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Rishi and Priya had been married for six weeks and it still felt like they were on Honeymoon. Unlike some other couples they knew, they were just as happy as they looked in their pictures. Since their wedding, they had decorated their house just the way they wanted it and they felt like a true husband and wife. None of the shine had gone from their marriage, every day was filled with laughter and love. Neither of them thought that things could get any better. Little did they know, there was an even greater happiness ahead of them.

It is always hard to pinpoint the exact moment that a story begins. We could start with Priya, a traditional Indian girl from a traditional Indian family. She had been raised with strict values and gone to an all-girls’ boarding school that had enforced the lessons of her family. When she came to America for university, she was, in many ways, a sheltered and unworldly young woman. She had seldom spent time around boys. When she had met Rishi and fallen in love with him, he had opened her eyes to a different way of life and aspects of her character that had always been dormant. Rishi, with his understanding of a more liberal culture, had let her understand that she was a beautiful woman and that it was a wonderful thing if she dressed in a way that accentuated her beauty. At first, Priya had simply been delighted to develop her wardrobe and tastes in fashion. Then she had been even more delighted as she saw the effect of her beauty on Rishi. It was the look of love in his eyes that taught her there was nothing wrong with being sexy. At first just the thought of dressing sexily was shocking to her, but she soon grew to understand that she was a beautiful, arousing woman. Seeing the admiration, love and excitement in Rishi's eyes gave her a confidence she had not known she had been lacking. When she looked in a mirror, she saw an ordinary Indian girl, shy and, perhaps, a little bookish. When she looked in the mirror of Rishi's eyes, she saw a smart, sensual and sexy woman. She remembered one evening with Rishi when a man had stared at her as they walked by. When they were far away from him, she had asked Rishi why he thought that the man had been staring. He had whispered into her ear, “Because you're the sexiest woman he has seen all night, silly!” Then he had kissed her cheek, so in love and so proud of his gorgeous girlfriend.

Now that gorgeous girlfriend was his gorgeous wife. We could, of course, start the story with Rishi. He was a good-looking young man with a charming smile and a sharp mind. He had fallen madly in love with Priya and sometimes could not believe his good fortune that she loved him too. Although he was smart and attractive, he sometimes felt that Priya could have any man she chose. To him, Priya was not just a pretty girl, she was a movie star, a model, a goddess. He knew that men looked at her with lust in their eyes and it made him proud. The woman they wanted was the woman that loved him. Sometimes he wished that they lived in a world where Priya could have her pick of the men that wanted her, letting them worship her for a while. He would never share her freely, she was too precious for that. No, if Priya were to be with another man, that would always be the lady's choice. This was not something he had ever spoken aloud, of course. He was sure that Priya would not understand why he could imagine her with another man. It would be impossible, he thought, to explain to her that seeing her worshipped in the way that she deserved would be a pleasure to him. Such dreams hardly mattered, though. They were young and in love. Silly ideas about Priya enjoying her confident sexuality to its fullest could stay in the realms of fantasy.

The third place that we could start our story is with Tyrone. He was a friend of Rishi's from childhood. Tyrone had always been Rishi's most athletic friend. What had always surprised Rishi about Tyrone was that the guy was not an arrogant asshole. Most men with Tyrone's handsome face, flawless black skin and lean body would be unpleasant and egotistical. Tyrone was confident, but never brash. He was charismatic and he was a natural leader, but he was also a loyal friend to Rishi. At college, Tyrone had become a star athlete. College had given Tyrone even more confidence and now he was a young man with a star quality. When people met Tyrone, they had the feeling that he could be a successful politician one day, he had a powerful personal magnetism.

Any of these three characters could be the start of the story. We shall start, though, with the simple coincidence that brought them all together.

One day Tyrone called Rishi with some great news. “Hey man, you're not going to believe this!” said the deep voice that had become even richer since they last spoke.

“What's the news?” asked Rishi. He smiled across the living room at Priya and said, “It's Tyrone, sweetie. He says he has good news.”

Priya smiled. She remembered Tyrone from the very few occasions that they had met. Tyrone was tall, athletic and had a dazzling smile that made him unforgettable.

“I just got a job and it's two blocks from your house!” said Tyrone, his voice brimming with genuine happiness. “We can hang out after work!”

Rishi bellowed, “Yes! Great news, man! Priya, sweetie! Tyrone has a job and it's two blocks from here!”

“Oh congratulations!” Priya called, hoping that Tyrone could hear her voice.

“Is that Priya?” Tyrone said. “Tell her I'm gonna be coming over to flirt with the most beautiful wife in the world, ok?”

Rishi laughed and said, “He says he's going to come over to flirt with, and I quote... the most beautiful wife in the world!”

Priya laughed shyly and waved her hand dismissively. She liked what she heard, but she did not think Tyrone was being sincere. He was just a charming guy.

“Now I just need to find a place,” said Tyrone, his joy dimming. “I've been looking online, but I've gotta decide fast. I don't want to pick the wrong place and get tied into some lame contract on an apartment that I don't like. It's a nightmare, man.”

“What are you talking about?” laughed Rishi. “We have a spare room. Come stay with us. You can go apartment hunting and make sure you pick the right place. You can't choose somewhere to live without seeing what options you have, that's crazy.”

Tyrone hesitated. “That's generous, buddy, I really appreciate you for saying that... but I can't move in with you newly-weds! I don't wanna cramp your style, you know? You don't need me hanging at your place, ruining your date nights and flirting like crazy with your hot wife!” he said, laughing warmly, truly grateful for his friend's generosity.

“Don't be crazy,” said Rishi. “Priya, do you think Tyrone should come here until he finds an apartment?”

Priya nodded eagerly. She agreed with Rishi that it would be insane for Tyrone to find an apartment without seeing it. There was also a small, secret part of her that relished the idea of handsome, flirtatious Tyrone spending time at their house. She knew that she would wake up in the morning and Tyrone would be there at breakfast. When she went to bed at night, Tyrone would be only yards away, getting ready for bed. She could hardly admit it to herself, but the idea excited her enormously.

“She's nodding!” Rishi said with a laugh. “See, man, you have to come stay with us for a while? Deal?”

Tyrone gave a deep, friendly chuckle. “If you insist. You a good friend, you know? Just hope you don't mind me checking out your beautiful wife all the time!” he said.

Rishi imagined how it would feel to have his hot, handsome friend admiring Priya. It was exciting. Priya was his wife and he wanted to show her off. More than that, he wanted her to enjoy showing off. Maybe having Tyrone around would bring out Priya's wilder side. He could dream.

It was as simple as that. They all agreed that it would be a fun way to live. Rishi was pleased that it had not been just his idea. Priya was eager. It was her choice too. Tyrone, for his part, felt honoured to have a friend as good as Rishi. He also felt pretty pleased that he would get to be around Priya. There would be ample opportunities to get a good look at the gorgeous, curvaceous Indian girl. There might even be opportunities to have just a little feel of that great body, as long as he did not cross too many lines.

When Tyrone moved in, it was just Rishi at home. They got all the worst of the work done before Priya got back. They wanted all the mess gone and Tyrone to be installed in the house like he had always been there. When she returned, she found her smiling husband and his handsome friend sprawled in the living room and looking exhausted from a day of moving boxes. “You guys look so tired!” she said sympathetically. “Let me get you something to eat!” There was a traditional part of her that loved to feed her husband and any guests.

Tyrone grinned. “Priya, you are an angel, you know? After a hard, hard day of work, a man loves to have a beautiful wife make him dinner, even if that beautiful wife is married to someone else!” he said, making no attempt to disguise his gaze as it roved over Priya's blouse, taking in the shape of her breasts.

Rishi grinned, seeing his friend admiring the view. “We're lucky men, Tyrone,” he said, likewise admiring his beautiful wife.

That had made Priya scurry shyly away with a girlish giggle. It was easy to embarrass her, but she loved the attention from men, especially men as hot as Tyrone.

When Priya had spent her time working hard in the kitchen, she came through with dish after dish of food for them. The guys praised her cooking endlessly and eventually managed to get her to sit on the couch and actually eat with them. Tyrone and Priya were on the couch and Rishi sat in an armchair, enjoying the chance to see his shy wife drawing Tyrone's gaze.

“Damn, I think I moved into heaven,” said Tyrone, putting down his plate. “The food is amazing and the hostess is the hottest girl that I've ever shared a couch with. Rishi, my man, you are gonna have to watch me like a hawk in this house! I'm gonna eat all the food and I'm gonna flirt with your lady every time I get the chance!” He was so open about his intentions that it was impossible to be angry with him.

“As long as you make my lady smile, you flirt, buddy,” said Rishi. He found that there was a weird burning in his chest and face that was somewhere between embarrassment, jealousy and excitement. It made him proud that his wife was so beautiful that Tyrone was always staring. It also gave him a bizarre thrill to imagine Tyrone pushing things further than flirting. He would not want Priya to be upset, but if Tyrone were to slap her ass or kiss her cheek, Rishi knew that would drive him wild. If Priya smiled about it, the excitement would be tripled.

Priya said nothing, though she kept glancing at Tyrone, her eyelashes fluttering as she gazed shyly at the sexy man sitting next to her. At one point, Rishi noticed her gaze drop down to Tyrone's sweatpants where there was a suggestive bulge. The bulge was long, thick and looked heavy. Rishi knew that despite her sheltered upbringing, Priya had to be imagining Tyrone naked. Perhaps she was even imagining what that huge bulge looked like when it was aroused.

“I think there's a little smile hiding there,” said Tyrone, moving Priya's hair away from her face as she turned away, giggling. “Yeah, I thought so! Anyhow, I better get a shower. I've worked hard, I've eaten well and soon I'm gonna be passed out and asleep. I'll leave you two honeymooners alone for a while. Try not to make too much noise, I'll be jealous,” he said, standing up and stretching his muscular arms, his broad shoulders flexing.

Priya watched dreamily as Tyrone left the room.

Rishi grinned at his wife. “So I think you're glad that he's staying for a while,” he said with a naughty wink.

Priya gasped and giggled. “Oh, I just think he's a nice guy,” she said, starting to clear the meal, looking flustered.

“You think he's a hot guy, you mean,” Rishi said with a warm chuckle. The idea provoked excitement and jealousy in him, a combination that he found thrilling.

“Oh, you know I don't think like that!” protested Priya, looking awkward. “You're my husband and I love you!”

“I know,” said Rishi, giving her a confident grin. “I know you're mine. That's why I don't mind him flirting or you checking his bulge. Yeah, I noticed!” Her gasp of shock at the comment just made him laugh. “It's ok, sweetie! Honestly, I like it. Can I tell you something shocking? It turns me on that he flirts. It turns me on even more that you like it!”

“Shh!” said Priya, laughing with shock. “He might hear you! Stop all this nonsense and help me clear these plates.”

Rishi followed her into the kitchen and helped her to clean up. Once they were done, he grabbed her firmly and pulled her to him, kissing her with all the passion of their newly married love. At first, she giggled and protested, feeling that it was not appropriate to be so passionate with Tyrone in the house somewhere. Soon, though, she submitted to Rishi's warm, sensual kissing and the tender touch of his loving hands as they ran over her curves. He kissed her neck and then whispered in her ear, “It turns me on the way you look at Tyrone. You should flirt with him more. It makes me want you so much. Let me finish up here. You get to bed and get ready for me. I'm going to make love to you.”

She gasped in shock and whispered, “You don't mean it! With Tyrone so close. He might hear us!”

“Let him listen. He'll love hearing you moan,” he whispered back, excited by the trembling in her body when he made such a naughty suggestion.

Feeling that she should obey her husband and also excited by his wicked suggestion, she hurried out of the kitchen and scampered up the stairs, her heart fluttering. Just as she was crossing from the stairs to the bedroom, Tyrone stepped out of the bathroom. He was wearing a towel and nothing else. He stopped and smiled at her, leaning in the doorway as composed and calm as a man in his own home. His dark skin was still beaded with water, his muscular torso glistening. Beneath the towel, the bulge of his huge dick was visible.

Priya froze and gasped, her heart leaping in her chest, her breasts rising and falling in time with her heavy breathing.

“You in a hurry to get to bed?” Tyrone asked, looking her up and down, smirking at the fear and excitement in her face.

“Um,” was all that she could manage to say.

“Don't mind me, I promise to go straight to sleep. You guys have fun. I'll be thinking of you,” he said, giving her a flirtatious wink. Then he gave one last, lingering glance that took in her whole body. He nodded his appreciation and then turned away, heading to the guest room.

Priya darted to her room and closed the door behind her, breathing hard and leaning against the wall. Standing there with Tyrone so close to naked had nearly made her faint. She knew a wife should not feel this way. Rishi was her husband and she had to be loyal. She ought not be fantasizing about a tall, athletic black man with a giant bulge under his towel. Priya swallowed, trying to calm her nerves. She quickly got herself ready for bed, changing into a flimsy nightdress that always sent Rishi wild with desire. Then she slid into bed and lowered the lights, waiting for her husband. She tried not to imagine how it would be if Tyrone stepped through the door instead.

Eventually, she heard Rishi's footsteps on the stairs. He stepped through the door and she felt just a tiny moment of disappointment that Tyrone was not with him. That was a silly fantasy of course, she could not cheat on her husband, nor would she contemplate a threesome. Those thoughts were madness.

Smiling, his eyes locked with Priya's, Rishi undressed quickly and wordlessly. When he was naked, she could see that he was already hard for her. There would be no foreplay needed for Rishi. He climbed quickly into bed and began to kiss her, his hands roving wildly over her body. He did not hold back from touching between her legs and, to his delight, he found that she was hot and wet for him. “So excited, baby?” he whispered. “Is it because you're thinking of Tyrone?”

Her eyes widened in shock and she opened her mouth to say 'no', but she hesitated. How had he read her mind? “No,” she finally whispered, looking embarrassed.

“Liar,” whispered Rishi, climbing onto her and quickly spreading her legs. He would not be slow and sensual tonight. He needed her. He rubbed his cock up and down her wet lips, teasing her just a little. “Admit you wish this was his huge dick about to slip into you!” his hissed into her ear.

“Rishi!” she gasped in amazement. It was so lewd and shocking to hear this from her husband. He often teased her with naughty fantasies, but this was wild, even for him. “You're so bad!” she added, her legs opening instinctively as she thought of Tyrone's thick, meaty black cock.

“Oh, I know I'm bad. I would love to see his big, thick, black dick doing... this!” his whispered, pushing his length into her.

She moaned and covered her mouth, not wanting to make too much noise. She thought of Tyrone's chiselled body, his dark, glistening skin and that giant bulge. It made her even wetter.

“Admit it. You want him. He makes you wet. You love the way he flirts. Think of that big dick taking you right now. Admit you like it,” babbled Rishi, starting to fuck her firmly and unashamedly. He did not care if Tyrone could hear them.

“Rishi, shhh!” she hissed, her hands clutching his back, wondering how the strong back of Tyrone would feel under her fingertips.

“You should flirt with him more. Maybe he would let you see what he keeps in his pants,” he said. At those words, she gasped and he felt her body tense with excitement. “You do like it. I can feel it. Think of it, baby. Think of taking Tyrone's huge dick! That's it. That's right! Flirt with him. Flirt with him and dress so he can see your sexy body. I mean it, baby, it turns me on. I don't care how far you want to go, I love it!”

She looked at him with nervous, aroused eyes. “You... you really love this? You like to talk like this and have me think of... him?” she asked, afraid that he would suddenly yell that she was a whore.

“I love it! Now tell me you want him inside you!” Rishi groaned into her ear.

She moaned at the thought. It was so beautiful to imagine, but so hard to say. “I... I want him... inside... me!” she finally managed to blurt out.

It was too much for Rishi. He arched his back, driving his cock as deep as it would go, knowing that Tyrone could do so much more. His cock throbbed with intense pleasure, shooting his hot seed into his ecstatic wife.

As her husband came, Priya pictured Tyrone. He was longer, thicker and more powerful. When he came, she knew it would feel unlike anything she had ever known. To her great surprise, just the thought of that brought her to climax and she had to clamp her hand over her mouth to keep herself from shouting out Tyrone's name. As her insides moved wildly, she imagined the satisfaction that they would feel wrapped around Tyrone's enormous manhood as it unleashed a torrent of seed into her.

When both of them were exhausted from their orgasms, they lay happily in each other's arms, smiling at the intensity of their pleasure. Priya was shocked at herself and a little embarrassed, but she could not keep the smile from her face. Just the thought of Tyrone's beautiful black cock had made her feel more of a woman. Rishi loved that his wife had cum so hard at his prompting. Those forbidden thoughts of sex with a hot black guy had clearly touched something in Priya's mind and body.

“Flirt with him tomorrow,” whispered Rishi. “I don't care how far it goes. I like it. I want you to be happy.”

Priya giggled and shook her head. “You're so silly,” she said, wondering why her husband would keep up this game even after they had both climaxed. “It's a fun fantasy, but you're my husband. I mustn't go too far.”

“You can go as far as you want. You're my wife and your happiness is my happiness,” Rishi whispered, kissing her tenderly.

They both fell asleep and into dreams of delicious infidelity, both of them yearning for something forbidden to happen.

The next day, Priya felt ashamed of her lewdness. A wife should not be climaxing to thoughts of another man, she knew that. Nevertheless, as she showered, she could not help but imagine Tyrone in his towel, his lean frame full of masculine power. When she dressed, she chose a blouse that could be open all the way to her cleavage without looking too crass. There was no harm in wearing a nice bra underneath it. It was a warm day, so one of her shorter skirts was the perfect accompaniment to the blouse. Perhaps the outfit was a little more revealing than it needed to be, but Rishi was always telling her to dress to impress. He had insisted that she was a beautiful, sexy woman and he liked men to look at her. There was no harm in making her husband happy.

When Rishi came out of the bathroom and saw his wife, his heart twisted in his chest. She was so sexy today! He knew in his soul that she had made this extra effort for Tyrone. It was the obvious explanation. He had encouraged her to flirt and she was not going to be too shy to follow his suggestion.

Tyrone came down to breakfast a little after his friends. He was wearing only sweatpants, his chiselled torso on display. He was intending to do some light exercise after breakfast and there was no point in wearing much, not a warm day like this. “What a beautiful sight to wake up to!” he said, admiring Priya with wide, appreciative eyes. “Rishi, my man, thanks to you and your wife, I'm going to be very happy living here. Be careful, I might never move out!” he said, sitting at the table with them and laughing warmly.

“Maybe we don't want you to move out,” said Priya, smiling flirtatiously and then giggling like a nervous schoolgirl. She looked to her husband but saw only approval in his eyes.

Rishi had never been prouder of Priya. She was discovering the joy of being a sexy woman and the delight that came from flirting. He noticed the way her eyes lingered on Tyrone's defined abdomen and then drifted down to his sweatpants and the monster that slept there.

“Priya, I will stay just as long as you want me! I'm a gentleman and what the lady wants, the lady gets,” said Tyrone, fixing Priya with a stare that spoke of things that his words only hinted at.

“What's the plan today?” asked Rishi, looking between his wife and his friend. “I have to go into the office, sadly.”

“I'm working from home,” said Priya, sipping her coffee and glancing shyly at Tyrone.

“My job doesn't start for a couple of weeks, so I'll work out, then hit the shower, then go looking at apartments. Don't worry, Priya, I promise not to disturb you at work,” Tyrone said, pouring himself a glass of orange juice.

“It will be nice to have company,” said Priya. “I'll work, you work out.”

“Don't get too distracted, baby,” said Rishi, smirking at the thought of his wife watching Tyrone doing push ups in the living room. “I don't think you'll get any work done if you're just watching our house guest building up those muscles.”

Tyrone laughed and flexed his biceps in a joking display of his masculinity. “What you think, Priya? Would they keep you from work?” he asked.

Priya giggled and said, “I missed what you said there... I was too distracted.”

They all laughed. None of them could ignore the chemistry and tension that was building. Tyrone was clearly into Priya and she could not disguise her attraction to him. Rishi, for his part, was equally excited and jealous, thinking of what might occur in his home when he left for work.

The rest of breakfast passed normally enough. They chatted about work and their plans. Throughout their conversations, though, none of them could ignore what was growing between them. Priya could not stop glancing at Tyrone and then looking away shyly when he caught her eye. Tyrone made no effort to hide his stares at Priya's breasts and her generous display of cleavage. Rishi could not stop looking between the two of them as his wild imagination supplied him with ever more extreme images of the two kissing, touching, fucking with animalistic passion.

When Rishi left for work, he kissed Priya and whispered, “Have fun. I mean it.”

Her reply was an embarrassed laugh and the words, “I love you.”

Once Rishi was gone, Tyrone helped Priya to clear the table. At one point, while edging past her, his huge, meaty cock brushed against her backside and she froze. She could feel the weight of it as it edged between her buttocks, just for a moment, as Tyrone moved behind her. “Tight squeeze,” he laughed. Then he was gone. It had been a brief contact, but Priya knew that she was already wet for him. Her legs felt weak and she handled the plates clumsily as she took them to the kitchen. Tyrone, though, seemed as calm and confident as ever. He made no attempt to push things further, he just smiled, knowing full well what he had done, perhaps even knowing the effect that it had had on Priya's mind and body.

Priya went off to work in private. She could not trust herself around Tyrone. If she saw him working out, his body sweating, she did not know what would happen to her. Would she faint? Would she tear open her blouse and offer herself to him? She had no idea. He was driving her crazy, turning her into someone that she would never have imagined herself being.

Tyrone took over the living room, putting on music and lifting his weights. He wanted to be a good friend to Rishi, but he could not deny that Priya was an incredibly hot woman. Tyrone told himself that he really ought to set some boundaries in his mind. It was ok to flirt, the couple seemed fine with that. It was not really all that bad to brush against her. He loved the way she froze, all excited and nervous. She had to be imagining how good it would feel to do more than just brush against it. Imagine, though, was all either of them should do. Much as it would be awesome to fuck Priya until she could not walk straight, it was not right to get in the way of a marriage. Tyrone just wished that he trusted himself. When he got horny, his morals sometimes evaporated. It was hard knowing that women wanted him and, most of the time, he could have them. He focussed on his work out. He was going to be a good guy. He promised himself that. He tried not to think about all the times he had broken promises.

The time came for Priya to have a break from her work. At this hour she liked to refresh her brain with coffee or tea and a brief look at her social media. She would have to go downstairs. If Tyrone had finished, that would be great. If he had not finished, she might refresh her brain with a brief look at Tyrone. She gasped, shocked at her own thoughts. She was being so bad today! Still, her husband had said that he liked her doing this. Perhaps she ought to flirt more. If her husband wanted that, who was she to deny him? Feeling excited, she hurried downstairs, happy to see that Tyrone was still working out, his body glistening with sweat.

“I'm going to make some tea,” she said. “Can I get you a drink? We have cold drinks too?” She thought that her voice sounded silly. She was like a little girl, eager to please a favourite uncle.

Tyrone turned and grinned at her. His bulge looked like it had grown. Maybe it was only Priya's interest in it that was growing. “I already have a drink, but I'm glad to have company,” he said. “I'm nearly done here, so I'll come talk to you while you make your tea.”

Priya almost ran to the kitchen. She felt so nervous. Tyrone was going to come and talk to her. They would be alone together. She would be staring at his half-naked body, almost able to feel the warmth coming from him after all that exercise. She was sure that he still had plenty of energy. If he chose to do something ungentlemanly, she would not be able to fight him off. If she were honest with herself, she would not want to. She breathed heavily, making her tea with shivering hands.

Tyrone came into the kitchen, carrying his flask of protein shake. He grinned at Priya. “Gotta drink this protein stuff. Have to keep healthy. Always good to get as much protein as you can,” he said, letting the lewd innuendo hang in the air.

“You look very... healthy,” Priya said. Her heart felt like it might hammer out through her ribs. There was an ache in her chest and another, more powerful, yearning pain in her abdomen. She wanted him inside her.

“Look pretty good yourself,” he said, putting down his drink and taking a step closer to her. He towered over her, looking down with a confident, flirtatious smile.

Priya leaned back against the counter and stared up at Tyrone. She could feel a tightness in her chest and a tightness elsewhere too. She did not want to be the sort of woman that cheated on her husband. Nevertheless, she wanted Tyrone to touch her. She wanted his hands, his mouth, his body. If Tyrone took advantage of her, she would not have to feel guilty. If it were him that took her roughly and stripped her, she could protest weakly and never have to feel guilty. She wanted to be ravished, that way she would not have to feel guilty. She could feel his strength controlling her, his power inside her, and she would never need to feel ashamed, it would all be the fault of Tyrone. She looked up with wide eyes, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed heavily.

His cock twitching in his sweatpants, Tyrone looked at the nervous goddess cowering in front of him. She was so perfect that he ached for her. He wanted to show that body the pleasure that it could experience. He was not a brute, though. He would never take something that was not offered freely. Even though Priya had flirted and stared, she was married to his friend. She was a good girl. Tyrone reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “It's gonna be hard living with a woman as beautiful as you and keeping my uh... honour as a gentleman,” he said, chuckling softly.

“I know you're a gentleman,” Priya whispered, shivering as his fingertips brushed her cheek.

“If you ever want me to stop being a gentleman, you just give me the word, k?” he said, keeping his deep voice soft and gentle. He watched her face. He was certain that she wanted him. She could not say it aloud, though. She wanted to be a good wife. He could respect that.

Priya was desperate to speak. She wanted to tell him to grab her right here. All she could do was smile shyly.

Tyrone decided to break the spell. “I better go shower,” he said, sighing deeply. His cock was approaching semi-hard and its growth was perfectly visible. He was not ashamed of her seeing it. He turned and walked out of the kitchen, proud of himself for keeping his self-control.

Priya panted for breath, hurrying to make her tea. She had come so close to being a bad, bad wife. She made her tea, her back to the door. She did not hear Tyrone come back in.

He had come to collect his protein shake. He walked up behind Priya and took hold of his drink. There was no need for him to stand so close to her. There was certainly no need for him to let his huge cock press warmly against her. “Just getting my drink,” he said gently.

Priya gasped, but she said nothing. She could feel the weight and warmth of it against her. It gave a soft twitch and she suppressed a moan.

“You only have to say you want it,” Tyrone whispered.

It was agony for Priya. She wanted it desperately, but her upbringing and her culture had made her unable to speak. She just shut her eyes and hoped that Tyrone would be able to read her mind.

“If you change your mind, you know where to find me,” he said. He stepped back, gave her ass a firm, though brief, squeeze and then walked away.

Priya stood completely still until she heard him go upstairs and shower. Then she took her tea to her bedroom and collapsed onto the bed, covering her face with her hands. She felt that she had already gone too far. She was a bad wife. That could never happen again. She would stay away from Tyrone. She listened intently as he finished his shower, dressed and left the house. When he was gone, she could breathe freely again. It was as though some terrible fire had been put out and she felt cool and calm. It had been stupid to feel so oppressed. She told herself that she had a silly crush on Tyrone, nothing more. It would pass. Tyrone would find a place and that would be that. She would not end up cheating on Rishi.

Tyrone did not come back all day and Priya lost herself in her work. Sometimes images of his body drifted through her mind and sometimes she remembered that enormous thing against her backside, but she pushed the thoughts away. She did her best to think of Rishi and how he would kiss her when he got home. His passion for her would probably be increased if she told him how Tyrone had flirted with her. That made her smile. She could benefit from being a bad wife. She could tell Rishi how naughty she had been and he would make love to her. There was nothing wrong with that. They would both be happy.

It was nearly dinner time when Rishi got home. Tyrone still was not back and Priya had begun to worry that he would not return. Perhaps the sexual tension had been too much and he was now staying at some hotel.

“Hey honey, hey Tyrone, what's going on?” Rishi called as he came in.

Priya bounded down the stairs, feeling a wave of hot guilt rush through her as she saw her husband. “Hello sweetie,” she said, running to greet him with a kiss.

He returned her kiss and smiled at her. “You seem lively. Is Tyrone here?” Rishi asked. He was convinced that the two of them would have been in each other's arms all day. It had been difficult to work with his intrusive thoughts of that powerful black cock stretching his wife's tight pussy.

Priya shook her head sadly and said, “He went out this morning and hasn't been back.”

“Oh you miss him?” teased Rishi, tickling her a little.

Priya bit her bottom lip and looked anxious. “I like him, but he's very flirtatious,” she said softly, wanting to gauge her husband's reaction.

A fire kindled in Rishi's heart. The thought that Tyrone had flirted with his wife alone in the house was a powerful aphrodisiac. “Oh, is he? What happened? Tell me everything,” said Rishi, gripping her tightly to him, his cock twitching in his pants.

She told him everything. How she had felt, how Tyrone had acted. As she spoke, she expected her husband to look worried or hurt. He only looked excited. She could tell from the growing hardness in his pants that he was not just excited mentally. The idea of Tyrone and her was, for some reason, a source of powerful arousal to Rishi.

“Don't look so guilty, baby. I'm not kidding, I love that he flirts with you. You should flirt back. Just be honest with me for a second... if I said that you could do anything you wanted with him, anything at all, would you want him to fuck you?” Rishi asked, holding her tight against him so that she could feel his bulge pressing fiercely against her.

She did not know what to say. A good wife would never admit to her secret desires. “I... I only want to be a good wife, Rishi!” she whimpered, overwhelmed by her lusts and her husband's strange fantasy.

“You can be a good wife and be a hot wife,” said Rishi with a chuckle. “Look at it this way: I'm your husband and I like to make you happy, I like to give you pleasure. If being with Tyrone would give you pleasure, why is it so wrong? It would make you happy, it would make him happy and it would make me happy. What is wrong with that?”

Priya gaped, her face full of confusion. “But that is just so... surely that can't be right for a wife!” she said, wondering if this were all some joke.

“Don't be so traditional,” said Rishi, kissing her cheek and then her neck. “Just be honest with me. I'm your husband and I'm being honest with you. I would love to see you with Tyrone. I don't want to force you, though. Tell me the truth, the truth you hide deep inside. Would you like to be with him, with me watching?”

Priya stiffened in shock. It was such a lewd suggestion, she could not believe that her husband would say such a thing to her. However, she could not deny the way it thrilled her. Her mind filled with images of Tyrone using her, his strong body in complete control. To her shame, she felt herself getting hot and wet just from the thought. “It's a sexy fantasy. We couldn't do it for real, though,” she said. Her voice sounded questioning. She was not really making a statement. She was asking a question.

Rishi's eyes were sparkling with excitement and he smiled at his wife. “Let's find out tonight. When Tyrone gets home, flirt even more. Let's see where this goes,” he said, his hands roaming his wife's body as he rubbed excitedly against her.

“Oh Rishi, you're so bad!” she said with a giggle.

“And you're so sexy,” he said, kissing her again. “Now, let me get changed while you make dinner. Tyrone sent me a text earlier, he said he was coming back to eat with us. Maybe he'll be eating more than just dinner.” He gave her a flirtatious wink and went upstairs to change.

Trembling with anxiety and excitement, Priya hurried to the kitchen and began to prepare dinner. It was hard to do anything with her head so filled with images of Tyrone and his huge cock.

It was only half an hour later that Tyrone returned. He had been hunting for apartments all day and he felt uninspired. He could not think of anywhere that would be better to live than here with Rishi and Priya. Rishi was a good friend and Priya was so hot that it would be a pleasure to see her every day. He might have to control his urges, but he was sure he could manage that. Priya was clearly a good girl and he would not cross any more lines. Unless she said that she wanted him, he would restrain himself and just let his eyes and imagination have fun. “Something smells good!” Tyrone called. “How long until dinner?”

“You don't have long!” Priya called from the kitchen. She felt a delightful, girlish thrill at hearing Tyrone back at the house. Although she felt a little awkward after Rishi's words, she also felt eager to get to dinner with her husband and Tyrone. Perhaps nothing would happen, she told herself. Perhaps it would, a tiny, shy voice from her heart replied.

Dinner began normally enough. They asked Tyrone about the apartments that he had seen and he told them that there was nothing worth renting yet. Rishi and Priya spoke about how things had been with work. Throughout the meal, though, all three of them exchanged meaningful glances. Tyrone would smile at Priya, holding the gaze for too long to be mere friendship. Priya would smile back shyly and then turn to look at her husband. Rishi would nod in encouragement, wanting to build this forbidden tension between his wife and his friend.

At the end of the meal, Rishi decided it was time to test whether the tension he had built would dissolve into awkwardness or explode into fiery passion. It might be a terrible decision, it might be the best thing he ever did. All he knew was that he could not resist this chance as it might never come again. “So, man, my wife tells me that you two were flirting this morning,” said Rishi. He smiled as Tyrone looked awkward for a second. Just for a moment it felt good to be the one with the power.

“Hey man, you know me,” said Tyrone, trying his most charming smile. “Your lady is so beautiful that it would be a crime not to flirt with her. Seriously, though, if I offended, I'm sorry.”

“No, no, not at all,” said Rishi, looking between his charming friend and his shy, embarrassed wife. “In fact, I think you should know that Priya loves when you flirt. Tell you the truth, I like seeing it. My lady deserves to have some fun, you know?”

Tyrone gave a deep chuckle and glanced over to Priya, noticing how embarrassed she looked. Despite the embarrassment, there was some excitement in her eyes. “I don't suppose you two are the sort of couple where the wife gets to have fun with other guys?” said Tyrone, keeping his tone light and jovial. He could always say he was joking if they reacted in shock or disgust.

“We haven't tried it before,” said Rishi, fixing his stare on Priya. “I'd certainly be in favour, though. What about you, Priya? Would you like that? I know you think Tyrone is hot.”

Priya looked up at her husband, her mouth open in shock. She was not angry, just stunned to find herself in this position. Of course what Rishi was suggesting was wrong. It had to be wrong. Her whole childhood had taught her about modesty and morality. If it were so wrong, why did it excite her so much?

Tyrone reached out and gently placed his hand on Priya's. “I don't want to make you feel uncomfortable, beautiful,” he said softly. “If it's too much hearing us guys talk like this, we can stop. I just want you to know that if you want me, I'm yours. If Rishi is as cool about this as he says and you want to try, I'm right here. It has to come from you, though. I can't just grab hold of you and take you right here because Rishi likes the idea. You have to like it too.”

Priya looked at Tyrone's hand on hers and then she looked at her husband. Rishi was nodding encouragingly. He wanted her to speak. She knew that the wise thing to do now would be to say that this was all foolish and funny, but it had gone too far. She opened her mouth and heard herself say, “I... I'm just shy about the idea. I mean... you're hot and... it's... hot... but...”

Tyrone raised his eyebrow in surprise. “I understand that it's hard to put it in words. Hard to say out loud, right? So I'll make it real easy for you. If you don't want me, tell me 'no'. If you do want me, I'm gonna stand up right now... and you can stand up too... and we can kiss, right here, in front of your husband.”

Priya's heart was pounding as she watched Tyrone stand up. This was either going to happen or it was going to end. She had to dive into this deep pool of passion or turn away and stay safe in the world of the mundane. He was standing by her chair. Rishi was looking at her, his eyes excited, his head nodding. Tyrone reached out and took her hand to help her to her feet.

She could run. If she really did not want this, she could leave the room. Neither of the guys would judge her. They respected her feelings, she knew that. This was her choice.

She did not run.

Priya stood up and looked up into Tyrone's delighted face. “You've made me very happy,” he said. Then he bent his face to hers and softly kissed her on the mouth. She shut her eyes and melted into that kiss, sighing with excitement. It felt so naughty and so right. The sky did not fall and police sirens did not sound. She was a woman kissing a man. There was nothing wrong with that. She was married, that was true, but her husband wanted this. As she realized how much she wanted this, she found herself clinging to Tyrone and beginning to kiss him more passionately, her tongue finding his, her mouth opening wider for him.

Rishi watched in awe. It was making him ache with jealousy and with lust. It was simultaneously humiliating and arousing to see his beautiful wife wildly kissing a strong, black man. It was happening right here at the dining table, not in his dreams or his fantasies. His wife was moaning with pleasure as she kissed Tyrone and as those strong black hands grabbed her perfect ass, squeezing her through the dress she wore. Her dress suddenly looked flimsy, no protection from those strong hands. If he wanted to, Tyrone could tear that dress away and do whatever he liked to Priya. Rishi gasped as he realized that there was now no question about it: whether he tore the dress or gently slipped it from her, Tyrone was going to have Priya. It was inevitable now. Rishi knew that he had made this happen and part of him wondered if he would regret it. It was too late, he had to accept that. All he could do now was watch and enjoy what he saw.

Priya's hands were as eager as Tyrone's. She felt the muscles of his back and she gripped his ass, pulling him against, feeling that huge hardness pressing against her body. It was impossible to believe that she would soon feel it without clothing. She would feel it inside her. That thought made her legs feel weak and Tyrone had to hold her up. It was easy for him to keep her upright, he was so strong. He began to kiss her neck, making her moan louder. She glanced at Rishi, feeling a pang of guilt. Her husband merely smiled and nodded again. If he wanted to see this, why should she stop? She saw no regret in his face. She told herself to stop feeling guilty. It was time to enjoy herself.

Tyrone had kissed down her neck and was now moving the strap of her dress down her shoulder. He was moving the strap of her bra too. Rishi and Priya had given him permission and he was not a shy man. He would do this right here. Within seconds, Priya's large, shapely breast was on display and Tyrone's hand was groping it appreciatively. Rishi watched in wonder as Tyrone's head dropped lower until he could hear a noisy sucking. It was happening right in front of him. Rishi was watching a strong black man sucking his wife's breast and he could see the look of ecstasy on Priya's face. While he sucked, Tyrone pulled roughly at the other straps until Priya was topless. She was too aroused to feel embarrassed. She simply shut her eyes and let Tyrone suck, kiss and lick her breasts.

As Rishi watched in wonder, he felt his cock harden painfully. He was straining in his pants, desperate to enjoy this. Giving in to his urges, he began to stroke his bulge as he watched. As Tyrone was sucking, his hands moved between Priya's legs, lifting her dress and finding her panties. It was an easy move to pull those panties aside and let one thick black finger explore her wet pussy lips. Priya groaned, feeling ashamed of her wetness, her clear lust for me. Tyrone looked up from her breasts with a smile and said, “I guess the shy girl liked the idea more than she could say, huh? Seeing as you're already so wet, maybe you should make sure I'm nice and hard. How about you get on your knees and show me what the sexy mouth can do.”

Rishi was shocked to hear those lewd words addressed to his wife. He was more shocked to see the eager expression on her face as she slid to her knees, her hands trailing down the strong muscles of Tyrone's torso. When she reached his zipper, she quickly opened it and reached in, her face girlishly excited. The excitement turned to shock as she found her way into his underwear and finally gripped the shaft of the cock that she had been yearning for. “Oh my!” she said, looking up at Tyrone, stunned by what she felt. “It's... so thick! It's like my wrist!”

Chuckling warmly, Tyrone reached down to help her free his mighty organ. It was only half hard and it was easily the biggest dick that Rishi had ever seen. Priya had been right to see it was as thick as her wrist. It looked like it might be as big as Priya's whole forearm. “He's only just waking up, baby,” said Tyrone, looking down appreciatively as Priya wrapped both of her delicate hands around that brutal slab of black flesh.

“Oh... oh...” Priya gasped softly, feeling the huge thing twitch in her gently moving hands. The weight of it stunned her as much as the thickness and the length. She held it up, inspecting it, her eyes drinking in the massive, heavily veined length of it. As her hands moved, it grew harder and thicker, responding so powerfully to her touch that she longed to have it inside her, knowing that she would be able to feel that throbbing in her most secret places.

“That's right, baby. Is that the biggest you ever saw?” Tyrone asked casually.

“Of course!” whispered Priya, making no pretence that Rishi might have been able to compete.

“I think it's time to feel that mouth,” said Tyrone, a hint of authority creeping into his gentle and supportive tone.

Nodding obediently, Priya held the cock towards her mouth, planting a tender, loving kiss on the fat black head. Then she began to kiss sensually all over the giant cock, worshipping it. She even held it against her cheek, sighing with the pleasure of feeling such a magnificent thing in her possession. Then she returned the head to her lips, though this time it was not for a kiss. This time she opened her mouth wide and slowly slid Tyrone's giant member between her beautiful lips.

Rishi watched in shock and excitement. Priya was now eagerly sucking Tyrone's huge dick, her hands exploring the shaft and his giant balls. While her head bobbed, Tyrone grinned down at her, placing his big hands on her head and starting to urge her to take more. Rishi rubbed himself through his pants, his cock twitching with excitement.

“That's it, Priya. See how much you can take. That's it, baby. Don't you worry, you don't have to try to take it all, not this first time. You can get all the practice that you want,” Tyrone said.

Rishi was shocked to hear Tyrone mention a 'first time'. Clearly Tyrone believed that this would happen more than once.

Priya made a gagging noise as Tyrone pushed her down more firmly, his gleeful eyes watching her distended lips and wide, watering eyes. “It's a challenge, huh?” said Tyrone. “Come on, baby, take a little more for me.” He lifted her head up and then plunged her back down, deliberately pushing into her limits, making her gag hard. He just chuckled as she struggled, pulling her back up, knowing that there was no way she could take his entire length. Still, he enjoyed teasing her and he began to fuck her mouth, making her struggle with just half of his massive dick. “That's it baby, you've got about half of it going. You'll learn. Fuck that feels good. You know how sexy you look with all that drool on your chin. It's dripping down on those hot fucking tits. I like it. Looks kinda slutty, but that's hot. Go on, baby, drool on my dick!”

Despite the increasingly rough treatment from Tyrone, Priya seemed content to kneel at the man's feet while he amused himself with her mouth. In fact, the sounds that came from her varied between chokes, gags and moans of ecstasy. It seemed as though she had never experienced anything as exciting as being a slut for that huge dick.

When Tyrone was satisfied that she had worshipped him for long enough, he hauled her up to her feet and then pushed her back against the table. He swept everything aside and then pushed her right back, lying her down on the table as though she were nothing more than another course in the meal. “You got my dick good and hard, so it's time to get to work,” said Tyrone wickedly as he flipped Priya's dress up and began to pull down her panties.

All that Rishi could do was watch in alarm as his wife descended into being Tyrone's toy. She showed no signs of resistance. In fact, she breathed heavily, filled with eager excitement as her panties were slid down her shapely legs. As soon as her underwear had been dropped on the floor, forgotten, she opened her legs as wide as she could for Tyrone. She did not even glance at her husband as Tyrone began to stroke the fat head of his cock up and down her wet pussy, teasing her with its warmth, its size, its hardness. “Tell me, Priya. Do you want this dick?” he asked, smirking with his certainty that she absolutely did want it.

“Yes! Please, yes!” moaned Priya, looking at Tyrone and only at Tyrone.

Gritting his teeth and rubbing his bulge, Rishi watched with fascination.

“Mmmhmm,” sighed Tyrone, easing his fat cockhead between Priya's wet, welcoming pussy lips. Her lips stretched wider than they had ever had to. “Oh yeah, I can feel how much you want this, baby. It's like your little pussy is just trying to pull me inside. Now beg for this dick,” he said, teasing by holding just the head inside her.

“Please, Tyrone! Please fuck me!” Priya moaned. She did not think about Rishi's feelings, not now. All she could think about was how much she wanted Tyrone to inch his cock deeper and deeper inside her.

“That's what I want to hear,” chuckled Tyrone, slowly and firmly easing his thick cock deeper into Priya, stretching her in a way that was entirely new to her. He looked down at the expression of bliss and shock on her face as she felt his magnificent dick slipping deeper and deeper. “How is it, baby?” purred Tyrone, holding her hips as he slowly impaled her.

“I've never felt anything like it. It's incredible! It's the best thing I've ever felt!” cried Priya, all her inhibitions vanishing as she surrendered to Tyrone's perfect cock.

“It's not even all in yet, baby,” laughed Tyrone.

Neither of the lovers paid any attention to Rishi as he sat at the table and watched his wife becoming an eager slut for a big black cock. Rishi felt himself on fire with envy, humiliation and pure lust. His wife had never looked more attractive. He had never seen these expressions on her face, never heard these intense moans of passion.

Tyrone had started to fuck her now, his cock pushing so deep that her eyes rolled and then withdrawing slowly, her pussy gripping its glistening shaft. Tyrone was using slow, easy strokes, getting her accustomed to his incredible size. “Oh yeah, baby, that's what you wanted, huh? This is what you were needing? That hits the spot, right? You never felt anything like this, huh?” said Tyrone, his voice low, but perfectly audible to Rishi.

“It's so good! I didn't know it could be so good!” moaned Priya, rubbing her own breasts as Tyrone held her hips and fucked her on the table. Plates and silverware rattled as Tyrone increased his pace, driving deep into her, making her scream with desire. She wanted more and more of this.

Rishi watched, his mouth open wide in amazement. Priya's hands were reaching out desperately, searching for something to hold on to. Rishi stretched out his hand to her and she grabbed it, needing an anchor to hold her in reality while she experienced pure heaven. For one instant, she caught her husband's eye and saw only that he was nodding his encouragement to her, wanting this for her.

“Cum for me!” Tyrone ordered, slamming his cock into her like a piston. He was touching parts of her that had never been reached, doing things to her that she had not known were possible.

“I'm cumming!” screamed Priya, holding her husband's hand with her right hand and pounding the table with her left. Then her back arched and she began to writhe in a purer, greater ecstasy than she had ever known. Her pussy was contracting harder than it ever had and great waves of pleasure were thundering through her body and mind. She screamed, writhed and thrashed as Tyrone pounded on and on.

“That's my girl! That's how you cum for me!” growled Tyrone, driving his cock harder and harder as she came.

The climax went on for far longer than Rishi had thought could be possible. Tyrone just kept slamming into Priya, pushing her to new heights of lust. Finally, seeing that Priya was near a breaking point where pleasure might become pain, Tyrone roared with lust and let go inside her. He came hard, pounding his seed deep inside her. Then, simply for his amusement, he withdrew and jerked his shining, slippery cock, spraying great thick ropes of cum over her stomach and tits, his jets reaching so high that some splashed her face, entering her open mouth. Priya made no complaints, eagerly licking the pearly cum from her lips.

Rishi watched, stunned. He knew that he had helped make this happen. He also knew that, ultimately, Priya had wanted this.

This was the lady's choice.  
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When Rishi and Priya went to bed, there was an awkward tension between them. There was so much that needed to be said and there were no words adequate to explain how they felt. After Tyrone had finished fucking Priya, he had sensed that the husband and wife ought to be left alone. He was polite and friendly, but he insisted on going to bed and leaving them to have some 'couple time'. Rishi had cleared the table as Priya tried to get her clothing back to normal. They had not spoken.

In the bedroom, after they had cleaned up and readied themselves for bed, it was impossible not to talk. Priya broke the silence and said, “I hope you don't regret it. I feel so guilty, my love.”

Rishi had immediately shaken his head. “No, baby. You mustn't feel guilty! I mean it. I wanted you to have fun and you had fun. It feels a little strange, but I'm not angry and I don't regret it. Are you ok? It looked like it was good for you. Was it good?”

Priya looked down shyly and then glanced up to say, “So good. If you're sure that you don't regret it, I just want to thank you. You're an incredible husband for letting me do that. I don't have to do it again if you don't want me to.” Something about the way she spoke those words made Rishi convinced that she longed to fuck Tyrone in the future.

“I think Tyrone would be happy to oblige again,” said Rishi, giving her a smile to let her know there was no problem here. Although he was in turmoil, he did not want Priya to feel upset. She had only done what she wanted to do and what he had positively encouraged her to try.

Priya looked timidly excited at that thought. “Was it good for you too?” she asked. She could not remember much of what Rishi had been doing while she had been getting the fuck of her life.

Now it was Rishi's turn to be embarrassed. “It really was,” he said, chuckling at his own strangeness. He knew that a man was not meant to be horny while his wife cheated. A real man would throw Tyrone out of the house just for flirting outrageously. Rishi, though, had rarely felt so excited. “To be honest, I wanted to have you right there on the table after Tyrone had finished. It was so hot!”

Priya beamed. She was delighted to have managed to have the best sex of her life and keep her husband happy at the same time. “Oh, if you're feeling in the mood, there's no reason we couldn't have a little fun before we go to sleep,” she said. Although Tyrone had given her an incredible orgasm, she thought it would be kind to let Rishi have a little fun too.

“If you're not too tired?” said Rishi, feeling like a shy boy on a date.

“Come and get into bed with me. You can remind me who my husband is,” said Priya teasingly. She lay in the bed looking as beautiful as she had on their wedding night, though now she had the glow of a woman who had discovered a new aspect to her sexuality.

Rishi quickly climbed into the bed, desperate to reclaim his wife. They kissed passionately, lovingly, reminding themselves that they were in love, no matter what they might do for fun with Tyrone. As Rishi kissed Priya's neck and breasts, he remembered seeing Tyrone do the same thing. As he slipped his hand between her legs, he could feel that she was still wet from fucking just moments ago. It turned him on so much that he could not hold back. Instead of offering her sensual foreplay, he mounted her quickly, thrusting his cock inside her, knowing that he was where Tyrone had just been. “Oh yes!” he moaned, feeling her welcoming warmth and wetness envelop him.

Priya sighed with pleasure. She had enjoyed Tyrone more than she had imagined possible, yet here was her loyal husband still hard for her. She felt as though she had discovered a secret magic, a spell that enabled her to live her forbidden sexual fantasies and still have a marriage. It was strange to feel the familiar shape of Rishi's cock where Tyrone's enormous organ had been. There was no way to compare the two. It was good to feel Rishi inside her, but he would never be able to inspire her in the way that Tyrone had. The change was not a bad thing, she could still take pleasure from Rishi, she was sure of it, but she would always crave Tyrone.

“Oh yes, oh yes!” moaned Rishi, his head full of thoughts of that huge cock that had driven his wife so wild. “Tell me how he felt!” he urged Priya. “Was he big? Was he hard? How did it feel inside you?”

“He felt so good,” whispered Priya as her husband fucked her wildly. “I'd never felt anything like him! It was so big I didn't know if I could take it. I loved it Rishi, I loved feeling him fuck me and cum in me!”

“Oh my god!” howled Rishi. It was all too much. He could not resist the images in his mind and the words of his wife. He had not been troubled by premature ejaculation in the past, yet now he was shooting an enormous load into Priya, thinking only of the way she had been fucked by Tyrone.

When his climax was over, he collapsed onto Priya and whispered, “I'm sorry I came so fast, it was just so hot thinking of you and him.”

Priya giggled indulgently and kissed his cheek with true affection. “It's alright, my love! It's very sweet that you find me that sexy after I've been so naughty.”

“Did you want me to give you pleasure?” Rishi asked shyly, feeling guilty that he had not considered her orgasm.

“Oh no, I'm much too tired,” she said gently. “Tyrone wore me out! I'm pleased you had some fun as well.”

Rishi rolled off his wife, feeling his cock shrinking. There was something deeply humiliating about knowing how inadequate he must seem after Tyrone. It was so sweet of Priya to still indulge him. He smiled at her and said, “We can talk about things tomorrow. Tyrone will go out apartment hunting and I can work from home. We can decide where we go from here. I just want you to know that I still love you. I love you more each day.”

“I love you too,” she said. She truly meant it. She knew now that it was possible to love her husband and lust after Tyrone. The two men provided different things. The only thing that troubled her was the future. She was hoping desperately that it involved more passion with her big, black lover.

The next day, Priya awoke feeling refreshed and filled with a new zest for life. Her experience with Tyrone had awoken more than just a sexual side of her, it had left her feeling that life was full of strange new possibilities. She hurried downstairs before anyone else was awake so that she could prepare breakfast. She wanted everything to be lovely for the two special men in her life.

When Rishi awoke, he felt that he was stepping into a new world. He knew that he had broken the rules of society and he felt that there might be unexpected consequences. Nevertheless, he was excited to see where this new life would take him. It might be a brief fad, something that they tried for a while and then left behind as they matured. It might, though, be something that transformed them entirely.

At the breakfast table, Priya greeted her husband with a beaming smile. “Good morning, handsome,” she said, giving him a hug and kiss that were filled with true affection. This was the man that had let her break all the rules and live out her dreams, he deserved a kiss in the morning.

“Good morning, beautiful,” said Rishi, grinning at his wife. She was almost vibrating with energy and excitement. She looked like a woman who had just received incredibly good news. A lottery winner could not look happier. “How are you feeling today? No aches and pains I hope!” he said with a knowing wink.

Priya giggled and waved the comment away. “I'm just fine, thank you. I know I've had a workout, but I'm not as delicate as you think!” she said, flashing him a sly, self-satisfied smile.

“Oh, so you could take more, could you?” said Rishi. It almost scared him how much he liked the idea.

“I'm not greedy,” said Priya, putting on a mock pious expression. “When the time is right for more, I'll have more.”

Rishi's eyes widened. It was wonderful to hear his wife sounding so confident in her sexuality. It was also frightening. He had created a monster. No, she was not a monster. She was far too sexy to be called monstrous. He had created a slut. She was a beautiful, confident slut.

At that moment, as Priya was pouring coffee, Tyrone came down the stairs. He gave them a smile, pretending to be nervous. “Just checking that you two aren't waiting here to throw me out of the house,” he said, making a show of tiptoeing towards them.

“You're our favourite house guest, we'd never throw you out,” said Rishi, welcoming his friend.

“You can stay as long as you like,” said Priya happily. To her surprise, Tyrone came right up to her, took her roughly in his arms and kissed her passionately, one hand grabbing her ass and the other going up to her breasts to squeeze them. He held her like she was his possession. Then, as quickly as he had grabbed her, he released her and said, “Now that's how I like to start the day! A kiss from the sexiest woman in the world and a good breakfast.” He sat down at the table and they began to talk. It was strange how easily they could all chat about their plans for the day without mentioning the forbidden excitement of last night. Somehow, they all felt comfortable with this odd arrangement that had grown up between them. Tyrone was free to flirt all that he liked. Priya could enjoy Tyrone's attention. Rishi could feel safe that his wife would remain his wife. It was blissful.

When it was time for Tyrone to go out, he parted from Priya with a long, drawn-out kiss. “Do you want something special for dessert again this evening?” he asked her, winking mischievously.

“We shall have to see,” Priya replied. Her voice was teasing and flirtatious, her intentions clear, despite her vague words.

When they were alone and clearing away the breakfast things, they had the chance to talk. “You know I still love you, right?” Rishi said, concerned that his wife might feel he no longer appreciated her. Worse, she might think that their marriage could come to an end over this.

“I know,” Priya replied. “It's so strange to me that we can do this, but it feels incredible. I never knew a husband could love his wife enough to let her enjoy another man. Are you sure you're comfortable with it?”

“I love it,” Rishi said simply. “Seeing how happy you were last night made me feel good about our marriage. It's not that I don't get jealous, I do, but I like feeling that way. It reminds me how much I want you and how much I appreciate you. If you're happy to, I'd like us to carry on like this for a while. If Tyrone is going to be living with us until he finds a place, we can experiment with this. I know it's a long way from a traditional marriage, but I think it could work for us. If we're happy and Tyrone's happy, why is it wrong?”

Priya looked delighted at those words. “It's a dream come true,” she said, sighing happily. “I have a husband that loves me and I have a lover who drives me wild. I can hardly believe that you let me enjoy his huge cock and you still have a smile on your face!”

Rishi could feel the heat of embarrassment climbing up his chest, neck and face, but he did not stop smiling. He could not explain why, but the humiliation was exciting. He knew he could not please her sexually in the way that Tyrone could. Despite that fact, he knew that he could offer her the thing that she desired. He could freely and with an open heart give her the right to fuck Tyrone. There was a romance and beauty in it that not many people would be able to understand.

They spent the day working from home, taking frequent breaks to talk and to hug. The bond between them felt unbreakable. Priya's affection for her husband had, if anything, deepened. His mind was strange to her, but she loved it. If seeing her with another man made him happy, she would celebrate that.

That evening, when Tyrone got home, he greeted Rishi with a friendly smile, but he gave Priya a long, deep kiss that had his bulge hardening and Priya's heart racing. When their kiss broke, Priya teasingly told Tyrone that he would have to wait until after dinner as she had something special planned. He gave a jovial growl of frustration and agreed that he could wait. Then he slapped her on the ass, making her giggle and went to freshen up before dinner.

They chatted comfortably through the meal. There was a tension between the three of them, but it was the welcome, exciting tension that comes from being on a hot date and the expectation of passion. Rishi was as excited as his wife and his friend. He knew that he would be seeing the most exciting thing imaginable, Priya in the throes of a huge climax while she was hammered by a huge black cock. Just the thought had him semi-hard through the entire meal. It was made even more exciting by the flirtatious looks between Priya and Tyrone.

After the meal, Priya told the men that they would have to clear things away, she wanted to prepare a surprise for them. With a mysterious smile, she went upstairs, leaving Tyrone and Rishi to exchange intrigued glances.

Once the table was cleared, Rishi started to make coffee, but he was interrupted by Priya calling from upstairs, “Come up here, boys.” Her voice was uncharacteristically teasing and flirtatious. Rishi raised an eyebrow to Tyrone and the two of them hurried up to the bedroom.

Priya was lying on the bed in her most beautiful black lingerie. She had bought the gorgeous underwear at Rishi's request, shortly after their wedding. She looked stunning. The lingerie was not cheap and slutty, it was glamorous and deeply arousing to both men. She wore stockings and a beautiful, lacy basque that was just transparent enough to entice the eyes of both men. She had decided against wearing a thong or panties. Her pussy was going to be unprotected from whatever Tyrone chose to do.

Rishi thought that his wife had never looked so sexy. He was immediately hard for her and wanted to join her on the bed, kissing her entire body. He knew, though, that he was not the one who would be sampling her delights, at least not yet. Tyrone, without waiting to be asked, was crawling onto the bed, kissing his way up Priya's legs, starting with her ankles and rising higher as she giggled and writhed. Rishi looked on, on fire with lust and jealousy as he saw Priya spread her legs to welcome her lover.

“Oh baby, you look so good,” sighed Tyrone, staring directly at Priya's pussy. Without waiting for further encouragement, he began to kiss her lips and then dart his tongue between them, making Priya clutch the bed covers and moan in ecstasy. Priya put her hands on Tyrone's head, clutching him to her as his tongue drove her into pure bliss.

Rishi sat on the stool where Priya would sit to do her hair and make-up. He knew his role for now. He was to be an appreciative audience. He could not resist rubbing his cock through his pants as he watched Priya arching her back and pushing her hips up to meet Tyrone's hungry mouth. Now Tyrone was working two fingers into Priya's dripping pussy and Rishi could hear his wife's wetness. Tyrone's fingers plunged and plunged again, preparing Priya for what was still to come. She was melting under his tongue and his touch, her mind dreaming of the even greater pleasure that would soon be hers. The thoughts of Tyrone's huge dick inside her were enough to bring her to climax. Rishi watched in awe as his wife screamed with lust, Tyrone's fingers working deep inside her, his mouth noisily swallowing her wetness.

After her climax, Priya was left panting and joyful, but not satisfied. She needed so much more than fingers and a tongue. Tyrone slipped off the bed to undress, quickly getting naked. Rishi could not help from noticing how majestic Tyrone looked. The man had the body of a god and the sort of cock that other men could only dream of possessing. He was already completely hard, his cock ready for Priya's worship. “Now it's my turn to lie on my back and your turn to use your mouth, baby,” he said, getting back on the bed and lying down with an expression of lazy arrogance. Priya did not need any instructions. She hurried into position, her mouth kissing that huge cock and the massive balls beneath. As she kissed, she made little noises of excitement and pleasure. She wanted nothing more than to honour the giant cock that owned her now. Soon she was sucking happily at the fat head, her mouth distorted by the sheer size of it. Tyrone's hands tangled in her hair and began to guide her up and down, using her gently for now, enjoying the sight of her beautiful face as much as the sensations of her eager mouth. He pushed deeper on each thrust until he felt resistance and heard her gagging, struggling sounds. “Come on, little girl, you got to practise,” he said, driving past her normal limit and closing his eyes with pleasure as she strained to take more of this thick meat into her throat.

Rishi felt protective of Priya and wondered whether he should tell Tyrone to go easy. He kept silent, though, as Priya looked so happy to have Tyrone forcing his enormous dick into her throat. It was amazing just how much she could take. Her eyes might be watering and there was thick drool running down Tyrone's cock, but Priya was clearly enjoying herself. In fact, she was enjoying herself so much that she reached down between her legs to rub her pussy as she let Tyrone use her.

Rishi looked on, hearing his wife gagging and gurgling and groaning in pleasure. He watched, stunned, to see her openly masturbating, the thoughts of Tyrone's cock inside her enough to make her wetter than ever.

“Oh baby girl, that mouth is good, but I need that tight pussy,” Tyrone moaned, pulling her head up off his cock and smiling at her panting, sweating face. “Come and climb on this dick. Ride this fucking dick, baby.”

She hardly needed his urging. The force of her desire made her movements clumsy as she climbed into position, doing her best to guide that enormous length to her opening. She giggled at her own over-eager movements and Tyrone said, “Damn baby, you want it so much you can hardly get it in you. Slow down and do it right.” Breathing hard, Priya slowed her shaking hands and pushed the huge head between her wet lips. Her eyes rolled and she groaned deeply as she started to force her hips down, her pussy stretching to engulf Tyrone's massive veiny dick. She had to take him in short thrusts, letting herself get used to being so incredibly full. When she had more than half of him inside her, she began to ride, immediately starting to cry out with a level of pleasure that Rishi had never heard.

“Tyrone how is that, baby?” asked Tyrone, reaching up to grope her tits as she rode on him.

“So fucking good,” moaned Priya, forcing herself further down.

“Bigger than what you're used to?” asked Tyrone. He did not look at Rishi. He did not need to. He did not care.

“So much bigger,” groaned Priya, looking only at her lover, not her husband.

“Better, huh?” growled Tyrone. He did not just want her body, he wanted her mind. He wanted to hear her praising his majestic cock.

“Oh god yes! So much better! It's amazing! I didn't know it could feel like this!” Priya managed to say in between panting for breath and moaning with a sluttish lust. As she grew used to Tyrone's enormous size, she began to ride faster, taking more and more of the giant cock into her stretched and aching pussy. She was riding harder, her beautiful body bouncing attractively and the bed starting to rattle under her enthusiastic assault.

“Are you gonna cum for this fucking dick, baby?” asked Tyrone, grabbing her hips down and grinding his cock into the deepest parts of her.

“Oh yes, fuck yes!” Priya cried out, leaning back and taking the monster cock into her. Her eyes had begun to roll and she was straining, her neck and face tense. Then, with a great cry of pleasure, an orgasm broke through her like a tidal wave. She was cumming hard again, experiencing the kind of climax that only a giant black dick could give her. She rode and rode, screaming with joy as Tyrone thrust inside her.

Tyrone was not near his own climax yet. He was simply lying back and enjoying making Priya a slave to his perfect cock. “Take it! Take it like a slut, baby! You like being a slut for my big black dick, huh?” he asked, forcing her to take it harder as she came.

“Yes! I'm your slut! I'm a slut for your dick!” she howled, cumming so hard that she could not tell if she were having a second orgasm or if she were simply having the longest climax of her life.

“Don't fucking stop cumming, slut! I'm gonna give you more orgasms in one night than you normally get in a whole month!” Tyrone boasted, thrusting up into Priya, making her scream even louder.

Rishi knew that he was gawping stupidly. He had not known that Priya could have multiple orgasms like this. She was just cumming and cumming right in front of him, her pussy so wet that it was spraying out of her now, droplets falling onto Tyrone's firm torso. Rishi felt like he might cry or he might cum in his pants, he was not sure which.

“Fuck, you can't get enough, can you, slut?” laughed Tyrone. He could see that Priya could still give him more orgasms, but her body was growing tired of riding. She was getting limp and weary. Deciding to be generous, Tyrone tipped her off him and, before she could come down from her high, he rolled her on her front and mounted her from behind, squashing her into the mattress face first. He laughed as he guided his cock into her pussy once again, making her scream out. Then he got to work, fucking her limp body with an animalistic fury that he had not used before. “Take it like a slut! That's right, bitch, take it the way you want it! Bite the fucking pillow if you gotta, but take this fucking dick!” His hips hammered, driving that huge cock into Priya's shivering pussy, making lewd, wet sounds that Rishi had never heard. “Cum again! Don't fucking stop! You cum on this dick, you hear me!” Tyrone ordered. Priya did as she was told, screaming, almost sobbing with pleasure as Tyrone showed her who was boss. Rishi could see that huge wet cock impaling his formerly modest wife, transforming her into a willing slut. Priya was literally biting the pillow now, her screams muffled. It would have been easy to imagine that she was in pain, but Rishi knew differently. His wife was in an ecstasy that she had never known with him. Her fluttering hands reached back to urge Tyrone into her. “Oh you fucking want it, huh?” Tyrone said, laughing. “Well I can do this all night, slut. This is why I work out. I gotta get enough cardio to fuck you!” he said, quickly pulling a pillow under Priya's pelvis to raise her hips up for him. “There! Now you can get it even deeper,” he said with a wicked laugh, renewing his brutal assault.

Priya was crying now, in hysterics with pleasure, her mind broken by that unimaginable dick. She was still laughing and weeping as Tyrone flipped her onto her back and put her ankles on his shoulders. “I wanna fuck you face to face, slut! I wanna see how you look when I give you my cum!” he growled, easing his dick back into her pussy. With her legs up like this, Tyrone's dick hit her even more deeply and she screamed on every incredible thrust. It went on and on. Rishi had no way of counting how many times Priya had cum. It seemed like sex with Tyrone was just one long orgasm for his wife.

“Now beg for my cum, slut!” Tyrone growled, looking down into Priya's fuck-drunk face as he powered into her.

“Please! Cum in me!” Priya managed to gasp, although forming words was as hard as forming thoughts.

“Tell me you're a slut for my dick!” Tyrone ordered.

“I'm a slut for your big, black cock!” Priya admitted, urging her bull to fill her with his seed. She could feel his huge balls slapping against her ass as he pounded her and she longed to feel his giant length erupt inside her.

“You want this dick more than any other?” asked Tyrone, nearing his climax now. “You want my cum the most?” he added.

“YES!” screamed Priya. “Your cock! Your cum! Fill me!” She was his slut and she knew it. She liked it that way. She had completely forgotten that her husband was watching this. She had forgotten that she even had a husband.

“Fucking take my load, you fucking slut!” Tyrone roared. Then his cock started to throb so hard that Rishi, watching with scared eyes, could see it making Priya's lips stretch around the massive movements. Tyrone was unloading a prodigious flow of his hot seed directly into Priya. He pounded her as he came, filling her to overflowing with hot seed.

The sensation of that massive rod erupting in her made Priya have a final orgasm that was so intense she felt like she was being turned inside out. Her body was straining so hard that she was in pain, but she would endure any pain to feel this pleasure. She wished that she had stopped taking her birth control, she longed for that virile seed to fill a fertile body. As she came, she promised herself that she would become fertile for Tyrone. She needed his baby. The thought of being heavy with his child only intensified her pleasure and she screamed in delight.

Tyrone came pumping and thrusting until he was entirely empty. When he was drained, he pulled out of Priya and mounted her chest, slapping his dripping cock over her face. “Lick it clean! Taste that cum and your slut pussy!” he said.

Priya obeyed with pleasure. She kissed and licked the huge cock and balls that filled her vision. She was unaware of her husband watching.

Rishi was glad that they seemed to have forgotten him. He had not meant to cum in his pants. Yet here he was, sitting in his own cooling cum as he stared in amazement at his wife. He had never felt so humiliated. He had never felt so aroused.  
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