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My wife and I are entering a new stage in our lives. Both our boys are out of the house now, attending college two hours away. That means Cassie and I have a big house in the suburbs all to ourselves. 

The first few days she joked like it was being on a vacation, but as the weeks passed, I realized she was getting bored. 

And what happened last weekend totally surprised me. 

First, let me tell you that as I hit my mid-forties I gained a little weight, lost a little muscle, lost some hair, and lost my sex drive, mainly because I couldn’t get a boner. This was extremely frustrating at first, but Cassie understood. My wife was the opposite of myself, her drive seemed to increase every year, she even joined a gym with her friends and got in the best shape of her life. She had visible abs, a firm booty, the whole nine yards. I was incredibly proud of her and felt extremely lucky to have her. Cassie was a wonderful woman, a cute girl when I met her, now a mature woman, or as I’d heard the boys’ friends sometimes call her when they thought no one was listening…a MILF. 

When I first heard it, I didn’t know what that word meant, so like anyone with something they didn’t know, I went straight to the internet. I typed in MILF and hit enter then proceeded to gawk at the screen. MILF stood for Mom I’d Like to Fuck. I guess the boys’ friends had crushes on Cassie. 

I can’t say I was surprised, anywhere we went men eyeballed Cassie, and I have to admit, I kinda liked it, knowing all those guys wanted her, and I had her. Except I didn’t really have her anymore. I couldn’t have her because I couldn’t get it up. 

What I did was surprise her with a box of toys on our anniversary last year. It was a total surprise, and when she opened the heart-shaped pink and white striped box she tried to hide her excitement. She rolled her eyes and sweetly told me, “Ben, I don’t need these. I have you.” 

I still don’t know how she said it without laughing. She was sweet like that. I told her to keep them anyway and the very next day I quietly came in from work and couldn’t find my wife. I walked upstairs and heard soft moaning and an even softer buzzing coming from our bedroom. I peeked in and saw Cassie on our bed, back arched off the white bedspread, eyes shut tight, one hand gripping one of her natural C-cup breasts and the other between her legs holding that big purple vibrating toy. The sounds that came out of her were music to my ears. She was experiencing pure pleasure, pleasure she hadn’t experienced lately. I felt bad about that, and even though I wanted to watch my wife climax I didn’t. I gave her some privacy and I went back out to the car and let her finish, fifteen minutes later I walked back in the house and made a bunch of noise in the kitchen so she’d know I was home. 

She bounced down the steps and gave me the biggest smile, her blue eyes were absolutely sparkling and she looked at ease, totally relaxed, totally satisfied, and I was happy for her, I just wished she didn’t have to do it with a purple piece of plastic, Cassie was a very loving woman who loved getting hugs as much as she loved giving them. I knew there were aspects of sex that the toy couldn’t replicate, even it could make her cum. 

It went like this for the next few months. I’d occasionally come home and she’d be nowhere to be found. I’d creep up the stairs and hear that soft moaning and buzzing and go right down the stairs to my easy chair and read on my phone to pass the time. Every time, Cassie would come down the stairs smiling, and I was happy about that. 

One day, I came home and didn’t see Cassie in the den or kitchen. I didn’t need to go upstairs, I knew she was up there, so I took my place in my easy chair and started thumbing through articles on my phone. I was deep into one about mid-size SUVs when Cassie came downstairs holding the laptop, a frustrated look on her face. 

“I’m so glad you’re home,” she said. 

“What’s up, sweetie?” 

“This thing is going crazy,” she held out her laptop like it was a baby with a dirty diaper. 

“What’s it doing?” 

“Cutting on and off randomly. I can’t figure it out.” 

“I’ll take a look,” I said. 

“Thank you, honey. Want something to eat?” 

“Sure.” 

I finished my article and by that time Cassie had fixed a couple of sandwiches so I kinda forgot about the laptop and ate an early dinner with her. After dinner we did our usual routine, watched the local news, cleaned the kitchen, then kicked back and watched whatever show Cassie was into before bed, it was usually some kind of courtroom drama. 

When the show ended Cassie stretched and yawned and said she was going to bed. I said I’d be along after I took a look at her laptop. She seemed happy about that and even said she’d need it tomorrow. I didn’t know what for until I got it going again. 

I opened the laptop and held the power key until the screen turned on. It seemed to be working fine. I plugged in the charger, might’ve been a battery issue. I opened the browser and did a few simple searches, internet was connected, speeds were good. It seemed to be fine. I got a little curious and clicked on the history button. The last site visited was something called, MILF’s Secret. 

Cassie was looking at porn. That surprised me. Maybe she just needed some extra stimulation to go along with the toys. That was normal. 

I hovered over the link. I shouldn’t look at this, it’s my wife’s private computer. I really shouldn’t, it might embarrass her if she knew I looked. But how would she know?

Curiosity got the best of me. I clicked it.

A webpage loaded up. I was soon greeted by the image of a beautiful blonde woman, a MILF not unlike Cassie, walking around a luxury pool to a lounge chair. 

I looked over at the stairs to make sure Cassie hadn’t come back down and was watching me. It was all clear. I turned my attention back to the screen. 

The blonde wore a bright red swimsuit that was very tight and cut very high to the point it was nearly a thong. She wore dark sunglasses. She sat on a lounge chair and slowly applied oil to her arms, chest, neck, then her thighs. 

I was about to close the tab when the woman sat up. The sound was off, I didn’t want to get busted, then a man appeared in front of her, blocking the camera with his hulking size. He was a huge black man with massive muscles, tattooed shoulders, and a full head of wild long dreadlocks. He smiled at the woman and said something, then the camera zoomed in on her face and she bit her lower lip, her eyes looked hungry. I didn’t have to guess what she was hungry for because she dove forward and pulled the man’s swim trunks down, revealing the largest cock I had ever seen. 

“Jesus,” I muttered. 

It was like an elephant’s trunk, enormous, and dark, and not even fully hard. The MILF marveled at it, mouth agape, eyes wide. She was on all fours on the lounge chair, ass up in the air. Her blonde head darted forward and she took that big soft cock in her mouth and started sucking. It filled her mouth as it stiffened and she eagerly went after it, taking it deep down her throat while keeping her eyes on him. I couldn’t look away. I had to watch this beautiful white MILF with this black man. She kept on sucking, getting nice and sloppy, then she let his cock fall from her mouth and she got on her knees on the chair and started kissing him. Long, slow, passionate kisses. It was incredible. I had never seen such erotic kissing in porn. My eyes were glued to the screen. 

And as that big black man started to strip the MILF’s swimsuit off, running his dark hands all over her smooth, flawless skin something happened to me. It was such a surprise I had to lift the laptop off my lap just to look and see if it was really happening. It was. I couldn’t believe it. My cock was getting hard. My cock that had been dormant for the last half-decade was back. 

“Did you fix it?” 

The sound of Cassie’s voice startled me so bad I nearly dropped the laptop to the floor beside my chair. I slammed it shut. I don’t think she saw. 

“Yes,” I said, looking at her. 

“Great,” she said, after she looked at me for a few seconds. “Everything okay, honey?” 

“Yes—uh—yeah, really good, actually. Uh-sweetie, would you like to go to bed?” 

“That’s where I was going,” she said. 

“No,” I said. I stood up and showed her. 

Cassie’s eyes lit up and her mouth dropped open. “Let’s go!” 

* * *

Cassie nearly pulled my shoulder out of its socket dragging me up the stairs then tossing me on the bed. She got right on top of me and we started kissing, hard, passionate kissing. Cassie was amazing, and her warm body felt so nice grinding against me. 

While we kissed, she pulled her shirt off, that made my hands go straight to her natural breasts. I squeezed them gently, played with her firm nipples. 

“I can’t believe it’s back,” Cassie said between kisses. 

“I know!” I said. 

“What did it?” she rolled off me and pushed her shorts and panties down all in one motion. 

I glanced at her neatly trimmed blonde landing strip. “You, sweetie.” 

Cassie rolled and threw her leg back on top of me, smiling. I knew that she knew that that wasn’t the truth. But I wasn’t ready to tell her that it was an interracial porn video that did it, even if it had been one that she watched. 

Cassie leaned up and reached between her legs. She grabbed my cock that was now throbbing hard and put it between her wet pussy lips. She sank down on me in one quick motion and threw her head back and moaned. I held her hips, I couldn’t stop smiling. My cock twitched and throbbed inside my wife’s pussy. Images ran through my head, all from that video. Those dark hands on that pure, white skin. That massive cock sliding in and out of the MILF’s mouth, all wet and dripping.

Cassie started bouncing and moaning. I put my hands on her bouncing breasts and squeezed. It was so amazing to feel them again. I let go and grabbed her ass, it was nice to feel that again too. I loved feeling her, but I couldn’t get the image out of my head of a pair of black hands feeling her, squeezing her breasts and ass, making her moan, kissing her lips, then sliding in and out of her mouth. 

Those powerful images had quite an effect on me, as much or more than my wife’s warm pussy. I tensed up. My balls clenched. 

“Oh god!” I said. 

Cassie gasped. 

My cock pulsed. I held her still. I spurted inside her. My pulsing cock kept shooting. Her moans died down. I groaned, my orgasm continued. 

Cassie lifted herself off me, letting me fall out before I was completely done. My cum ran out on my belly. 

“That was quick,” Cassie said. 

I grabbed her thighs. “I’m sorry.” 

She leaned forward and gave me a peck on the lips. “I don’t suppose you can go again?” 

I looked down at my soft cock, all wet and limp against my thigh. “Not likely.” 

“Okay,” Cassie said softly. “You can have the bathroom first.” 

“Thanks.” 

I rolled off the bed and stepped into the bathroom. I cleaned myself up with a wet washcloth and washed my hands. I used the bathroom, then went back to the bedroom. The door swung open quietly. Cassie didn’t hear it. I guess she thought I was going to shower because she was busy with her toys. 

“OOOhhhhhh!” She moaned. 

I wished it was me making her moan like that. I couldn’t believe she didn’t notice me. I guess she was so into it, so turned on, she didn’t even see. Her right hand was between her legs, working the toy in and out, her left hand went straight to the bedside table, reaching for the laptop. She grabbed it, and just before she flipped it open I remembered what I had been watching when she closed. 

“Cassie, wait!” 

But it was too late, the laptop was open, the video resumed right where I had left off and Cassie was looking at me with an angry glare. 

“How long have you been watching me!” 

“Just a minute,” I said. “I didn’t mean to.” 

She didn’t realize what was on the screen until just then, when she looked away from me. Her eyes widened. 

“Ben! This is private!” she slammed the laptop shut. 

“I’m sorry, sweetie. I don’t mind at all.” 

Cassie huffed, she crossed her arms and pulled the covers up. I could still hear the soft buzzing of the toy between her legs. I had to come clean. I didn’t want her angry at me. 

“Cassie, that video was what I was watching before you brought me up here.” 

“I know,” she said. “Did you get a kick out of watching it? Laughing at what I was watching when I masturbate because you can’t get it up.” 

That hurt, like a punch in the gut. She was right though, the only reason she was even watching it was because I couldn’t get it up, not like that big black man in the video. 

“Cassie, let me explain. The video is what got me hard again.” 

Cassie eyed me suspiciously. “Really?” 

I nodded. 

“What about it turns you on?” 

I sat down on the bed next to her. “Well, for one thing, the woman in it reminds me of you.” 

Cassie smiled. “But without the big fake titties.” 

“Yes,” I said. “Thankfully, you have nice natural ones. But it’s not just her. The man, his…big cock. It’s exciting to see her get fucked with it.” 

“Oh, you like that?” 

I couldn’t believe it, but my cock was slightly hard just talking about it. 

“What about the fact that he’s black?” Cassie said. 

“That’s hot too. I like that,” I said. 

“I’ve never been with a black guy,” Cassie said. 

We didn’t talk about her sexual history. I knew she wasn’t a virgin when we met. “Would you like to? With a cock that big?” 

Cassie stared at me, not answering for a moment. She licked her lips and finally said, “yes, I would.” 

* * *

A few days later, Cassie and I were in our neighbor’s den sitting on a big yellow couch with squishy cushions. She wasn’t exactly our neighbor, she lived down the street, and we lived on a long winding street, but we had known her since we moved in fifteen years ago, her name was Natalie and she was a few years older than Cassie and myself. She was a very attractive brunette, with a thin, feminine figure. She always wore dresses and jewelry and had her hair done, she was a realtor, and kind of a big deal in our little community. Book club had been held earlier at her home and now it was over for the women and Cassie told me I was supposed to come over afterward and pick her up, but she said I needed to come inside. So here I was. 

“Ben, Cassie told me everything,” Natalie said. 

I blushed, instantly knowing what she was talking about. 

Cassie scooted over, her hand slid down and found mine. 

“It’s nothing new,” Natalie said. “Well, it’s new for the two of you, but not for others, like me.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“It’s called cuckolding,” Natalie said. “And by the sound of it, interracial cuckolding with a big black cock is just the ticket for you two.” 

I couldn’t believe those words just came out of our neighbor’s mouth. Cassie squeezed my hand. I squeezed back. We had been doing that since our first date. 

“Cuckolding,” I said, trying out the strange word. 

“Mmhmm,” Natalie walked to a high-backed chair by the couch and sat down and crossed her long legs. She wore black stockings and pink heels that matched her dress. 

“It’s what I want,” Cassie added. “I was just mentioning our situation to Natalie, just some girl talk, and she said she’d done that exact same thing.” 

“What exact same thing?” I asked, somewhat confused. 

Natalie cleared her throat. “I fucked a black man while my ex-husband watched. It happened right upstairs.” Natalie looked upward. “He loved to watch and masturbate while I had sex, sometimes he’d even record it and watch it later on his own. And it got him hard every time.” Natalie looked at me as she said that last sentence. 

I felt two feet tall knowing that our neighbor knew all about my sexual shortcomings. 

“So,” Natalie said. “Is this something you think you could deal with Ben? You seem to be a reasonable man, and I would hate to think what would happen if Cassie went unsatisfied forever.” 

“I want to satisfy my wife,” I said. 

Natalie smiled. 

Cassie squeezed my hand again. “I love you,” she whispered. 

Natalie uncrossed her legs and leaned forward. “So you’re willing to let it happen?” 

“I’d let her,” I said. 

“But you’d be there too, right honey?” Cassie asked. 

I nodded. 

“It’s okay for you to enjoy it, Ben,” Natalie said. 

“It would be like the video,” Cassie said. 

“But with more sensations,” Natalie said. “More feelings, more passion, you’ll just love it, Cas, and so will you, Ben,” Natalie winked at me. 

* * *

It all happened a little over a week later. It was a Friday night, I had been home from work for a few hours. Cassie had showered before I got home and she was slipping into a sexy black dress that I hadn’t seen before. 

“Is that new?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she said. “Do you like it?” 

It showed lots of leg, as well as Cassie’s sculpted arms and shoulders. “I do.” 

“Do you think he will?” 

My stomach got all squirmy and tight. “I can’t believe any man wouldn’t. You’re a hot MILF.” 

She seemed excited and playful, how she used to be before our dates before we were married. I got in the shower and turned the water on high letting it run all over me and wash the workday away. 

I quickly finished up, turned the water off, and dried myself. When I stepped out, Cassie was in front of the mirror putting on a pair of diamond earrings, the pair I’d gotten her for our anniversary last year. She was going all out for him. 

She turned to me. “How do I look?” She brushed a few strands of golden hair away from her face and smiled. 

“You look amazing,” I said. 

The doorbell rang. 

Cassie’s face lit up, “that’s him!” 

I quickly dressed and went down the stairs first and Cassie urged me to answer the door. I told her I wasn’t who he was here for but she bit her lower lip and looked up at me with those big blue eyes and said, “I’m nervous, Ben.”

“I am too.”

The doorbell rang again. I went to it and slowly pulled it open, knowing the man on the other side was about to have my wife. 

I stood back and stared. He greeted me with a warm smile, a friendly “hello” and a gift, a bottle of expensive-looking wine. 

“I’m Jalen Sanders,” he shook my hand. 

He had big hands and a strong grip. He was tall, probably four or five inches taller than me, and even though he was wearing an expensive-looking gray suit I could tell he was a solidly-built man who had spent some hours in the gym. I suddenly felt very out of shape. 

“Ben,” I said.

But Jalen had already looked past me and was grinning at my beautiful wife. “And who is this beautiful lady?” 

“I’m Cassie,” my wife said, she added an innocent little giggle. Her cheeks were rosy and her smile was bright. 

Jalen didn’t greet her with a handshake. He stepped forward and wrapped her up in a big hug. I heard Cassie gasp as he released her. The musky scent of his cologne filled my nostrils as he stood between my wife and me. 

“It’s so nice to meet you, Cassie,” he said. 

He handed her the bottle of wine and told her how it was some fancy vintage. I didn’t know much at all about wine, but Cassie liked a glass from time to time. She handed the bottle to me and said, “the glasses are in the cabinet by the fridge.” 

I took the bottle, looked at both of them. They smiled at me. I went to the kitchen to open the wine and get three glasses. I might need a big one. 

I found the corkscrew in the back of the junk drawer and carefully used it to open the bottle. From the den, I heard Cassie’s soft laughter, followed by Jalen’s booming laugh. They seemed to be hitting it off already. 

I finally opened the wine and carried it and the glasses to the den where Jalen and Cassie were sitting close on the couch, his hand on her thigh just below the short hem of her dress. When I came in he stood up and took the bottle. “Allow me,” he said. He had made himself more comfortable and removed his coat. When he stood I noticed a bulge in his pants, an enormous bulge. Smiling, he took the bottle, poured Cassie and glass, then himself, then me. 

“Thank you, Jalen,” Cassie said. She sipped. 

I took a big gulp. 

Cassie looked at me. “Ben, Jalen just got back from the Bahamas.” 

“Oh really?” I said. “Cassie and I are planning to go soon.” 

“Well we talked about it,” Cassie said. “Not sure if we can do it financially just yet.” 

Jalen nodded. “If you can, it’s totally worth it, the crystal clear water, the white sandy beaches, the food, the culture, and the women.” Jalen winked at me as he said that last part. 

I took another gulp of wine. 

Cassie leaned in even closer to Jalen and squeezed his arm. “You must spend a lot of time in the gym.” 

He nodded. “When I can. You look like you’re not missing a workout. I’d never guess you were a day over twenty-seven.” 

Cassie grinned and leaned in closer, she was hanging all over him. They were almost hitting it off too well. 

“Well,” Jalen said. “No sense in wasting your time.” He twisted on the couch and looked at my wife. “Are you a good kisser, Cassie?” 

She licked her lips and nodded. 

“Let’s find out,” Jalen said. 

With that, it began. 

I froze right where I was in the chair across from them, the only thing separating us was a glass coffee table. Cassie shut her eyes and eagerly waited as Jalen took her in his arms and leaned forward. Their lips touched. I shivered. I saw Cassie’s tongue dart out of her mouth and I drained my glass and poured another. When I looked back it was Jalen’s tongue that was deep in my wife’s mouth. My heart was racing. I was sweating. My wife was moaning softly and the sound of their lips touching seemed to fill the house. 

They kissed passionately for the next few minutes. Jalen put his big hands around Cassie’s face, she kept her eyes shut tight and deep moans came from inside her. I knew she was fully turned on. 

The next thing I knew, Cassie had a hand between Jalen’s legs, feeling through his pants at that enormous bulge. 

Cassie broke the kiss, a huge smile on her face. “Jalen, what’s in your pants?” 

He leaned back and smiled. 

Cassie looked across the table at me, her thumb and forefinger working the bulge in Jalen’s pants. “It feels like a baseball bat,” she said. 

She had never described my penis that way. 

“You want to take it out?” Jalen asked. 

Cassie nodded and leaned forward. Her fingers went to work on his belt, then his button and zipper. She opened his pants and reached in, she came out with a handful of big black cock. 

“Oh my god,” Cassie gasped. She glanced at me, then went right back to staring at Jalen’s massive cock. It was by far the biggest penis I had ever seen. It was bigger than the one in the porn video we watched, longer and thicker. Cassie’s small hand could barely close around it. She ran her hand up and down it, marvelling at its size and hardness. 

My breaths were shallow. It was really happening. 

“You can take yours out,” Cassie said. 

I didn’t even realize she was talking to me at first. I was mesmerized by that big black cock. It was unreal. 

“Oh,” I said. “Should I?” 

“Well, remember what Natalie told us? You can enjoy yourself too, just like when we watched that video.” 

I nodded. I looked down at my crotch. I unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts. I pushed them down past my knees. I was soft as a pillow, not even semi-hard, so I didn’t pull my boxer shorts down. I put a smile on my face for my wife. 

“Let’s undress you,” Jalen said. 

“Ok, Jalen,” Cassie stood in front of him, right between his legs with her back toward him and her face toward me. “Unzip me.” When she said it she smiled at me, I could see the excitement in her eyes. 

I heard the zipper come down and Jalen pulled the slim black dress off my wife’s slender shoulders. As it came down I realized the dress wasn’t the only new thing Cassie was wearing. She wore a lacy black bra and matching panties. I had never seen her in lingerie like that, she usually bought the more comfortable stuff, but this…this was sexy. 

Jalen’s big hands wrapped around Cassie’s creamy thighs and glided up her smooth skin, he groped her ass then ran his hands up to her hips and pulled her down into his lap. Cassie landed on him, giggling and smiling. She shifted around and I saw that big cock pressed against her thigh, her hand went straight to it and they kissed again. 

Jalen’s hand went up her thigh, over her stomach and up to her breast, he cupped it, squeezing it through the lacy cup of her bra. Cassie moaned again. 

She broke the kiss and her hands got busy on Jalen’s shirt unbuttoning it and revealing his hard muscles. He had tattoos all over his shoulders and biceps. His physique was impressive. 

Cassie kissed his neck and worked her way down, kissing down the middle of his chest and right down the center of his ripped abs. Now that she had her back to me I was able to see that those panties were actually a sexy thong. She stuck her round ass out at me as she bent over, her mouth getting closer and closer to that big black cock. 

“Suck my cock, Cassie,” Jalen said. 

Cassie gripped the base, she looked up at Jalen with innocent eyes, then she opened wide and took his cock into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sealed her lips around him, she sucked in so hard her cheeks hollowed and she moaned from deep down in her throat like she had just sampled the most delicious dessert she had ever tasted. I hadn’t moved as all this happened. I was shocked and overwhelmed. A stranger who we had just met was in our living room getting a blowjob from my wife. 

Jalen put his hands on Cassie’s head, sliding his fingers into her wavy blonde hair and urging her to take more of his cock into her mouth. He looked over her head at me and winked. I looked down at Cassie’s ass, then looked up. He was still looking at me, then he looked down at Cassie who was getting more and more of his cock down her throat. Each time she went down it seemed to loosen her up to take more and more, she moaned with each bob of her head, then Jalen pushed her down until she gagged. He let go and she came up gasping, spit made her lips and his cock shine. 

Cassie smiled. “It’s so big. I love sucking your big black cock, Jalen.” 

He nodded his head. “Keep going.”

Cassie went right back down on him, sealing her lips and bobbing her head faster. She gagged every time she went down on him. 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG!

On the last bob of her head, with Jalen’s help she took more of it than she ever had, three-quarters of his big cock was down my wife’s throat before she came off it coughing and gasping and sucking up the strands of spit that hung off her lips. 

Jalen held her face in his hands. They looked at each other for a moment before a smile curled his lips. “Go kiss your husband.”

His words shocked me. I didn’t think I was going to participate, but before I knew it, Cassie was crawling around the table on her hands and knees toward me. She grabbed my knees and lifted her head up. Her lips were still wet with spit and pre-cum. I leaned forward and kissed her. Her soft lips were warm and slick. Her tongue darted into my mouth, she tasted salty. She kissed me hard and she sucked my tongue. 

Cassie broke the kiss. “Are you ready to watch me fuck him?” 

Her breath was warm on my face. I nodded, although I wasn’t sure if I was really ready. 

I wasn’t sure if my mind was ready to see it, but my cock was. Sometime during the blowjob my cock had started rising, now I was rock hard and it was poking at my boxer shorts. 

Cassie crawled back to Jalen and kissed his thigh from his knee all the way back to his crotch, but she didn’t go for his cock, this time she took his enormous balls in her mouth, which she could only do one at a time. While she sucked them, his hard cock rested against her face, it was an incredible sight and it made my cock twitch. I looked down and saw a little wet spot of pre-cum on my boxers. 

“Scoot down,” I heard Cassie say after she released Jalen’s balls from her mouth. 

He moved his hips off the couch. What did she have in mind? 

I didn’t have to wait long to find out because Cassie ducked her head even lower and ran her tongue right up Jalen’s ass crack. He eased his head back and groaned. I didn’t blink. Cassie was eating his ass. I never dreamed she’d do something like that, then again I never dreamed she’d fuck another man right in front of me, and that’s what she was about to do. 

“Your wife is a nasty white slut,” Jalen said. 

I looked up at his smiling face. I nodded, then looked down at Cassie, her beautiful face was still buried between his cheeks. She finally came out, gasping and licking her lips, she looked over at me and her cheeks went red. 

“Let’s get you naked,” Jalen said. 

“Okay,” Cassie turned around so he could unhook her bra. 

Jalen helped her get it off. Then she put her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and stuck her ass toward Jalen as she pushed the skimpy panties down her thighs. She looked across the table at me and smiled, then she straightened back up and I saw something else that was new. Cassie made a special appointment at the spa yesterday, now I knew why. Her pussy was completely smooth, with no trace of hair anywhere. It made my cock throb. New dress, new lingerie, a wax job, Cassie really went all out for Jalen and she didn’t even know him until a few minutes ago. 

Cassie saw me looking and kept on smiling. “Stroke your cock while we fuck, Ben. I want all of us to cum together.” 

I nodded. “Okay.” 

But Jalen wasn’t quite ready to fuck. He took Cassie by the hips and leaned forward, he starting eating Cassie’s ass. She giggled, she totally loved it as Jalen buried his tongue— which I imagined was just as big as the rest of him—in her ass. 

My cock was really starting to throb, so I slid my hand in my boxers and gripped it. It was slick and sticky from all the pre-cum that had oozed out. 

Cassie bent forward, putting her hands on the coffee table, leaning close to me. She looked so good like that, gasping for breath, blue eyes wide and sparkling, breasts hanging and wobbling. Jalen moved from her ass to her pussy and when his tongue hit her clit I saw her react. Cassie’s mouth hung open in a silent moan, she trembled. 

I stroked slowly, despite my confused feelings about this I was turned on and if I stroked quickly I’d cum in a matter of seconds. 

“Oh god! Yes! YES!” Cassie yelled. 

Her hands gripped the edge of the table. I looked between her legs and saw Jalen’s big cock bobbing up and down. It wouldn’t be long before that giant piece of meat was in my wife’s pussy, filling her like I never had, making her scream. Totally satisfying her, which is what I wanted all along. Cassie to be satisfied. 

“YES! YYYEEESSS!” Cassie yelled. 

Her legs started to shake. I leaned forward, afraid she might fall, but she looked up at me. “God YES! OH YES!” 

She was so close her warm breath tickled my face. 

“I want to fuck him, Ben,” Cassie whispered. “I want to fuck him so bad.” 

“You can, Cassie,” I said softly. 

“I love you, Ben.” 

“I love you, Cassie.” 

She leaned up and backed toward Jalen. He held her narrow waist as she stepped onto the couch cushions. She squatted. He held her as she hovered over his cock, looking down, probably wondering how it was all going to fit, same as me. 

Cassie spit in her hand and reached down for Jalen’s cock. She stroked it, then held it so his swollen head was rubbing against her delicate pink pussy lips. I couldn’t believe that big black cock was about to stretch out my wife’s tight pussy. I wasn’t sure of this at first, but now my cock was aching, I wanted to see it happen. 

“You ready?” Cassie looked across the table at me. 

I nodded. 

“I know you’re ready, Jalen,” Cassie said. 

He grunted and squeezed her with his big, strong hands. 

Cassie lowered herself. Jalen’s head slipped in. She sank down slowly, lowering herself with care. 

“OOOoooohhhh!” Cassie moaned.

Her wet pussy gripped his cock, I had never seen a pussy stretched so tight. She kept going down, moaning and gasping until every inch of that massive black cock filled her. 

“Damn that pussy is tight,” Jalen said. 

Cassie’s legs were trembling, her eyes were shut tight and her hands gripped Jalen’s forearms, she let out a long moan and she moved up and down on his cock. She creamed all over his dark dick. I squirted more pre-cum. I was breathing hard. 

Jalen smacked Cassie’s ass. It made a loud POP! That echoed through the house and startled me. I didn’t see it coming, I was too busy staring at my wife’s quivering pussy. Cassie let out a yelp, but then she giggled and asked Jalen to do it again. He granted that wish smacking her so hard on the ass that it made me flinch, it made Cassie cry out, then gasp, then moan, and she asked for one more. 

Her gasp was even louder this time and as she moaned her eyes sorta glazed over. She really liked this. I had to say, I did too. I liked seeing Jalen manhandle my wife in ways I never even considered. When I was able to actually get an erection, Cassie and I would make love. But Jalen and Cassie weren’t in love, they just wanted satisfaction. Satisfaction that could only come from a good, hard fucking. 

I leaked even more pre-cum as I stroked my cock. 

“Fuck me!” Cassie yelled. 

Jalen grunted and shoved his hips up, filling Cassie quickly, making her moan again. He didn’t stop there, he quickly lowered his hips then slammed into her again…and again. He was fucking her hard and I was squirming in my seat trying not to cum. 

“YES! YES! YES! YES! YYYEEESSS!” Cassie yelled. 

She was getting fucked so hard. This had to be the fuck of her life. I had a feeling deep down that maybe I would never be able to satisfy her after this. I guess it wouldn’t matter if I couldn’t get it up for her. This might be the only way we could both have sex, her fucking, me watching. 

“YES JALEN! YES! YES” Cassie yelled. 

Cassie’s big tits bounced up and down. Her mouth hung open as she gasped for breath, her eyes were wide open, staring at me as I stroked.

“I can’t believe it,” Cassie said to me, her voice husky. “I can’t believe how good it feels. Are you gonna cum, honey?” 

“Yes,” I said, nodding and stroking. 

“Good,” she said before a whole new round of moans came out of her as her body shook and quaked. 

Jalen pushed her off and she landed on the couch, squealing with delight. 

“Ride it,” Jalen said. 

He got on his back on the couch, all stretched out and relaxed, muscles gleaming. Cassie eagerly climbed on, straddling him, reaching for his big black cock and putting it between her lips like she couldn’t live without it. She started bouncing up and down. Jalen grabbed her tits and squeezed. 

“Oh fuck,” I muttered. I was so close, bouncing up against that point of no return. Trying not to go over the edge too soon. 

“How do you like big black cock?” Jalen asked between grunts. 

“OH! I love it,” Cassie said, riding so hard I feared they would break the couch. “I love black cock. OH! OH JALEN! I never want his little dick again! OOOHHHHHH!” Cassie fell forward, hands on Jalen’s chest, shaking and quivering through yet another orgasm. Jalen grunted and bucked his hips. His big balls jerked and his ass flexed. 

Cassie’s eyes went wide as his cum filled her. 

My balls clenched. I groaned and squeezed as my heart raced. My vision blurred. I stared at that black cock, pumping stream after stream of cum into my wife’s pussy. I came. I filled my boxer shorts with hot, sticky cum. I kept stroking. My cock kept pumping it out, much more than usual as the tremors of pleasure ran through me. 

I opened my eyes, when did I close them? I took slow, deep breaths. On the couch, Cassie eased off Jalen’s big cock just in time for me to watch his load run out and drip onto his lower abs. Cassie had a huge smile on her face as it dribbled out. Jalen kissed her, then she broke the kiss, climbed off and kneeled next to the couch. She licked the cum off his abs, then milked and sucked his cock, making sure it was totally empty. 

Her lips made a popping sound when she released his cock. He stood up and hugged her. “You really drained me, Cassie.” 

“I wanted to,” she said. “I wanted all your cum inside me.” 

Cassie walked to the kitchen and came back with some paper towels. She wiped down Jalen’s muscular body, she spent plenty of time on his cock as well as his chest. She handed him his clothes and he got dressed. I still hadn’t moved. My cock was soft now, still in my hand, it was all hot and sticky with cum. 

Once Jalen had his suit back on he looked across the table at me. “Wonderful wife you’ve got.” 

“Thanks,” I said. 

Jalen walked over to the other chair and grabbed his phone and tapped the screen. “I’ll e-mail the video to you tomorrow.” 

A chill ran up my spine. “Video?” 

“Yeah,” Cassie said. “I told him it would be fine. You were in the kitchen opening the wine.” 

“Oh,” I said. 

“We can watch it together, on nights when Jalen can’t make it back.”

I gulped. I didn’t realize he would be coming back, but after satisfying Cassie like that, why wouldn’t he. 

“Oh shit,” Jalen said. “I almost forgot the best part.” He held up his phone and tapped, then told Cassie to sit on the couch. Jalen looked around his phone at me, a huge smile on his face. “Go clean up your pretty wife’s pussy.” 

“Clean up?” I asked. 

“Come on,” Cassie spread her legs and smiled. 

I stood up, painfully aware that the cum stain in my boxer shorts was plainly visible. I dropped to my knees in front of my wife and was immediately greeted by the sweet scent of her pussy combined with Jalen’s manly musk.

“Lick my pussy,” Cassie said in a low voice. 

I leaned forward, out of the corner of my eye I saw Jalen leaning in with the camera. I kissed my wife’s creamy pussy. The slight taste of her sweet juices was overwhelmed by Jalen’s bitter cum. Cassie put her hands on my head, urging me in deeper. I licked her hole and found some cum that hadn’t dribbled out. I lapped it up, swallowing it down, and it was all on video. 

“Oh, that’s so hot,” Cassie muttered. 

Jalen chuckled, he tapped his phone, then stuck it in his pocket. “Have a nice night.” 

“Bye, Jalen!” Cassie said. 

“Bye,” I muttered. 

As soon as the door closed Cassie pulled me up on the couch next to her. “God, it was all so perfect.” 

I nodded. 

“Ben, I have never felt so wonderful.” 

I nodded again. 

“And you came too,” she looked down at my stain, biting her lower lip. 

“I sure did.” 

“I’m glad,” Cassie said. “Since we both enjoyed it, I can’t wait to do it again. This is the best thing that ever happened to us, honey.” 

I nodded and kissed her on the head. 

“Let’s go get cleaned up,” Cassie said. “I’m exhausted.” 

I followed my wife up the stairs. There was still cum on her inner thigh. I couldn’t believe what we had just done. I was a cuckold husband now, and I think I liked it.
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            Carl and Jessica Hughes are the typical suburban couple. Carl works in finance, Jess is a junior high science teacher. Their lives are pretty tame until Jessica reads about the concept of a Hall Pass. A get out of jail free card, a license to cheat.

Carl and Jess joke about it. Carl’s crush is the world’s hottest swimsuit model. Jess’s is the new quarterback for the local pro football team. For reasons he can’t explain, Carl is turned on by the fact that his wife wants to cheat on him with a black stud. But they’d never actually meet the famous quarterback, Trey Willis…would they?
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            Billy never dreamed in his wildest fantasies that he would have a girlfriend as gorgeous as Alice. The blonde beauty looked like a swimsuit model and drew attention wherever she went.

To escape the dreary winter weather, Alice books a trip to the Caribbean. An all-inclusive resort with drinks, food, luxury accommodations, and a nude beach.

Billy is nervous about that nude beach. He is not exactly well-endowed.

But he does not have to worry. The local big black stud will give Alice the welcome she needs.
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            Anthony and Heather are the perfect couple. He is the quarterback of the football team and she is the hottest cheerleader in school. But Anthony is not the best player, he kinda sucks.

Marcus Washington, the big black running back is furious when Anthony loses the big game.

Anthony prepares for the beating of a lifetime at the hands of Marcus, but Heather jumps in and saves her boyfriend at the last minute.

What she does changes their relationship forever.
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