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AUTHOR’S NOTE: I PUBLISHED the original version of this story years ago as xleglover (or maybe it was Flash of Stocking).  That version was called The Thrill of Cheating.
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DESPITE HER INITIAL apprehension, Madison was having a good time. She was on a double date with her current boyfriend, Ryan, and her friend David and his fiancée Flo.

"So how did you and David meet?" Flo asked Madison.

"Back in college. We had mutual friends, and then ended up working in the same place. We've been friends ever since."

"So did you two ever date or anything?" Flo was smiling, but Madison noticed that she was holding David's arm possessively.

"Oh no," Madison laughed. "Always just friends. And now you guys are engaged. I'm so happy for you." Madison was being honest. She really liked Flo.

"I feel like I know you, too," Madison continued. "David always talks about you, ever since he met you." Madison playfully elbowed David. "I can't believe you've been going together for 2 years, and this is the first time you've introduced us."

"I know, I know," David admitted sheepishly. "But with Flo in New York City, it's been hard."

"Are you moving down here, to DC?" Ryan asked, entering the conservation. "Or is David moving to New York?"

"It depends on where Flo does her residency," David replied. "She's graduating from med school this semester, so we should know soon."

"So, are you two thinking about tying the knot?" Flo asked with a grin.

Smiling, Ryan put his arm around Madison.  He said, "Well, we've only been going out a few months now. But you never know."

Madison pulled Ryan’s arm tight around her and smiled into his eyes. “I think Ry-Ry has potential,” she joked with a grin.  Ry-Ry was Madison’s pet name for her boyfriend.

Ryan smiled back into Madison’s eyes, and they kissed.
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DAVID POUNDED MADISON. "Is this what you want, slut, is this what you want?"

"Oh god, yeah, fuck me," Madison cried. She wrapped her long legs around David's waist and dug her heels into his ass. "Fuck me harder!"

David roughly groped Madison's small breasts as he fucked her. Madison gasped with pleasure as he pinched her sensitive nipples. "Yeah, like that, like that!" she urged.

David slowed his pace, and with his cock searched for Madison's g-spot. He knew he had found it when Madison let out a gasp. Then he quickened his pace again, angling his cock so with each thrust, he rubbed against both Madison's clit and g-spot. Madison's moans were constant as David sent waves of pleasure through her body. Soon Madison's orgasm hit, causing her legs to tense and her stockinged toes to curl in her high heels.

David wasn't far behind. "I cumming," he groaned. Madison wasn't on birth control, and she never made David use a condom. It felt better that way. "Cum on my face!" she cried.

Quickly, David pulled out and moved up to Madison's face. She wrapped her hands around his shaft and stroked him, at the same time putting his big cock head in her mouth. In moments David lunged deep into Madison's mouth, and his cum shot down her throat. Despite almost gagging, Madison swallowed the first two spurts, and then pulled him out. David's cum splattered all over her pretty face and into her blonde hair.

They lay in bed and tried to catch their breath. Eventually, Madison got up and grabbed a towel. She started wiping the cum from her face and hair.

"Leave it on," David teased. "I'm sure Ry-Ry would like to see you after your facial."

Madison smirked and playfully threw the towel at David. "Hey, don't throw that at me," he protested, dodging the cum soaked towel.

Madison put on her panties and reached for her bra. "Don't leave," David said. "Stay for a while."

Madison adjusted her stockings, and then wiggled into her dress. "I can't, I have to go. I'm meeting Ryan for dinner."

“You mean Ry-Ry?” David smirked.

“Will you shut up,” Madison said with a laugh.

“Seriously Maddy,” David said.  “How can you of all people go out with a guy named Ry-Ry?  You like sex too much.  And anyone named Ry-Ry can’t be good in bed.  I can’t imagine it, you saying ‘Fuck me Ry-Ry.  Give me your big dick Ry-Ry.”

Madison laughed.  “Shut up!” she said with the laugh still in her voice and a grin on her pretty face.

Madison continued to put herself back together after their sex.  And David admired her as adjusted her stockings and smoothed her dress. She had such a tight hot body. She was must sexier – and prettier – than his fiancée Flo.

"Can you zip me?" she asked, pulling up her blonde hair and turning around.

Instead of zipping Madison's dress, David reached in and cupped her breasts. He caressed Madison's tits through her demi bra and kissed the back of her neck. "Stay for a while," he urged. "We can do it again."

Madison felt her nipples harden again. David felt it too and rubbed them between his fingers. Pleasure shot through her body, from her nipples to her clit. "God, he knows how to turn me on," she thought. Somewhat reluctantly she pushed him away. "David, I can't. I told you, I have to meet Ryan."

David shrugged and then zipped Madison's dress. "So, are you guys getting serious or something?"

Madison replied while fixing her hair and makeup. She tried to ignore the tingling between her legs. "I don't know. I really like him, but I don't know if it'll be permanent or not. I mean, we haven't even started talking about marriage yet."

David reached over to Madison's thigh and moved his hand up her dress until his hand rested on her tight ass. "If you do get married, are you still going to let me have some of this?" David teased, smiling.

"I don't know," Madison retorted with a sarcastic voice. "Why don't you ask your fiancée, Flo?"

The edge in Madison's voice caught David by surprise. "Are you mad at me for getting engaged?"

"No, of course not," Madison quickly said. "I'm happy for you, and I like Flo, I really do. But when we started this 'friends with benefits’ thing, it was supposed to be only when we weren't with anyone else. Don't you think we should stop? We're with other people now."

"Come on, Maddy," David said skeptically. "We've been with other people before, and you've never complained."

"You're engaged, shit head!" Madison shot back.

David was still skeptical. "Oh, come on. Flo and I have been together for a while. You knew we were close to getting engaged. Why are you getting so upset now?"

"So, what are you going to do?" Madison asked challengingly. "Are you going to cheat on Flo forever?"

David sat back in the bed and put his hands behind his head. "Probably."

Wide-eyed, Madison sat on the edge of the bed. "You're kidding, right? Even after you get married? How can you cheat on her that way? I thought you loved her."

"Of course I love Flo, that's why I'm marrying her." David got up and sat next to Madison. Grinning, he added, “Of course, being a trust fund baby and being top of her class in Med school doesn’t hurt.”  Flo had very rich parents.  She was very smart and ambitious, so everyone thought she was going to be a very successful doctor and made loads of money – in addition to having the trust fund from her wealthy parents.

“God, you gold digger,” Madison said with a roll of her eyes.

“Listen, you know I’m a lazy son-of-a bitch, and I barely graduated from college,” David said.  “The only thing I got going for me are my looks.  So yeah, I’ll admit it, I snagged a rich chick.  That doesn’t mean I don’t love Flo.”

“So that gives you the right to cheat on Flo?”

"Listen Maddy, we've been friends for a long time, right? So don't get mad at me when I say this, but the fact is, it's hot to cheat."

"What?"

"You heard me. It's all about being bad. About crossing the line. About the risk. You take that away, and sex gets boring. That's why you always hear about married couples who never have sex. Sex is only fun if it's dirty. So, I'll probably keep cheating on Flo. It'll keep me interested in sex with her, and that'll be good for our marriage."

Madison couldn't believe what she was hearing. "Yeah, right, well you keep telling yourself that," she said laughing. "But you're going to have to find a new fuck-buddy. If Ry-Ry proposes to me, that'll be the end of the 'benefits' part of our friendship."

David reached out and began caressing Madison's thigh. He brought his face next to Madison's. "Come on, you don't mean that," he whispered into her ear. "It'll be even more exciting then.  And look, no offense, but Ryan’s isn’t the best-looking guy.  Just like Flo isn’t a beauty queen.  You and me, we match looks-wise.  And we’ve always been hot for each other.  There’s no reason to stop.  Ryan and Flo will never know.”

“David, come on stop,” Madison protested.  “Isn’t Flo coming over?”

“Not til later.  So we have lots of time,” David said as he edged his hand under Madison's dress.  Soon he was caressing the bare thigh above her stockings. He also nuzzled her neck, which always turned her on. She reached her hands down to stop David's advances, but he was insistent and soon was touching the thin fabric of her lace panties. David open mouth kissed her, and Madison found herself opening her legs for him. David rubbed her clit through her panties.

"God," Madison moaned. It felt so good. "What — what do you mean, more exciting?" she managed to ask, as she began to slowly hump David's hand.

David pulled Madison to her feet, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor, and pushed her dress up around her waist. He pulled her panties to the side, and lowered her on his cock, which once again was rock hard. As he impaled Madison on his shaft, he hissed, "It's one thing to cheat on your girlfriend." David's cock was now all the way in, and he began pounding her. "It's even better to cheat on your fiancée!"

Madison was nearing orgasm again, and she knew that David was too. Panting, Madison managed to remind David, "Don't cum in me."

"Fuck that!" he growled. "I want you filled with my cum when you're with Ryan!”
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"IT'S HOT TO CHEAT." David's words kept running through Madison's head as she sat across from Ryan in the restaurant.

Was it really? All evening, she thought of what David said. When Ryan kissed her on her cheek, she thought, "An hour ago, David's cum was all over my face." When Ryan held her hand, she thought, "I was holding David's penis earlier this evening."

It excited Madison to think of these things. She knew it was wrong. It was wicked. But it was — deliciously wicked. She had orgasmed twice with David just a few hours earlier, and these thoughts were making her hot again.

After their light dinner they went to a show at the theater. Madison crossed her legs and Ryan rested his hand on her thigh, like he always did. He caressed her thigh and edged his fingers just under her skirt, but since they were in a crowded theater, he didn't venture any farther. Madison couldn't help thinking, "If Ryan touched my pussy right now, he'd feel David's cum."

The naughtiness of it made Madison shudder. "Are you okay?" Ryan asked concerned as he felt her body shake.

"Yes," Madison replied innocently. "Just a little chilly in here."

David shouldn't have cum inside her. She wasn’t on birth control, the hormones in the pill gave her serious migraines.  But Madison knew she could have pulled away at any time. She let him cum inside her because it was a safe time for her, and because David had been so turned on by it. "It turned me on, too," Madison admitted to herself.

The next weekend, Madison and Ryan were having breakfast when the phone rang.

"Hello?" Madison answered.

"Hi, it's me. Flo can't come down this weekend. Can you come over?"

Madison glanced over at Ryan, who was reading ESPN on his phone. They had planned to spend the day together. "I don't know," she said doubtfully.

"Tell Ryan I need you to help me shop for Flo's birthday gift."

Madison was torn. She was looking forward to being with Ryan today, she really liked him. She might even be falling in love with her Ry-Ry. Still, it had been over a week since she had last been with David, and she had — urges.

"Ryan?" she hesitantly began. "David was wondering if I could help him today. Flo's birthday is next week, and he needs help buying a gift."

Ryan looked disappointed. "I thought we were going to hang together today. Get coffee and read the paper, go to lunch, see a movie. I was looking forward to it."

"I know, I was too honey. I'll be home by dinner time." She stretched her shapely leg under the table and lightly pressed her toes against Ryan's crotch. "We'll have all evening together."

Ryan felt himself stiffening. He was disappointed, but he didn't want to be one of those boyfriends who vetoed their girlfriends from having guy friends. "Well, I guess it's okay,” he said reluctantly.

Smiling, Madison leaned over and kissed Ryan. Then she picked up the phone. "Okay, I'll meet you at the mall in about an hour."

"Sounds good," David said. He was already getting hard. David whispered into the phone. "Madison, remember you told me about the bustier Ryan got you for Valentine's day? Wear that today, okay?"

Madison frowned, but said, "We'll see."

After hanging up the phone, Madison kissed Ryan again. "Thank you for being so understanding. David really needs help, he's trying to impress Flo. You know she’s rich, and he doesn’t have a lot of money, so he needs help getting the perfect gift.  I promise to make it up to you tonight."

Ryan reached out and pulled Madison to him. His hands went to her shapely, tight ass. "How about a quickie? You've got an hour."

Madison giggled. "I want to, but I have to get dressed." She wiggled from Ryan's grasp and ran into the bedroom. "And I have to hurry, you know how long it takes me to get ready," she said over her shoulder.

Madison was in a quandary. What should she wear? She didn't want Ryan to see her dressed too sexy for a casual shopping trip with David. Normally in a situation like this, she wore jeans and a top, with sexy lingerie underneath. But David wanted her to wear the bustier. That meant she'd have to wear a skirt, and stockings, because the bustier had straps attached to it.  And skirt and stockings meant having to wear high heels too.

Finally, she decided on an ivory silk blouse and a black pleated skirt that fell to just below her knees. Underneath she wore a full-length slip, plain bra and panties and black panty hose. She put her blonde hair up, and lightly applied makeup with no lipstick. She finished the outfit with black ballerina flats.

She couldn't wear the bustier out of the house. Ryan was sure to hug her when she left, and he'd feel the bustier's stiff ribbing. Then she'd have to explain why she was wearing the sexy lingerie he had gotten her for Valentine's day. Searching in her closet, she found a Nordstom's shopping bag. First, she threw in the bustier, stockings and high heels, and then she covered them with a dress she had recently bought. She looked in the mirror. She looked pretty, but not sexy. At least, she didn’t look like she was trying to look sexy.

Holding the bag, she left the bedroom. "You look great," Ryan immediately said, and took her into his arms and kissed her. "But then you always look great." Looking closer, he said, "A little dressed up, though."

Madison smiled innocently, and motioned to the shopping bag she was holding. "I know, but I'm thinking of exchanging that dress I bought the other day at Nordstroms. You know, the one you said you didn't like very much? So I wanted to wear hose so I could try things on." Please don't look into the bag, Madison silently prayed. Please please please don’t look.

Ryan pulled his girlfriend to him again and reached to the hem of her skirt. "That's fine with me, you know I love seeing your legs." Ryan reached under her skirt and caressed her legs, moving from her knees up to her thighs. "What, no stockings?" he said disappointedly. "You know I hate it when you wear pantyhose."

Madison laughed and playfully pushed Ryan away. "I'm just going to see David, silly, and thigh highs are expensive. I'm not going to waste them on him. Now I've got to go. I'll see you later, okay?"

Ryan looked pleased.  In reality, he would have been pissed if his girlfriend wore thigh high stockings when out with another man, even if their relationship was platonic.

Grinning, Ryan said, "Okay, bye," and he kissed his girlfriend goodbye.  “I love you.”

Those 3 words stopped Madison in her tracks.  “What?” she asked, startled.

“Oh, yeah,” Ryan said looking sheepish.  “I guess that just slipped out.  But you know that old song?  The one by the Partridge Family?  Well, I think I love you.”

“Wow,” Madison said, feeling shocked.  “I don’t know what to say.”

“So, how do you feel about me?” Ryan asked.  “I mean, I’m not saying I love you.  I’m saying I think I might love you.”

Madison giggled.  “Okay, then,” she said with a grin as she looked into her Ry-Ry’s eyes.  “I think I might love you too.”  They kissed. 

Madison knew she should stay home.  They needed to talk about this.  It was a major development in their relationship!  They needed to talk, make love, and then talk some more.

But Madison had an ache between her legs.  And she knew she needed David – not Ryan – to take care of it.

“I’ll see you later,” Madison said after kissing her boyfriend again.  “I’ll be home as fast as I can.”
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BEFORE GETTING TO DAVID'S apartment, Madison stopped at a gas station. She grabbed the shopping bag and ran into the bathroom. She was in a hurry, because she knew she only had a few hours to be with David.  Especially after what Ryan said!

Madison took off her clothes until she was standing nude in the bathroom. She sprayed perfume behind her ears, between her breasts, and finally between her legs. Reaching into the bag, she pulled out the bustier and wiggled into it. It tightly hugged her petite body and made her breasts look a size larger than they really were. No wonder Ryan loved it whenever she wore it. She reached again into the bag and pulled out a new pair of black stockings – real stockings, not pantyhose. She quickly opened the package and pulled out the silky material, and then carefully pulled them up her long legs. She attached the stocking tops to the garter straps attached to the bustier. She didn't bother with panties.

Madison pulled her skirt back on. This time, she pulled it high up her waist, so it ended a few inches above her knees, turning the conservative skirt into a mini-skirt. Then she put on the blouse, but didn't button the top two buttons, allowing her bustier-enhanced cleavage to show. Reaching once more into the shopping bag, she pulled out black stiletto heels, and stepped into them.

She moved to the mirror. She freed her hair, allowing her blonde locks to fall around her slim shoulders. She brushed her hair to a silky smoothness, and then re-applied her makeup, a bit heavier this time, the way she knew best emphasized her pretty face.  And the way she knew David liked her to look.

And she put on bright red lipstick that made her lips look wet.  David loved seeing her lips painted like that when his cock was in her mouth.

Finally, she was ready. She stuffed everything into the shopping bag. Then, with one last look in the mirror, she headed off to David's.
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DAVID TOOK HIS TIME with Madison. They lay next to each other on his bed, both still fully dressed. David caressed her over her clothes. His fingers traced the swell of Madison's exposed cleavage, and then drew circles over her breasts. His leg was between hers, and her skirt was pulled up high on her thighs. David traced her stocking tops and garter straps, his fingers moving from the silky fabric to her baby soft, bare skin, and back again.

Madison was so turned on. His caresses were driving her crazy. But her passion was being fueled by more than his touch.

David unbuttoned Madison's blouse and then reached in. He ran his fingers along the ribbing of her bustier. "How did it feel last week, when Ryan fucked you with my cum still inside you? It feel good?"

Madison's eyes were closed as she enjoyed David's caresses. "It always feels good when Ry-Ry fucks me."

David playfully pinched Madison's nipple, which was partially exposed over the top of the bustier. "You know what I mean. Didn't it feel better? Wasn't it more exciting, with my cum inside you? Didn't you feel wicked fucking him, after you had been with me? Wasn't it more exciting?"

Madison didn't answer his question. Instead, she reached over and rubbed David through his pants. "Did it excite you, knowing you were inside me before Ryan?"

Madison felt David's cock jerk. "I guess it did," she giggled.

“You know what I did with Flo that night?” David asked.

“What?”

“I made her suck my dick.  It was still covered with your pussy juices.”

“Oh my god, David, you are evil!” Madison said with shock.  “Didn’t she notice?”

“Flo’s clueless,” David said.  “For such a smart girl, she’s clueless about the real world.  You know what else?”

“What?”

“After she blew me for a while, I fucked her,” David said as he continued to play with Madison’s boobs.  “I had a hard time cumming.  It freaked me out cause I didn’t want her to think I was rejecting her.  She’s insecure about her looks.  So I fantasized it was you I was fucking.  That got me off.”

“Are you serious?” Madison asked.

David nodded as he rubbed the flat of his thumb over Madison’s nipple, causing her to moan and arch her back.  “Not the first time either,” he said.  “Let’s just say, I love Flo for her personality, and she’s nice to everyone – but not her looks.  She’s kind of thick, you know?  Not fat, but thick.  She’s got big tits, but they’re kinda already sagging.  And you know ... she’s got that big nose.”

“You’re real nice David,” Madison said scornfully, but she didn’t pull away from his hands.

“Admit it, you love hearing shit like that, your ego is just as big as mine,” David said.  “So how do I compare to your Ry-Ry?” 

David pulled Madison’s hand to his erection and asked, “He as big as me?” 

“No comment,” Madison said with a laugh.  She didn’t pull her hand away from his crotch.  Instead, she rubbed his erection over his pants.

“We’re gonna go to hell for this,” Madison said as she continued to rub David’s big bulge.  “Why does cheating on Flo turn you on so much?”

“It’s not just cheating on Flo.  It’s even more better when you're cheating with another guy's girl." David grinned. "A double cheat."

"You're evil, David,” Madison said with a frown. 

"You can't deny it turns you on, too. Why else did you wear the bustier today?"

Madison stopped rubbing David and looked at him. "What do you mean?"

David was still running his hands along the silky fabric of the bustier. "Madison, Ryan gave you this for Valentine's day, right? I bet this is a special outfit, isn't it? You wear it when you want to really turn him on, to make him happy, right? Don't you feel guilty for sneaking it out, and wearing it for me? Aren't you going to feel guilty when I'm fucking you in it? And doesn't that guilt turn you on? Isn't it exciting to be bad?"

Madison was silent for long moments. David was right, she was feeling guilty for wearing the bustier. But she remembered how exciting it was to sneak it out, and to change outfits in the gas station. The risk and naughtiness were definitely turn-ons.

But Madison wasn't ready to admit that to David. She pulled off her skirt and then her blouse, until she was just in the bustier, stockings and heels. She unzipped David, and carefully pulled out his hard cock. Then she crawled on top of him. "I need you to fuck me now." She guided his cock inside her and lowered herself on him. As she moved up and down on David's thick shaft, Madison leaned over and open mouth kissed him.  As they kissed, she managed to say, "No games today. You have to pull out this time, okay?"

David grunted his agreement. He twisted their bodies around so he was on top with Madison beneath him.  He long stroked his big cock in and out of her unprotected, fertile pussy, saying "I’m gonna cum on your bustier.  Ry-Ry’s Valentine’s day present to you.  I’m gonna shoot my sperm all over it.”

Madison’s eyes went wide at how nasty – and evil – David was being.  But the idea got her hot.

She pulled David's hands to her breasts, encouraging him to fondle her. She was fucking David faster now, and her words were strained and mixed with her moans. "Do it!  I want you to!  Cum all over it!  Do it!  Do it!”
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SIX MONTHS LATER
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RYAN SLOWLY STROKED in and out of Madison. He was close to an orgasm and wanted to make it last as long as possible. Madison sensed that he was close to cumming.  She wrapped her long legs tightly around his waist, and pushed up to meet his thrusts, urging more of his cock inside of her.

"I'm cumming," Ryan groaned. Madison wrapped her arms tightly around her boyfriend. "Me too, I'm cumming," Madison panted. Madison buried her head in Ryan's chest and whimpered, "Oh god oh god." Ryan groaned, and then he shot his cum into the condom.

The couple lovingly held each other for long moments.  “God that was so good,” Madison cooed with a giggle.  “You made me cum so hard, Ry-Ry.”

“I came really good too,” Ryan said, beaming.  Not only did he get off, but he got his girl off too.  What could be better in life?

In reality, Madison hadn’t cum.  She often didn’t cum with Ryan.  Sometimes, but not often.  But, like most girls, Madison was good at faking orgasms to spare the feelings of her man. 

Ryan eventually pulled out, being careful to not let the condom pull off. As always, Madison moved her hands down to Ryan's crotch, and gently pulled the condom off Ryan's softening penis. She squeezed the cum from the condom onto her chest, and rubbed it all over her tits. Then she licked the remaining cum off Ryan's cock, being careful to stay away from its sensitive cockhead.

Ryan intently watched his girlfriend play. It never failed to turn him on. Madison had the sweetest, prettiest face. But she was such a naughty girl. Combined with her incredibly hot body — her small but perfectly shaped tits, tight ass, flat tummy, and incredibly long and shapely legs, she was every guy's wet dream. He loved the way men ogled her whenever they went out. It boosted his ego knowing other men desired his girlfriend, but she was his and slept every night in his bed.

Despite his orgasm just a few moments ago, Ryan felt himself beginning to harden again. Reluctantly he pulled away. "I've got to get going if I'm going to catch my plane."

Madison pouted. She was already missing him. "I wish you didn't have to go."

Ryan kissed her. "I know. I'll be back in a few days, sooner if my meetings end early."

"I hope they do. I love you."

Ryan kissed Madison again. "I love you too."

Madison lay in bed after Ryan was gone. She was sexually frustrated. She really did love Ryan. It wasn’t just “I think I love you.”  Now she knew she really loved Ryan.

But he wasn't a good lover. She hardly ever came when they made love. It felt good while they were doing it, but without the bliss of a toe-curling orgasm, she always came away feeling unsatisfied and frustrated. Of course, she never told Ryan that. And she was good at faking it.

She hadn't been with David since his wedding, a few months ago. That's not to say David hadn't tried. He called her all the time. He even wanted to fuck her the night before his wedding, and at their wedding reception he managed to pull her into an empty room and fingered her — he practically begged her to give him a quick blow job, but she ran out of the room.

It just didn't seem right. Yes, cheating was exciting. But David was married now, and she was getting really serious with Ryan. Before, their cheating was nothing more than kinky sex games and she had a clear conscience because they were mostly unattached. Things were different now.

Still, her body ached for David's body. Her lust went beyond the excitement of cheating. David was a great lover. He knew all her sensitive spots, and exactly how to touch them. And he had a really sexy body, lean and muscular.  His cock was so incredible. She remembered in college, when all her friends used to say that size didn't matter. She always agreed, because that was the politically correct thing to say, and she didn't really know any better. After graduation she started becoming more sexually active, and she quickly realized that size did matter, at least to her.

Ryan was a caring lover, but he just wasn't good in bed. She tried to teach him what she liked and how she liked it, but it didn't help. And in the size department, he just didn't compare to David.  Ryan was decent size, he was probably average.  But David was way above-average size-wise.  Sometimes she regretted ever having sex with David, because maybe he ruined her for normal sized men like Ryan.

She loved Ryan and was happier than she'd ever been. But if he proposed, would she say yes? Sex wasn't everything, but it was something.  She couldn't go through life always being unsatisfied.  Could she?

She needed some relief. She moved her hand down to her clit and began to rub. She closed her eyes, and with some guilt fantasized about David. With her other hand she caressed her breasts. She imagined David fucking her with his big cock. But then her guilt overcame her passion.

Madison switched her fantasy to the man who hit on her the other night. She and Ryan had stopped at a bar for a drink, and when Ryan went to the bathroom, the man had propositioned her. He said his name was Guy. How appropriate. Guy.  She declined his advances, but not before she saw that he was tall and gorgeous. As she turned to leave, he got a quick feel of her ass, and also pressed against her, letting her feel his big and hard member.

As Madison rubbed herself, she imagined Guy forcing her into a dark corner of the bar, and taking advantage of her. Feeling kinky, she added Ryan to the fantasy. He was fucking her ass while Guy pounded her pussy. No, that particular scenario didn't really work for her libido, she thought. So she changed the fantasy to Guy fucking her pussy, and Ryan licking her clit. Yeah, that was good, she thought, and her hand moved furiously over her clit.

In moments she had an orgasm. But while it gave her some pleasure, she was still unsatisfied. Madison covered her face with her hands. She was so sexually frustrated, she felt like crying.

The phone rang. Madison answered it, thinking it was Ryan. But it was David.

"Just calling to see how you're doing," he began. "Flo is visiting her parents this weekend. Where's Ryan?"

Madison knew why David was calling. For the last few months she had been able to resist, but she needed it so bad. She didn't want to cheat anymore. She didn't want to betray Ryan, or Flo. But her urges wouldn't go away. Hating herself, she said, "Can I come over?"
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ABOUT AN HOUR LATER, Madison stood in front of David, who was sitting on the edge of the bed.  The bed David shared with his new bride, Flo.

Madison’s blouse was open, and David was feasting on her tits. Madison wore a lace demi bra, the style she favored. David was cupping her breasts, and sucking on her exposed nipples. David moved his hands from Madison's tits to her ass, and then under her skirt. His hands moved under her skirt to her bare ass, pushing her skirt high up her thighs. Madison was wearing a lacy garter belt and black thigh high stockings. She had dressed special for this visit with David.

David fondled Madison's bare ass. She wasn't wearing any panties. David then brought one of his hands to Madison's pussy. David inserted one, and then two fingers into Madison. David's fingers were glistening with moisture, as Madison was soaking wet. As he finger-fucked her, David rubbed Madison's aroused clit with his thumb.

Madison's eyes were closed, and her head was swaying from side to side. She was lost in lust, and seemed unsteady in her high heels. If not for David's hand on her ass, she might have fallen over.

"Fuck me, fuck me," Madison softly chanted over and over.

David took his hand away from Madison's pussy and unzipped his pants, pushing them down to his ankles. He held his cock in this hand.

"Is this what you want?" David asked, taunting her.

Madison looked down. Seeing his cock, she reached down and caressed it. "God, yes," she moaned. "I want this so much."

Madison reached behind her and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. She pushed David onto the bed and straddled him. She reached down and guided David to her pussy. David continued to taunt her. "You need this really bad, don't you?"

Madison pushed the huge cock head into her. "Oh god yes," she groaned. She clenched her eyes shut as she lowered herself on David. "I need this so bad."

"Ryan doesn't give you enough, is that it?"

Struggling to push more of David's thick shaft inside of her, Madison gasped between heavy breaths, "He doesn't — have enough — to give me."

It took long moments for Madison to get all of David's cock inside of her. Then she slowly began to bob on his shaft. The pace of their fucking quickened, and soon it was a frenzy. Each time Madison pushed down on David, he would almost violently push up into her, causing Madison to gasp. Madison would rise until only the head of his cock was still inside her, and then push down hard again.

Madison was moaning continuously, and her face was a picture of ecstasy. She pulled David's hands to her chest, but her blouse and bra were in the way. She quickly finished unbuttoning the blouse, and let it slide to the floor. Her bra soon followed, and once again she brought David's hands to her breasts.

"Rub my nipples!" she begged. David did as she asked. As he fondled her, Madison caressed David's muscular arms and chest. Then she pushed David's arms to the side and lowered her mouth to his. The lovers tongued each other, exploring each other's mouth.

Madison broke the kiss and whimpered, "I'm cumming!" Her beautiful face contort in pleasure as her orgasm took hold and ran through her body. As it peaked, Madison's back arched and her nails dug into David's chiseled chest. Finally, after what seemed like minutes, Madison's body relaxed, and she collapsed onto David's chest. She lay contently there, until David finally asked, "Where do you want me to cum?"

Madison answered as if in dreamland. "You can do anything you want to me."

David fucked Madison for another 15 minutes. In the midst of his pounding, Madison seemed to orgasm again. David became frenzied, and growled, "I'm going to cum inside of you, bitch!"

Madison wrapped her legs tighter around David, and dug her stiletto heels into the back of his thighs. "Yes! Shoot your cum inside of me!  Bred me!  Fucking bred me!”

David lunged once again, going deep into Madison as he ejaculated his seed into her unprotected and fertile womb.  He cried out as he repeatedly pumped his sperm into her. Madison began to wail and her face contorted once again into ecstasy, as she seemed to cum once again.

The two lay in bed for a number of minutes.  Then David laughed and said, “Bred me?  Where the fuck did that come from?  Have you been watching big black cock porn?”

Madison didn’t appreciate his joke.  Or maybe she felt guilty for cheating on Ryan.

Madison roughly pushed David away.   Reluctantly David pulled out and rolled to the side. His sperm immediately seeped out of her used pussy and trickled her inner thigh.

Madison went into the bathroom, and for the next 10 minutes David heard water running. When she emerged, she had washed her hair and pulled her hair up. She had taken off the heels, stockings and garter belt, and now was completely nude.

Then Madison sat on the edge of the bed and began crying into her hands. "I've got to stop doing this," she sobbed. "I love Ryan. I don't want to cheat on him anymore."

David seemed unmoved by Madison's unhappiness. He leaned back in the bed and put his hands behind his head. His cock was soft, but it was so large it looked like a python running along this thigh. "Madison, you might as well face it. Ryan can't give you what you need."

Madison turned to David defiantly. "I love him," she insisted.

David took his cock in his hand and stroked it. It started getting hard again. "This is what you need, Madison. It's always been that way with you. I'm not saying it has to be me. But I know you too well. You’re a slut.  No offense, but you are.  You need a big cock on a regular basis. You crave it. You'll never be happy with pencil dick Ry-Ry."

Anger flared in Madison's eyes. "Shut up, jerk! Don't call him that." David snickered.  He wasn’t sure which she didn’t like more, calling Ryan pencil dick or sarcastically calling him Ry-Ry.

Madison put on her skirt and blouse and stuffed the sexy lingerie into her purse. She didn’t bother with the stockings since they were laddered now from David’s hard fucking.

Stepping into her heels, she said, "And don't bother to call me. The benefits part of our friendship is over. And our friendship is over too, if you ever say something like that again."

David laughed and went over to Madison. "Come on, you know I’m kidding. I like Ryan. Me and him, we’re buds.  I just want you to be happy." He went behind Madison and pushed his hardening cock against her ass. "I know you'll never be happy with Ryan. He doesn't have this kind of equipment." David nuzzled Madison's neck, and wrapped his arms around her and cupped her breasts. He reached inside her blouse and rubbed her nipples, which were already hardening. "You'll never be happy with Ryan. He doesn't know how to touch you, the way I do."

Madison tried to pull away. "No, David, it's over between us."

"You don't mean that." David reached down and pulled up Madison's skirt and wedged his hard cock between her long legs. He missed the silky feel of the stockings, but whatever.  Her pussy was still sweet and her body smoking hot.  Madison was very fuckable, a wet dream, unlike his wife Flo.

"You want this," David purred into her ear with his hard cock between her firm thighs.  Madison instinctively parted her legs, and gasped as the head of David's cock touched her pussy. "You need this."

Madison wanted to leave, but her body was betraying her. There had been too many nights of frustrating and unsatisfying sex with Ryan. Her pent-up passion was boiling over, and the fucking moments ago with David hadn't satiated her urges, not completely. Despite her irritation with David, she felt her body responding to him.

Madison tilted her head back, and David pushed his tongue into her willing mouth. David finished unbuttoning Madison's blouse, and openly groped her tits and nipples. Madison reached down and tried to guide David's cock inside of her. But the couple lost their balance and fell on the bed. Then David entered Madison from behind, quickly pushing the full length of his cock into her. For the next 20 minutes, David fucked Madison in a variety of positions, giving her two more mind blowing orgasms. Madison didn't resist when David again shot his hot cum into her pussy.

The next day, Madison went to the drug store.  David had cum inside her too many times.  It wasn’t the riskiest time of the month for her, but not the safest either.  She couldn’t risk it.  So she got a morning-after pill and swallowed it with a icy bottle of water.
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THE NEXT WEEK
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MADISON SLOWLY STROKED David's cock. She seemed mesmerized by the long, thick shaft. It was so hard, like granite, and she could feel it pulsating as she stroked and licked it.

David grinned as he watched Madison. "You really love my cock, don't you?"

Madison didn't answer. Instead, she took him into her mouth.

But David pulled her away. "Answer me, Maddy," he commanded. "You really love my big cock, don't you?"

"You know I do," Madison purred, and again put him in her mouth.

"What does it feel like when Ryan fucks you, after you've been with me? Can you even feel his little dick inside you?"

Madison gave David a dirty look, but then straddled him and guided his cock into her. "Don't be a jerk. Just fuck me."

David pushed the full length of his cock inside of Madison. "Like this?"

"Uhhh, god, yeah, like that," Madison grunted.

David pulled out, and then quickly lunged back in. As he did, he rubbed Madison's erect nipples. "Like that?"

Madison covered David's hands with hers, encouraging his fondling of her perky breasts. She clenched her eyes tightly closed as David quickened the pace and intensity of his thrusts. "Harder — fuck me harder," she begged.

"If Ryan proposes, are you going to say yes?"

"I — I think so," Madison managed to say, so consumed by the rough fucking she was getting. She was close.

"But you'll still let me fuck you, right?"

"Uhhh — I don't — I don't know about that."

David could tell Madison was about to cum. He savagely pounded her, grinding his thick cock against her g-spot, and at the same time he roughly squeezed her nipples between his fingers. Madison cried out and her body shook as she came.

Madison collapsed on David's chest. He continued to fuck her with long, slow strokes. After a few minutes Madison felt her passion begin to build again. "God, he fucks me so good," she thought.

Seeming to read her mind, David asked again, "You'll still let me fuck you, right?"

Madison felt pleasure tingle through her body. David made her feel so good. In her passion, her weakness, she said, "Maybe — we'll see."

David inwardly smiled. He knew that no matter what Madison did with Ryan, he'd still have a piece of her sexy body.  She was going to be his fuck toy forever, at least until she got old and lost her looks.
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MADISON GOT HOME LATE that evening after being with David. Ryan was waiting for her in bed.

"Hi, I'm sorry I'm so late, it ran longer at work than I thought it would," she lied. "I'm just going to take a quick shower." Madison quickly undressed and closed the bathroom door behind her.  She locked the door and stuffed her soiled clothes into the bottom of the hamper.  She would wash them tomorrow after David left for work.

In the shower, Madison scrubbed her body to wash away any evidence of David.  She washed her pussy multiple times.  David had cum inside her again.  This was the safe time of the month for her though, so she didn’t think she needed to get another Plan B.

After toweling off, Madison gave her wet blonde hair a quick brush, then got into bed and snuggled into Ryan's waiting arms. "I'm sorry I'm so late," she said again.

"That's okay," Ryan replied. He kissed her and moved his hand to her breasts.  Madison felt his hard cock pressing against her leg.  It was clear her boyfriend was turned on.

Ryan got on top of Madison.  He pushed his hard cock into her.  They kissed and fondled as they made love.

As Ryan thrusted in and out, with his lips on hers, Madison thought, “He can’t tell David’s cock was just in my mouth.  And just in my pussy.  I got away with it again.”

She felt bad about cheating on Ryan, but also thrilled too.  The fact was, being bad was exciting.  David was right.  It was hot to cheat.

Ryan came a few minutes later.  Madison faked a orgasm – again.

Ryan got up on an elbow and looked at his girlfriend.  “Madison, I really love you.  Do you love me?”

Madison hugged Ryan. "Of course I do,” she said.  “I love you Ry-Ry.”

Ryan reached behind him and pulled out a small box. He opened it, revealing the diamond engagement ring inside.

"Madison, will you marry me?"
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"LET ME SEE THE RING," Flo said excitedly. Beaming, Madison lifted her left hand and showed David’s wife her ring. 

"Oh my god, that's a huge rock!" Flo said excitedly. 

Smiling proudly, Ryan happily said, "Come on, here's our train." The two couples boarded. They were on their way to a party, which was being held to celebrate Ryan and Madison's engagement. They were taking the subway because traffic was so bad into the city.

"David, did you see the size of the diamond Ryan gave Madison?" Flo asked her husband. "It's huge!"

David smiled and nodded. But he silently said to himself, "I know what Madison WISHED was huge." As he thought this, David's eyes locked on Madison's, and she flushed. He smiled, knowing they were both thinking the same thing.

As the train filled with passengers, Madison and David were separated from Ryan and Flo. They were just a few feet apart from their significant others but separated by a wall of other people. Madison and Ryan could see each other's faces, but not much else. David reached down and fingered Madison's engagement ring. "Oh, baby, this is sooooo big," he teased, imitating Flo’s voice. Then with his normal voice, he asked, "Does it get you off like my big cock?"

Madison started to scowl at David, but then she remembered that Ryan could see her, and she didn't want to have to explain later why she was pissed at David. Keeping a forced smile on her pretty face, Madison said, "Shut up, asshole. Can't you be happy for me? I'm getting married."

David moved his hand from Madison's hand to her thigh. The train was so crowded that no one could see what he was doing. He traced her garter strap along the soft material of her skirt. "Oh, I'm happy, very happy," he said with a devilish smile. "Now I get to screw another man's fiancée — and soon, his wife."

"That's not going to happen," Madison hissed, and she tried to push David's hand away. But he resisted, and she couldn't push him away too forcibly without alerting Ryan and Flo that something was wrong. David recognized her predicament, and pressed his advantage. He moved his hand under Madison's mini-skirt, and began drawing circles on her thigh. His hand continued its upward movement until it touched the bare skin above her stocking tops, and Madison almost jumped out of her heels when his fingers grazed her panties.

"You're wet," he observed, and she knew he was right. She had managed to stay away from David since getting engaged. She wanted to be faithful to Ryan. But that was her mind talking. Her body was taking control now, and it longed to be roughly fucked by a big cock. She loved Ryan, but he couldn't give her body what it needed.

"Don't tease me," she pleaded.

Still grinning, David edged his finger inside Madison's panties, and touched her clit. "Oh, I'm sorry, am I teasing you?"

"You fucker," Madison hissed. No longer caring what Ryan and Flo might see, she roughly pushed David away. Luckily, the train was so full now that they didn't see anything. Madison kept her distance from David for the rest of the train ride, but his teasing had made the ache in her pussy almost unbearable. Despite that, she promised herself that she would stay away from David at the party.

When the train finally reached their stop, Ryan quickly made his way to his new fiancée, and asked if everything was okay. Madison assured him that everything was fine.

Ryan glanced at Madison's chest. Her nipples were erect so they dented her sheer camisole and blouse. “Honey, your headlights are on,” he said with a grin.

“Oh, ah ...,” Madison sputtered.  “You know ... it was chilly in the train.”  She was lying of course.  David had got her this way!  Obviously she couldn’t tell her new fiancé that.

“I like this look,” Ryan said.  With a conspiratorial grin, he reached up and flicked her hard nipple with his fingertip.

“Ry-Ry, stop,” Madison whispered with alarm.  “Someone might see.”

“I don’t care if anyone sees,” Ryan said with a grin.  “That ring on your finger?  That means you belong to me.  I can do anything I want with you.”

Ryan pressed his crotch against her stomach.  He was hard.  He was always hard around Madison.  She was the prettiest, sexiest girl he had ever met.  And she was his!

“And tonight, I’m gonna fuck my fiancé’s brains out,” Ryan said with a lecherous grin.

Madison grinned.  She liked when Ryan talked this way.  She was submissive by nature.  She liked when her Ry-Ry acted like her top.  She liked when Ryan acted like a MAN.

She just wished he was better in bed.

Ryan stayed excited throughout the party, and he dragged Madison to bed as soon as they got home. They hurriedly undressed and Ryan got on top.  He pushed his cock into Madison’s wet pussy.  She hoped for a long fuck, but Ryan was so excited he came after only a few strokes.  Ryan came so fast, Madison didn’t have enough time to even pretend to cum.

Ryan rolled off Madison and fell asleep.  Madison was so sexually frustrated, she wanted to scream! 

God, what was she going to do?  She was going out of her mind! 

After Madison was sure Ryan was in a deep sleep, she pushed her hand down her panties.  With a quivering finger, she began to play with herself. She needed some relief, even though she knew it wouldn't be enough.
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MADISON NERVOUSLY LOOKED around, and then quickly stepped into the store. She didn't want to be seen by anyone she knew. She shyly looked around at the offerings, and then saw what she wanted. She walked towards the rear of the sex store and looked at all the different dildos on sale.

She needed to find a solution to her situation. She wanted to be faithful to Ryan. She was beginning to hate David. He was being a real jerk and treated her like she was his sex toy. She probably deserved it, but she was determined to never see him again.

But her body ached. Ryan was wonderful, but he just couldn't give her what she needed sexually. It wasn't just his size. He wasn't a good lover, and Madison was resigned that he never would be.

She needed satisfaction, to be roughly fucked by a big cock. So, she decided to get a dildo. She had never had one, but at this point she was open to anything.

Madison quickly found two she liked. They were both thick, and long. But one was white, and the other black. She had never been with a black man.  She knew the rumors, of course, about their size.

"I recommend the black one," said a voice behind her. Madison was startled and almost jumped out of her flats. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to scare you." Madison looked around and saw an older white man. It was the salesman she had seen behind the counter when she had entered the store. He was overweight and had greasy hair, and his face was scarred by acne from years ago when he was a teenager.

"Um — why the black one?" Madison hesitantly asked.  Her cheeks were red from embarrassment.

"Well, white girls — especially blondes like you — seem to be really into that. Y'know, black on blonde?"

Madison was even more embarrassed.  She was mortified!

"And black men are supposed to have a lot in that department," the man continued, gesturing at the large black dildo. "Of course, I'm not bad myself.  My name’s Ernie by the way.”

“Oh my god, is this fat old man hitting on me?” Madison thought to herself. 

Before she could say anything, Ernie said, "Y'know, we just got in some new movies. Good ones. I could put one on for you.  Free, no charge.  The booths are completely private.”  Gesturing again at the black dildo, he said, “You can try that out.”

"Uh, no, that's okay. I have to go,” Madison hurriedly sputtered.  “I'll just buy this." She reached for her purse, but then quickly realized that in her nervousness she had left it in her car. "Oh, damn, I don't have my purse."

"That's okay," Ernie said.  “You can have it.  My gift to you.”  He put the dildo in a brown bag and handed the bag to Madison.  His eyes darted from Madison’s mouth, to her bust, to her legs.

“... thank you,” Madison said as she took the offered bag.  She was surprised by his kind gesture.  And creeped out at how he was so openly checking her out.

“We like to have repeat customers,” Ernie said, smiling.  His teeth were stained from smoking.  “I hope you come back.  I’ll pick a good movie for you.  And the booths are private, like I said.”

Madison nodded her head but didn’t say anything.  Holding the bag with the black dildo inside, she hurried back to her car.

Once at home, Madison went up to the bedroom.  She took off her clothes and got into the bed she shared with Ryan.

She took the black dildo out of the bag.  It was about the same size as David’s penis.  When he was hard. 

Madison had never had a dildo, but she knew what to do of course.  She laid back on the bed and parted her legs.  She rubbed the head of the dildo up and down her folds.  She was wet.  It seemed like she was always wet nowadays.  Her body was on fire constantly because she wasn’t getting the release she needed from Ryan.  Or her hand.

Madison pressed the dildo against her lips until it penetrated her.  She pushed a few inches into herself, and she groaned as she felt the dildo stretching her.  “Yeah,” she softly moaned.  This was what she needed.

Using both hands, she moved the dildo in and out of her.  She closed her eyes.  She fantasized as she fucked herself.  She imagined David fucking her.  But she hated David and didn’t want to think about him, so she imagined a nameless black man fucking her.

That fantasy wasn’t doing it for Madison, as it was always better for her if she fantasized about a real person she knew or had met.  She didn’t want to think about David.  Unexpectantly, Madison’s thoughts turned to Ernie, the fat old man with the greasy hair and acne scarred face from the adult store.  It disgusted Madison to think about Ernie, but for some reason, it turned her on too.  The idea of that disgusting man fucking her turned her on.

Madison fantasized about being with Ernie in one of his private booths as she fucked herself with the black dildo.  It didn’t take long.  Within moments she came.

Madison was panting as she pulled the black dildo from her pussy.  “That was good,” she thought to herself.  “Not as good as David.  But better than Ryan.”
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TWO WEEKS LATER
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"GOOD EVENING, MADAM," the doorman said as he opened the door. Madison could feel him looking down her dress as she walked into the restaurant. She had worn a sexy dress for Ryan because they were celebrating his birthday. It was snug and short, and cut daringly low in the front, exposing the swell of her perky breasts.

It was crowded inside, but the sea of people seemed to part as she walked through. Madison felt the eyes of every man on her. She flushed. Madison loved male attention.  All girls did, no matter what they said.  And male attention never failed to arouse her, if only a little.   But the tingling that was starting to form between her legs wasn't welcome.

She hadn't seen David since the party and, even more importantly, hadn't been screwed by a big cock since before her engagement. She was being faithful to Ryan, which was her goal of course, but she was also sexually frustrated.  

The black dildo helped a little, but she was learning that a rubber cock didn’t compare to a real one, especially if it was attached to a handsome man.  Like David.  And many of the men in the restaurant who were, at that moment, undressing her with their eyes.

Madison knew she was a bitch in heat.  She wanted to get through dinner and then drag Ryan home to bed, so he would fuck her.  Maybe he would make her cum tonight.  She could always hope.

Madison asked the hostess if Ryan had arrived yet, but he hadn't. The girl said she could wait in the bar.

The bar was crowded and smoky.  A number of men offered Madison their seats. Madison politely declined and stood among the sea of people. Despite the sea of people waiting for drinks, the bartender immediately appeared and took her order, mixing a Cosmopolitan. Madison reached into her purse, but a man put his hand over hers and the bartender took his fifty instead of her money. She was surprised when she turned and saw it was not Ryan.

"Please, let me buy your drink," he said. "I'm Thomas."

"Thank you, Thomas, but that's not necessary."

"Please, I insist."

"Well — alright," Madison finally agreed. The bar was so crowded that they were practically touching. With her skimpy dress, Madison was even more aware of his presence. Thomas was broad shouldered and ruggedly handsome, with a dark complexion and piercing eyes. He towered over her, and his muscular body practically rippled under his expensive designer suit. His intense eyes beheld her with frank desire and the tingling between her legs intensified. Where was Ryan?

"Are you here alone?"

"For the moment," Madison said hesitantly as she took a sip of the drink. "I'm waiting for my fiancée."

Thomas boldly took Madison's left hand in his. "Ah, what a lovely engagement ring. I can see your fiancée loves you very much. But until he arrives, would you allow me to enjoy your company?"

Madison was taken by Thomas's charismatic presence. She nodded her assent and sipped again at her drink. Thomas didn't release her hand. Instead, he caressed it. Madison almost pulled her hand away, but then changed her mind. His hands were warm and strong, and what was the harm? She'd flirt with Thomas until Ryan arrived. Maybe he'd get her so turned on that it'll help her get off later when she had sex with Ryan.

"You haven't told me your name."

"Madison."

"Madison. What a lovely name, for a lovely woman. It's truly a pleasure to meet you, Madison."

Madison blushed. She was taken by his old-world gallantry. "So, what do you do?"

"I'm just here for the day. I'm a buyer for Neiman Marcus. I travel all over the world and purchase the finest women's clothing for sale in the stores."

"Wow," Madison said, genuinely impressed. "I never would have thought that a man would be in charge of buying women's clothing for Neiman Marcus."

"I like to think I've got a good eye for quality. For example, the dress you're wearing is lovely, and of very high quality." As he said this, Thomas traced his fingers along the spaghetti strap running along Madison's otherwise bare shoulders. Thomas's touch made Madison tingle.

"Excuse me," Madison heard, as a man pushed his way to the bar. Thomas smoothly slid an arm around Madison and pulled her to him to create a space for the man. Their bodies were pressed together and he rested his hand on her back. Soon he was lightly caressing her back. Their eyes met, and she blushed as she realized that Thomas's dancing fingers easily confirmed to him that she wasn't wearing a bra.  She’d gone braless as a special treat for Ryan, as he liked that.

Another man pushed to the bar, and she found herself moving closer so they were almost in an embrace. Her hand was on his chest and when she looked up their lips almost brushed. "I don't usually get so close to someone so quickly," Thomas joked.

"Sometimes circumstances throw people together," Thomas said.

Madison smiled at him and couldn't believe what a shameless flirt she was being. It was hard to talk being so close, so she just stayed against Thomas while he caressed her back, and she glanced around and saw how many men were looking at her. They were probably marveling at how easy she appeared to be. The thought made her shiver with excitement.

The bar was getting even more crowded, and suddenly Madison felt a hand on her behind and realized the man behind her was copping a feel. Wedged against Thomas as she was, Madison couldn't get away. The man fondled Madison's ass and ran his hand between her cheeks. Madison felt helpless because she didn't want to make a scene. The man's hands moved lower and she could feel him begin to work under her dress. She pushed into Thomas trying to get away and she felt a huge hard-on pressing into her stomach. She realized that in trying to get away from the man behind her she was rubbing into Thomas's cock, but she didn't have any choice. Madison didn't have any good options. So there she was, Thomas caressing her back, another groping her ass and trying to work under her dress, and she rubbing against Thomas's hard-on.

And Madison was completely aroused by it all. She felt so slutty. While she hadn't gone out of her way to tease Thomas, neither had she tried not to. The other man had to stop groping her to take his drinks, and when he turned to leave the bar, his movement pushed her into Thomas's arms and she felt his hand slide to her side, almost touching her breast. Madison was stuck because another man immediately pushed to the bar. Suddenly she was holding her breath as she felt Thomas's fingers edged across her side. Soon he was softly caressing the side of her braless breast. Her dress was so snug and sheer it felt like he was touching her bare skin. As he did this, his gaze never left Madison's eyes, daring her to object.

Finally, the crowd thinned, and she peeled away from Thomas's embrace. Madison's heart was thudding. Her nipples were rock hard and not only did they push through the thin material of her dress, her aroused areolas were almost visible as well. She downed the rest of her Cosmo and Thomas quickly ordered her another. Madison drank that one quickly too and then excused herself. She was headed to the bathroom, but she was tempted to run out the door.

Inside the bathroom she leaned against the wall and took a deep breath. What am I doing? Am I that easy? And where is Ryan? She was engaged, and wanted to remain faithful. She shouldn't have let Thomas paw her, even if it had been such naughty fun. She smiled, despite herself. God, she was so aroused. Her nipples were throbbing and her pussy was soaked.

At that moment, her iPhone rang.  It was Ryan.

“Where are you?” Madison urgently asked.

“You won’t believe it,” Ryan said.  “Major fire drill.  Our biggest customer’s pissed about some nonsense.  I’ve got to work this out.  I’m sorry babe, but I think tonight’s off.  I’ll meet you at home.”  With a grin in his voice, he said, “If you’re still up, you can give me a birthday present.”

Madison stared at her phone after hanging up with Ryan.  She knew what she should do.  She should make a beeline out of the restaurant and catch a taxi home. 

But instead, she found herself walking back to the bar.  Just one more drink, she told herself.  She could control herself.  She was an engaged girl.  She would stay faithful to Ryan.

Just one more drink.

Thomas was waiting right where she'd left him with a handsome smile, and even managed to hold a seat for her. On the bar waiting for her was a fresh Cosmo.

Madison said she would rather stand, but Thomas insisted. Madison finally relented because her heels were beginning to hurt, but she was worried about how she could sit on the high bar stool.

She tugged her skirt down once on the stool, but it rose again when she crossed her legs. Thomas openly stared at her legs. He noticed her stocking tops, which peaked out under her hiked up dress. He leaned forward and rested his hand on her leg while they talked, and Madison didn't make him move it. She decided to let Thomas have his fun. No one could see because of the crowd, and it was incredibly exciting.

She could control herself.  She was an engaged girl.  She would stay faithful to Ryan.

As they talked and flirted his hand gradually moved up her leg and then lingered just below the hemline of her skirt. His fingers slowly traced circles on her lacy stocking tops. Madison looked down at Thomas's hand on her thigh, and then back at him. "Are you in charge of buying lingerie, too?" she asked.

"I'm a connoisseur of lingerie, and I'd love to see what else you're wearing. Or what you're not wearing," he said smiling.

Madison couldn't believe his boldness, but at the same time his forwardness was exciting.

"Remember, I'm spoken for, and my fiancée will be here soon,” she lied.  Thomas didn’t need to know Ryan had stood her up.  But to emphasize the point, she held up her left hand, again showing him her engagement ring.

Thomas edged closer to Madison, pretending to study the ring. Madison felt his hand-on pressing into her knee.

Butterflies flew through her stomach. She reached for the Cosmo and took a drink, to calm herself. Still, she didn't pull her leg away. "You're very sure of yourself, aren't you?" she said.

"I'm just admiring your ring." Thomas again took Madison's hand in his, pretending to study the ring. "As I said, it's beautiful." He then gently but firmly led Madison's hand to her thigh, and then slightly repositioned himself so his hard-on pressed against her hand. "It's huge," he said, smiling.  They both knew he wasn’t referring to the diamond.

Madison flushed as her hand touched Thomas's crotch. He felt huge, and incredibly hard. Her heart was beating wildly, and she felt short of breath. "You're bad," she managed to say.

Thomas feigned innocence. "I was referring to your diamond," he lied, still smiling. Madison laughed, and slightly relaxed her legs. Thomas took advantage of the moment and nudged his hand under her skirt. Madison caught her breath and felt his hand move higher. She shivered when his fingers touched her bare thigh above her stockings. He was just scant inches from her pussy and there was no doubt in her mind he could feel the moist heat emanating from there. Her nipples were already like beacons through her dress. But she made no move to push his hand away.

Oh my God, what am I doing? Madison thought, as she felt Thomas's fingers softly caress her bare thigh.

"My hotel is just next door. Come up with me,” Thomas said. His bold proposition coupled with his hot breath in her ear sent a thrilling chill down her spine.

“Tell him no,” she silently urged herself. But instead, she found herself weakly lying again, "My fiancée will be here soon."

Thomas said, “I’m very discreet.  Your fiancée will never know.”

Madison gulped.  His hand on her thigh felt so good!  And naughty!

She softly asked, "You said — you said you’re staying next door?"

"That's right. The Ritz-Calton."

Madison gulped down the rest of the Cosmo.  Then she nodded her head.

Madison took Thomas’s offered hand.  He helped her to her feet.  His cock throbbed. He couldn't wait to take this soon-to-be bride to bed.

“We’ll be fast,” Thomas promised.  “So you can return to the restaurant, to meet your fiancé.”

“Don’t worry about him,” Madison said dismissively.  “Just make me cum.  Can you do that, Thomas?”

Thomas grinned confidently.  He said, “Yes Madison.  I can do that.”

[image: ]

A FEW WEEKS LATER
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MADISON HAD RYAN IN her mouth.  He moaned as she sucked him.

She stopped after a few moments and looked at him, hoping he would return the favor.  But he didn’t.  He rarely did.  Ryan was the sweetest man in the world, but when it came to sex, he wasn’t very thoughtful, or considerate.  He hardly ever went down on her. 

Madison got on her back and Ryan got on top.  Missionary was his favorite position.  He kissed and fondled her body while he fucked her.  He usually lasted about 5 minutes.  Madison pretended to cum again.  After a few more thrusts, Ryan moaned and came.  Then he pulled out and Madison took off the condom.  As usual, after a few minutes of snuggling and sweet kisses, Ryan rolled over and fell asleep.

But Madison was wide awake. Her pussy was throbbing.  She was so horny. The one-night stand with Thomas had been a few weeks ago. Except for that one slip, she had been faithful to Ryan since their engagement. But her longings weren't going away. If anything, they were increasing.

Madison guiltily recalled the night with Thomas. He was amazing. Moments after getting into his room, Thomas had her dress on the floor, leaving her in just stockings and heels. Then she watched as he undressed. He had an incredible, sculpted body, and his cock — her heart beat faster as she recalled how long and thick it was.

And Thomas was so good. He spent time on all her erogenous zones. Her breasts, neck, and inner thighs. His lips were so soft and he knew how to kiss. He drove her wild by flicking his tongue in her ear, and gently caressing between her ass cheeks. Her body was on fire when he finally made it to her pussy. Madison kept herself bare from her asshole to her clit, with just a thin trimmed bush above her pussy. Thomas licked the extremely sensitive hairless patch of soft skin between her asshole and pussy, her sandbar. It drove her out of her mind.

When his tongue finally found her pussy lips she thought she would pass out. He licked up and down, over and over, each time his tongue just barely flickering over her clit. He teased her for what seemed like forever. Like a mad woman she begged him to fuck her. She almost cried with joy when he finally mounted her.

His cock was so thick that, even though she was wetter than she had ever been, it still took long moments for him to fully penetrate her. But then he was like an animal. He pounded her with his huge cock, driving her practically through the bed. Her first orgasm came fast, and it seemed to never let up. For twenty minutes, waves of orgasmic pleasure shot through her body.

Thomas had incredible staying power. Finally, though, she sensed he was close to cumming. His muscular body tensed and rippled, and his huge cock seemed to get even bigger and harder. With her final shreds of self-control, she said, "Thomas — this isn't a good time for me, and I’m not on any birth control — pull out, okay?"

Thomas was too lost in passion to respond. He continued his frantic pumping, getting closer and closer to cumming and shooting off into Madison.

Madison couldn't allow that. It was her most fertile time of the month, and she had no doubt a virile man like Thomas would cum gallons. "You need to pull out, Thomas.  You can’t cum inside me.”

Again, Thomas didn't answer. Instead, with a loud groan, his muscular body tensed, and he started cumming. "NO THOMAS NO!" Madison screamed as she felt the first spurts of sperm shooting into her. "NO THOMAS PULL OUT! PULL OUT!" she frantically screamed, pounding her arms against his chest.

Madison's screams finally broke Thomas out of his trace, and he pulled out, his cock still spurting hot cum. When he finally collapsed on the bed, Madison's stomach and breasts were coated with his cum.

"Oh no, oh no," Madison wailed. She quickly took a shower and did her best to clean Thomas's sperm from her pussy. But she couldn't get it all out, or even most of it. His long cock had been deep inside her when he came.  She had felt his sperm hitting her walls.  No way she could wash it all from her.

Madison rushed out of the hotel, her heels clicking on the marbled floors. Thomas wanted her number, but she wouldn't give it to him. She got home and impatiently waited for Ryan to arrive.

Finally he got home and she went to him.  She had to get Ryan to make love to her.  To cum inside her.  That way, if she got pregnant, he would think it was his.

Madison undressed Ryan as she kissed and caressed him.  His cock was quickly hard.

“You stay up to give me my birthday present?” Ryan asked with a grin.

“Yeah baby,” Madison cooed.  “I’m so hot for you honey,”

Ryan got on top and moved to put a condom on.  “No, not this time Ry-Ry,” she said urgently.  “I’m too horny.  I can’t wait.”

“Really?” Ryan said with surprise.  “But you might get pregnant.”

“It’s okay Ry-Ry,” Madison said as she pulled her fiancé down on top of her.  “We’re getting married so it doesn’t matter.  And it’s your birthday and I know you like it better skin-to-skin.”

Ryan excitedly pushed his bare cock into Madison’s pussy.  He did like it better skin-to-skin!  This was a rare treat!

As Ryan fucked her, Madison thought to herself, “He can’t tell I’m just fucked.  Even though my pussy must be loose, he can’t tell.  I got away with it again.”

As before, these thoughts elated Madison.  It felt so good to be bad.

Then she thought, “God, Ryan is so clueless.”  Even though she loved him more than anything, she lost some respect for her fiancé with that realization.

Their sex didn’t give Madison any pleasure – she didn’t need it anyway after just being with Thomas—but it did calm her concerns. She wasn't sure if Thomas had gotten her pregnant. But if he did, Ryan would think that he was the father.

For the next two weeks, Madison sweated bullets as she prayed for her period. I can't be pregnant!  Please God don't make me pregnant!  I’ll never cheat again!  I swear!  Please don’t let me be pregnant!

When her period came, she cried with relief. She promised herself that she would never again cheat on Ryan.

But that was weeks ago, and the sexual satisfaction she had gotten from Thomas had long worn off. Her longings returned. Her body ached for a good fucking.
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THE NIGHT BEFORE MADISON AND RYAN’S WEDDING
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MADISON CLOSED THE door as she walked into her old bedroom. She was staying the night in her parent's house, and they had all just gotten back from the rehearsal dinner. Ryan was at a hotel. He wouldn't see his bride again until the next day, at their wedding.

Being alone would give Madison some time to think about things.

Despite loving Ryan, she had doubts.  Could she really go through with the wedding? She loved Ryan, but her body had needs. Sex wasn't everything, but it was something. Could she go through life constantly frustrated?

Madison looked at herself in the mirror. She was so horny. She unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall, then moved her hand over her breast. She traced a finger over her bra, drawing a circle around her nipple. Her nipple responded and stiffened underneath the bra.

She pulled up her short skirt, and slipped one hand inside her panties, and let the other roam freely. She caressed her breasts and stomach. With her other hand she slowly explored inside her panties. She tried to fantasize about anonymous guys, big dicked studs, but she kept coming back to David, and what he would do to her.  She thought about Thomas too, and even the ugly fat man in the sex store (what was his name?), but her fantasies always returned to David.  After all, sex with David was the best.  He was easily the best lover she had ever had in her life.

But she had not seen or spoken to David in months.  Not only were they no longer friends-with-benefits, they weren’t even friends anymore.  She wasn’t even sure if David and Flo were coming to her wedding tomorrow.

Madison was startled by a rapping on the glass. She opened her eyes and looked out the window.

It was David!

Madison jumped up and put on her robe. She slid the window open and he climbed into her bedroom.

“What are you doing here?” Madison demanded.

David grinned.  He didn’t answer her question.  Anyway, the answer was obvious, wasn’t it?

"You look amazing." David said, pulling a bit of her robe aside and exposing her bra.

Madison re-closed her robe, and gave David a stern look.

"What are you doing here?"

He lifted the bottom of her robe, high enough to reveal her stocking tops.

David softly whistled. "God, I've missed you. You're so hot. I have to fuck you one last time, before you get married."

Madison was shocked at his boldness. She pushed her robe back down.

"You were thinking about me, weren't you?" he asked, opening her robe again.

Madison flushed with embarrassment. She had been fantasizing about David, and now he was here. With alarm she realized his hands were on her breasts. Madison felt the soft squeeze of his fingers on her nipples. She forced herself to step back, and again closed her robe.

"You have to leave. My family is downstairs, and I'm getting married tomorrow."

"Oh, so if we were alone, you'd let me fuck you?"

"That's not what I meant."

"I think it is." He leaned in and kissed her. Madison pushed back, but he was insistent. "You want it as much as me," he said as he kissed her again. Finally, Madison returned his kisses. She couldn't help herself, she was so hot, and David's kisses felt so good. David reopened her robe while they kissed, and she didn't stop him. Her robe dropped to the floor as his hand closed over her breast.

"I need to fuck you, Madison. One last time."

She felt his tongue in her mouth. Her thoughts fluttered from panic to arousal and back to panic. Her parents were just downstairs. They could easily get caught. But her body's cravings were overwhelming.

Madison's body made up her mind for her. As soon as David's hand wedged between her legs and brushed against her pussy, Madison broke their kiss long enough to say, "Fuck me!"

David inwardly smiled. He knew she needed it. He laid her on the bed, pushing her skirt up around her waist as he did so, so it was like a wide belt. He pulled down her panties, then commanded, "Take off your bra." Madison reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, and then let David pull it from her shoulders and toss it on the floor.

Now nude except for her garter belt and stockings, Madison brought David's face back to hers, kissing him. She rolled her tongue over his as his hands played with her naked, perky tits.   

"I want you inside me, now." Madison wasn't in the mood for long foreplay, and she knew they didn't have much time. Her parents or sisters might walk in at any moment. David kissed and groped her as he positioned his cock.

"Put on a condom," Madison said between kisses.

"I didn't bring any," David replied.  He inwardly smiled.  He didn’t bring any condoms on purpose.  He was going to shoot his sperm into Madison tonight.  He still remembered what she said the time they were together – “Bred Me!”  The memory got him hot.

"Shit," Madison thought. She reached over to her nightstand, but she knew she wouldn't find any there. It had been a long time since she lived with her parents. "Okay, but don't cum in me."

Then she opened her legs. Her pussy was already soaking wet, and extra moisture rushed forth as she felt the tip of David’s cock brush against her opening. David's arms locked behind her firm thighs as he plunged his cock into her.

"Oohhh! Oh my god!" Madison winced at the mixture of pain and pleasure. She had almost forgotten how big he was. David didn't ease up. He rammed his cock completely inside her. Madison whimpered, her manicured nails digging into his muscular back

David humped her hard. "You love my cock, don't you babe?"

"God, yes!"

"It makes you feel so good!"

"Yes, oh yes!"

"Did he fuck you last night? Did Ry-Ry fuck you?"

"No, no. This morning—"

"He fucked you this morning? Did he feel like this?" David moved deftly inside her.

"No! Uhhh — Uhhh!"

"Did he feel like this?" David grabbed the headboard and used the leverage to drive harder inside Madison.

"Ohh! Ohh! No No!"

David pulled out of Madison's pussy, and flipped her over.

"No anal,” she breathed. Madison’s ass was still virginal.  That was something she was saving for Ryan.  Her soon-to-be husband.

David lifted her ass into the air, then drove into her pussy from behind.

"Uhh! Oh my GOD!!!" His cock felt even more incredible at this angle. He was so fucking good, especially after having sex with only Ryan for so long. After just a few strokes, Madison felt her body reaching towards an orgasm. She could feel his hips hit against her ass as that incredible shaft plunged deep inside her.

"Did you think about me, baby? Were you picturing me when you fucked him?"

Madison buried her face in the mattress, trying to muffle her screams of pleasure. David was thrusting harder than ever, his own lust starting to get the better of him.

Madison's face was buried in the mattress, her ass in the air and sinking lower and lower with his thrusts. He reached around and groped her tits. David squeezed her nipples and bit into her shoulders.

“No marks!” she warned.  But the sensations overcame Madison, and her pussy burst with release. Her orgasm swept through her.

David tensed and grunted as he came inside Madison. She was too spent to think to ask him to pull out.

The lovers remained locked together for a few moments, and then Madison remembered that they were still in danger of getting caught. David quickly dressed and left through the window. Madison fell asleep still wearing her garter belt, stockings and heels, feeling sexually satisfied for the first time since that night with Thomas.
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THE NEXT MORNING, MADISON spent a long time in the shower. She felt so ashamed and guilty. How could she let David fuck her the night before her wedding? Luckily, no one in the house had heard. Everyone reacted normally when she went downstairs to breakfast that morning, excited at her upcoming nuptials.

Madison could help grinning.  She thought, “I got away with it again!”

As she got ready in the chapel, putting on her wedding dress and getting ready to be a bride, she kept wondering if she was doing the right thing. After she was finished dressing, just minutes from the start of the ceremony, she sent everyone away, saying she wanted to spend a few moments by herself.

Could she ever be a faithful wife? Could she tame her sexual urges? Would she be happy if she did? She was torn with conflicting thoughts and emotions.

Given what had happened the night before, she wasn't surprised when the door opened, and David walked in. He moved towards her and, without saying anything, cupped her breast. He rubbed her nipple through the satin of her wedding gown, and it grew hard under the silky fabric. "I'm going to be the first man to fuck you today." Madison didn't object or try to stop him. She was beyond that now.

“Where’s Flo?” Madison asked.

“She’s in the church,” David said.  “She’s clueless, as usual.”

“Ryan’s clueless too,” Madison said.  They grinned at each other.  They were being bad.  They were cheating.  And it felt good!

Ryan lifted Madison onto a table. As he did, he pulled her gown up so it bunched around her waist. He easily ripped off her panties and pulled out his hard cock. "Take my cock and put it in you," he commanded.

Without hesitation, Madison reached between her legs and guided David's cock into her. "Uhhh! God!" she grunted as its big head entered her. "Uhhhhhh!" she groaned as he pushed the thick shaft deep inside her. She wrapped her stockinged legs around him and dug her bridal heels into the back of his thighs, urging him to go deeper.

David started to pound her, sending waves of pleasure through her body. A large mirror hung on the wall, and she watched as David fucked her. He was in a suit and fully dressed, except for his big cock sticking out from his fly. She was in her wedding dress, her arms and legs wrapped tightly around him. She pulled his head down to kiss him, and he stuck his tongue deep down her throat.

Between kisses, Madison looked again at the mirror. Seeing herself dressed as a bride, fucking another man on her wedding day, all this thrilled her! She knew it was bad but couldn't help it. It was so kinky and deliciously evil.  David was right.  Cheating was exciting!

David quickly came, shooting his load deep inside her. Madison didn’t care if he came in her unprotected, fertile womb.  She would fuck Ryan tonight.  Of course she would, it was their wedding night after all.  If she got pregnant, he would think the baby was his.

Madison made a decision.  She would marry Ryan.  Because she loved him.  Even though he was a lousy fuck.

And she would continue cheating.  With David.  With another Thomas.  With many Thomases.  Maybe even with that fat, ugly man in the sex store.

Madison would cheat because it was exciting.  It was hot! And because Ryan couldn’t give her what she needed.

Madison was confident she would never get caught.  Because she was smart.  And she would be careful.

And because her Ry-Ry was clueless.
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I USED TO BE HOT

Iused to be hot.  My teens, twenties, thirties ... even into my forties.  I was hot.  I had a beautiful face, perfect hair and a sexy body.  Men stopped in their tracks to look at me when I walked into a room.  Men hit on me, constantly.  Other women hated me because they knew their men desired me more than them.

But getting old sucks for women.  Your face sags.  Your tits sag.  Your ass sags.  And cellulite creeps up the back of your thighs.  It happens to all women.  Men used to call me “smoking hot.”  Now they call me “well preserved.”  And that’s when they’re being nice.

The hardest thing is having it all, and then losing it.  Maybe if I had been always ugly or just a plain Jane, then getting older wouldn’t be so bad.  But I was used to getting the attention of men wherever I went.  I took it for granted.  I didn’t realize how much I needed that male attention – craved it—until I stopped getting it.

I’m 51 now.  Nowadays, young men in their 20s often address me as "ma’am," and don’t look at me with lust.  They don’t think of me in a sexual way at all.

I saw my future when I was in my mid-40s.  I was still beautiful and hot then, but I knew I wouldn’t be forever.  So, I found an older man who thought I was a catch.  I pursued him, got him to fall in love (and in lust) with me, and married him.  His name’s Bernie, and he considers me his trophy wife.  And by Bernie’s standards, I am a trophy wife. 

Even now at 51 (Bernie’s 57), I’m still attractive.  My boobs are still big (although not the perky marvels they were in my 20s and 30s).  My ass is still shapely (although not as tight as before).  My legs are still long and shapely (even with the cellulite on the back of my thighs).  My face is no longer youthful and vibrant, but I’m still pretty (especially with the Botox and lifts Bernie buys me).  My hair is the one part of me that’s still perfect – lush and silky.  Although now I have to get it dyed to remove the gray hairs.

Bernie is short, and chubby, and his penis is small.   He’s a Bernie.

To him, I’m super-hot.  I’m way out of his league.  Even though my face and body are a shadow of what they were in my prime, Bernie still lusts after me.  I’m his trophy wife, and he’s proud to have me on his arm.

In my youth, I never would have given Bernie the time of day.  I mean, his name’s Bernie!  No man named Bernie can be handsome or sexy or great in bed. 

So, why did I marry Bernie?  Because he’s wealthy and allows me to live a lavish lifestyle.  Even after 5 years of marriage, he still follows me around like a little puppy dog.  Bernie adores me.  And he’s hot for me all the time.

I’m not hot for Bernie, though.  He’s nothing like the men I used to sleep with.  In all the times Bernie and I have had sex, he’s never made me cum with his dick.  That’s pretty pathetic when you think about it.  Not even once. 

I miss the old me.  I mourn for her.  I look at my face and naked body in the full-length mirror, and I want to cry.

I used to be so hot.  So beautiful.  Men threw themselves at me.  Ached to get into my pants.  Many cheated on their wives and girlfriends to fuck me.  I was constantly pursued by handsome men of all ages.  I had my pick of any man I wanted.  I had all the big, fat, long – glorious! – cocks that I wanted.

And now, at 51 years old, all I have in my bed is a Bernie.
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I CAN STILL GARNER some male attention. But things have changed.  I have to work harder now to catch the eyes of the handsome and sexy men who used to pursue me.  Who I crave.

When I can, I take such men to bed.  They give me what I need.  What Bernie can’t give me.  They make me cum.

Yes, I cheat on Bernie.  I’m careful.  Bernie will never find out.  I can’t let him find out.  Because even though his dick’s tiny and he fucks for shit, I need him to take care of me.  I need his money.

The other day, I was on the prowl in my favorite Chanel.  It was my favorite little black dress because it showed off my best assets – my big breasts and long legs.  And it was so tight it looked painted on me. 

A handsome man sat next to me at the bar.  He bought me a drink.  His name was Ryan.  He was tall, passing 6 feet by maybe an inch or two. Big and broad-shouldered, like he played football in college. Early-30s. Nice looking and sexy, but it was his attitude, the way he moved, that caught my interest. Confident to the point of being arrogant. Very masculine.  Very alpha.  The opposite of Bernie.

Ryan told me he was on business travel.  He invited me up to his hotel room.  I immediately accepted of course.  When I was younger – when I was super-hot and irresistible – I would’ve played hard to get.  Not anymore though.  I wanted Ryan’s young cock!

Once in his room, Ryan grinned and said, “You don’t remember me, do you Claudia?”

I stared at him.  "Have we met?"

"It's been a while. We met 10 years ago."

I looked at Ryan.  Ten years ago.  I would have been 41 then, still drop-dead gorgeous and smoking-hot.  Ryan would have been in his 20s.  Did we hook up?  I honestly couldn’t remember.  I fucked a lot of 20-somethings back then.

As I tried to remember, Ryan looked at my tits.  My big breasts weren’t as perky and magnificent as they were 10 years ago, but they were still alluring, especially in this expensive Chanel dress.

I let Ryan look.  I wanted him to look.

I gave Ryan a hug and said, “It’s good to see again.”

But Ryan pushed me away.  “You don’t remember me, do you?” he asked.

“No,” I said honestly.  Ryan ran his fingertips across my cleavage exposed by my strapless Chanel dress.  I shivered at his touch.

“I asked you out a bunch of times,” Ryan said.  “You rejected me.  You ended up dating my roommate.  Remember him, Palo?  You told me he was better looking.  You said that to my face.  He’s better looking than you.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.  “I was a bitch back then.”

“You were full of yourself, that’s what you were,” Ryan said harshly.  “You thought you were better than everyone.  You had every man wrapped around your finger.  You knew they all wanted to get you into bed.”

I winced.  I didn’t like being reminded about those days.  Not because of how bitchy and stuck-up I was.  But because I wasn’t as pretty and sexy now. Men didn’t desire and chase after me like before.

Ryan read my thoughts.  He grinned sardonically and said, “It’s not that way anymore, is it Claudia?  I heard you married a loser.  Small, dumpy man.  How the mighty have fallen.  But then, looking at you, I see why.  You used to be hot.  Not so much anymore.”

Tears welled up in my eyes.  “Why are you being so mean?” I said, my face covered with anguish.

“Your tits are still big,” Ryan said as he squeezed my breasts over the Chanel dress.  I found myself unable to move as he fondled me.  His touch felt so good!

“You’re not better than everyone now, are you Claudia?” Ryan said spitefully.

“No,” I admitted.  Why was he being so mean?

Ryan reached behind me and unzipped my dress partway.  It was enough for him to pull the dress down to my waist, exposing my naked breasts.

Ryan stared at my breasts for long moments, appraising them.  Then he said, “Palo said your tits were perfect.  Not so perfect anymore, are they Claudia?”

I choked out a sob.  He was tearing at my soul, pouring salt into the wounds of my insecurities. 

“Gravity sucks, doesn’t it Claudia?” Ryan said as he cupped the underside of my breasts, lifting them like he was judging their weight.  “Palo said your tits were something to see – and play with.  He said your nipples pointed up through the roof.  Not so perky anymore, are they Claudia?”

I was sobbing.  He was right, after a lifetime of gravity, my breasts were no longer perky, and my nipples pointed downwards from the inevitable sagging.  Why was he being so mean?

Ryan rubbed my nipples with his thumbs, saying “Palo said your nipples were sensitive.  Are they still?”

My moan answered his question.  Ryan knew how to touch a girl.  Despite how mean he was being to me, his fondling of my breasts and nipples was turning me on.

Ryan reached down and pulled up the skirt of my Chanel dress.  He deftly edged two fingers down my panties and into my pussy.  He began moving his fingers in and out of me.

“Oh ... ah ... ah ...,” I moaned as he finger-fucked me.

“This feel good, Claudia?” Ryan asked with a knowing grin.

“Yes, yes, yesssssss,” I hissed.  I was completely under the power of this young man.  “Fuck me, Ryan. Please – fuck - me.  Please!”

Abruptly, Ryan pushed me away.  “No way, Claudia.  You used to be hot.  Now?  No.  You’re not worth a condom.  Sorry to tell you this, Claudia.  But you’re not fuckable.  Not anymore.”

Then he turned and left the room.  Suddenly I was alone.  I collapsed to the floor. I curled myself into a ball and sobbed.

After a while, I composed myself.  I put myself back together.  I straightened my stockings, and smoothed down my dress.  I touched up my hair and makeup. 

I looked into the full-length mirror.  I sighed and felt my eyes tearing up again.  Ryan was right.  I wasn’t hot anymore.  I was a shadow of my younger self.  Even just a few yeas ago, Ryan would have killed to kiss me, to fondle me, to put his cock into me.  He would have killed to get this body – my younger body—into his bed.  But for a woman, especially an older woman like me, a few years is an eternity.

I took a taxi home.  I assumed Bernie was at home, and I was right.

He was up, waiting for me.  He looked anxious.

“Where were you?” Bernie asked. 

“I was with someone,” I told him with a shrug.

“You fucked another man?!” he said angrily.

“No, Bernie,” I told him.  “I’d never cheat on you.” 

I was lying of course.  I cheated on Bernie all the time.  But today, I was being truthful.  I didn’t fuck another man.  To my regret. 

Then I told Bernie to get onto his knees, and he did.  I hiked up my Chanel dress and sat on the sofa with my legs open.

Bernie knew what to do.  He immediately went down on me. 

Yes, that’s right.  My husband was a cuckold.  And he adored me because he thought I was super-hot.  Even though I wasn’t.  Not anymore.

I pretended young, desirable men like Ryan were still aroused by me.  They weren’t, but Bernie believed me.  He was clueless.  Or maybe just wishful.  He wanted men to desire his trophy wife.

He was A Bernie, after all.  He had a small dick.  And was clueless.

As he ate me out and edged me towards an orgasm, I realized my life wasn’t so bad.  Bernie was rich.  He gave me everything.  And there was always tomorrow to hunt young, glorious cocks.

Always tomorrow.
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EX-WIFE WANTS TO GET BACK TOGETHER WITH HUSBAND SHE CHEATED ON

Author’s note: This is the continuation of Son's Fat Black Friend Stole My Wife, which is in my short story collection Son's Fat Black Friend Stole My Wife & Other Stories of MILFs Getting Bred.  But, you can also read this as a stand-alone story.
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MY NAME IS DAVID SMITH.  I used to be married to Kristin.  We were married for about 20 years, and have two children, Luke and Mary. 

Three years ago, Kristin had an affair with one of Luke’s friends – one of his black friends – Naeem.  It wasn’t just Naeem, either.  Kristin had sex with another young black man, Colby.  And she had sex with other black boys.  Our son Luke was 18-years-old at the time, and a recent high school graduate.  The black boys were also 18.  Some may have been 19 or 20 – I don’t know all the boys Kristin had sex with.  I just know they were young and black.

Maybe she was going through a mid-life crisis or something—maybe she was feeling herself as being a hot MILF—but Kristin got addicted to sex with young black cock.  So much so, that she let Naeem ink a Queen of Spades tattoo just above her clitoris.  And she had two black babies.  She got bred twice by these black boys.  The first was Naeem’s.  I don’t know the father of the second.  I don’t think Kristin knows either.  She was having sex – unprotected sex – with so many black boys at the time, no one knows for sure.

I’m recounting all these events calmly because, as they say, time heals all wounds.  Back when it was happening, I was devastated, angry, bitter.  Especially when Kristin divorced me and the judge – the black judge! – gave her a sweet settlement of our assets.  She got more than her fair share.  And generous alimony.  She was living large, spending my money on Naeem and her other black lovers, while I struggled to buy food and keep a roof over my head.

And I had no sex life.  I still don’t.  I went from being married and having regular sex with my beautiful, sexy wife Kristin, to being divorced and a sexless outcast. 

Our town is small, so everyone knew what happened.  It was a flash flood of rumors and gossip of our sordid life, and those rumors were confirmed when people saw Kristin out with Naeem or her other young black lovers.  They were confirmed when they saw me move out of our house – my house – and move into a little apartment.  They were confirmed when they heard we divorced.  They were confirmed when Kristin’s belly got big, obviously pregnant.  And they were really confirmed when people saw the baby – black.

So, at that point, why would any woman want to go out with me?  Much less have sex with me?  I was a tainted man.  A loser.  A cuckold.  Everyone knew – they assumed – I couldn’t satisfy Kristin sexually, so that’s why she started sleeping around.  To get what I couldn’t give her.  And they assumed I must have a small dick because Kristin’s affairs weren’t with just anyone, but with big black cock.  And somehow it got around that Kristin was so into dark meat that she inked a QOS tat just above her clit.

Yeah, my dating prospects weren’t good.  For a while I hooked up via Tinder, but then as our story got out and my face became known, even that went away.  All I got were left swipes.  From that point, including now, the only sex I got was with my hand.

And then something crazy happened a few weeks ago.  I ran into Kristin.  We had coffee.  And she said she missed me.  She said she wanted to be intimate again.

I should have laughed in her face, right?  I should have spit in her face.

But ... Kristin was still so hot.  Smoking hot!  She looked better now than ever before!

Her face was as beautiful as ever.  She was 45, but easily passed as a girl in her young 30s.  She had her body back after giving birth to the second black baby.  That didn’t surprise me.  Kristin had always been a fitness freak and had gotten her body back quickly after the birth of our children Luke and Mary.  Clearly she had done the same thing after the birth of her two black babies.

Her body was still tight, and curvy.  Her big boobs still looked magnificent.  She was still a major head turner.  There was no doubt.  Kristin was a sexy MILF!  A super-hot cougar!

I didn’t love Kristin anymore.  I had walled off that part of my life.  That was the only way I survived the last 3 years.  I erected a wall around the hurt and pain, around the jealousy and humiliation, around the devastation.  I lived in my personal Fortress of Solitude. 

But Kristin was so achingly hot.  And I was horny.  I was dying for pussy.

And that’s what Kristin was to me.  Just pussy.  Good pussy, for sure.  But just pussy.

So, I took my ex-wife to my little apartment.  To my bed.  And I fucked her.

I didn’t kiss her; or, at least, not much.  I roughly fondled her body.  Especially her big tits, which still looked as good as ever.  At one point, I pinched her nipples so hard she yelped with pain.

Back when we were married, I’d often go down on Kristin before intercourse.  I wanted to make sure she came on my tongue.  Then, if she came during intercourse, that would be a bonus.

This time, I didn’t get close to her pussy with my tongue.  Would you?  How many black cocks had been in that pussy?  How many gallons – barrels! – of black sperm had that pussy held?  And yes, that pussy had given birth to our children Luke and Mary.  But also 2 black babies.  No way was I going to get my face much less my tongue close to her pussy.

So we got naked, we fondled, we kissed a bit, and then I was fucking Kristin.  I didn’t last long.  Like I said, I hadn’t gotten laid in literally 2 years.  But I didn’t care about my performance.  I didn’t care about Kristin’s pleasure.  I didn’t care if I made her cum or not.  She was just a pussy to me.  Very fine pussy, but just a pussy.

My orgasm was amazing!  Even after fucking huge black cocks for years, and giving birth to 2 black babies, her pussy still felt amazing.  Still tight, if you can believe it after all the fucking and baby birthing it had been through.  And so smooth, like a velvet glove.  Kristin’s pussy gave me a great orgasm.

I pulled out and came on Kristin’s stomach (still amazingly smooth and flat).  I didn’t want to ejaculate inside her.  Kristin was obviously a very fertile woman.  The last thing I wanted was another baby with her.  Not with this slut.  This bitch.

So, I was an asshole to Kristin.  And I expected she would spit in my face and storm out.

But instead, she said, “I guess I deserved that.”  Then she snuggled into me.  She maneuvered on my bed so we were spooning, with me the big spoon, and she the little spoon. 

It almost felt like how it used to be, when we were married.  Except I could look over her shoulder and down her body to just above her clit, where I could see the 1-inch high, jet-black QOS tattoo.  I saw she still shaved down there.  Completely bare, hairless from the neck down.  The jet-black Spade marred her lily white, smooth, completely unblemished white skin. 

“Where’s the other tat?” I asked.  “You said you got another one.”

“On my ankle,” Kristin said.

“You said it was someplace private,” I reminded her.

“I was teasing,” Kristin said with a sweet smile.  God, she still had that smile!  Her smile lit up the whole room!  It was like a Cleopatra smile!

She moved her left foot.  The tat was on the inside side of her ankle.  It was another 1-inch high, jet-black Spade.  Another QOS tat. 

“At least it’s not Slut For Black Cocks across your breasts,” I joked.

“I would never do something like that,” Kristin said.

“You let Naeem put a tat on your pussy,” I reminded her.  There was no anger in my voice.  That was 3 years ago.  Like I said, I was passed all that.  I was in my Fortress of Solitude.

“Not my pussy.  He inked me above my pussy.  And I was passed out, remember?  I told you that.  Ask Naemm.  He’ll tell you.  And anyways, it’s not horrible, is it?  It’s just a Spade.  It’s small.  You can’t even see it when I’m wearing a bikini.”

“It’s a Queen of Spades tattoo,” I said.  “It has a special meaning.”

“I know that, David,” Kristin said with a shrug.  “Why do you think I got one on my ankle?”

“To attract black men?” I asked.

Kristin rose up and sat cross-legged next to me.  What kids called crisscross apple sauce.  I rolled to my back and rose up on my elbows, to look at her.

“It’s sexy, though, right?” Kristin said.  She was looking at my cock, which was returning to life.  “That’s why you’re already getting hard again.  Right?  It gets you hot seeing me tatted up.  Or it gets you hot I let black boys tattoo me.  Maybe both.  Either way, my tats get you hot.”

I looked thoughtfully at my ex-wife.  “Why does it sound like you’re trying to convince me of something?” I asked.

“I am,” Kristin admitted.  “It’s what I said in the Starbucks.  The experience with Naeem taught us both something.  For me, my black fantasies from growing up are too strong to resist.  And you learned you’re a voyeur.  Me with Naeem got you excited.  Are you still that way?  Do you fantasize about me with other men?”

“I wouldn’t call Naeem and Colby men,” I said.

“They’re 21 now, David,” she said.  “I think they’re men.  Young men.  But you can call them boys if you want.  If that gets you hot, thinking about boys fucking me.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. I felt like she was dicking with me.

“Why are you saying these things?” I asked, feeling frustrated.  And helpless.  And turned on.

Kristin looked at my cock again. Now I was completely hard.  She wrapped her soft hand around my shaft and began to slowly jerk me. 

“I told you how I’ve been thinking about you a lot lately,” she said as she slowly pumped my shaft up and down.  “Actually, not just lately.  I never stopped thinking about you.  I was just busy.  With Naeem.  And Colby.  And the pregnancies.  And my little boy and girl.”

Boy and girl.  I didn’t know that, until this moment.  She had a black baby boy, and a black baby girl.”

“What do you want?” I asked her.

“I told you,” she said.  “I’ve been thinking about you.  I miss you.”

“I have no idea what you’re saying,” I said, looking at the ceiling of my apartment with exasperation.

“I want to get back together,” Kristin said.

I stared at her in shock, like she was crazy.  “And what about Naeem?  What about Colby?  What about your other black lovers?”

“I don’t know,” Kristin said.  To her credit, at least she was being honest.  She wasn’t lying. “Can’t we figure that out as we go along?”

I stared at her.  “So, that means you’ll keep seeing them.  You’ll keep fucking them.”

“There are people in this lifestyle,” Kristin said.  “It’s all over the internet.  The husband likes seeing his wife with other men.  The wife likes being with other men.  Lots of times, the men are black.  These relationships are practically mainstream.  There are movies and TV series about it.”

“Why do you want to get back with me?” I asked.  “You’ve got lots of money.”  I managed not to say MY money.  “You don’t have to work, right?  You look as good as ever.  Better than when we were married.  So, I’m sure you get all the sex you want.  Why do you want to get back with me?”

Kristin smiled.  “Thank you for saying I look good,” she said looking grateful.

I shrugged.  Of course she looked good.  It wasn’t my opinion.  I was just stating a fact.  Objectively, Kristin was smoking hot.

“And I do work,” Kristin said.  “I’m a personal trainer.”

“You’re not a nurse anymore?” I asked.

Kristin shook her head.  “The hospital – the management – they didn’t think what I did to you – what I was doing with Naeem – was ethical.”  She shrugged.  She looked sad as she said, “Whatever.”

“Anyways, I like being a personal trainer better,” she said.  “And I actually make almost as much money.”

“Let me guess,” I said.  “You’re a personal trainer for black men.”

Kristin laughed.  “Some of my clients are black.  Some are white.  And anyways, most of my clients are women.  I like my job because I get to use the gym for free, and go to whatever classes I want.”

I slowly nodded, processing this information.  That’s why Kristin looked so good.  Why she was so fit, more tight and firm than any other time in her life.  She was a gym rat.  She was always in the gym, working on her body.

“And to answer your question, I want to get back together because I miss you,” Kristin said.  “I miss your company.  Mostly I’m with guys who are younger than me.  They’re like Luke’s age.  I don’t relate to them.  Except in bed.  They don’t give me what I need intellectually.  And emotionally.”

“So you need me for that,” I said sarcastically.  “But you still need fucked by those black boys, because I can’t satisfy you sexually.”

To her credit, Kristin didn’t try to deny it.  “I’ve found out I’m attracted to young guys.  I like the fact they’re Luke’s age, because, you know, it’s so wicked.  And then there’s the black thing.  My dad being such a racist, it kind of sexualized it with me.  Black on white.  So, I won’t lie.  I don’t think I’ll ever go back to being a one-man girl.”

“But it gets lonely.  There’s more to life than sex.  So, I thought, maybe you and me, we can get back together.  We have history.  Shared memories.  We’re best friends.  We used to be anyways.  I’m not saying I love you, and I’m sure you don’t love me.  But we can be friends again, right?  And companions.  And I’m sure Luke and Mary will like it if we get back together.”

“And David, I’ll do anything you want, sexually.  You can do anything you want to me.  I won’t deny you anything.  And when I’m with other guys, I’ll be respectful about it.  I won’t humiliate you.  I won’t let them humiliate you.”

I stared at Kristin.  This was all crazy.

“You have 2 young children,” I said.  Our kids were grown up.  Luke was 21 and Mary was 22.  Mary had a good job.  Luke had just started his senior year in college.  I didn’t want to go back to changing diapers.  And I certainly wanted no part of raising the children of other men.

Kristin seemed to read my thoughts.  She said, “Aiden is 2.  Zuri is 1.  Don’t worry.  I won’t ask you to be a father to them.  I have a live-in nanny, so you won’t have to do anything with them.”

I motioned around my small apartment.  “I don’t exactly have room for a live-in nanny.  Or 2 kids.”

Kristin looked hopeful and said, “I was hoping you would move in with me.  Move back into our house.”

“You mean into your house,” I said.  The bitterness was creeping into my voice. 

Kristin had the good graces to at least look ashamed.  “I’m sorry about the settlement, David,” she said regretfully.  “I know it wasn’t fair.  I know it’s been hard on you.”

“I notice you’re not offering to give me some of the money back,” I pointed out.

Kristin looked down at her feet.  “You’re a man, and I’m a woman.  I’ll never get paid as much as you.  And now I have 2 babies to think about.  If this doesn’t work – us getting back together, if it doesn’t work—I’ll need that money to live on, to raise Aiden and Zuri.  But while we’re together, you don’t have to pay me alimony.  I mean, I won’t need it, because we’ll be together.”

“So, that’s the bribe to get me to agree?” I spat out.

Kristin didn’t get mad or even defensive.  She rose up so now she was on her knees, so I had a clear view of her body.  Of her perfect, achingly hot body.  She arched her back, to emphasize her big, shapely, luscious tits. 

With a sly smile, she said, “I guess you could call that a bribe.  But I think this is the real bribe.”  As she said this, she seductively ran her hands down her body, over her perfect breasts, her flat tummy, down to her pussy.

Then she straddled my hips.  My cock was still hard.  She used her hand to guide my hard cock into her sweet pussy.  Then she began fucking me.  I stared at the jet-black Spade just above her clit as she moved up and down.

When I was about to cum, I pushed Kristin off me, onto her back.  I quickly moved up her body and pointed my dick at her face.  I pumped hard and fast, and when I came, I shot my sperm onto her beautiful face.

I had never done that before.  Never treated her that way.  Like a slut.

Kristin didn’t get angry, or even scowl at me.  She wiped my cum off her face with the sheets.  Then she snuggled into my arms again, like before.  As we spooned, she seemed content.  “I missed this,” she said as she pulled my arm tighter around her.  We drifted off to sleep, spooning that way.
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THE NEXT WEEK, I SUB-leased my apartment, and moved back into the house with Kristin.  And her black babies, Aiden and Zuri.  They were half white, but looked all black.  Their skin was as jet-black as Kristin’s two tattoos. 

I met her live-in nanny, a kind older woman named Betty.  She was white.  I found out she was a widow and didn’t have any children.  She doted on Aiden and Zuri.  Kristin was right – I didn’t have to do anything with the kids.  But I had to admit, they were cute babies, and they laughed and cooed way more than they cried.  Especially the girl, Zuri.  She had really big eyes, and always seemed to be smiling. 

I fucked Kristin constantly.  In the morning.  At night.  Sometimes in the afternoon, when the kids were napping.  We fucked more than when we were married.  More even than on our honeymoon.

Maybe I was just catching up on 3 years of no sex, but I knew it was more than that.  Kristin was sexier than ever, and it wasn’t just because her body was the tightest and firmest it had ever been.  Kristin was a Queen of Spades!  She fucked – preferred – black men!  Young black men!  She let them tattoo her body!  She let them bred her!  Twice!

I knew the word.  It was an ugly, offense word. 

Cuckold.

Was that me?  A cuckold?

Back when all this started 3 years ago, I got off watching Naeem fucking Kristin.  Our sex then was fueled – turbo charged – by her affair with Naeem.  We were having lots of sex, more than in years.  Even after Naeem tattooed the Spade above Kristin’s clit, even after he got her pregnant, I was still trying to make it work with my wife.  It was Kristin who wanted the divorce, not me.

Earlier, Kristin asked me, “Do you fantasize about me with other men?”  The truth was, yes.  For the last 3 years, when I masturbated, I usually jerked off to memories of Kristin with Naeem. 

And now, I found Kristin so sexy – so irresistible – because she was a slut for young black cock.  Because she was a Queen of Spades.
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IT WAS HARD RE-INTEGRATING with society.  It was hard enough for me and Kristin to re-integrate as a couple in the privacy of our home.  It was a million times harder doing it in public.  In our small town.  Among friends and other people we knew.

Just going to the grocery store together was a challenge.  People would recognize us and whisper, “Is that David and Kristin?  Are they back together?  He took her back?”

Or, “Is she still having sex with black men?”

Or, “Shameful!  Having sex with boys no older than her son!  How shameful!”

Sometimes Kristin brought her 2 black babies, Aiden and Juri, with us.  It wasn’t to humiliate me.  They were her children, it was important to get them out of the house, it was part of growing up. 

But their black faces and afro hair, it was a reminder that Kristin had sex with black guys.  And she let them bred her twice.  And of course by now, everyone knew about Kristin’s QOS tattoo above her clit.

As we walked through the grocery aisles, people stared at Kristin, and they stared at me.  I was the man with a small dick, who couldn’t sexually satisfy his wife, so she had to find satisfaction from other, well-hung men.  I was the man who was so pathetic he took his cheating wife back, even though she got bred twice by black men.  By black boys.

I was the cuckold.

All of this was humiliating.  And also, strangely, arousing.
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KRISTIN TYPICALLY WORE flowery, loose tops, long gypsy skirts and black Mia flats.  I called these her “Mom outfits.”  She wore them at home and when running around town on errands.  These clothes hid her sexy, voluptuous body.  And usually she wore no makeup and her hair up.  She was a mom, and she looked like a mom.  A beautiful mom for sure, but still just a mom.

Back before this all happened – before Kristin got blacked – she would turn heads even when wearing these sexless clothes, because she was so beautiful.  Now though, it was different.  Men looked at Kristin with lecherous arousal in their eyes.  They undressed Kristin with their eyes, even as we shopped for fresh produce.  They imagined fucking Kristin.  They imagined breeding her, as those black boys had done.

And they saw Kristin as available.  As easy.  Me by her side was no impediment to their plans to seduce her.  After all, it didn’t stop those black boys from getting in her pants.  These men plotted on how to get Kristin into their bed.  Because Kristin was worth it.  She was the hottest girl in town.  The hottest MILF.  The hottest cougar.  These men would cheat on their wives for a chance to fuck Kristin.  Just like Kristin cheated on me to fuck big-dicked black boys.
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KRISTIN WANTED TO BEGIN going to church with Aiden and Zuri.  She wanted to get them baptized.  Just like with Luke and Mary, Kristin wanted Aiden and Zuri to know about Jesus and the words of our Lord.  She wasn’t going to force Aiden and Zuri to be religious.  But she wanted to educate them so they could make their own informed decisions when they got older.  We took the same approach with Luke and Mary.

She decided to go to the church we always used to go to.  St. Mary’s.  It was an Episcopal Church.  We always jokingly called it “Catholic-Lite.”

We knew the minister and other clergy.  We knew the people who went there.  Kristin used to sing in the choir.  I used to volunteer as a Counter (a counter is the person who counts the offerings, and deposits the money at the bank).

Kristin said I didn’t have to go with her.  She picked St. Mary’s because it was familiar to her and felt people there would be nicer and more welcoming because of our past attendance.   But she knew it would be embarrassing for me to be there with her and her black babies, so she told me I didn’t have to go.

I wanted to go.  It was like going grocery shopping.  The stares, the hushed gossiping.  It got me hot.  I had to wear loose pants to church so my erection wouldn’t show.

I noticed men looking at Kristin’s left ankle.  Everyone knew by then that she had another Queen of Spades tat there.  They wanted to see it.  The most stares happened (of all places) when we were getting communion.  We knelt down at the alter, and in that position, people had a clear view of the inside of Kristin’s left ankle.

But people couldn’t see what they wanted to see, because Kristin always wore black tights or ankle boots, to hide the QOS tattoo.  I don’t think she cared if people saw it.  After all, she had a black baby in both hands.  She hid the QOS tattoo for me.  As she promised, she did all she could to avoid humiliating me.

After the church service, everyone goes into the big activity room, and we have coffee and socialize.  They call it Community Time.  During these times, I always had men prodding me for information about Kristin.  They never came out and said it, but they wanted to know if our relationship was open.  Was Kristin available?  What kind of men was she interested in?  Just black, or white too?  And these men always managed to tell me – through innuendo, jokes, double entendres – that they had big cocks.  That they knew their way around a woman’s body.  That they would give Kristin the best fucking of her life.

It was crazy that this happened at church.  With men I had known for years.  Many of them married!  And of course young men too.  Boys.  Legal, but just barely.  Since they obviously knew Kristin’s taste for young cock.

All this turned me on.  I found myself having to adjust my cock constantly, since it was always hard.  It amazed me how these men had clearly lusted after Kristin for years.  And now they were coming out of the closet, wanting me to be their wingman and help them get into Kristin’s pants.  Married guys, willing to cheat on their wives and risk their marriages for a chance to fuck her.

Every time we went out in public – to the grocery store, church, wherever – we always had hot sex when we got home.  Every time.  I always came home horny.  Desperately needing sex.  Frantic to stick my hard cock into Kristin’s sweet pussy. 

I always fucked Kristin hard.  I was never considerate about her pleasure.  I didn’t care if she came or not.  I treated her like a slut.  Because that’s what she was to me.  A slut.  A cheating slut.

I was beginning to sense that Kristin wanted more from me.  She wanted me to forgive her.  She wanted me to be affectionate.  She wanted me to make love to her, instead of fucking her violently and treating her like an object. 

But no.  A white slut like Kristin who’s been blacked doesn’t deserve to be treated with dignity.  I still had the walls up.  I might be living back in our house, but I was still in my Fortress of Solitude.

Kristin never complained.  She never raised her voice.  She never even frowned at me.  And every time we had sex, after I came, she snuggled into my arms and spooned with me.
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A COUPLE MONTHS AFTER I moved home, Kristin told me, “I’m going for drinks with some girlfriends.  To catch up.”  I had just gotten home from work.  She added, “I made a casserole for you for dinner.  It’s in the oven.  Don’t worry about Aiden and Zuri.  Betty’s here.”

Kristin was wearing one of her “mom outfits.”  A loose top, long gypsy skirt and black Mia flats.  She was holding a bag in her hand.

“Are you really going to meet girlfriends?” I asked, feeling suspicious.

Kristin frowned.  She said, “What do you want me to say, David?”

“I want you to tell me the truth,” I told her.  I reached out for the bag.  She reluctantly handed it to me.

Inside was a sexy dress.  And sexy lingerie.  And sexy high heels.

I gave the bag back to her.  “Where were you planning to change into this?” I asked.

Kristin hesitated, then said, “At Muscle Gym.”  That was the gym where she was a personal trainer.

Then it all become clear to me.  It was like a rock hitting me in the face. I guess I was stupid.  Or dense.  Or naïve. 

I had assumed Kristin wasn’t seeing her black lovers since I moved home.  We were having so much sex, almost every day, often more than once a day—why did she need anything – anyone – else?

But I was stupid.  This entire thing started because I wasn’t enough for her.  I didn’t satisfy her sexually.

“Who are you seeing?  Naeem?” I asked.

“Do you really want to know, David?”

“Yes, Kristin, I really want to know!” I snapped.

Kristin sighed.  “It’s a party,” she said.

“And you’re the main event?” I said sarcastically.

“It’s not like that, David,” Kristin said.  “I won’t be the only white girl there.”

I stared at her.  She could see I didn’t understand.

“All the girls there will be white,” Kristin explained.  She shrugged.  “It’s their thing.  It’s like what my dad said.  Black men want to corrupt white girls.  And the white girls want to be corrupted.”

“Like you want to be corrupted,” I said.

Kristin shrugged.

“They’re all boys like Naeem?”

“No,” Kristin said with a shake of her pretty head.  “There are older men there.”

“But all black, right?”

Kristin gave me a look that said, “Of course they’re all black.  That’s the whole point.”

“How often have you been meeting with Naeem since I’ve moved home?  And his friends?”

“How much do you want to know, David?”

“I want to know, Kristin!” I snapped.

Kristin took a moment.  Probably to give me time to calm down.

“A few times a week,” she said.

“Are there days when we have sex, after you’ve been with another man?” I asked.

“Yes.  Sometimes,” she admitted. 

I stared at her.  Lust was written all over my face.  My dick was hard. I was breathing hard.  My head was spinning.

Kristin saw I was aroused.  “If you want me to tell you, I will,” she said.  “I wasn’t sure.”

“Wasn’t sure of what?” I snapped.

Again Kristin took a moment before answering.  Then she said, “If you still like that.  Me with other men.”

I again stared at her for a long moment.  Then I said, “Change.  Now.  I want to see what your black lovers will see.”

Kristin hesitated for a moment.  Then she went up to our bedroom to change.

When she came down the stairs a few moments later, I was blown away.  The dress looked painted on her body, showing all her curves.  It swooped daringly low in the front and back.  There was no way she was wearing a bra.  It ended mid-thigh, barely covering her ass.  Or her pussy.  Her long shapely legs were encased in sheer black stockings.  The stiletto high heels were so high she was now as tall as me.

Her hair was perfect.  Her makeup was perfect.  Kristin looked like a movie star, or a super-model.  She was smoking hot.  Achingly hot.

“Not exactly a mom outfit,” I joked under my breath.

“What?” Kristin said, not understanding.  I realized I had never said “mom outfit” to her.

“What you usually wear,” I explained.  “Loose blouses.  Long skirts.  Clothes that hide your body.”  I motioned to what she was wearing now.  “Not exactly a mom outfit,” I said again.

Kristin smiled.  She said, “Yeah.  Not exactly a mom outfit.”

“It’d be funny if you wore that to church,” I joked.

Kristin smiled again.

I looked down at her left ankle.  The Queen of Spades tat was visible because the black stockings were so sheer. 

I gulped seeing her dressed like this, with the QOS tat clearly visible.  Her message was clear.  She was available.  Her body was available.  To black men.  But only black men.

I was suddenly curious.  I asked, “Since all this started with Naeem 3 years ago, have you had sex with any white men?”  I uselessly added, “Besides me.”

“Yes,” Kristin said honestly.  When she saw the surprised look on my face, she added, “I’m not attracted to just black men, David.  And also ....”

“What?” I prompted. 

Kristin shrugged and said, “White men are attracted to girls like me.  So I get hit on a lot.” 

I understood immediately.  I was the same way.  It was why Kristin was so sexy and irresistible to me.  I said, “You mean, white girls who have been blacked.  White men are attracted to girls like that.”

Kristin nodded her head. 

I said, “It doesn’t hurt you’ve got big tits.”

Kristin grinned at my joke.

Then she said, “You can come with me, if you want.  To check things out.  See what happens.  There are other white men there.  Husbands.  Boyfriends.”

“I’m not either to you,” I pointed out.

My words were like a dagger to her heart.  She suddenly looked sad.

She quickly recovered, and said, “Everyone knows we’re living together again.  I think you have to admit we’re at least partners.  Significant others.”

I nodded and said, “Yeah, okay.  Significant others.”

Kristin smiled.  It was the first time since I moved home that we had talked about what we were to each other.  To her, being “significant others” was a move in the right direction.  But for the life of me, I wasn’t sure what our future was. 

“So, you should come,” Kristin said encouragingly.  “No one will stop you from being there.  If you like the idea of me with other men ... well, you’ll certainly experience that.”

I hesitated.  I’d seen Kristin with Naeem before, three years ago when this all started.  It was the most exciting experience of my life.  But also, a hard thing to see.  Hard on my ego.  My manhood.  Seeing my wife with someone else made me so jealous and hurt, it tore me apart.

But Kristin was no longer my wife.  She was my ex-wife.  Now, we were just significant others.  A notch above roommates.  Maybe I could enjoy watching her fuck other men, like watching an adult movie, without the emotional pain.

And the fact was, I wanted to watch Kristin with other men.  With black men.

I nodded, and Kristin grinned.  She was happy I was going.  She put her arm in mine, and we got into the taxi she had ordered.
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THE PARTY WAS IN A big house.  It was more than a house, a mansion really.  And an opulent one.  I was impressed.

I assumed Kristin would leave me immediately and I’d lurk in the shadows, but that didn’t happen.  Kristin introduced me around to many of the black men.  Naeem was there.  He gave me a dismissive look and didn’t say much to me.

Colby, our son Luke’s friend and star high school football player, was there too.  He shook my hand and said, “Hi Mr. Smith.”  Unlike Naeem, Colby looked embarrassed and ashamed to see me.  No doubt because I had watched him grow up – I had helped him grow up – and now he was fucking my ex-wife.  It was partly due to him that Kristin was my ex-wife, instead of wife.

Kristin introduced me to some of the other white women there.  There were no young girls there, everyone was at least 40.  Kristin explained to me that this was a party for white MILFs and cougars.  Sometimes the black men hosted parties for young white girls, and Kristin proudly told me she was invited to those parties too, because the black men considered her prettier and sexier than most – if not all – of those young girls.

Kristin was also respected by the black men because she had been black bred twice, and had allowed her body to be inked with two Queen of Spades tats, one on her most private part (just above her clitoris), and the other in public view so as to advertise to the world she was a blacked white woman.  And of course, Kristin was popular because she was so beautiful and smoking hot, and her pussy was still tight and smooth like velvet (despite birthing 4 babies and getting fucked constantly by BBC for over 3 years).

Then Kristin introduced me to the owner of this mansion.  His name was Xavier.  He was an older, black man, probably my age.  It was apparent he was fit, in better condition than me, that’s for sure.  Muscular arms, broad shoulders, barrel chest, strong legs.  He had tats on his arms and neck.  I later found out the tats continued onto his chest and back.  You wouldn’t call him handsome, not with his big nose and fat lips.  He spoke with a ghetto slang, but he came across as being well educated and refined.

Then I was blown away when Kristin told me that Xavier was the tattoo artist who inked the two QOS tats on her body.

Xavier didn’t say much to me.  He pointed to the bar and told me to help myself.  He told me to keep my clothes on because white boys were allowed to watch only.  He said, though, I was free to circle jerk my little white boy dick as much as I wanted.  Those were his exact words to me.  “Circle jerk your little white boy dick.”  Kristin was right next to me when Xavier said this.  She heard it.  She saw my flushed cheeks and anger on my face.  She knew Xavier had humiliated me.  He tried to steal my manhood from me.

Kristin quickly pulled me to the side, and whispered, “There will be more of that if you stay.  The blacks don’t respect the white men here.  You can leave if you want, but I want you to stay.  I think you need to see who I am.   And maybe, who you are.  Then you can decide if you want to keep living with me.”

I almost bolted.  I felt if I stayed, it would crush my self-esteem, my ego. my manhood.  It might change me, turn me into a different person.  But my desire to see Kristin with these black men was too strong.  Kristin smiled when I told her I was staying.

Naeem was the first to fuck Kristin.  She later told me that he always went first – he had that right because he had bred her first.  Of course, I was the first to actually “breed” Kristin—I did it twice—but only black children mattered among these black guys.

Naeem took Kristin in the middle of the room.  By this point, there were other black guys with white girls making out and fucking, but the other people not yet having sex seemed to focus on Kristin with Naeem. 

I thought I knew why.  Kristin was so beautiful and sexy.  And Naeem wasn’t.  He was ugly with a brooding forehead, big nose and fat lips, and acne covering his face.  And he was fat.  His gut was so big it fell over the belt of his pants like an apron, jiggling with every lumbering step he took.  The physical contrast of Kristin and Naeem was so extreme, it made watching them strangely exciting.

Naeem ordered Kristin to strip and she did.  She was left only in stockings and heels.  He reached a hand to Kristin’s bosom and squeezed one of her breasts.  He said, “You ain’t leaking any mo.”

Kristin shook her head no, and said in a low voice, “No, I’m not.”  It took me a moment to understand what they were talking about.  And then it hit me.  Kristin had given birth to Zuri about a year ago.  She was no longer lactating, which I found surprising (but until that moment I hadn’t thought about).  I knew Kristin had nursed our 2 children for over a year.  But she wasn’t doing that with Zuri.  She fed Zuri from a bottle filled with formula, rather than from her breasts. 

Naeem was squeezing Kristin’s big tits and pinching her nipples.  He was being rough with her, and she winced from the pain.  Then Naeem latched his fat lips around one of her nipples and sucked hard, like he was an infant trying to suck out milk.  Kristin clenched her eyes shut as that must have hurt too. 

Then Naeem pushed Kristin onto her knees.  “Come on, bitch, use your cunt mouth on my cock,” he said impatiently.  Kristin unbuckled his belt and then tugged at his loose jeans.  When they wouldn't come down (because he was so fat), she focused on one side at a time. She pulled one side and then the other, going back and forth an inch at a time, until she managed to get them below his knees.

With her right hand, Kristin lifted his belly to get access to cock.  His black cock was huge, which I remembered from before.  Supporting Naeem’s fat belly with her right hand, Kristin wrapped her left hand around his shaft.  He was so thick her fingertips didn’t touch.  Then, opening her mouth wide, she took the black boy’s cock into her mouth.

Kristin swallowed a few inches of Naeem’s manhood – that was all she could take without gagging – and then sucked him as she feverishly pumped the 8 or 9 inches of cock meat that she couldn't stuff into her mouth.

After a few minutes of getting his cock sucked, Naeem wanted Kristin’s pussy.  He pushed Kristin down onto the floor (the floor was covered with mattresses).  He roughly jerked her legs open and got between them.

“Time to fuck, bitch,” Naeem said.  He lifted his gut, exposing his hard cock.  I saw the fat cockhead pressing against Kristin’s pussy lips.  Naeem guided his cock with his hand, and then he pushed forward.  There was no mention of condoms.  Naeem was skin-to-skin with my ex-wife.

Kristin clenched her jaw when his cock penetrated her pussy.  “God you’re big Naeem!” she groaned.  Naeem grinned at me.  I avoided looking at him.  I was breathing hard by this point.

Naeem started slow, then fucked Kristin harder and faster.  Whatever pain she felt initially was gone, replaced by pleasure.  She cried, “It feels so good!  I love it!  Don’t stop, Naeem!  Please don’t stop!”

Kristin was moaning and grunting continuously.  Then her body spasmed and jerked, her toes curled, and she cried out as she came hard on Naeem’s big black cock.

Kristin never reacted this way with me when we had sex.  She never made these sounds, or said things like “It feels so good!” or “Please don’t stop!”  This proved she hardly, if ever, came when we had sex.  And even when she did cum, her orgasms weren’t nearly as intense or pleasurable.

My inability to sexually satisfy Kristin aroused me.  My cock was so hard it hurt in my pants.  But I wasn’t going to take my cock out and jerk off, like some of the white husbands were doing as they watched their wives getting fucked by black men.  I wasn’t going to demean myself like that.

Naeem roared when his orgasm hit.  He put his pudgy hands on my Kristin’s shapely hips and held her tight as he rammed his entire cock into her pussy.  With his cock lodged as far as it would go inside Kristin’s body, he orgasmed and ejaculated his virile black seed into her unprotected womb.

Kristin hadn’t made Naeem put on a condom.  And she didn’t make him pull out.  I’d been living with her long enough to know she wasn’t on the pill.  She was playing with fire.  Did she want to get pregnant again?

Naeem eventually pulled out, and I saw her pussy gaped opened.  His sperm seeped out of her used pussy and ran down her thighs.

Colby was next.  Even though I knew they fucked before, it was still startling to see a boy our son’s age – a boy I had watched grow up – get down on the floor with Kristin and make out with her.  It seemed so wrong.  I remembered changing Colby’s diaper when he was a baby.  I remembered having Colby over to our house for playdates with Luke.  I remembered going over to Colby’s house for his birthday parties.

And now Colby was with my ex-wife – both of them naked (Kristin still in her stockings and heels) – and they were making out and fondling each other.  It was so wrong.  Yet so erotic.

Colby moved on top of Kristin, to fuck, but she stopped him.  Then she did something that surprised me.  It surprised Colby and everyone else in the room.

Kristin moved over to me.  She opened my legs and got on her knees between them.  She took my hard dick out of my pants. 

Kristin looked over her shoulder at the handsome and muscular Colby.  She said “Colby, fuck me from behind.”

Kristin looked into my eyes as Colby got into position behind her.  She looked into my eyes as the star high school football player penetrated her pussy with his black cock.  Her lips parted and her eyelids fluttered as Colby pleasured her with his cock.

Kristin jerked me off with her hand as Colby fucked her.  The whole time – when she came on Colby’s cock, when he came and shot his black sperm into her body, when I grunted and came in her hand – Kristin looked into my eyes.
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THE DAYS AFTER THE gangbang – I called it gangbang, Kristin called in the party – was full of sex.  I fucked Kristin even more than before.  I couldn’t get enough of her.

And for the first time since I moved home – really the first time since all this started 3 years ago – we talked about things.  We had serious, deep talks. 

We talked about how, what her racist father said, what he ingrained into her head while growing up, was true – it actually had a name, Black Supremacy.  This was a movement that was spreading like wildfire across the US, Canada and in Europe – historically white countries.  Most people incorrectly thought this was a political movement, that it was the same as Black Lives Matter.  But Black Supremacy had nothing to do with Black Lives Matter.

Instead, Black Supremacy was about black men being sexually superior to white men.  It was about black men being REAL men, and white men being boys in comparison.  It was about black men having big black cocks and white men having little boy dicks. 

Black Supremacy was about black men dating white girls and making them “Black Only.”  It was about black men breeding their Black Only white girls, having chocolate babies, and eradicating white skin, blonde hair and blue eyes from the planet.

It was during these talks that Kristin told me Naeem always got to take her first because he was the father of Aiden.  This was a rule of the Black Supremacy movement.  The first black man to breed a white girl always got first dibs on her body.

I was blown away when Kristin told me Colby got her second, because of Zuri.  No one knew for sure, but it was assumed Colby was the father of Zuri because he was fucking her the most when she was conceived.  With a grin, Kristin called that her Colby Phase. 

Colby had been a 19-year-old college freshman at the time (the same age as our son Luke).  He was home for Christmas, so Kristin fucked him non-stop for a month.  She told me she got off on the fact that Colby was our son’s age, and she watched him grow up.  With a delighted grin, she said it was so wicked!  The fact Colby was so handsome and chiseled also made it easy for her to open her legs for him.  Even though Colby wasn’t nearly as hung as Naeem or her other black lovers, sex with him was always epic.  That’s what she said.  Epic.

And Colby couldn’t get enough of Kristin.  He told her he had lusted over her for years – she was the most beautiful and sexiest of all his friend’s moms.

I still had a hard time believing that one of our son Luke’s friends – Colby – was one of Kristin’s regular black lovers.  And he might be the father of Zuri!  Colby might be the father of Luke’s step-sister!

I admitted to Kristin that the concept of her with Colby got me hot too, because it was so wicked.  She smiled and looked grateful at me when I admitted that to her.  It was crazy that we should share a tender moment over something like that, but I guess, such things just went along with the lifestyle we were living.
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DURING OUR TALKS, KRISTIN said Xavier – the tattoo artist – was pressuring her to get another tat – a black skeleton key next to a black padlock with a white rooster on it.  I didn’t understand the meaning, so she told me – white cock locked up with a black man holding the key.  Xavier wanted to ink that tat on her breast.

Xavier also wanted to ink a black ring around her ring finger of her left hand.  I knew what that one symbolized.  Kristin being black owned.  Or in the vernacular of the Black Supremacy Movement, Kristin being Black Only.

I was practically panting, and my dick was hard, as she told me Xavier’s plans for her.  “Are you going to let him tattoo you like that?” I asked with a husky, excited voice.

Kristin could tell I was aroused.  She teasingly asked, “Do you think I should?”

“I don’t know,” I sputtered.  Then I said, “Not on your breast.  Don’t ink yourself there.  They’re too perfect.  Maybe your hip.”

“You mean, the skeleton key one?” Kristin asked.

I nodded by head yes.

Kristin put her hand on my erection, over my pants.  She rubbed me as she asked, “David, do you fantasize about me putting your cock in a cock cage?”

She had her answer when I moaned.  She got on her knees, took out my cock, and went down at me.  Within moments I was blowing my load into her mouth.
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WE HAD THESE TALKS almost every day for weeks, usually at night after Aiden and Zuri were asleep.  Our talks always ended in hot sex.

Soon after the gangbang (what Kristin called the party), I asked why she wasn’t still breast-feeding Zuri, like she had done with Mary and Luke.

She told me she didn’t breast feed Aiden or Zuri.  Not at all.  She fed them formula from bottle from day they were born.

That surprised me and I asked why.  She said, “Pregnancy is hard on a woman’s body.  And breastfeeding is the worst.  I want to keep my breasts looking like they are.  You know, I’m competing with other girls for these black men.  Especially the young ones.  Do you think Colby would want me as much if my breasts don’t look as good? If they sag?”

Something about what Kristin said – or how she so flippantly said it – struck a nerve with me.  I got furious.

“So, I guess I wasn’t a good enough fuck, for you to worry about your looks back with Mary and Luke?” I yelled angrily, feeling bitter and hurt.

To my surprise, Kristin didn’t yell back at me or even get angry.  In fact, she teared up, and softly said, “That’s the nicest thing you’ve said to me since you moved back home.”

“What?” I asked, not understanding.

“It’s the first time you’ve opened up, and showed me you still care about me,” she explained.

I stared at her.  Was it true?  Were the walls coming down?  Was I leaving my Fortress of Solitude?
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WE OFTEN TALKED ABOUT Xavier, the tattoo artist.  I was interested in him.  Obviously, he was more than a tattoo artist to afford that huge mansion.

“I’ve asked Naeem and Colby, but they don’t know much about him,” Kristin said with a shrug.  “Or aren’t willing to tell me.  I think, though, that he’s important with Black Supremacy.  He might be one of the leaders.”

I took a long moment to process that.  Then I asked, “Are you going to let Xavier tattoo you the way he wants?”

“I don’t know,” Kristin said with a shrug.  “Anyways, the wedding ring thing doesn’t really apply to me.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I’m not Black Only anymore,” Kristin said.  “It’s not just because we’ve having sex now.  I’ve had sex with other white men, too.”  With another shrug, she added, “I guess I like variety.”  With a grin, she added, “Black men aren’t the only ones with big dicks.”

I took another long moment, thinking about what she just said.  Then I asked, “Have you been with a white man, since I’ve moved home?”

“Yes,” Kristin said, looking into my eyes.

I stared at her.  I wanted to ask who, but I didn’t.  I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know.

[image: ]


I ASKED KRISTIN IF she was afraid of getting pregnant.  Or did she want another black baby?

“How do you know I’m not on the pill?” she answered.

“I never see you taking the pill,” I said.  “I don’t see any birth control pills around the house.”

“So, you spy on me?” she said with a grin.  “You look in my lingerie drawer?  You look in my purse?”

“Yes,” I said honestly.  Kristen smiled.  She liked when I said things like that.  When I showed I thought about her.

“Let me just say, I’ve learned that it excites men to think a girl is unprotected,” Kristin told me.  “And anyways, skin-to-skin always feels better.  Right?”

“So, you’re on birth control, but hiding the pills?” I asked.

“Or maybe I’m on the rhythm method,” Kristin coyly said.  “Or I’ve been lucky.”

“But you know what?” she said.  “Maybe you should wear condoms with me.  That way, if I do get pregnant, we’ll know the baby isn’t yours.”

“We will know,” I said.  “Because the baby will be black.”

“No,” Kristin said with a sly smile.  “I told you I sleep with white men sometimes.  One man in particular. The baby could be white.  It could be his.”

I stared at Kristin.  I still had not asked who her white lover was.

Kristin kissed me and whispered into my ear.  “You’re dying to know who, right?” she teased as she rubbed my erection.  “Let me just say – he’s like my black lovers – he fucks me better than you.”

“Oh god!” I moaned.  Where did that come from?  I thought she promised never to humiliate me.

Kristin giggled.  With a delighted voice, she said, “David – I think you just came in your pants!”
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A COUPLE MONTHS LATER, Kristin asked, “Would it be okay with you if I wore my engagement and wedding rings again?”

“Why?” I asked.

Kristin looked down at her feet.  She looked shy, like a little girl.  “I don’t know.  I just want to.”

“Have you – do you have feelings for me?” I asked.

“Maybe – I don’t know,” Kristin said evasively.  “Do you have feelings for me?”

I searched my feelings.  I allowed the walls to come down for a moment.  I stepped out of my Fortress of Solitude. 

And I realized I did have feelings for my ex-wife. 

Not love.  But there were romantic feelings there.  Confusing feelings, but feelings.

“I think I do,” I said as I looked Kristin in the eyes.

Kristin smiled and blushed.  She blushed!  Then she said, “I have feelings for you too.”  With a grin, she said, “I just wanted you to say it first.”

We laughed.

[image: ]

SO, THAT’S WHERE WE are.  We’re in a romantic relationship.  More than friends, but, how much more?  What does the future hold for us?

I don’t know.  But for the first time in a long time, I’m happy.  I’m out of my Fortress of Solitude now, and I’ve opened myself to Kristin. 

But that means I get hurt too.  And jealous.  And insecure.  My life has become a roller coaster.  Happy one moment, and devastated the next.  I’m constantly aroused, but tormented too.

I’m on pins and needles whenever Kristin’s not home.  Is she with another man?  Is she getting fucked by another man?  Will she come home to me?

But Kristin always comes home to me.  And when you’re a cuckold – and I’ve accepted that I’m a cuckold – maybe that’s the best you can hope for. 

Still, my pain is sometimes so great, I call her black lovers “niggers.”  I don’t want to be racist or a bigot, but sometimes it comes out.  Like when I yell at Kristin, “Why can’t you be satisfied with me?! Why do you need NIGGER cock so much?!”

Kristin never gets mad when I say things like that.  She knows all of this is hard on me.

Instead, she tenderly holds my face in her soft hands and kisses me.  “Thank you for caring about me.”  Then before leaving, she kisses me again. 

Sometimes she gives me a sexy smile and says something like, “When I get home my pussy will be stretched and full of nigger sperm.  Then you can have sloppy seconds.”

God.  I love when she talks like that.
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GETTING WHAT I ASKED FOR

During our wedding reception, my new bride and I had a bit too much to drink. After the reception, Mila and I piled into our rented limo and headed off to the Inn where we were staying. Our friend Roman also got into the limo, since he was staying at the same Inn.

Mila has a wholesome, pretty face. She's a natural blond with lush, shoulder length hair. She's petite with long shapely legs, a flat stomach, a tight shapely ass, and small but perfectly shaped tits with perky nipples.

While Mila and I were going out, we often fantasized about her fucking other guys. In fact, almost every time we fucked, we talked about her with other guys. She wasn't that into it at first, but she soon learned that it was my passion, so she indulged me. Eventually she started getting into it, and things moved from just fantasizing in bed, to real-life playing. We often played games in public where she'd "accidentally" flash her stocking tops to some guys, or lean over a counter and let a guy look down her blouse. But despite all my cajoling, Mila never went beyond just teasing other guys.

Our fantasy life was always more intense when we included guys we actually knew, instead of nameless strangers. And Roman was always one of our favorites.

Mila met Roman at work. They became good friends, and every now and then the three of us would go out. Roman's tall and lean, and has a dark complexion and dark hair. He's handsome, and never seemed to have any problem attracting girls. Whenever we went out he always had a beauty on his arm, and he freely shared with us that he didn't often go home alone.

Mila told me that Roman often flirted with her at work, and she admitted that it was fun for her to flirt back. Although nothing ever happened, she admitted that she was attracted to him. Thus, Roman was often the focus of our hot wife fantasies, and my jealousy of Mila and Roman working so closely together while harboring this mutual attraction just made the fantasies more exciting. Also, truth to tell, I didn't really like Roman. I mean, he was okay, but I thought he was a bit arrogant, and the only reason I hung out with him was because of Mila. Strangely, while my dislike of Roman increased my jealousy of his relationship with Mila, it also increased the excitement I felt when I imagined the two of them fucking.

On the way to the Inn we drank more wine, and smoked some pot. Mila always got so horny when she got high. We got frisky in the limo, and then Mila mischievously whispered into my ear, "I know what you want for a wedding gift." She then moved to sit next to Roman, so now I was sitting across from both of them in the big limo. With a sly smile on her face, and looking directly into my eyes, she wrapped her arms around Roman's neck.

She continued to look into my eyes. She seemed to be daring me to stop her. I was frozen, mesmerized by what Mila was doing. She had never before taken our game so far, certainly not with someone we knew. When I took no action to stop her, Mila brought her lips up to Roman's and kissed him. The kiss was tentative at first, but soon it became passionate. Roman's hands started wandering and soon he was groping Mila over her wedding gown.

When we got to the Inn all three of us went to our bridal suite. I started making out with Mila while Roman made some drinks. I was so excited, I wanted to see more of Mila with Roman. But in the walk from the limo to our room Mila had sobered a bit, and she giggled, "Okay, Roman, you can go now."

But that's not what I wanted. I whispered to Mila, "It turned me on so much to see you and Roman making out. I loved it! You looked so sexy making out with Roman."

I played with Mila through her gown as I said this. I glanced at Roman. He was watching as I fondled Mila's body. I said, "I want to see more. I want to see Roman fucking you. You want to fuck him, don't you?"

Mila didn't say anything, but I could feel her body responding to my touch. I moved my hands under her gown. I worked my fingers around her panties and stuck a finger into her pussy. She was incredibly wet. Mila moaned and gyrated her hips as I finger-fucked her.

Roman was still watching us. I'm sure he could hear what I was saying. I turned Mila around so she was facing Roman. She couldn't help but look at him. My hand was still under her gown, still finger fucking her. Her gown was bunched around my hand, so Mila's ivory white bridal stockings were on display for Roman's eyes.

I said into Mila's ear, loud enough for Roman to hear: "You're so wet. You're so ready for Roman's cock. You want his cock, don't you? You've always wanted to fuck him." Mila didn't say anything, she just ground her pussy harder against my hand.

Roman had heard enough. His hard cock tented his pants. He walked over to us, and he took Mila into his arms. He began kissing my new wife. She initially tried to push away, but he was insistent and continued to kiss her, pushing his tongue into her mouth. Roman's hands moved down her body, and I felt one of his hands move under her dress and brush against her panties. I removed my fingers from Mila's pussy, and Roman quickly entered her with his. Mila had stopped struggling, and seemed to welcome Roman's fingers in her pussy. I moved away from them and sat on the sofa, to watch the show.

Mila was still wearing her wedding dress. With his other hand, Roman reached behind her and unzipped the gown, pulling it down off her shoulders. She was wearing an ivory bustier. Roman pulled one of her tits free and started sucking on her nipple. Mila's moans became even loud. Her nipples had always been so sensitive, almost a direct line to her clit.

Roman laid Mila on the bed, and then moved up between her legs, pushing her gown up until it was bunched around her waist. Mila was wearing ivory white, thigh high stockings. Garters from her bustier held the lace tops of the stockings. Mila opened her legs, and Roman started to eat her out. She was still wearing her panties, but they were little more than a string, so he had no trouble pushing it aside as he ravished her clit with his tongue. Mila moaned and squirmed on the bed. She grabbed his head and pushed her pussy into his face.

I started thinking that perhaps I should stop this.  At that moment, Roman got up and moved towards Mila's head. He unzipped his pants and took out his hard cock. His cock was huge! Roman moved his cock towards Mila's lips and she immediately took him into her mouth. I watched as my new bride wrapped her hands around his big cock and pumped him while sucking its head. Mila's hands looked tiny as she stroked his huge cock. I was mesmerized by the sight of Mila going down on another man. I pulled my dick out and started playing with myself.

Soon, Roman pulled out of Mila's mouth and moved between her legs. Mila kicked off her satin heels and spread her legs even wider to allow Roman easier access. Roman pushed her gown farther up around her waist as he moved up between her legs.

Good sense prevailed and Mila said, "Wait," as she reached over to the nightstand for a condom. Mila was not on the pill; we were using condoms. She almost frantically opened the package and tried to put the condom on Roman. But the condom, which we had bought to fit my dick, couldn't fit over Roman's larger cock. After trying for a few minutes, Mila threw the condom on the floor in frustration and said, "Just don't cum in me, okay?"

Mila laid back down and moved her hand between them. She reached for Roman's cock and guided it into her pussy. Mila said again, "Remember, pull out, don't cum in me." Roman said okay, and then I saw him thrust into her. Mila squealed, and I knew he had penetrated her. He started pumping, but she said "Wait, wait, not so fast.  You’re big.  I have to get used to you." In response, he moved slower in and out of her.

I imagined Mila's tight pussy stretching as Roman pushed more and more of his monster cock into her. It took a few minutes, but eventually he had penetrated her completely, and their fucking began in earnest. Mila's stockinged feet were on Roman's shoulders as he savagely fucked her. I watched as Mila arched her back as she had her first orgasm of the evening. I came as I watched her toes curl as she came all over Roman's big cock.

Roman had amazing staying power. He fucked my new wife for another 20 minutes. His grunts and groans became even more urgent, and it was clear he was about to cum. Mila urged Roman not to cum inside her, so he pulled out and shot a huge load all over her wedding dress.
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AFTER A FEW MINUTES to recover her senses, Mila pulled away from Roman and walked over to me, still in her wedding dress. She got on her knees and looked at me, her beautiful blue eyes looking intently into my eyes. She stroked me for a few minutes, and then lowered her face and started going down on me. It felt good. I started getting hard again. But that's not what I wanted. I was incredibly turned on by my wife being fucked by another guy. I wanted more!

I pulled her head up. She looked at me again and she instantly knew what I wanted. It wasn't that hard for her to figure out, given all the times we had talked about it, fantasized about it. All the times I had urged her to go farther.

Mila asked, "Are you sure?" I nodded yes. She hesitated, and then slowly stood up. She walked back to Roman, who was hard again.

Mila stood in front of Roman, who moved to kiss her. But she stopped him, and said that she wanted to get out of her wedding dress. She turned around so her back was to Roman. She looked into my eyes as Roman finished unzipping her gown. Her gown fell around her, and Roman helped her step out of it. She now stood in just her bustier, garters, and stockings.

Mila paused, still looking into my eyes. Maybe she was having second thoughts, thinking that this had gone far enough. Silently, she asked me again, "Are you sure?" For all my lust, I was feeling insecure and jealous. But this was my fantasy finally coming true. I was too in lust to stop it. So, instead of telling her to stop, I nodded my head, answering her silent question with my silent answer. "Yes, I want you to fuck him again."

All of Mila's resolve disappeared. She knew I wasn't going to stop this. She knew I didn't want it to stop. Slowly, she moved backwards into Roman's arms. He nuzzled the back of her neck as he reached around and cupped her breasts. Mila melted into him, becoming more and more lost in passion as he fondled her body. He freed her breasts from the bustier, and rolled her nipples between his fingers. Then he moved one of his hands down over her tummy. He pushed two fingers into her pussy, and rubbed her clit with his thumb. Mila moaned and squirmed to his touch, and humped his hand. I had never seen her so turned on or animated.

Mila pulled away from Roman. She turned around to face him, and then got on her knees. I watched Roman's face as my bride put her lips around his cock. Mila wrapped her hands around his cock, and started to pump him. While doing that, she took his cock deeper in her mouth, in and out, in sync with her hands stroking his cock.

Roman gripped Mila's head and clutched her blond hair, and started pumping into her, fucking her face. With each stroke, Mila took more of his cock into her mouth. Her cheeks bulged when he pushed in, and became shallow when he pulled out. Her wedding and engagement rings became covered with saliva and pre-cum as she kept her hands locked around his cock as he fucked her face.

I thought Roman was going to cum in her mouth. But, finally, Mila took Roman's cock out of her mouth and looked up into his face. "I need you inside me right now!"

Roman pulled Mila towards the bed. Mila paused to pick up her wedding dress, and used it like a towel to wipe the saliva and pre-cum from her hands. She got on the bed and straddled Roman. She lowered herself on him, using one of her hands to guide his cock into her. Although she was wet and stretched, she still had to go slow to get all of him inside her. She grunted a moan of satisfaction as she finally became completely impaled on his monster cock. For the next ten minutes I watched my new bride grunt and groan as she passionately rode Roman's big cock.

Then Roman abruptly threw her onto the bed and mounted her. He fucked her frantically. Mila's stockinged legs were wrapped around him, and she was moaning, "Oh god oh god oh god." Roman's muscular body tensed. I knew he was coming, and Mila sensed it too. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him deeper inside her. Her toes began to curl. They both were cumming. As Mila climaxed, she held Roman tightly against her. Seconds later, he began to orgasm, shooting his cum deep inside her pussy.

They embraced for long moments, and then Roman rolled off of Mila. It was finally my turn.  I got on top of my new bride, and entered her. The feeling was incredible. Her pussy was so wet and loose, I could barely feel myself in her. But I was so turned on, I came after just a few strokes.
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I WOKE UP EARLY IN the morning. Roman was on the other side of the bed, and Mila was between us.

I was facing Mila's back. Mila was awake, and I could see her face in the mirror on the opposite wall. She was looking at Roman, who was still asleep. He had fallen asleep on top of the sheets, completely nude.

Mila was looking at Roman's cock. She seemed mesmerized. Even soft, it was huge. It was like a python snake, long and thick.

Mila saw me looking at her in the mirror. She turned over to face me. We didn't speak for a long time, we just looked into each other's faces. Last night had turned our fantasies into reality, and now we had to deal with the consequences. Mila started by saying, "I'm sorry, it got out of control last night."

"I know," I said. The silence was awkward. Finally I said, "I think the most important thing to do is for us to be completely honest with each other."

"I think you're right."

"No, I really mean it. If we're going to get through this, we have to be completely honest. We can't worry about hurting each other’s feelings. If I ask you something, you have to answer me honestly, and I have to do the same for you. Otherwise, we'll just end up hurting each other. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Do you promise?"

"Yes, I promise. I really agree that we have to be honest to each other, completely."

With that settled, it was time to talk about what happened.

I paused, took a deep breath, and then started. "Last night was incredible. I've never been so turned on in my life. Seeing you with Roman was—I just can't describe it. It was a dream come true. All my fantasies came true last night."

Mila seemed surprised that I was saying this. I guess she thought I would be regretting last night. "But didn't you get jealous? I could never see you with another woman."

"And I don't want to be with another woman. You're the sexiest woman alive. You make my fantasies come true. Yes, I was jealous. I was really jealous. At times I couldn't stand it. But I think that's part of the turn-on. It's being on the edge. I don't understand completely why this excites me so much, all I know is, it does."

"I guess I don't understand it either," she said, looking down and avoiding my eyes.

"But you liked last night, don’t you? You don't regret it?"

She looked back into my eyes. "Yes, I liked it. I guess I don't regret it. I don't know.  I’m still processing everything.  I just know, I don't want this to break us apart."

I kissed her softly. "It won't. I love you. But I don't think we can go back."

"What do you mean?" she asked, looking intently at me. 

"I want it to happen again. I want it to happen all the time."

"You can't mean that," she replied incredulously. "Last night was enough. I don't want to do that again."

"You don't?"

"No, I don't—I don't," she said, unconvincingly. I knew she was lying.  Or fooling herself.

"You said you'd tell me the truth,” I reminded her.

"I am!" Mila insisted.

I took her hand and put it on my dick. I was rock hard. "See how hard I am? Just talking about you fucking another guy turns me on."

"Just by talking about it?" Mila said, again incredulously. She began stroking my cock. I placed by finger on her clit and started to gently rub it.

"That, and it also turned me on to see you staring at Roman's cock a few minutes ago."

Her cheeks turned red. She was caught red handed. But her hips started to gyrate, in sync with the movements of my finger on her clit.

"Tell me why you like big cocks so much," I said, so lost in lust. “You do like big cocks, right?”

I looked over Mila's shoulder and saw Roman looking at us. I didn't know how long he had been awake. Mila, also crazed with lust, must have felt he was awake as well, as she reached behind her and stroked his cock. Roman edged closer to Mila to make it easier for her to stroke him.

With a lustful look on her pretty face, Mila said, "It feels so good to be stretched. To feel it rubbing against my insides. Having a big cock inside me when I cum is, like, a complete orgasm. It's better than being eaten out. It's fulfilling. To feel the cum explode inside me. It feels so good to feel cum shoot into me. It's like an explosion against my g-spot. Oh god, you have no idea how good it feels!"

“You really want it to happen again?” Mila asked me.  I looked over her shoulder and saw Roman moving even closer to my new bride.  Mila’s eyelids fluttered when she felt him press his chest against her back.

“Do you?” Mila asked again.  I was breathing hard and my heart was pounding. 

“Yeah,” I said, my voice husky with lust.

Mila softly nudged my hand away from her clit, and then reached between her legs. She raised one leg and took hold of Roman's cock, guiding him into her.  I knew Roman was inside my wife bareback – again – but no one talked about pulling out, not after what Mila just said.

Mila and Roman started to rock back and forth, slowly at first, and then with abandon. I played with myself as I watched them fuck. They didn't last long, and Roman shot his hot cum into Mila's pussy. I kissed my wife as she climaxed. As soon as he pulled out, I pushed into her. I was so worked up, I came after just a few strokes.
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WE WERE AT THE MARRIOTT next to the airport, a few weeks after getting back from our honeymoon. Luckily, Roman had not gotten Mila pregnant, although we were sweating bullets until she got her period.

Mila had gone on the pill as soon as we got home from our honeymoon, and this was the soonest we felt it would be safe for her to have sex with another man without the risk of pregnancy.

Since being with Roman on our wedding night, we had both decided that this was the life we wanted to lead, at least for now. Mila had found that she enjoyed the sexual excitement of being with other guys. For me, seeing my wife being seduced and then thoroughly fucked by other guys was my ultimate fantasy. We were both in a constant state of sexual excitement, and were anticipating a wonderful evening playing our game.  Playing it for real.

Mila was sitting at the bar. She looked incredible. In the crowd, I watched her twirl her blond hair, and play with the buttons on her dress. She smoothed her stockings, letting her dress slightly ride up so her stocking tops flashed every now and then, and dangled her heels from her toe.

At the moment, Mila was flirting with Dan, who looked to be a lawyer (I learned his name later). As they spoke, they touched each other. At first they touched the other's hand or arm, then sides and back, and then legs. Mila's touching was more subtle than Dan's, but her slight caresses seemed to encourage him, and he became bolder and bolder. His hands caressed her knees, then moved up her silky thighs until disappearing for a moment under her dress. Mila grabbed his hands as he explored under her dress, seeming to protest, but then let go and Dan continued his caresses under her skirt.

Dan whispered something in Mila's ear, and Mila said something back, nodding as she did so. Dan got up, and offered his hand to Mila. As Mila slid off her stool, her dress seemingly inadvertently rode up high, showing everyone in the bar the lacy tops of her stockings and garter straps.

With a hand on her back, Dan guided Mila out of the bar and into the hotel lobby. I knew they were going to an empty ballroom. This hotel had many, which is why we had picked it. It was hard for me not to follow, but according to our plan I waited in the bar, knowing that Mila would give me all the details later.

After about 30 minutes Mila returned to the bar. She was by herself. Her hair was a bit disheveled, as was her makeup. She seemed somewhat shaky on her heels as she walked. Even from across the room I could see runs in her stockings around her knees. I wondered if her stockings had laddered from kneeling on the floor to give Dan head.

Mila stayed in the bar only long enough to find me in the crowd.  She looked me in the eyes. She then left, and I followed her.
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WE WERE IN OUR HOTEL room, and Mila was telling me the story of her quickie with Dan. She was lying in our bed, her dress around her waist, playing with herself. She still had her stockings and heels on. I was completely dressed, but I had pulled my cock out and was playing with myself as she told me the story.

"Dan was all over me in the bar. He was touching me everywhere. It was so wicked with you watching, it made me more turned on. He reached up my skirt, and he got even more excited when he felt my stocking tops and realized I was wearing garters. He said he wanted me, and he took me to the ballroom on the mezzanine.”

“I can't tell you how exciting it was to know you were watching as we left the bar. That you knew that I was going with this stranger, and he was going to fuck me.”

“As soon as Dan closed the door he attacked me! He practically ripped off my dress and bra. He started sucking my nipples, and he put his fingers into me. It felt so good! He made me get on my knees and suck him. Then he pulled me up and pushed me over a table. He pulled my dress up and ripped off my panties. He fucked me from behind. Then he said he wanted to cum in my mouth. So, he pushed me back to my knees, and I sucked him until he came."

"Did you cum?" I asked.

She answered honestly. "No, it happened so fast." Seeing the disappointment in my face, she quickly added, "But it was exciting, and I had fun."

"Was he big, as big as Roman?"

"God no, not as big as Roman. I mean, Dan was big, but Roman is huge." She looked at the ceiling and said wistfully. "And Roman is so good. It's not just his big cock, it's his whole body, and he knows what to do with it."

Hearing this, I reached over and rolled Mila's nipples between my fingers. "I bet you wish you were with Roman tonight. That he bent you over the table and fucked you. Fantasize that it was Roman fucking you. Make yourself cum." Mila closed her eyes and rubbed her clit harder and faster. "How does it feel with Roman fucking you, with his big cock in you?"

Mila moaned. "So good, so good, oh yeah, yeah, so good, Roman fucks me so good." Her eyes were clenched closed as she neared her orgasm, as she fantasized about Roman fucking her. "Oh yeah yeah so good Oh god so good Oh god yes yes yes!" Mila's stockinged toes curled as she made herself cum.

I rolled on top of Mila and entered her. Even though Dan wasn't as big as Roman, Mila's pussy still felt stretched and loose. I was already so close to the edge from watching Mila getting picked-up at the bar, and hearing what Dan had done with her, that I was soon shooting my cum into her.

[image: ]

LONG AFTER MILA FELL asleep, I lay awake in the bed, trying to process what had just happened. Our lives were moving so fast. I was incredibly happy that Mila had taken this step towards being a hot wife. My fantasy had come true, and I didn't want to go back to a monogamous lifestyle. But what had just happened? Mila's appetite for sex suddenly seemed unbounded, she was insatiable. But it seemed like she wasn't satisfied with just any big cock, or just any anonymous lover. She wanted Roman!

As I lay in bed, I was trying to process my feelings about this. It was one thing for Mila to fuck around with faceless dicks. It was another for her to lust after someone we knew, someone she worked with, and someone I didn't like much. I knew the risks. Mila could develop romantic feelings for Roman. Where would that leave our relationship?

The jealousy and insecurity I was experiencing were intense, and left an aching feeling in me. But my cock was also rock hard. All of this was making me so hot! I didn't know why, but the possible emotional twist to this game was making it even more exciting for me. I knew I was risking losing my wife to another man, but I couldn't help it. I couldn't stop it. My lust was overwhelming, like a drug, controlling my actions. I stroked my hard-on, and I thought of Roman fucking my wife.
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THE NEXT WEEKEND, I said that maybe we should invite Roman over. Mila's eyes immediately sparkled.

"Are you sure?" she asked hesitantly. "Maybe we should keep this game to strangers. Don't you think it's dangerous to play with people we know?" There was an edge to her voice, and I sensed she wanted me to give her the okay to play with Roman.

So, I said, "Yeah, maybe, but we've already started playing with Roman, so I think it's okay. Besides, I'm sure Roman has been hitting on you at work."

Mila's cheeks flushed. She almost looked guilty. "Yeah, he has been pretty persistent." She paused. "If you really think it's okay..."

"Let's call him now," I said as I reached for Mila’s iPhone.  I handed the phone to her.  We grinned at each other like little kids about to do something bad.  Then she called Roman.
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ROMAN FUCKED MILA FOR hours, while I watched and played with myself. I lost count of the number of times he made Mila come. Afterwards, Mila was aglow from the fucking Roman had given her, and couldn't stop telling me how great Roman was, and thanking me for letting her meet up with him again.

For the next few weeks, we often played the game, but only with strangers. Mila enjoyed the experiences to varying degrees, but compared to Roman, they were disappointments. She actually started talking about stopping the game. She said how the game was just a phase in our lives, and maybe it was time to move on.

That was the last thing I wanted to hear. I said that maybe we should meet up with Roman again, since she seemed to enjoy it so much. She hesitated before replying, and then said, "I'm not sure it's a good idea for me to keep seeing Roman."

"Why? Has something happened at work?" I asked.

"No—it's because we know him, and..."

"But I thought we decided that Roman would be the one exception to the stranger rule."

"I know, I know, but I just think it's a bad idea," Mila insisted.

"But why?"

Mila's next words made my cock spring to life. "Because I'm afraid I might fall in love with him."

"But..."

"Just listen for a minute," Mila said softly, taking my hands into hers. "The experiences I have with Roman are so intense. There's so much pleasure. I'm afraid I can't keep having such intense experiences with Roman without developing feelings for him. I mean, I think about him all the time. All the time. It's starting to be I can only climax if I'm thinking about him fucking me.”

“Think about it—when we're having sex – you and me—I can't cum unless I'm thinking it's Roman that I'm with.  That’s wrong, right?  If I keep sleeping with him, I'm afraid my feelings for him might become emotional. I might fall in love with him. And then what would happen to us?"

The smart thing for me to have done at that point was to stop the game right then. Let it rest for a while. Then, in a few months, I could try to start it up again, with strangers. It would still be exciting, and there wouldn't be the risk that she would fall in love with Roman.

But her words were getting me so hot! It was the risk that made this game so deliriously thrilling. I was addicted to the risk, to the excitement. My lust wouldn't let me stop the game. In fact, I was determined to convince Mila to not only continue the game with Roman, but to expand it.

"Look, I think you're overreacting," I said. "I mean, sure, you might develop a crush on Roman, and that's normal, but that's a long way from love. A long, long, way.  You get so much pleasure from being with Roman, and I get so much pleasure from your pleasure, I think we shouldn't rush to stop something that we both enjoy so much."

"I don't know—I'm not sure,” Mila said.

"Just go on a date with Roman," I persisted. "Talk about it with him."

"A date? You mean just me and Roman, without you?" Mila had gone out on dates with other men since we started playing the game, but never with Roman.

"Sure, you've done it before with other guys. You know the thought of you dating guys turns me on. Go out with Roman, let him take you back to his place. If you decide to end it afterwards, at least we'll have this last memory."

Mila still looked uncertain. "I'm not sure—I feel like I'm at the edge of a cliff, about to fall over."

I was so excited by this conversation, but I tried not to show it. "It’s okay, Mila.  Let yourself be on the edge, at least this one last time." I reached into my briefcase and pulled out a small box. "Look, I bought this for you."

I handed it to Mila. It was a box of extra-large condoms. Mila hated being on the pill, because it always made her gain weight. She had gone off the pill a few weeks ago, and was back to using condoms. "These are the largest I could find. Hopefully they'll be big enough for Roman," I said smiling.

Mila took the box from me, and silently studied it. Finally, she looked up at me, and said "You really want this, don't you?"

"Yes. And I know you do, too. I know it. We both want this."

A few moments passed. I sensed that Mila was almost convinced. Finally, I took her hand. "Come on, let's go call Roman. Then I'll help you get ready for your date."
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MILA MADE IT HOME AROUND 2am. Roman had ravished her. We had wonderful sex as she told me in great detail everything Roman did to her.

After that evening, we stopped talking about ending the game, or going after strangers. We had reached an unspoken agreement. Mila played the game, but only with Roman. Roman was her boyfriend, and with my blessings he used her body whenever and however he wanted. In the process, Mila and I enjoyed the most exciting sex of our lives.

One evening I came home from work and I saw Mila looking into the mirror. She was playing with her hair. Mila was a natural blond, and her milky white complexion (as well as her neatly trimmed bush) proved it. I loved her blond hair. I loved leggy petite blondes, and Mila was all that.

"Hi honey, what're you doing?"

"Oh," Mila said, startled. "I didn't realize you were home."

"I just got here. What're you doing?" I repeated.

"Oh, nothing."

"No really, what are you doing?"

She hesitated. She ran her fingers through her long blond hair again. "I was thinking about something that Roman said the other day."

My dick stiffened. "What?"

"Well..."

"Come on, you can tell me."

Mila continued to hesitate. Finally, she said, "He said—Roman wondered what I would look like as a brunette, with short brown hair."

"What?" I said, surprised.

"You know, it's the look nowadays. Short dark hair, kind of page boy. I'd slicked back my hair with gel, and my bangs would kind of swoop over my forehead."

I was alarmed that Mila was talking like she had already decided to do it. "But I love your blond hair. And I like your hair long."

"I know, honey, I was just thinking about it. It was just something Roman said. He said he likes girls with short dark hair. He said I'm the first blonde he has ever dated."

My knees got weak as Mila said all this. The thought of my wife dating another guy turned me on so much.  And to change her appearance for him?  In a way opposite to what I liked?

God ... I felt like I was going to cum in my pants!

"You'd really have to cut off a lot of your hair," I said hesitantly.  Her hair reached halfway down her back.  She would have to hack off a lot of her beautiful blonde hair.  The prospect of that – hacking off the long hair I loved – it made me dizzy with lust!

"I know, but it would grow back. Do you think I should do it? It would be fun to have a new look, I've never been anything but blond."

My lust was so overwhelming. Thinking of Roman's increasing influence over the girl I loved made me lightheaded. This might not seem like a big deal, but in fact it was huge. Mila knew I loved blonds, that I had never even considered going out with anyone but a blond. She also knew I loved long hair. The fact that she was considering cutting and dying her hair because Roman wanted her to do it was incredibly – thrilling!

I managed not to choke out my next words. "Well, okay, I want you to do what you want to do. Do you want to do it?"

"Well, I guess I do," Mila said almost nonchalantly, like it didn’t matter either way to her, but it was obvious she was containing her excitement. "It might be fun, at least for a little while." She made it sound like this was something she wanted, but we both knew she was doing it because Roman wanted her to.

Mila didn't waste any time. The next day, she cut and dyed her hair. I didn't get to see it until late that evening, because she rushed off to show Roman. Roman loved her short dark hair. By the time I saw her, he had already fucked her silly.

When I finally saw Mila that evening, I saw that she had cut her hair really short, to a few inches above her shoulders. Instead of brown, she had dyed it jet black. When I mentioned that she had gone farther than we had discussed, she said that morning she talked with Roman and he convinced her that if she really wanted a new look she should go all the way.

As I stared at my wife's new look, she edged close to me and lightly stroked my cock through my pants. "Roman got so excited by my new look he threw me on the bed and practically raped me. He made me cum twice. Then he pulled me down on my knees and made me go down on him."

"See my stockings?" I looked down at my wife's legs. Her stockings were scuffed and laddered around her knees. "He was so rough, he made my stockings run." I groaned. The image of Mila on her knees, getting face fucked by Roman, turned me on so much!

Mila pulled my cock out of my pants and started to stroke me. "Roman is so incredibly big and hard. He pushed so deep down my throat, I gagged.  I could hardly breath. Then he started to twitch, and I knew he was about to cum.  He pulled out, and came all over my hair."

Mila stroked me harder and faster. "Then he told me to comb his cum through my hair, like gel, and I did." She brought her head close to mine, so I could smell Roman's sperm in her short black hair. "Do you like smelling that, honey, does it turn you on?" The smell and Mila's story sent me over the edge, and I answered my wife's question by cumming all over her blouse.
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A FEW WEEKS LATER
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ROMAN AND MILA WERE sitting across the table from me. We were seated at a dark corner booth in a restaurant. Roman's arm was around Mila, and he was lightly caressing her neck, and playing with her short dark hair. His hands lightly graze her breasts over her blouse. Mila extended her shapely leg until her stockinged foot rested in my lap, and rubbed my hard crotch.

Roman said something, and then Mila pulled her foot from my lap. Her hands went under the table and I saw her wiggle. Then, grinning at me, she brought her hand up and dropped a thin wisp of lacy fabric on the table. It was her panties. I picked them up and held them in my hand. They were soaking wet.

Roman's hand went under the table. Soon Mila's face flushed, and her breath quickened. Her nipples got rock hard under her tight blouse. I saw movement in Roman's arm. He was fingering my wife under the table.

Mila laid her foot back in my lap, not to rub me, but instead to open herself more fully to Roman's hands under the table. I lightly caressed my wife's stockinged foot, tracing my fingers along the soft seam running along her toes, and lightly caressing the bottom of her foot the way I knew she liked – not to tickle but in a sensual way. It wasn’t me turning her on though, it was Roman.

Soon Mila's body tensed, and her hands clutched the edge of the table. She clenched her eyes tightly closed. I felt her foot arch and her toes curl in my hands. Roman had just given Mila her first orgasm of the night.

After Mila's breathing returned to normal, Roman whispered into her ear. Mila hesitated, and then looked around the restaurant. She scanned the crowd, making sure no one was looking. Then, with a glance into my eyes, Mila slid under the table. Roman slid down his chair slightly, and I saw his body tense. Mila was giving him a blowjob under the table.

It took about 10 minutes for him to cum. The entire time, Roman looked right into my eyes, a smirk on his face. He looked amused, arrogant, and triumphant.  Like I said, we didn’t like each other, not really, and part of the reason he loved fucking Mila was because he was taking what was supposed to be exclusively mine.  Before long I watched his back arch, and I knew he was cumming in my Mila’s mouth.

Mila slid back into her seat with a giggle. She took her napkin and wiped a little cum from the corner of her mouth, and she gave me a look that said, “I can’t believe I just did that.” 

Mia reached for her water glass, but Roman stopped her, and whispered into her ear. Hesitantly, Mila slid over to me, and then kissed me. She pushed her tongue into my mouth.  I tasted Roman's cum as Mila's tongue explored my mouth.  She pulled her lips from mine, and when I didn’t complain, she gave Roman a knowing look, like this was something they had talked about doing.

Mila slid back to Roman, and he put his arm around her, like she belonged to him, like he was her man. It was a condom. I took it, and then hesitated. This was the game we were playing tonight. Roman had thought of it. It turned me on so much when Mila told me about it earlier that week. But now? I looked at Mila. She wasn't encouraging or discouraging me. But she did have a look of — anticipation? Excitement?

Could I really do this, right in front of my wife? It was so humiliating. Especially doing it in front of my wife and her lover. But the humiliation was so thrilling!

After making sure no one was looking, I opened the package and took out the condom. My hands went under the table, and I opened my fly. I pulled my cock out, and put the condom on. It wasn't hard to roll it down my hard shaft, since it was one of Roman's super large condoms. Then, while my wife and her lover watched, I beat off under the table. It only took a few strokes, and then I came into the condom. Roman laughed. Mila didn't laugh, but she had a slight smile on her pretty face.

This was our game that evening. Roman got to fuck my wife all night, while I was only allowed to cum in condoms, from playing with myself.

Roman got up and pulled Mila from the table. I watched them dance. Roman held Mila close. Not in an obscene flashy manner, but in an intimate familiar embrace. Roman lightly caressed Mila's back, from her shoulders to just above the rise of her ass.

After the dance, I watched Roman walk Mila over to the bar, and they sat close together and spoke cheek to cheek. Roman's hands softly caressed Mila's legs, and I watched as he nudged her short skirt upward, slightly revealing her lacy stocking tops to me, as well as everyone else in the restaurant. But while his touch was sensual and intimate, it was also loving.

Roman was having his way with my wife, both her body, and her heart. Roman was more than Mila's lover, he was her boyfriend, her significant other. And when Roman brought his lips to hers, and Mila raised her head and opened her lips, it was as if he was her husband, instead of me.

Watching them, I was intensely jealous and humiliated. And incredibly turned on. Watching Roman seduce my wife, and even more, watching him romance my wife, was so wickedly thrilling to me. I was already hard again.

Roman returned, with Mila on his arm. Smirking at me he said, "Quinn, do you know what I'm going to do now? I'm going to take your pretty wife out back, stand her up against the wall, and fuck her, and make her cum. I want you to stay here until we get back. Don't worry, we'll tell you all about it later."

Roman flipped another condom onto the table. "Now here's the thing. That's my last condom. You can take it, and beat off here at the table, thinking of all the nasty things I'm doing to Mila.   Or you can give it to me, and I'll use it when I'm fucking Mila. Your choice."

I hesitated just a moment. Up to that point, I'd always insisted that Roman wear a condom, or pull out before cumming. Only once or twice had he cum inside her, and that was only in the heat of passion. Now the game had come to this.  I could give myself an orgasm only if I let him shoot his fertile seed into my wife's unprotected womb.

I could stop the game, of course. I only had to say the word. But I was past the point of no return, and he knew that. And I could see in Mila's face that she was past the point of no return, too. She didn't care if Roman wore a condom or not. All she wanted was an orgasm on his huge cock.

I grabbed the condom and clutched it in my hand. Roman smirked again, and then led my wife away. I watched them disappear to the back of the restaurant.

With shaking hands, I ripped open the condom and took it out. I rolled it over my hard cock, and started to stroke, fantasizing about what Roman was doing to Mila.

I thought of Roman pulling Mila's dress up. Then he would grab one of her legs and wrap it around his back, opening her up for him. He would take her hand and push it down his pants. Mila would pull his hard cock from his pants, and stroke it, making it grow even harder and bigger. Roman would unbutton her blouse and roughly fondle her bra covered tits, and then pull down on the bra to expose her hard nipples. He'd suck Mila's nipples, sending waves of pleasure to her clit.

Not able to wait any longer, Mila would guide Roman's cock to her pussy, rubbing his fat cock head over her lips, saying urgently into his ear, "Fuck me, fuck me, oh please, fuck me." Roman would thrust deep inside her, and Mila's heel would dig into his back, urging him to fuck her faster, harder, deeper. Roman would savagely fuck her, and then as she neared orgasm, he would bring his hand down and tease her sensitive asshole to push her over the edge, her heels falling to the ground as her toe-curling climax rippled through her sexy, tight body.

As Roman neared his orgasm, he would bring Mila's other leg up around his back so her entire body was wrapped around him, her body impaled on his big cock. Then, with one last massive thrust, he would shoot his cum deep inside my wife, and then hold her close to keep his cum from escaping from her unprotected womb.

I came into the condom. But even as the pleasure flowed through me, a tear ran down my cheek.  Things were getting out of control.  I was afraid I was losing Mila to Roman.
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MILA AND I WERE LYING on our bed after returning home from the restaurant. She was naked, except for her stockings. I softly stroked her body. I drew circles on her breasts, then rubbed her nipples between my fingers. She sighed with pleasure. Then my hands went down, and I softly caressed her flat, taut stomach.

"Did he cum inside you?"

Mila smiled mischievously. "What do you think? He had me up against the wall. His cock was so deep inside of me, and it felt so good. It feels so much better when Roman doesn't use a condom, the sensations are so much better when his skin is bare against me, I can feel the big veins of his cock, rubbing against me, it feels so good."

Mila reached over and placed her hand around my hard cock. "What do you think?" she repeated. "Do you think Roman came in me?"

"I don't know," I managed to groan.

She continued to stroke me. "You're so hard. Are you hoping Roman came inside me? Is that why you kept the condom? Did you keep the condom so you could beat off? Or did you really keep it so Roman would have to cum inside of me?"

Mila pushed me onto my back, and then straddled me. She guided my cock into her, and started fucking me. "Is that what you want, Quinn?  You want Roman to cum inside me? Do you want Roman to get me pregnant? Do you? Does that turn you on, for another man to make your wife pregnant?”

Mila grabbed my hands and placed them on her flat tummy. "Is that what you want to see? You want my stomach to get big with another man's baby? How would that make you feel, if I was pregnant with another man's baby, with Roman's baby? Would that turn you on? Is that what you want, Quinn?"

It was too much for me to take. "Oh god, yes, that's what I want!" I shouted, thrusting into my wife's pussy. As I came I screamed, "I want Roman to cum inside you! I want him to make you pregnant!  Oh god that turns me on so much!"
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LATER, AS WE SPOONED in the dark, I asked again, "Did Roman really cum inside you?"

A few moments of silence passed. "No, I made him pulled out," Mila finally said in a soft voice. "But I wanted to let him cum inside me. Because, the risk of Roman getting me pregnant — him, not you — I knew that would turn you on so much. And because it turns you on, it turns me on, too.  And it feels good when he cums inside me.  Sometimes, when I feel his sperm hitting my walls, it makes me cum again.”

I rolled on top of Mila. I was hot again. "Next time," I grunted, as I pushed inside of her pussy with my hard cock, "Next time, I want you to let him shoot his cum inside of you!"
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AFTER THAT EVENING, my relationship with Mila started to change, at least the way she treated me. One day we were walking down the street, and she said, "See that man over there, the tall man with black hair? Do you think he has what I need?"

I looked questioningly at her. "You know what I mean," she continued. "A big one. A big cock. Yours doesn't do it for me anymore, now that I've had Roman."

Mila moved close to me and surreptitiously caressed my crotch. I was hard, excited by her words. "Roman was right," she said with a grin. "He told me you'd get excited if I said that."

"What else did Roman say?" I choked out, my growing excitement making me almost dizzy.

"He said you'd love it if I told you the truth, the whole thing. Would you?"

After I nodded my head, Mila leaned into me. She was still lightly stroking the tent in my pants, but no one could see because I was wearing a coat.

She said, "You haven't made me cum for a long time, Quinn. When you're inside me, I can barely feel you. All those times you thought you made me cum? I was only pretending. I faked it.  Your little dick is too small to make me cum.  Sorry, Quinn, but it’s the truth.”

I lurched suddenly and came in my pants. Mila giggled and stepped away from me, and I quickly closed my coat to cover the wet spot in my pants. "You better go to the bathroom and clean up," she said, smiling.

"I will, but — what you just said.  Are you teasing?  Or is it the truth?"

Mila gave me a gentle look.  She said, “It's the truth." After a moment's hesitation, she asked, "That turns you on, doesn't it?"

"Yeah," I admitted.

Mila shook her head at me and looked disappointed.  Her look made me feel very small.
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MILA WAS GETTING DRESSED for another date with Roman. She was so incredibly hot. Her beautiful face, her perky tits, her tight ass, her long shapely legs. I loved watching her get dressed, especially when she was getting ready for a date with Roman.

"What else does Roman tell you?" I asked, wanting to continue our conversation from earlier.

Mila was smoothing her stockings, adjusting the seam running down the back of her slender legs. She attached the stockings to the garter belt, and then said, "He said he can't believe you let other men fuck me."

She pulled the black stretchy mini-skirt up her legs and over her tight ass, and then stepped into high heels. "He said I'm the hottest girl he's ever met, and if I was his wife he wouldn't let another man get close to me, much less fuck me."

Mila put on the lacy demi bra, and then the sheer white blouse. She said, "He thinks you're a wimp." She stepped towards the door, but then turned and asked, with almost a harsh voice, "You think I’m hot, don't you?"

"Of course I do! You're the most beautiful, the sexiest girl I've ever met!"

Mila motioned to her body.  “This is yours.  I’m your wife.  My body is yours.  You can throw me on the bed and do whatever you want to me.  But you'd rather I go out with Roman and fuck him tonight, right?  Instead of staying home and making love to you, right?"

“Mila ...,” I sputtered.

“Quinn, it’s an easy question.  What do you want me to do?  Stay here with you?  Or go out with Roman?”

“Mila, it’s not an easy question,” I insisted.

Mila shook her head, and said, "You know what Quinn?  I’m starting to think you're a wimp too." Then she went downstairs to wait for Roman to pick her up for their date.
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MILA AND I WERE EATING breakfast. "Roman wants me to have my eyebrows darkened,” she abruptly announced.

"What?" I asked, not understanding.

"My eyebrows. He thinks they're too light to really look good with my dark hair. He wants me to darken them with permanent makeup. My eyebrows will look perfectly natural, they'll just be a lot darker. It's like getting a tattoo. It's permanent."

Mila looked intently at me. "It'll mean you'll never see me again with blond hair. I mean, I could let my hair go blond again, but it wouldn't look right with the dark eyebrows. So I wouldn't. If I do this, I'll always dye my hair black, forever. I'll never be a blonde again. Never."

Mila paused, and then continued. "He also wants me to stop wearing my wedding and engagement rings. He said he doesn't like them, because he doesn't want me to be thinking about you, at least as my husband. He wants me to sell my engagement ring to pay for the permanent makeup. He says I can have my wedding ring re-sized and wear it around my toe. He says then when I see it, I'll think about you as a cuckold."

"Roman says I shouldn't give you a choice about any of this. He said I should check to see if you're hard. If you're hard, it means you want me to do it, and if you're not, well — he said there’s no way you won’t be hard."

"So — are you hard, Quinn?" Mila asked as she looked at me.

After I didn't say anything, Mila reached under the table and placed her hand on my lap. I was rock hard.

Mila got up and took off her robe. She was completely nude. Her lithe body. So tight, so shapely. She looked incredible. She walked over to my side of the table and straddled my legs. She pulled my hard cock from my briefs. She rubbed it against her pussy lips but didn't put it inside her. "So, are you a cuckold?"

I grunted as I pushed up from the chair, trying to get my cock inside her.

But she wouldn't let me get inside her. "No, I want to hear you say it. Are you a cuckold?"

"Yes, yes, I'm a cuckold!" I screamed. God, I wanted to fuck her so bad!

But she didn't give me what I wanted. Instead, while stroking me, she leaned over and whispered into my ear, "Your little dick will never get inside me again. You'll never see me as a blonde again. And you'll never fuck me again."

I moaned and came all over Mila's stomach.
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MILA LEFT THAT AFTERNOON with Roman for a few days, and when she returned, she was a true brunette, with short black hair and matching black eyebrows. She had tanned herself too, so her skin was now a golden brown, instead of milky white. I later discovered Roman had made her dye her trimmed landing strip jet black. Even her manicured nails were a dark brown. She was no longer a blonde, not in any way.

As I looked at her, Mila said, "I used to be a blonde. I used to be yours. Now I'm Roman's. I hope you're happy."

Mila didn't say this with malice, but with regret. A tear ran down her face. She sobbed, "Quinn, I'm not sure where we are anymore — who we are." She slipped her foot out of her shoe and showed it to me. Her wedding ring was around her toe. Tears fell down her face, and she collapsed into the chair.  Sobbing, she said, "Are we still in love? Are we still married? I don't know."

My eyes were focused on the gold ring around her toe. Mila felt regret, and so did I. I had lost my wife, and her beautiful blond hair. But I had gained my ultimate fantasy, of being married to a hot wife, of being cuckolded by a chiseled stud with a huge hard cock.

Despite Mila's crying, I was incredibly aroused. I fell to my knees and took her foot in my hands, bringing it to my lips. I kissed her foot, and then licked her toes, bringing each one into my mouth, and lingering on the toe that wore the ring.

I pushed Mila's skirt up around her waist. She wasn't wearing any panties. I opened her legs, and she didn't resist. Her pussy was gaping open, and it was wet with cum.

Mila said, "Roman fucked me, in the car, before he dropped me off. I didn't make him use a condom, or pull out. I thought, why should I?  I belong to him now. I dress to turn him on, not you. I do my hair the way he likes it, not you. My body is his, not yours. So why shouldn't he cum in me?  Why shouldn’t he make me pregnant, if that’s what he wants?"

I took my hard cock out, and rubbed it against Mila's pretty foot, against the toe ring that used to be her wedding ring. Mila curled her toes, and wrapped them around my dick. As I masturbated against her soft foot, Mila unbuttoned her blouse. Her tits looked so good in her flimsy bra, but my eyes were focused on her flat stomach. She saw where I was looking, and she lightly caressed her tummy, tracing circles around her belly button. Would Roman's baby soon be growing inside her stomach? The thought sent me over the edge.  I pulled away from her foot, and shot my cum all over her toe ring.
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I WAS WATCHING THEM fuck. Mila was on top of Roman, her movements slow. I was in a chair next to the bed, slowly masturbating, watching my wife fuck her lover.  More than a lover.  Her boyfriend.

Roman cupped her tits and rubbed her nipples between his fingers. Mila moaned, her manicured fingers kneading Roman's sculptured chest. Roman lowered his hands, and he caressed Mila's flat stomach.

Roman taunted me. "Do you want me to make Mila pregnant, Quinn? I love fucking pregnant chicks. I'd fuck her more than I do now. Is that what you want? Do you?" My hand moved faster over my cock.

"Do you want my baby growing in Mila's stomach? Getting big and fat with my baby? Is that what you want? Do you want my baby sucking on these luscious tits? Is that what you want?"

"Yes!" I moaned. "Shoot your cum into her! Get her pregnant!"

Roman sneered, and Mila looked at me.  Disappointment and contempt were written over her pretty face.
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ONE YEAR LATER
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I WAS ON THE BED, BEATING off.  Mila was with Roman at his place. She seemed to be always with Roman nowadays, getting fucked. He had told the truth, he did love fucking pregnant girls, especially married pregnant girls.

We all knew it was Roman’s baby, because I hadn't been inside my wife's pussy for over a year. 

We already knew the baby was a boy.  Mia planned to name him Thomas.  Thomas was Roman’s middle name.  She did say the baby would have my last name.
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MIA LOOKED GOOD AS a short haired brunette.  She was wearing her makeup heavier nowadays, because that was how Roman liked it.  He had her on a healthy diet and a regular prenatal workout routine.  He wanted to keep Mia in shape so she would get her body back quickly after the baby was born.  Mia was okay with that, as she wanted to look pretty and sexy.  For Roman.

I wondered why Mia didn’t divorce me, since she clearly was Roman’s girl now. 

But, she said she still loved me.  And she knew Roman would eventually dump her and upgrade to a younger, prettier girl.  I assured Mia she would always be the prettiest girl in any room she was in.

Mia smiled and said, “That’s why I love you, Quinn.  You always say sweet things like that.  But I won’t always look like this.  Girls lose their looks, while men get more handsome with age.”

“So, I’m your backup plan for when Roman dumps you?” I asked.  There was bitterness in my voice. Although, I knew I had brought all of this onto myself.

“I’m just telling you the truth, Quinn,” Mila said.  “That’s what we promised each other, right?  To always tell each other the truth.”

I nodded to her.  Yes, we did promise each other that.

“I do love you, Quinn.  Maybe I’ll get tired of Roman before he gets tired of me.  And then I’ll be all yours again.”

Mila pulled me on top of her, and for the first time in over a year, she let me inside her.  We made love.  It was awkward with her baby bump, but we eventually got into a rhythm.

After we were done, we lay on our backs beside each other, breathing hard.  “Did you cum?” I asked her.

“No,” Mila said honestly.  With a grin, she joked, “That’s okay.  I get enough orgasms from Roman.”

I couldn’t help laughing.

We held hands as we looked up at the ceiling.  I was happy.  Mila loved me.  She wasn’t going to divorce me.

And when Roman dumped her – and I had no doubt he eventually would, because at his core he was an asshole – I would be there to console Mila, and help pick up the pieces.

And eventually, I would help Mila find a new boyfriend.  Because I liked seeing the girl I loved with other men.  And Mila needed other men to give her what I wasn’t able to give her.  She needed other men to make her cum and satisfy her sexual needs.  And seeing Mila getting fucked by other men was a dream come true for me.  It’s what I wanted.

So, I guess I got what I wanted.  It was a strange life.  But I wouldn’t trade it for anything.
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