire walked into the living room and paused momentarily, glancing at me like she was trying to gauge my mood. When I smiled at her, she obviously relaxed a little and sat down on the couch next to Sam. As always, she was dressed to kill, wearing a sharp blue business suit with a skirt that finished just above her knees and a pale pink silk blouse that showed off her slim figure perfectly.
"Wow, Claire, I've never seen you dressed like this," Sam said with the surprise evident on his face. "If this is how you always dress for work, I might have to come by your office?" he said as he placed his hand on her leg.
"I'm glad my outfit meets your approval," she said with a giggle, "I’m pretty sure until now you've only really seen me in a bikini or totally naked," she laughed as we traded looks.
“Sam,” Claire suggested, her gaze fixated on his gradual approach. “Why don’t you allow me to change into something more suitable? I wouldn’t want to ruin these clothes...” Her sentence trailed off abruptly as she emitted a pleasurable moan of delight. Sam, in response, began unbuttoning her suit jacket and silk blouse, gently caressing her breast beneath the confines of her bra.
"Oh, Sam," she moaned softly. "Let me...oh…please let me change clothes first." Claire started to stand up from the couch, but a second later, she clearly surrendered to him as he started to massage her breasts.
"Claire just can't say no to you, Sam," I said. "Come on, Claire. You should tell him," I said, "You should tell him that he can have you anywhere and anytime he wants."
"Sam," she said, "You can take me now or later and whenever you want," she said. "I want you to give me your big black cock whenever you want. I know I want it all the time. All I can think about, ever since I first saw it, is that huge cock of yours. And look, I'm wearing my special anklet, just for you." As I looked down, I smiled as I saw she was indeed wearing the anklet. The anklet with the heart symbol and the letters 'BBC' on it. She had gone to work today wearing it. She had very publicly advertised the fact she loved black cock to anyone who noticed.
Sam reached up Claire's business skirt and slid her panties down her thighs as she rested her hand on his shoulder and looked over toward me with a slightly anxious look on her face as his fingers slid into her dripping wet pussy.
"I'm wet for you, Sam. I’ve been wet for you all day," she moaned under her breath as she glanced up at Sam, who in turn looked down at where his hand was now disappearing up my wife’s skirt.
As Sam stood up, Claire reached down to undo his shorts, and a second later, they were in a heap on the floor, with his cock standing hard and only inches from her mouth. "Oh my fucking god!" Claire moaned as she leaned forward and opened her mouth, taking the head of Sam’s cock into her mouth. A few seconds later, as she tried to wiggle her skirt off, Sam’s cock popped out of her mouth.
"Sam, babe, let me..." Claire tried to stand up, but as soon as she moved, Sam pushed her back down and immediately pressed up against her. "Okay, okay... Sam, at least let me...My clothes plea..." Claire's words were cut-off mid-sentence as Sam quite forcefully dragged her skirt up, exposing her shaved pussy. Her married white shaved pussy. As he took a firm grip on her hips, Claire just groaned as he positioned her on the couch. She clearly took the hint and didn't move a muscle; the heavy breathing coming from her was the only sound in the room.
“I’m going to fuck her right here on the sofa,” Sam said as he started to stroke his cock as he bent down and got himself into position to enter her from behind.
"You’ve got that big cock nice and ready for my wife's pussy, haven’t you, Sam?" I asked.
"Fuck yes,” Sam replied. “I’ve got this big black cock ready to fuck your wife's pussy, John," as he tugged on his cock.
"Holy fuck. Please fuck me, Sam!" Claire moaned as she listened to me and Sam discussing him using her body.
"I want you to fuck her real good for me?" I said, as I looked at Sam, then Claire, before back to Sam.
"Oh, don’t worry, John. I’m going to fuck her pussy so good for you that she won’t know what’s hit her. Her little white cunt will never be the same again," he said. "You ready, you little white slut?" he asked.
"Yesss," she said, her lust almost making her slur her words with anticipation. I bet you love the way this little married white pussy looks, don’t you? I bet you love seeing it in these nice clothes, don’t you, Sam?" she continued. "Do you like the idea of fucking a powerful white woman in her smart business suit?"
"Damn, Claire," Sam sighed as he stroked his cock. "You look so fucking hot like that... You really are a fucking fine-looking woman."
"Oh yeah?" she teased. "You like that? You like getting the chance to fuck this fine-looking white woman with that big black cock, don’t you, Sam"?
Claire might have been absolutely desperate for Sam to fuck her, but she was in control now.
"Oh John, I can’t see from her. Does it look like he likes it? Does it look like Sam likes to have me talk to him like that?" she asked, looking at me as she wiggled her hips in front of Sam. Claire's dirty talk was absolutely smoldering. In fact, it was so hot it was making me feel faint just listening to it.
"Oh!" she whined sexily. "All day, all I’ve wanted to do was come home and be a bad girl! I know John wants to watch you fuck me real hard and deep with that big cock! He wants to watch you fuck his wife's white pussy good and hard with your big, black cock!"
"Well, you won’t have to wait any longer bitch. I'm about to put all this black dick up inside you right now," Sam told her.
I stood up and gestured for Claire to lean forward a bit, and once she had, I helped her slide out of her suit jacket and unbuttoned her blouse before easing it off. Finally, I unclipped her bra and slid it off.
"I love watching my wife's little tits when you’re fucking her, Sam," I said, as I sat back down in my chair and watched as Claire’s perky tits started to bounce around as Sam began pounding her. "That’s it, fuck her, Sam. Get deep in that pussy."
Claire tried again to wriggle out of her skirt, but Sam stopped her as soon as she moved. "Don’t even think about it slut. I’m going to fuck you with that skirt pulled up like the dirty little white slut you are," he said.
Claire was staring right at me. She cried out in pleasure as Sam’s cock slid the entire way into her. He then started to pull all the way back, then thrust forward again. "Fuck!" she cried out again. After the weekend, Claire had clearly gotten used to his size as he slid into her so much easier than before.
It didn’t take long for Sam to start to speed up, fucking her with fast, long strokes. "Uh! Uh!" she groaned repeatedly on each thrust in. Although she was a lot more able to take Sam’s size now, her fists remained clenched the entire time, telling me that she still found the sheer size of his big black cock a challenge. "Holy fuck, babe. Fuck yes. Yes. Yes. I'm going to cum!" she cried out. "Baby, hold my hand! I want you to hold your wife’s hand as this big black cock makes her cum"
By the time I took hold of her hand, she was just starting to convulse with pleasure. Sam looked over at me with a smile as he held her hips with his hands and continued thrusting into his, his breathing now every bit as fast as Claire's.
"Jesus, babe, that looks so fucking good," he said.
There was no denying it. Claire looked absolutely incredible. With her skirt all bunched up over her hips and her blouse, suit jacket, and bra in a pile on the floor, she looked incredibly hot as he fucked her like that.
"My wife takes big black cock all day and night," I said. "Now, Sam, you’ve made her cum with that big black cock, so now it’s your turn. I want to watch you cum in her married white pussy."
Claire just smiled at me as I said it.
"You look so hot like that," I said, "You look fucking amazing with Sam's big cock buried deep in you."
"John, man, I gotta tell you. I absolutely love fucking your little slut wife," Sam said, shaking his head as he looked down at Claire as if emphasizing what a slut she looked like. He gripped Claire’s hips tight, making sure her skirt stayed bunched up over her hips just above his hands as he plowed his big black cock into her over and over again. Sam somehow managed to increase his pumping speed even more and briefly glanced over at me as he held onto Claire’s quivering hips.
"Oh fuck, Sam. I can’t take it; you're fucking me so hard!" she cried out. Sam showed her no mercy as his hands continued to grip her, providing the leverage he needed to fuck her.
"Oh, that’s it. That’s it. Here I go!" Sam said. "Oh fuck, I'm cumming!"
Sam's whole body spasmed once, twice, then a third time, and as I looked, I could see his cock twitching as he pumped his load of cum into my wife. He gave Claire a few more forceful thrusts as he continued to spasm inside her. Just thrusting and holding...thrusting and holding, each time Claire responded with clenched fists and a forced "arrghh" as she felt his semen hitting the base of her cervix.
Sam slowly started to release his grip on Claire’s hips, and with it, her skirt slowly sagged down as Sam held himself deep inside her for longer and longer periods of time with each thrust.
Then he was still for another moment, just holding his cock deep inside her, not moving at all.
"Sam?" Claire asked as she lifted her head up just slightly. "Sam baby, are you finished?" "Oh God!" she screamed when he pumped into her once more. As he did, he slid his hands over Claire's hips and resumed his tight grip as he continued to pump into her. She reached up and braced her hands against his chest just as a furiously invigorated Sam started to fuck her as hard as ever.
Claire moaned with her eyes closed like the pleasure was simply too much for her to process with her eyes open. Less than a minute later, Sam was pumping his second load of cum deep inside Claire. As he was cumming she managed to open her eyes and keep them locked on mine as her body jerked each time Sam slammed his cock into her. When he finally collapsed forward, he encircled her with his arms as she lay panting and heaving beneath him.
"Thank you, baby," she whispered softly in Sam’s ear as he pulled his cock out of her. As Sam stood upright, Claire slowly pushed herself up as well, then reached down between her legs to grab her panties. She pulled her panties up, but even before they got to her crotch, they were covered in Sam's cum that had already seeped out of her well-fucked pussy and was now all over her thighs. She then slid her skirt back down, only to find it was also covered in Sam's cum. "Well, I guess this outfit will have to go to the cleaners," she said with a smile.




The Next Chapter

The month that Sam was staying with us flew by much faster than either of us could have anticipated. I guess all good things have to come to an end, and this was no exception. Sam was leaving for college the next day, and we all knew this would be Claire's last chance to fuck him. Well, her last chance for a while, at least for a while.
Claire was upstairs in the bedroom, half undressed, when Sam and I walked in to greet her. She had only arrived home from work a few minutes ago and was getting changed out of her smart clothes into something more casual. But at the moment we walked in, all she had on was her bra and panties, and of course, her 'I love big black cock' anklet. She never took the anklet off now. She wore it everywhere she went, proclaiming to anyone who noticed that she was now a married white slut who enjoyed black men.
"Sam would like to say goodbye before he leaves for college in the morning," I said.
Claire was clearly disappointed, although we both knew this was always going to happen. "Sam, I really wish you weren’t leaving. I wish we had more time together before you had to leave for school?" she said.
"I know," Sam replied, "But classes start the day after tomorrow, so I really have to head off tomorrow.
"Claire," I said as I ran my hand over her perky little tits. "I think Sam should get one last chance to fill you up nice and deep, don’t you?."
"Isn’t that right, Sam?" I asked. "You’re here to get your cock deep in my wife's pussy one last time, aren’t you?"
"Oh my God, yes," he replied, "I need to get so deep in that little pussy one last time John," he said.
With that, Claire leaned her upper body over the bed, pushing her ass back and arching it up. I slipped my hand into the waistband of her panties and slid them down while Sam reached down, took hold of one of Claire's ass cheeks, and started groping her big ass. As I slid the panties all the way down, I reached up and joined him, groping the other, and together we groped her ass, together we stood there enjoying her big round and beautifully firm ass. As we pulled her cheeks apart and then squeezed them back together, I could see her clearly dripping wet pussy lips already parted and open. As we squeezed her ass and stretched her cheeks apart further, she let out the loudest queef, I’ve ever heard. Claire had never been much of a queefer before; in fact, she had probably done it two or three times in all the years I’d known her. Well, that was before Sam and his massive cock had brought out this side to her pussy. Now, with each time they fucked, it seemed to increase the frequency and intensity with which her little pussy would expel air with that unmistakable sound. As soon as Sam heard that sound, he reached toward her pussy, inserted two fingers, and started to play with her.
"Oh god," Claire moaned.
"You like that, don’t you slut?" I asked. "You like being felt up by your husband and your black lover at the same time, don’t you?"
"Oh fuck yes..." she moaned again.
"You want more?"
"Yesss...Fuck yes, please," she replied as she looked back at the two of us. "I want you both. I want both of you to keep touching me at the same time," she whispered.
Sam took hold of Claire's shoulder and started to up the intensity of his pussy rubbing while she just panted softly and arched her ass up and down on his hand.
"You’re so beautiful, Claire. Fuck you’re so beautiful," Sam said to Claire but looking straight at me.
"Fuck, that looks so hot," I said.
"Does it, babe?" Claire panted. I didn’t reply; I just nodded.
Sam then grabbed Claire’s hips and started to rub his cock over her soaking wet pussy lips.
"You like the feel of Sam's big black cock on your pussy don’t you?" I asked. Claire looked up at me, making eye contact as she pleadingly said, "Yes."
"John, you’re such a lucky man. Her pussy is always so tight and wet," he finally said as he looked up at me. "Even after the pondings I’ve given it, her little pussy is still tight."
"Yeah, her pussy has always been nice and tight. I thought your cock might change that, but I’m glad it hasn’t," I said. "She’s still got a tight little white married pussy."
Claire's voice was trembling now, "John, the way two are talking about me is too much. It’s like I’m just a piece of meat or something.” she said. "Oh fuck, fuck it’s going to make me cum," she panted. Clearly, the worse we spoke of her, the hornier she was getting.
“Her little pussy has always been a lot of fun to use, and now you just get to use it too. She’s your little slut as well as mine,” I said to Sam, although I really said it for Claire’s benefit. “Her slutty little cunt is always open for your fat black cock.”
With that, Claire strained her head up and held it there as she started to scream out as she came. As the first wave of the orgasm hit her, she had the most intense spasms I’d ever seen from her as her whole body jumped and twitched around against Sam's hand as he continued stroking her pussy.
Several more waves swept through her, and she moaned loudly with each one.
"That looked like fun, babe?" I asked.
Claire turned her head to look behind her, and as she did, she reached back and grabbed a handful of Sam's shirt. "Come here," she ordered as she pulled him toward her and initiated a long and passionate kiss before she turned to face me and kissed me just as passionately. Once we broke off our kiss, Sam leaned her forward again, stepped up right against her, and reached his arms under hers to cup both of her perky little tits as he started to fuck her. Claire was even wetter than any of the other times. Somehow it was like she had taken it up another level entirely. Sam's big cock slid into her without any resistance as her pussy was so wet it just glided in, stretching her out so smoothly and beautifully as he shoved every inch of his huge black cock into her.
"Oh my fucking god, John!" Claire screamed. "He's really fucking me now!"
"Holy fuck, Sam!" she panted as she turned her head as if she wanted to ensure he could hear her. "Oh fuck!" she grunted again as Sam thrust his cock into her as hard and deep as possible.
Then Sam started to fuck her wildly, each brutal thrust causing her entire body to shake violently. I held my wife’s jerking body up by her elbows, and her hands gripped my shoulders tight for support.
"He's fucking me! He's fucking me so hard!" she yelled.
But a second later, Claire pulled her ass away from Sam, letting his cock slide out of her. As he stood there with his massive hard cock covered in Claire’s pussy juices, she looked round at him and said.
"Just a second, Sam. Holy fuck, that was relentless. But Sam, honey, I can't let you cum inside my pussy today."
I looked at Sam and wasn’t really sure what to say. Sam just stood there, clearly on the verge of cumming and desperately jerking his cock with a totally confused look on his face. He’d cum in my wife many times before, so what was going on this time.
"What’s up, babe?" I asked as I gently brushed the hair from Claire’s face.
"I can’t. I mean, I want to. God, I want to, but it’s just too risky today," she whispered to me quietly. "I’m so horny, and it was getting almost impossible to stop, but I took my last pill yesterday. I thought I had another pack, but I didn’t. I haven't had a chance to get any more either.
With that, she reached her arms around Sam and said to him, "Please don’t be angry?" Then, with a smile, she whispered, "I wanted to feel you cum in me as much as you wanted to cum in me. But we can’t. I’m sorry, babe."
"I'm not angry," he replied, moving his mouth in and kissing her. But even though he wasn’t angry, his cock was still rock hard and full of cum. "But what does this mean? You know, for us? Today?"
"Well, it just means this," she said as she took him by the hand, led him over to the bed, and nodded toward the headboard. “Take a seat, baby." Sam did as he was instructed, climbing onto the bed and laying back with his cock pointing straight up. A second later, Claire climbed onto the bed, crawled up the bed and between his legs, then wrapped her hand around the base of his cock. As I looked down, I could see both her engagement ring and her wedding ring, the metal making a striking contrast with Sam's dark black cock. "So babe, since you came to stay with us, have you enjoyed fucking me with your big black cock? Have you enjoyed putting that big fat black dick in my little married white pussy?" Claire whispered, then moved her head forward slightly and poked her tongue out to gently lick the head of Sam’s cock.
"Oh yes. Holy fuck, yes, I have," he moaned.
"God, Sam. It really is fucking huge. Now lay back and relax, baby. I'm going to suck your big black cock like no one has ever sucked it before," she whispered. "When you get together with the boys back to college, you can tell them all about the married white slut who sucked your cock."
Claire looked back down at Sam’s huge cock and slowly leaned closer, rapidly flicking her tongue over his head before she closed in further and opened her mouth as wide as she could to engulf as much of the head as she could fit in her mouth. She then moaned gently as she slowly dragged her lips back over his huge flared head.
"Fuck yeah," Sam moaned as his head fell back against the headboard.
"Oh yeah, what?" Claire teased. "Are you trying to say my lips feel good wrapped around your big black cock?"
"Oh yes," he groaned once more as she took the head in her mouth again. Sam reached out and placed a hand on the top of Claire's head as she bobbed up and down on him. With each time she bobbed down on his cock, his hand gently pressed down, helping her to take a little more of his cock in her mouth each time.
Sam let out another moan which caused Claire to grin as best as she could, given how her mouth was stretched. As she tilted her head back to look up at Sam, she saw his eyes were closed and his mouth wide open. He had a look of pure pleasure on his face, a look that Claire had never seen before. Claire continued to strain her neck to look up at him as she started to jerk the base of his cock even faster while she kept her lips wrapped tightly around his head, bobbing her mouth up and down in time with her hand movements. She had never really understood the idea of being lost in the moment until then. But at that moment, she knew exactly what it meant. The only thing that mattered in the entire world at that moment was pleasuring Sam’s beautiful cock.
If I’m honest, I was also pretty lost in the moment as I sat down on the end of the bed and watched as Claire’s mouth engulfed Sam's' cock. A couple of times, as we made eye contact, she glanced down at her wedding rings as if trying to show them off to me!
"Mmmm," she moaned through a mouthful of cock as she continued to flaunt her rings. Then she slipped his cock out of her mouth for a few seconds and said, "You like fucking a married white woman, don't you, Sam?" as her hands continued to jerk his cock.
"Fuck yeah," he groaned back to her as he slowly pumped his hips up into her hand.
"Good, because this married white woman loves fucking your cock?" she continued. "You fucked me so hard with this big fat cock, didn't you, Sam?” She asked as she planted a wet kiss on the head of his cock once again.
“You stuffed every inch of this massive black cock inside my little married white pussy and made me squeal like a little bitch, didn’t you? God, babe, you made me cum so hard, didn't you? Over and over again!" Claire had that devilish smile on her face again as she pumped, wrapped her other hand around Sam’s cock now, and used both her hands to slide up and down his big cock like a woman possessed.
"You fucked my pussy so good, Sam, that now you deserve your reward. You deserve your reward for making me cum so fucking hard. So I’m going to give it to you. Your reward is my mouth. My white married mouth around your big black cock," Claire moaned. "I'm going to suck your big cock in my bedroom. In the bedroom, I share with my husband." With that, Claire opened her mouth and took Sam's cock into her.
"John baby, are you sure you like watching me take care of this big black cock? Are you really sure you like watching your wife sucking a big black cock?"
"Yeah, yeah, I do,” I groaned. Even if I wanted to lie, there really wasn’t any way I could hide my enthusiasm.
“Do you like watching me sucking a cock that’s so big? A cock that is just so much bigger than yours you really can’t compare?” she moaned.
“Fuck yes, yes I do,” I replied
"And now that I’ve made him nice and hard, I'm going to have to take care of it. I’m going to have to take care of his big thick black cock, just like a good little wife should," she teased.
"Claire, please let me. I just...want to feel my cock inside you, you know, one last time?" Sam said although he was looking up at me as he said it. I thought about his suggestion, and I couldn't help myself. I could have said no then and there, and Claire would have agreed. But as I looked at Claire, who was currently recovering from taking a huge mouthful of cock, our eyes met, and it was like an unspoken connection.
"Claire, I think Sam really needs to fuck you one last time," I said.
"I don't know, babe," she said softly. "Honestly, it's so risky right now," she replied, as she slumped back down, staring up at me as she held Sam’s huge black cock in her left hand.
"God, I want to fuck her little pussy," he said. That clearly grabbed Claire's attention, and after she paused for a few seconds, she resumed slowly stroking his shaft as she looked back at him. "I promise I can stop in time," Sam said confidently. "I want to get my cock so deep inside you, Claire," he said with a real passion in his voice.
"Babe, do you think you could take him inside you again, just for a bit?" I asked.
Claire paused, her face clearly deep in thought, then, after a few seconds, nodded a cautious but enthusiastic 'yes' to me.
She then smiled up at Sam and said. "I love how your big cock feels inside me, especially now I’ve learned to take all of it," as she continued to use both hands to stroke his cock. "I want this to be an amazing fuck for you and my husband. But please be careful. You’ve got to pull out before you cum. Okay, babe?"
Before Sam could reply, I spoke. "Just get your cock in her nice and deep, Sam. I want to see you fuck her good and deep, and I want to hear Claire cumming harder than ever before." As I spoke, I took hold of Claire’s hands, pulling them off Sam’s cock and guiding her onto all fours, leaving her on her hand and knees with her big ass pushed out nicely.
Sam didn’t take long to get in position and soon had the head of his cock pressed against Claire's pussy. Even now, after all the times he had fucked her, it was still a challenge to get his cock to slip into her to start with. As he pressed forward, she tensed up for a second as his huge swollen cock head pushed its way into her. But a second lander, once the head was in the rest of Sam's cock slid in easily enough. Sam shifted his position a little, then got to work fucking my wife, and what a fucking it was.
"Come on, fuck me, Sam," she begged. "Fuck my little pussy hard."
They fucked like this for what felt like hours, but I know it was probably about twenty minutes until Claire looked up at me. As I looked at her eyes, expecting that deep stare she used to give me, I saw they were completely glazed over. It was like she was unable to focus on anything except the steady pounding she was getting from behind.
"You enjoying yourself there, babe, with that big cock?" I asked, staring intently at her.
"God, it feels even bigger than normal," she quickly replied.
Sam was just pounding into her, over and over again, tightening his grip on Claire's hips as he smashed his big black cock into her.
"Fuck, babe, I'm going to cum again," she panted. She must have cum five or six times already, but this was different. This time there was no screaming or shouting. In fact, she didn’t even really twitch and spasm. She just closed her eyes and smiled as she gently moaned. This orgasm looked like it was somehow deeper in her body, spreading out from her core. Her body was racked with throes of pleasure, but so much pleasure she didn’t really know how to process it.
After a minute or so of fucking Claire’s pussy as she was cumming Sam let out a deep moan. It meant only one thing. He was also ready to cum.
"Sam, don’t forget," Claire said, panting hard. But he didn't answer. She turned her head and looked up at him, but his eyes were completely gone by that point. His insistent pumping didn’t slow down at all. He wasn’t going to pull his cock out. I knew it at that moment. He was unable to do anything but keep fucking. Claire was going to have to slide forward. She was going to have to slide her pussy off of his big black cock. She would have to be the one to stop their fucking.
"Sam, you’ve got to pull out," she pleaded, in between heavy pants as he thrust his cock into her so hard she jerked back and forth.
He wasn’t even holding her hips anymore. His hands were just on her ass cheeks. I looked at Claire. She had to slide forward. He wasn’t holding her or anything. She needed to slide off of his cock before he came. She started to move her arms, then her knees slightly as she began to slide his cock out.
“Yes, baby, I’m going to cum. Fuck yes. Yes. Yes,” was all Sam groaned, but it was too much for Claire. Her motion forward stopped, and she thrust her hips back, crashing them backward into Sam.
I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My wife was now slamming her pussy, her unprotected pussy, back into Sam’s big black cock just as she knew he was about to cum. She knew full well she should be pulling out. She told him that he had to. And here she was; she was the one that wouldn’t.
The next two minutes or so were just Sam holding Claire’s hips and slowly thrusting his cock into her, each thrust accompanied by a grunt or groan as he clearly emptied every drop of cum from his balls. Once he was sure he was entirely done, he slowly slid back and, with a huge pop, slid the head of his cock out of Claire’s pussy. His cock flopped down between his legs as he stepped back, with a huge rope of cum hanging down from his head. As he sat on the bed, Claire stayed as she was for a moment, catching her breath and giving me an incredible view of her gaping wide open pussy as Sam’s cum started to dribble out of it. A few seconds later, she pushed herself up and turned to sit next to Sam. As she moved, three almighty queefs gave away just how hard she had been fucked and just how loose her pussy currently was.
As she sat next to Sam on the bed, she took hold of his soft cock in her hand and started slowly stroking it as she stared at me, catching her breath. "Fuck, babe," she gently moaned at me as she flicked her head, tossing her hair over to one side. Then she leaned down and started to lick the tip of Sam’s cock. Licking up the cum that was still dripping from it. For a woman that hated the taste of cum she was doing a very thorough job of cleaning his cock up.
"Did you enjoy that, Sam? Was fucking that white married pussy fun?" she asked without moving her head to look up at him.
"Oh god yeah," he replied as he looked down at the back of her head as she continued to clean up every inch of his cock.
"Good," she moaned as she continued to run her lips back and forth on him as she started to jerk his cock a little faster, with a loose grip, using all her saliva as lube. She turned her head to look up at him, and as they made eye contact, she smiled and said. "You're going to miss fucking this white pussy when you're away at college, aren't you? You’re going to miss fucking a married white woman in front of her husband. Fucking me so hard with that big black cock while he watches? Those college girls won't be able to satisfy you like I can. You know that, don’t you, Sam?" Before he could answer, Claire quickly wrapped her lips back around the head of Sam’s soft cock, and as she brushed her hair behind her ear, she slowly started to bob her head up and down.
"Holy fuck Claire. You can’t want more of my cock? Surely?" Sam groaned with his eyes closed. "You’re the only woman I’ve ever met that wants to suck my cock straight after we’ve fucked."
After a couple more minutes of sucking his head, Claire added in a little bit of hand action around his base, and with each passing minute, Sam’s groans grew louder and deeper.
"Ready to cum?" she asked as she pulled her mouth away briefly, tilting her head as she spoke to look up at him.
"I'm about to cum," he groaned in reply.
Without needing further instruction, Claire got straight back to sucking his cock, and a second later, Sam moaned even louder.
"Cum for me, baby," Claire whispered, then took him straight back into her mouth once more.
Sam’s whole body suddenly tensed up, and a second later, I could see his cock pulsating as he began to cum.
Claire’s hand didn’t skip a beat as she continued to jerk the base of his cock while her lips remained locked over the head as Sam’s huge cock filled her mouth with his cum. After a few seconds, it was pretty obvious this was a huge load as it started to spew out of her lips. I could see Claire’s throat, and she was desperately swallowing as hard as she could, but there was just too much cum for her to manage. With every gulp she took, more spilled out of her mouth and onto her tits.
I had never seen so much cum in my life, and the sight of my wife, desperate trying to swallow it all and failing, was one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen. When Claire eventually opened her mouth to take a breath, a huge thick rope of cum escaped, dripping down her chin and hanging in the air for a second before it broke under its own weight and fell to the floor.
I could see strands of Sam’s cum stretching between her lips as she tried to catch her breath.
I have no idea how, but Sam's cock just continued pulsing again and again and shot several more ropes of cum all over Claire’s face and even into her hair. After taking a deep breath, she leaned forward and took the head of his massive cock back in her mouth. My pretty little wife, who hated the taste of cum had just swallowed his cum and was now going back for more. She was going to milk the last drops of cum from his cock. What had happened to my wife?
When Sam’s cock finally stopped cumming Claire pulled it out of her mouth and swallowed hard. This was the only time her face gave away how she still didn’t like the taste. It wasn’t overly obvious unless you knew her well, but the little twitches were there, indicating her disgust at the taste. But while she couldn’t hide that from me, her eyes gave away how turned on she was by the whole situation. I guess it’s possible to hate something but love it at the same time? I bit like when I went down on her.
She took a deep breath and looked straight at me as strands of cum dripped from her lips and down over her jaw and chin. She swirled her tongue over her lips and back into her mouth before she wiped her chin with the back of her hand and looked up at Sam.
"Babe, holy fuck. You just came so fucking much," she said, with another little swallow, as she slowly stroked the head of his big black cock. "Mmmm," Claire moaned. "But I need to know, baby, did I do a good job for you?" she asked with a giggle. There was no way the question needed an answer. It was so obvious, but Sam answered anyway.
"Oh yeah. Fuck, babe, that was well beyond good. That was fucking mind-blowing," he sighed.
"I know how much you like to fuck my little married pussy," she said, staring at his softening cock. "I'm really going to miss bending over for you."
With that, Claire crawled over to me, rolled over to lay on her back, and I wrapped my arms around her. As I cradled her in my arms, I couldn’t help but think it was so hot to see her like that, just relaxing on the bed with another man’s cum smeared across her face. As we both lay there smiling, the noises cumming from her pussy were incredible. I can’t really describe it. They were a beautiful blend of disgusting and exciting. Hearing his cum leaking from her with each queef was something I’ll never forget.
Sam smiled and wished us goodnight as he left the room, leaving us cuddled up together. I leaned over and kissed Claire goodnight, unable to avoid sampling Sam's cum as it was everywhere. A few minutes later, Claire was asleep in my arms, snoring lightly as her pussy continued to make those incredible noises. I fell asleep a few minutes later.
Sam was up early the next morning, and by the time I got up, he was packed and ready to go. As we stood on the doorstep, I shook his hand and wished him well at college. It was a strange sensation, shaking his hand and wishing him well after he had fucked my wife and cum in her unprotected pussy the night before, but he was also a really nice guy, so the emotions really were strange by that point. Claire didn’t shake his hand. Instead, she took Sam in her arms and gave him a long passionate kiss, the sort of kiss she would give me if I was ever going away for a work trip or something like that. And then, a second later, Sam was out of the door and gone.
Later that afternoon, Claire and I sat down on our pool deck with a beer. We said we were going to talk through everything that had happened with Sam and where we would go from there. She started the conversation.
"I love you, John. I love you so much, and I’m so grateful that you were willing to let me explore this side of myself. So thank you.”
“That’s okay, baby. I’m not going to lie, I have kind of enjoyed it too,” I replied with a smile on my face.
“There is one thing I’ve wanted to say for a while, but I don’t really know how..."
"Just say it, babe; I don’t think anything will shock me after Sam!" I said.
"Well, I absolutely loved everything we did with Sam, and if I’m honest, it has really improved our sex life too. I don’t think you’ve ever made me cum as much or as hard as over this last month.”
I smiled. I loved knowing that even though my wife had been fucking Sam every day, I was still making her cum too.
“So, I don’t want that to stop. I don’t want us to stop making each other cum that hard.”
“Oh, don’t worry, babe. I’m 100% behind you on that one.”
“Yeah, but that’s not the bad part.” She replied, looking slightly anxious.
Before I could reply, Claire just blurted it out.
“I don’t want to stop fucking black guys with big cocks.”
She took a deep breath as soon as she had said it. She looked so embarrassed and anxious but relieved at the same time. We had never actually spoken about life after Sam. I guess now we were!
“I don’t want it to be an every week kind of thing, but I don’t want it to stop completely either. Just when it suits us. I love you with all my heart, but you must have seen how fucking Sam has awakened something in me. It’s like I’ve found something I need deep down. But I love you, so I’ll never do anything you don’t want either. Sam can just become a memory if you wish. Although I can’t promise I’ll never lay in bed remembering it when you fuck me! You know, just like how all this started," she said with a Devilish smile.
"I love you," I replied. "I really don’t mind you remembering it while I fuck you, but I’d much rather it wasn’t just memories either!"
"Oh babe, I love you,” Claire replied as she kissed me.
A second later, Claire was on her knees in front of me, unzipping my pants. I knew Sam had awoken something in her, and I would always be grateful for that.




The Sequel

I could sense Claire’s melancholy after Sam’s departure for college; there was a void within her that remained unfulfilled. As her husband, I needed to set aside any traces of jealousy and ensure that Claire’s emotional needs were met, as neglecting them might drive her towards impulsive actions. She had thrown herself into her work, using it as a temporary distraction from thoughts of Sam, but it was evident that it couldn’t fully alleviate her inner restlessness.
It had been slightly over a month since Sam’s departure, and on this particular Friday night, Claire appeared distant and devoid of enthusiasm. Her mind seemed preoccupied, and she exhibited a sense of listlessness.
"Hey, babe," I said. "I’ve got an idea we could try. Something that might be exciting."
"Oh yeah? Well, come on, babe, what is it. What are you thinking?" Claire replied, a slight smile forming on her face.
"Well, I’d like you to go upstairs and get dressed up in a nice revealing outfit. Something you’d only really wear on a night out. Put some makeup on, too, and I'll drop you off at a bar in town. I’ll give you a 5 minutes head start before I come in and sit with you.
"Now that sounds interesting. I quite like the idea of that." Claire said as she moved in closer, and I felt her hands reach down and start to unzip my pants and pull my cock out.
"It shows," I said as I ran my fingers over her rock-hard nipples and gave them a gentle pinch.
"It looks like you quite like the idea of dressing up like a little slut and sitting in a bar knowing all the guys in the place would be checking you out? And I think you like the fact that they would all be thinking about fucking you?" I said as I began kissing Claire.
"Maybe," she replied with a cheeky smile as her hand started to slide up and down my cock.
"And maybe, if you’re really lucky, there might be a guy with a big black cock sitting in the bar," I added. As soon as I said that, Claire’s eyes lit up.
"Babe, why don’t you find a place, and we’ll do it tomorrow!" said Claire excitedly.
Tomorrow felt like it took ages to arrive, but eventually, it was evening, and we started to get ready. Claire decided to put on a sheer silk blouse with no bra. It was a perfect combination to show off her perky tits. She wore it with a leather miniskirt and a pair of 4-inch 'come fuck' heels that really topped off the outfit. It screamed out slut, and I loved it. And, of course, she added some jewelry. Well, she added her anklet with the heart symbol and the letters 'BBC'.
I picked a bar that was on the other side of town. Far enough from home that we had no real chance of running into neighbors or colleagues. If I’m honest, the bar was a little seedy, the sort of place where single guys went looking for easy women, and easy women went looking to get laid. I knew from how Claire was dressed she was going to get a lot of attention. That was a given.
As I pulled up outside the front of the bar, Claire jumped out and walked off toward the entrance. I stayed there for a second to enjoy the view of my wife’s big ass as she walked toward the door in her leather miniskirt. She must have been deliberately wiggling her ass the whole way, as I’d never seen it move like that in all the years I’d known her. I smiled to myself as I saw a black guy walking out of the bar with his arm around a white woman just as Claire walked in. He didn’t try to hide when he gave Claire a long hard look as she passed him.
I parked up and waited for five minutes as we agreed, then I got out of the car and headed inside. As I walked in, I saw that many of the guys there were black. Probably 75% or more. There were a few white couples in the bar, including one couple who were sitting with a tall bald black guy. And there was a mixed couple as well. A black guy sat there with a white woman. At first, I didn’t know what to make of the place, but it didn’t take me long to see Claire sitting at a booth in the corner. It was a decent-sized U-shaped booth, and Claire was sitting there with a glass of wine in front of her. I walked over and sat down next to her. I gave her a kiss and ordered a beer.
As we sat there chatting and sipping our drinks, I noticed a tall, well-built black guy who was sitting at the bar quite near us and who was making no secret of looking at Claire.
"Have you seen the black guy sitting at the bar who keeps checking you out, babe? Have a look and see if you’re interested?" I asked. I didn’t know if I was hoping for too much or not, but as soon as I had described the guy, Claire quickly glanced around and caught his eye. There was nothing discrete about his response. He just smiled, spent a second checking her out again, then raised his glass to her and smiled again.
As soon as Claire turned back to face me, I could see she was blushing. "He is hot," she said.
"I'm going to go to the men's room," I said with a smile as I stood up and moved by Claire. "Let's see what happens when I’m gone."
Claire didn't protest at all as I walked away, leaving her alone in her slutty outfit, so I was pretty sure she was interested in seeing what would happen.
I did actually need a piss, but I waited for a few extra minutes in the restroom, giving my hands the most thorough washing and drying they’d ever had. By the time I returned to our booth, I found the handsome black guy was now sitting there talking to Claire. As I sat down, Claire introduced me.
"Jerome, this is John, my husband."
Jerome reached his hand out to me, and I shook it. It was a very weird feeling to shake hands with a man whose only goal was to fuck your wife. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything?"
"Oh no, not at all," I replied. "Please, join us?"
Claire smiled and nodded. "Yes, let’s get another drink she said." I slid into the booth to Claire's left, leaving her sandwiched between me and Jerome. I don’t know if Claire even realized she was doing it, but she turned towards Jerome and spread her legs a little wider, like an unspoken invitation. One which Jerome seemed only too keen to accept as his hand reached up and gently landed on her thigh. It was high up on her thigh, just where the miniskirt ended, so it was only a few inches from her pussy. It didn’t seem to phase Claire at all as she continued flirting with Jerome while we all made small talk.
After about fifteen minutes of chatting, I decided I didn’t want to waste time if this was going nowhere, so I decided to push things forward.
"Jerome, can I ask you something?” I said
“Sure, go for it.”
“Well, I think it’s pretty obvious that Claire likes the look of you. Do you feel the same?”
Jerome replied almost instantly.
"Dude, there’s no doubt about that one. Your wife is hot as fuck” and as Jerome said that, I saw his hand slide further up Claire’s thigh. It was now so high up that as he moved his fingers, it was pretty obvious he was stroking her pussy through the skirt. It was only then, as Claire’s skirt rode up a little higher that I realized she had left the house without putting on any panties. As I looked down, I could see the bottom of her little shaved pussy clearly on display. Then it dawned on me that any guy sitting facing her could see the same. In fact, they could probably see a lot more!
By the time I processed that thought, Jerome’s fingers had moved from on top of her skirt to under her skirt. As he slid her miniskirt up even higher to completely expose her pussy I watched without saying a word as he started rubbing her clit.
"Are you enjoying that, babe," I asked, although her face left little room for doubt. "Do you like Jerome rubbing your clit like that?"
Claire looked up at me, then at Jerome, and finally back at me as she mouthed the word "Yes" with a smile. A second later, she turned her head back to face Jerome and started to kiss him.
Claire’s nipples were rock hard and sticking out through her blouse, giving away just how turned on she was getting from Jerome's fingers on her pussy, so I decided it was a good time to try to push things further. "Jerome, you’ve got two hands. Why don’t you put the other one to good use too? Look at her tits! They clearly need some attention too." I said to Jerome. "Go on, man, give them a feel. I'm sure Claire won't mind? Would you baby?" I asked.
Jerome didn't even wait for her reply; his other hand slid up Claire's body and inside her blouse, clearly cupping one of her tits, while he left his other hand between her legs. As his two hands got to work in unison, Claire visibly shuddered.
"I love watching Claire get turned on like that," I said to Jerome.
"I’m not gonna lie, man, I’m getting pretty fucking turned on playing with your wife's sexy little body," Jerome said. Then he looked at Claire and smiled,
"So Claire, tell me, have you ever been fucked by a black cock?"
Claire closed her eyes for a second, clearly remembering all her times with Sam, then leaned over and whispered in Jerome's ear, "Babe, I love a big black cock in my pussy." She smiled for a second, then continued, "Jerome, is your cock nice and hard? Is playing with my married white pussy getting your cock nice and hard?"
"I bet you’d like to show Claire just how hard it is, wouldn’t you, Jerome?” I replied. “Would you like to fuck her?" I asked.
"Fuck yeah. More than anything", he said as he smiled at Claire.
“Too many white girls in here just want to give head and won’t fuck. It’s like they think it’s not cheating or something. But I want to fuck and bad.”
"Well, I'm okay with it if she is," I replied.
"Well, babe, if you like Jerome playing with your pussy do you want to try a bit more?" I asked
"Oh, yessssss..."Claire moaned although it wasn’t clear if it was an answer or a response to his fingers.
"Claire, you’re pussy is so fucking hot," Jerome growled to Claire as he continued to rub he clit. "Fuck, your wife is so wet; I can slide two fingers in just like that. She’s so ready, man," he added. As he said it, I could tell from Claire's reaction he had done exactly that.
"Claire, I have a rule you need to know. If you want to cum while I play with your pussy you have to ask me." And with that, he slowly slid his hand out from under Claire's skirt and rested it on her thigh.
Claire began breathing hard, and her face flushed bright red as she looked over at Jerome. I could tell she didn’t want to say the words, but she needed to.
"Please, Jerome, I need you to make me cum. I want you to rub my little white pussy until I cum all over your hand."
Jerome smiled as he heard her say the words. As soon as she had finished asking, he slid his hand back under her skirt and resumed rubbing her clit. After a minute or two of rubbing her pussy he reached up, took hold of one of Claire's hands, and slid it down to his crotch. It didn’t take Claire long to take the hint, and soon she was rubbing his cock through his pants as he continued rubbing her clit.
As I looked around, it was pretty obvious we had an audience. Even though the action was going on below the table, they could see a lot of it, and what they couldn’t see was pretty obvious all the same. There was one guy sitting at the bar near us, watching us intently. There was no doubt he knew exactly what was happening, and he had a huge grin on his face. Claire looked up a couple of times and smiled at him, but each time, she soon returned her focus to Jerome's crotch.
As we sat there, Claire stopped stroking Jerome’s cock through his pants as her hands tried to unzip his pants, but the angle or the zipper made it impossible, and, eventually, he had to reach down and do it for her. But as soon as they were unzipped, Claire knew exactly what to do as she reached her hand in and pulled out his cock. As he sat there rubbing my wife’s clit I could see his rock hard cockIt was already very sticking up between his legs. I couldn’t help but notice it was quite a large cock, to say the least. It wasn’t as long as Sam’s, but then his was absolutely insane in that way. But although Jerome’s cock was probably 7 inches long, what really stood out was the girth. If anything, he was probably a little thicker than Sam! I couldn’t take my eyes off Jerome’s enormous thick black cock, to the point he even looked at me and laughed. “I’m guessing you weren’t expecting that?” he said with a smile.
Claire took a few seconds to take in the sight of his now exposed cock, but almost instantly, her hand wrapped around it, well around part of it, as she started to jerk him off under the table. Jerome continued to rub Claire's pussy with even more intensity now, and as she jerked him off, she was constantly moaning as his fingers found all the right places. Even to anyone who wasn’t in a position to see under the table, it would have been pretty obvious from her arm motion what Claire was doing.
"So baby, do you like that cock?" Jerome asked her.
"Urm….Yeah……A lot." Claire smiled as she looked back at me and then over to Jerome.
"Do you like playing with that big black cock?" Jerome asked with a grin. Before Claire could reply, he added, "I can see how much your husband likes to watch you play with it."
"Oh, I fucking love it. It’s so thick. Wow," Claire said. Claire could barely get her hand around enough of his thick shaft to even jerk it properly. It looked like she might need two hands, but she could just about wrap enough around it to stroke it up and down as Jerome continued to tease her with his filthy talk.
"John, man, your wife is a seriously slutty girl. How many times has she done this? Because she really knows how to give a great hand job under a table like this."
"Oh, that's nothing," I said. "If you think she's good with her hands, she’s ten times better with her mouth."
"Holy fuck…..I’d love to see that. Holy fuck Claire, your sexy lips wrapped around my cock would look amazing," Jerome moaned as he continued to keep his eyes locked on Claire as she stroked his cock.
"I bet you want to suck this big black cock, don’t you slut?" Jerome asked as he continued to finger her.
Claire pressed her legs against Jerome's hand as she moaned her reply. "Oh fuck yesss..." It wasn’t quite clear if it was a yes to sucking his cock or just the start of her climax, but either way, she was enjoying herself as she came, right there in the middle of a packed bar from what his fingers were doing to her. Her orgasm was long and loud, and she clearly didn’t let being in public hold her back as she moaned as each wave of pleasure swept through her. Finally, she started to relax and breathe normally again, although I had to grab her at one point and hold her up as the experience had clearly left her a little lightheaded.
"So then, what's next, babe?" Jerome asked Claire as he looked at me. He slid his cock back into his pants and smiled as he said, "As much as I loved playing with your wife's little pussy I don't want the night to end on that."
"Well, baby. What do you think? Would you like Jerome to come with us?" I asked Claire, although I knew my answer!
"Yes," she said a few seconds later once she had composed herself. “Yes, I fucking do. I want to feel his big thick cock inside me."
"So, where do you guys wanna to go?" Jerome asked.
"I’ve got an idea," I said
We walked over to our car, and I jumped in the front to drive while Claire and Jerome jumped in the back. I was pretty sure the journey would only take five minutes, but I wasn’t sure if they would be able to control themselves in the back.
I drove away and headed for a small motel a few blocks from the bar that I had seen on the drive over. As I pulled in, I smiled as the sign said vacancies. I went and rented a room for the night, and a few minutes later, the three of us were walking up the stairs to room 257.
Once we walked into the room, I just took a seat on a chair in the corner of the room and watched.
From how quickly Jerome took control of the situation, I realized this was far from the first time he had fucked a pretty little white wife in front of her husband. First, he told Claire, "Take them clothes off, babe. I want to see your tight little married body."
Claire obeyed without question, stripping off her top first to reveal her perky little tits and then sliding off the mini skirt, showing the freshly shaved pussy that Jerome had already seen in the bar. All she left on were her heels and anklet. Jerome responded by dropping his pants and pulling his briefs down too. He was now standing in the middle of the room with his thick black cock as full attention. He smiled at Claire as he began stroking himself.
"Now, babe, turn that ass around for me. I wanna see what you've got."
Claire turned around, and it looked like she was pushing her ass out, modeling herself, trying to look as sexy as possible. As she stood there, pushing her ass back toward Jerome, she ran a hand through her hair, then rubbed both hands up her hips and sides, then took hold of her perky little tits and stood there playing with her hard nipples. I could tell from the look on her face she felt uneasy for a few seconds, maybe like a prostitute performing for her client or something, but a few seconds later, and her face revealed that Claire had quickly discovered how much she loved this feeling.
"Now start playing with yourself, slut," Jerome ordered.
Claire spread her pussy lips apart with one hand and started to rub her clit with the other. I could tell that she loved performing for Jerome. I don’t know if she loved the performing element as such or just loved knowing that she would soon have his thick black cock inside her. Not that it made much difference to her performance as she alternated between fucking herself with two fingers and furiously rubbing her clit. Claire carried on playing with herself as Jerome stepped towards her. The sight of his rock-hard and extremely thick black cock sticking out between his legs drove her wild. She told me later that she realized how big it was when she saw it like that. She had thought it wasn’t that big at first, compared to Sam. But then, as she saw it like that, she realized that while it was shorter, an inch or two, it was actually clearly thicker. And Sam had an extremely thick cock to start with.
"Now slut, get down on your knees and blow me," Jerome ordered.
Claire instantly dropped to her knees. It was like this wasn’t just a blowjob. It was as if she was going to worship his cock. She wrapped her little white fingers around his massive shaft. The gap between her thumb and finger was incredible, even larger than when she did that to Sam. Her engagement and wedding ring once again contrasted with the black skin of his cock as she took the head into her mouth. As soon as her mouth was closed around his cock, Jerome took Claire by her hair and guided at least three inches of his cock down her throat. I was surprised she even managed to get that much in without gagging, and a second later, as he slid a little more in, Claire began to gage. However, to my surprise, she recovered and started bobbing her head up and down on Jerome's massive black cock. Claire put up no resistance as he took hold of her hair and used it to control her head as he started to fuck her mouth with short hard thrusts.
"You like that, don't you slut?" he said, "Look at you on your knees getting your mouth fucked by a black cock while your husband sits there and watches. Tell me slut, come on, tell me how you like it"!
As Jerome's cock slid out of her mouth, Claire took a deep breath, then looked up and smiled as she revealed her true desires.
"I fucking love it, okay. I love being on my knees and being used by a black guy like a little slut. I love it when you use my mouth to fuck like that. Hard and deep, use me, make me your little white slut. Make me your whore!" she cried out.
"What kind of whore are you?" Jerome replied. Clearly trying to tease a little more out of her.
"I’m a married white whore!" Claire screamed as Jerome pushed his cock back into her mouth.
"Good girl...now suck my cock properly...that's it...yeah, just like that".
"John, are you watching your wife? Are you watching how she sucks my big black cock? Are you watching because she’ll never suck your little cock like that, man? Look at my cock, and look at yours. You can see why she loves this black dick, right?" Jerome said.
Yes, I could, and I could tell that Claire was sucking his thick black cock to perfection. For the next ten minutes, Claire’s lips worked their magic as her head bobbed up and down on Jerome's cock. She couldn’t get anywhere near deepthroating him, only able to get about half of it into her mouth, and any time she went deeper, she gagged as it hit the back of her throat. But she soldiered on, trying her best to please him and, of course, herself. Jerome was clearly loving what my wife was doing with her mouth when he grabbed her hair again and pushed another inch or so of his cock down her throat.
"Get ready for it slut!" he said loudly, probably more for my benefit than Claire’s, as she clearly had little say in the matter. "I'm going to cum!" A second later, his body stiffened up, and a moment later, I saw his cock pulsating as stream after stream of hot cum shot into Claire’s mouth, and her facial expression changed to one I’d become quite used to. One that said I hate the taste of his cum, but I want to please him. I want to satisfy his big black cock, so I’m going to force myself to swallow every drop. However, a few seconds later, it was very obvious that Claire wouldn’t be able to swallow all of his load. He had clearly cum a lot as so much cum was spilling out of her mouth and down her chin and onto her perky tits. She was clearly trying to swallow all she could, but a few seconds later, it was like Jerome had an entire second orgasm as he started to cum again, filling her mouth with cum once more and causing her to gag completely and spit his second load of cum all over herself.
As he pulled his cock out of her mouth, he smiled at her and said, "Now get your fat white ass on that bed bitch and spread your fucking legs." Her face was an absolute picture. Even with Sam, he took five minutes to recover. His cock would go soft, then get hard again. But Jerome had just cum, possibly twice in her mouth, and before she had even finished swallowing it, he was ordering her to get into position to be fucked.
With Jerome's cum still dripping off her hair and face and all over her tits, Claire obediently crawled up onto the bed and spread her legs nice and wide as she got ready to receive him. Jerome didn’t just follow her; he paused for a second and stood there, stroking his cock. His face gave away that he wanted to tease her one last time.
"Now tell me what you want, slut?"
"Fuck me, please, Jerome. Please fuck me. I want you to use that big black cock to fuck me!" Claire begged.
She groaned a second later as Jerome moved in behind her, and she felt his hands take hold of her hips. But it wasn’t a groan a few seconds after that; it was a full-on scream as he slid the full length of his cock into her cunt in one hard stroke. It might have hurt most women, but Claire told me later that after Sam's constant fucking, she was able to take it a lot easier. She said that while he was thicker than Sam, the short sharp feeling of pain as he first entered her was over a lot quicker as there was a couple of inches less length going in. It was over nice and soon, and she was just left with the amazing feeling of being stuffed by a huge fat black cock.
With a series of long, deep, and very slow strokes, Jerome started to fuck Claire. As he slowly fucked her, we could both see the look of pure frustration on her face. He was teasing her, and Jerome knew exactly what she really wanted, but he clearly wanted to make her beg for it.
"Yeah, bitch. Is that how you like it?... You want it nice and slow."
"No...fuck no. Come on, Jerome, please...harder...Please fuck me harder," she whimpered.
"What else do you want slut. Tell me what else you want?" he asked.
"I want to be your slut, Jerome. I want to be your little white married whore. I want you to use me however you want. Just use me as your little fuck toy; make me do whatever you want to please you," she begged.
As soon as she had begged, Jerome almost instantly increased the speed of his thrusts. A shudder went through Claire's whole body a few seconds later as her first orgasm hit her. As she quivered and writhed around, Jerome changed absolutely nothing and just carried on pounding her as hard as he could. As Claire’s orgasm started to subside, she felt Jerome’s cock start to swell. He was going to cum. As his cock started to spasm and twitch inside her, Claire could feel it getting even thicker. Claire had never experienced anything like that before. Even Sam’s cock only swelled a tiny bit as he came, but Jerome’s cock felt like it was doubling in size inside her.
As his cock exploded inside her, spewing his cum deep into her, Claire was hit by a second orgasm. Much harder than the first, all she could do was drive her face into the bed as she screamed nonstop for a full minute while Jerome continued to pound her pussy. Eventually, Jerome slid his cock out of Claire’s pussy and stepped away from the bed, giving me a clear view of what he had done to my wife. I wasn’t sure if I was turned on or sickened by what I saw. Claire’s beautiful neat little pussy was a total wreck as she just sat there, head down, ass up on the bed. Her pussy was gaping wide open; the hole looked easily big enough to slide my entire cock into without even feeling the sides. Her lips, usually symmetrical and neat, were all over the place, and his cum was oozing out of her at a rate I never even thought possible.
As I looked around at Jerome, he was already fully dressed and just smiled at me. Before I knew it, he handed me his card and said
“Next time your slut wife needs a good fucking from a real cock, just call me. I’d be only too happy to help.” With that, he walked out, shut the door behind him, and left me to deal with Claire.
She still hadn’t moved from that position on the bed. As I looked at her pussy I couldn’t help it. I had to feel what it was like. I needed to know, and with that, I moved in behind her and grabbed her hips. As I slid my cock into her pussy the sensation was so strange. I could feel her pussy, but only on a small part of my cock at any time. It was like if I could feel her pussy walls on the left of my cock, the right was so far from her pussy wall I could feel nothing, or if I pushed my cock right down so the bottom rubbed along the bottom of her pussy, the sides and top were just sliding through the air inside her. With each thrust, I felt the amount of cum inside her too. I can’t put into words how much, but it felt like pints of cum.
The most insane part, though, worse than all of that, was I genuinely don’t know if Claire could feel a thing. After a few minutes, she looked back at me and smiled, then just placed her face back on the pillow. As I fucked away at her pussy as hard as I could, I got absolutely no reaction from her at all. Just a completely stretched-out hole to use. Suddenly, as I thrust in as deep as I could, I must have dislodged a huge amount of cum because it poured out of her and straight onto the bed, followed by the biggest queef she had ever done. As the sound echoed around the room, Claire raised her head once more and looked back at me. With a slight smile on her face, she just looked at me and asked.
“Babe, are you fucking me?”
That was it. That was too much for me, and a second later, my cock was exploding inside her, adding my cum to the massive load that Jerome had left in her. I had never cum so much or so hard in my entire life, and after what felt like five minutes of cumming I slid my cock out and laid on my back next to Claire. She barely moved, just flattened her hips down and laid on her front. As I looked down at her face, her eyes were opened, but the only way to describe her facial expression was like a very long, slow orgasm was still gently sweeping through her.
Eventually, she looked up at me and just smiled.
“Did you enjoy yourself tonight then, babe?” she asked
“More than you could ever know, baby,” I replied with a huge grin on my face.
“Promise me something, please, John,” she asked with a pleading look in her eyes.
"Of course; what is it, babe."
“Please let me do that again. I want to fuck him again, over and over again. But I want you to know I’m only doing this for you.
“Of course,” I replied.
We spent the night in the motel room bed. For the next thirty minutes or so, we just kissed and cuddled; in fact, for the rest of the night, nothing sexual happened at all. We were both entirely spent. And both are entirely satisfied. As for Jerome, well, it’s fair to say my wife likes Jerome a lot. In fact, she said to me last night she wasn’t sure who had the better cock. Sam or Jerome. In the end, we decided the only way to find out would be to try them side by side. Hopefully, we can get that sorted when Sam’s next back from college. But in the meantime, Jerome’s huge thick black cock is doing a great job of covering for him!
The End
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Hotwife: Origins: The First Time
 
As Hayley walked down the corridor toward her hotel room, she knew this was the point of no return. The line across the door that marked the entrance to her room really was that line in the sand.

If she let Chris and John cross it, she was crossing all those boundaries completely. She was taking two guys back to her hotel room. She was cheating on her husband for the first time, although she had a suspicion he might actually like the idea deep down.

This is the origin of Hayley, the cheating hotwife.
A Wife Emerges: Can A Shy Wife Be Persuaded To Finally Shed Her Inhibitions On Vacation
 
As Sarah sat on the edge of the sun lounger, there was no denying it. Her body was giving it away. Her heart rate sped up as soon as she thought about it.

Just the idea sent the adrenaline surging through her body. If she had asked herself a few days ago to imagine herself in this position, thinking about what she was thinking about doing, Sarah wouldn’t have been able to. It was that alien to her.

But here she was, actually thinking about it right now. She was seriously thinking about it. She barely recognized herself. But although she was considering it, she was still struggling. That’s why she stood still for a moment, frozen to the spot with fear.

It felt like her heart was lodged up in her throat. What was she thinking? She asked herself as the doubts kicked in again.

She was seriously considering taking off her bikini top on a crowded public beach; what had come over her? The idea was once so alien to her due to her near-puritanical upbringing. Yet here she was, actually considering doing it.

But was there really any way Carl’s shy conservative wife would do something like that? Surely she wasn’t finally going to emerge from that shadow after all these years?
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