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 Naughty Excerpt from “Married MILF's Black Stud Collection 1” 
 
    “No, no, it's a price you want to pay.” He stepped out and there was his big, Black dick thrusting at me. His ebony shaft was huge and dripped in my step-daughter's juices. I swallowed at the way it throbbed and pulsed. Heat swept through me. “Just open your mouth wide and suck my dick. You can keep fingering your cunt.” 
 
    My pussy clenched around my digits. 
 
    “I... I can't,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Oh, trust me, you can open your mouth wide enough to suck my dick,” he said, this cocky smile on his lips. “I know that I am bigger than your husband, but, trust me, plenty of White women have sucked on my dick.”  
 
    “But... but...” I whimpered, my pussy gripping my fingers while aching for his cock to fuck me. He was enormous. 
 
    “No buts,” he said. “No objecting. This is your birthday, Mrs. Reynolds. You're twenty-nine. Live a little.” 
 
    I glanced past him to the door where my step-daughter had just retreated. Where my husband and our guests were. I couldn't do this. I had to get out of here. I had to stop staring at that big, Black cock twitching right before my eyes that dripped with all Danielle's pussy cream. 
 
    Big... Huge... Throbbing...  
 
    My pussy clenched around my fingers. I hadn't cum, but I wanted to. I needed to cum. On this cock. I couldn't do that, it would be going too far. But I had to do something. He was so hard. He needed satisfaction. A blowjob... 
 
    That wasn't as bad. Not really cheating. I shuddered, my fingers pumping in and out of my cunt again. My tongue flicked over my lips, my mouth salivating. The tangy aroma of my step-daughter's pussy juices filled my nose. 
 
    “Yeah, you're going to enjoy your birthday gift, Mrs. Reynolds,” he said. “Open wide.” 
 
    My lips parted. 
 
    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Mrs. Reynolds's Cuckolding Birthday 
 
    Tracy Reynolds 
 
    “Happy birthday!” Janet said and threw her arms around my neck, hugging me tight and rocking me. “Ooh, so how many years are you still twenty-nine, Tracy?” 
 
    “This is the eleventh!” I said. I was actually forty, but why advertise that? 
 
    Janet, my friend, broke the hug. “You're going to love what I got for you. Something naughty for the boudoir. You and George still going at it hot and heavy.” 
 
    “Not that heavy,” I said. “Not since I was actually twenty-nine. But we muse the sheets from time to time.” 
 
    “Good girl.” Janet shook her head, looking around the house. “It looks the same. Five years, and it's all different.” 
 
    “Oh, there are some differences,” I said. “My son's in the army and Danielle's eighteen.” Tim was a mistake from high school. I had got knocked up on prom of all things. Danielle was my step-daughter. George had his wife die in childbirth and then I came along looking for a father for Tim while he was looking for a mother for Danielle. Things just... worked out. 
 
    “Danielle is eighteen? So no more pigtails.” 
 
    I shook my head. “You should have seen her a year ago. She cut her hair so short and buzzed the side. It's grown out, but she's got hair shorter than mine.” 
 
    “Kids.” Janet giggled. “They can drive you bananas.” 
 
    “Yes, they can,” I said.  
 
    George swept by carrying a case of beer and breaking it open to put the bottles in a bowl of ice. People were moving around. The house wasn't packed, but we had about fifteen people over. My husband grinned at me. He was balding and in complete denial. I wanted him to try plugs or something, he thought the comb-over worked. And now he needed glasses.  
 
    Definitely not as sexy as when I married him. 
 
    I was still fitting in the clothes I wore at twenty-nine. Exercise and a healthy diet were keeping me trim and fit. I once had heard my daughter call me a MILF. Of course, I knew the term, it had just been starting to come in vogue when I'd been her age. I just never thought I'd be one. 
 
    A MILF. 
 
    People were coming up to me and congratulating me. I was forty. It was a big one. I was nearing the middle of my life. And the years would only wear on memory, but I was still fit and healthy and living life.  
 
    Friends from work added to the growing collection of birthday gifts. The cake was in the fridge. George had picked it up from a store. He wouldn't let me bake my own, which was sort of sad. But at least it would be delicious. You never knew with those store-bought ones. 
 
    “Happy birthday!” kept being cried to me. Hugs were exchanged. A beer ended up in my hands. I sipped it as music played at a low beat through the house. I sipped at my beer, my hips rocking. I wore a sleeveless dress, the skirt falling to my knees, the bodice tight about my breasts. My black hair danced down my back.  
 
    “Looking good, birthday girl,” said Melinda. She hugged me. “Where's Danielle.” 
 
    “Late,” I said. “She's got some new boyfriend.” I rolled my eyes. “She's super into him. She keeps hinting that they do some kinky stuff that would make poor George's hair fall out.” 
 
    Melinda giggled. “Mmm, I dated this Black guy when I was eighteen. Oh, my god, the things I did for him because of that huge dick.” 
 
    “They're really not that big,” I said, my cheeks burning. 
 
    She held her hands a foot apart. 
 
    “No way,” I gasped. 
 
    “What's no way?” Janet asked. She had a beer in hand.  
 
    “Black guys having cocks this big,” Melinda said, holding her hands out. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Janet grinned. “Mmm, I met one last week. Being divorced is letting me have so much fun. He was thick and long. God, he filled me up.” 
 
    My cheeks burned. I had always thought it was an exaggeration. 
 
    “You really never did it with a Black guy?” asked Melinda. 
 
    “I married George at twenty when I was a single mom,” I said. “I didn't exactly play the filled after prom.” I had just turned eighteen, and it had been my first time.  
 
    “You poor thing,” said Melinda. “Well, too late now.” 
 
    “Oh, because she's married.” Janet leaned in. “What George doesn't know about won't hurt him.” 
 
    “Janet!” I gasped, my cheeks burning. 
 
    “Oh, she's too good of a wife to be like that,” Melinda said. “Don't be a tease, Janet. It's her birthday.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” Janet said. 
 
    The door opened and I glanced over to See Danielle. She was leading a guy in. I gasped at the sight of him. Tall, broad-shouldered, and Black. He had deep, ebony skin, his head shaved bald. He glanced around, his eyes bold. They fell on me, his smile growing. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” Janet moaned. “That's who Danielle is dating.” 
 
    “No wonder she's letting him do some kinky shit to her,” Melinda groaned. “I'd let him fuck me up the ass and then I'd suck his cock clean.” 
 
    “What?” I gasped in shock. “That's disgusting.” 
 
    “So dirty,” she moaned. “But when it's the right sort of stud.” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” Janet moaned. “The sort of guy that can face-fuck you and then cum all over you. Just shower you in jizz. God, I just can't imagine Danielle doing it, but she is. For a guy like that, she is.” 
 
    My pussy melted. The words were so filthy and disgusting. And they made me shiver. My cheeks burned with the heat that flowed through me. I swallowed, my heart pounding a wild beat. Danielle spotted us and waved, pulling her boyfriend over. 
 
    “Mom!” my step-daughter said, stopping before us. “This is Tank. My new boyfriend.” 
 
    “Mrs. Reynolds,” Tank said, his voice a rumbling purr. “Happy birthday.” He looked around. “Twenty-nine, huh? I thought you couldn't be older than twenty-five.” 
 
    “Oh, aren't you sweet,” I said, my nipples getting hard. 
 
    “You still doing that twenty-nine thing, Mom?” Danielle asked. She threw her arm around m neck and kissed my cheek. “Happy birthday, old maid.” 
 
    “Old maid?” I asked. “I'm married. And if you think I'm old, you're not getting any of my cake.” 
 
    Danielle laughed and broke the hug. “You look good, Mom. I hope you'll be twenty-nine forever.” 
 
    “Yes, yes,” Tank said, nodding. “It is nice to meet you.” 
 
    “Ooh, Daddy!” Danielle shouted and then dragged Tank away. 
 
    “Yeah, it's nice to meet you, too,” I said, the heat rippling through me.  
 
    “Oh, my god,” Tonya moaned low when he was gone. “Look at that ass in those jeans. Buns of steel.” 
 
    “I'd love to take a bite,” Melinda moaned. “Mmm, Danielle is a lucky girl.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, shocked by how turned on I was by her boyfriend. Could his cock really be that big and was my step-daughter actually doing all those kinky things my friends hinted at? I couldn't believe it, but... 
 
    He was a hunk. 
 
    I tried to shake him out of my head as the party continued, but my eyes kept being drawn to him. I'd find him, usually with Danielle, somewhere in the room. He always as seemed to notice that I was looking at him because his head would turn to lock gaze on me. 
 
    He would smile. 
 
    A shudder would pass through me. I swallowed and then would look away, my cheeks on fire. This stud was something I had to watch out for. He was dangerous. A threat. I couldn't let myself even think about these things. 
 
    I loved George and Danielle, so there was no way I could do this to them. Not that anything would happen. That was ridiculous. It was all my friends' fault for whispering these naughty words into my ears. I had to just put them out of my mind, but... 
 
    His eyes were on me. Did he... find me attractive? I was forty. He had eighteen-year-old Danielle. He didn't need to look at me at all. He could just have her. It was just my imagination. Confirmation bias. Every time I saw him looking at me, it just confirmed in my head that he was looking at me. 
 
    Simple really. 
 
    So I just had to put him out of my mind and concentrate on the party. 
 
    The cake came. Everyone sang me Happy Birthday. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. I blew out the candles. There were twenty-nine of them, of course. I worked across all of them. The smell of burning wax filled the air, smoke rising from the ends. 
 
    Tank smiled at me, nodding. 
 
    I blushed as my husband began to cut up the cake. I got a corner piece with extra frosting—yay me!—and dug in with excitement. The cake was delicious. A rich, German chocolate. I groaned as sit melted in my mouth. 
 
    He grinned at me as he watched me eat it. 
 
    “Delicious,” Tank said, his eyes on me again. Damn, that confirmation bias. 
 
    Next came the presents. They were brought out. I opened my gift from George. I gushed at the sapphire pendant in there and insisted that he put it on me. He did while I held back my black hair for him. He clasped the chain. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” I said and kissed him while our audience went, “Aaah.” 
 
    I received a new pair of shoes, a tacky sweater that was definitely getting returned, an unusual kitchen gadget that was supposed to make my life simpler when hand-rolling my own sushi (no idea when I would do that), and then Janet gave me her gift. 
 
    I opened up the clothing box and pulled at a wispy little nightie of purple with a matching thong. There was hardly any cloth to it at all. My cheeks burned as everyone whooped and gave my husband meaningful looks. 
 
    “Go, Mom,” Danielle said. “You're going to have a heart attack when you see her in that, Dad.” 
 
    My husband looked like he would have one know with everyone grinning at him, especially his daughter. 
 
    My daughter got me something far tamer. I pulled out a pair of gardening gloves. “Aren't these like the ones that you ruined last month.” 
 
    “And now I've replaced them,” she said, a big grin on her face. 
 
    “As my birthday present?” 
 
    “Happy birthday, Mom!” she said with an impish grin. 
 
    I shook my head at her. “What am I going to do with you.” 
 
    “I know, I'm so incorrigible.” She laughed. “But that's why you love me.” 
 
    What was I going to do with that girl? 
 
    It was long after the gifts when a party game started forming. I noticed that Danielle and Tank had vanished, much to my delight. I was tired of having my pussy get hot and juicy every time he looked at me. Having temptation right before me was never a good idea. 
 
    I noticed the drinks were running low, so I headed to the garage. My husband liked to leave the door propped open since it stuck and was a bitch when you had to carry things in and out. I passed through the washer and dryer and entered the garage. 
 
    The moment I did, my cheeks blazed hot. 
 
    “Oh, my god, Tank. Oh, my fucking god!” 
 
    My step-daughter, Danielle, was getting fucked hard as she sat on the trunk freezer, her back to me. Her clothes lay on the floor and her pale thighs were spread wide. Tank was between them, and he was clearly fucking her. 
 
    She gasped and moaned as I just froze. His gaze slid up to me. He saw me and grinned as he thrust away at my step-daughter. Her passion echoed through the garage. It resounded about us. I shuddered, so chocked by how passionate she sounded. 
 
    By how much she was enjoying herself. 
 
    She groaned and gasped and moaned out her pleasure. He fucked her hard. He pounded her with rapture. He buried his dick into her hard. I shuddered, arrested by the sight. I should have gone back into the house, this wicked heat rose in me. 
 
    I stood rooted to the spot, my eyes locked on them. 
 
    “Oh, god, Tank,” my step-daughter moaned. “Oh, my god, that's good.” 
 
    He grinned and then nodded his head to the side, motioning me to move behind the SUV. 
 
    I swallowed and then carefully pulled out the wedge holding the door open and let it shut. He wanted me to watch. This strange, wild, naughty part of me responded. My pussy soaked my panties as I let the door closed. 
 
    Then I moved to behind the SUV. I watched around the side, my step-daughter gasping. Her blonde hair danced down her back. She cried out in rapture. It was so hot to witness. I loved the sight of it.  
 
    This was so hot. Such a wild delight to witness. 
 
    I bit my lip, the heat rippling through my body. It was so hot to watch. I couldn't believe how much it turned me on. My cunt clenched as I heard how my step-daughter loved his cock. She moaned and gasped and cried out. 
 
    “You're so big, Tank!” she moaned. 
 
    “I know,” he groaned. “Damn, you're tight.” 
 
    “So fucking big!” My step-daughter shuddered. “God, you're stretching me out, Tank. Oh, yes, yes, I love your big, Black dick.” 
 
    “I bet you do!” he growled. 
 
    “Everyone was drooling over you, but you're fucking me!”  
 
    God, I was drooling over him. I wanted to masturbate. To just slide a hand beneath my dress and rub myself. I couldn't do that. I couldn't masturbate to this stud fucking my step-daughter. My married pussy clenched, aching to be in her place. 
 
    I squirmed as the itch grew hotter and hotter, my envy growing. Danielle sounded like she was in heaven. That she was having so much fun. She was going to cum hard on his cock. Just explode on that big dick fucking her. 
 
    Big, Black dick... 
 
    I couldn't get that idea out of my head of being fucked by a big, Black cock. What would it be like? My step-daughter clearly loved it. She moaned and gasped as Tank reamed her out. My cheeks burned. Why was I doing this? I should have given them privacy. 
 
    I squirmed there, hearing them. The itch grew more and more unbearable in my panties. I swallowed and found my hand sliding down my stomach. I crept closer and closer and closer to that hot itch between my thighs. 
 
    I shouldn't do this. 
 
    I should walk out of here. 
 
    Go back to the party. 
 
    My step-daughter moaned, “Oh, my god, that big, Black dick! Yes, yes, yes, pound my cunt. My god, I'm going to cum, Tank! I'm going to explode.” 
 
    “Good,” he growled, drilling into her, his eyes flicking to me. That grin on his lips, so proud. He had conquered my step-daughter's pussy He reveled in his mastery over her cunt. My own teat burned so badly. 
 
    My hand slid lower. I couldn't stop myself. I pressed across my skirt. I slid over my pubic mound, feeling my panties and mound of pubic hair through the cloth. My fingers pressed my skirt up into my crotch. I shuddered as I pushed against my pussy slips through the layers of fabric. 
 
    I rubbed myself.  
 
    Right here in the garage, listening to the Black stud fucking my step-daughter, I rubbed my cunt. I was a wicked wife. A terrible mother. A MILF with a pussy just begging to be fucked hard. To be pounded. I shuddered, unable to stop myself. I was out of control. I caressed myself with my fingers, pressing the fabric into the crotch. 
 
    I bit my lip, loving the slid off my fingers. My pussy lips burst with delight. My clit sparked with euphoria. I shuddered, fighting not to moan as I masturbated my cunt like a complete freak. I was possessed, rubbing my fingers up and down my flesh. I whimpered, the heat building and building in me.  
 
    I wiggled my hips back and forth, aching to touch myself directly. Could I get away with it? 
 
    “Tank! Tank! Tank!” my step-daughter gasped over and over as I slid my hand down to the hem of my skirt. 
 
    I went beneath. 
 
    My digits trailed up my thighs. The tips of my fingers brushed my hot flesh. A shiver ran through me. I bit my lower lip as I came closer and closer to that hot cunt. I brushed the fabric of my panties. I was at the leg hole. 
 
    I shoved my gusset to the side, my fingers dragging through my wet fur. I shuddered as I brushed my cuntlips. My digits caressed my snatch. I slid up and down my hot folds, my juices soaking my digits. I brushed my opening. 
 
    Thrust them into me.  
 
    This was incredible. I masturbated to the sounds of my step-daughter being fucked by that stud. He fucked her with passion while I pumped my digits in and out of my cunt. A heat rippled through me. I bit my lip, fighting against my groan. 
 
    This would be incredible. I quivered in delight. I tossed back my head, whimpering from the pleasure of this moment. It was fantastic to plunge my digits into my juicy cunt. I was so hot. The heel of my hand ground into clit.  
 
    “Shit, that's it!” my step-daughter groaned. “I'm going to cum so hard on your dick, Tank. Just burst.” 
 
    “Good,” he growled, drilling into her just like I finger-fucked my cunt. “Let me feel that tight cunt spasm around my cock.” 
 
    “Yes!” Danielle moaned. “I'm cumming!” 
 
    I licked my lips, drinking in the pleasure my digits thrusting into my cunt while my step-daughter came on the Black stud's cock. I thrust my fingers in faster and faster. I plunged deep into my juicy, aching cunt. 
 
    “Cum in me!” howled Danielle. 
 
    “Goddamn!” Tank growled, glancing at me peering around the car. “Take it!” 
 
    “Yes!” she squealed. 
 
    I shuddered, my pussy clenching hard on my fingers, building and building me to my orgasm as my step-daughter came on the Black stud's cock. A ripple of heat washed through me. This was so wrong. I was such a terrible step-mother. 
 
    I bit my lip, wanting to cry out as I neared my own orgasm. I heard him grunting and her moaning as he basted her pussy with his dick. I shuddered, my legs quivering. I thrust my fingers in deep as my step-daughter whimpered. 
 
    “That was incredible,” she moaned. “Mmm, I should get back to the party.” 
 
    “Yes, you should,” he said. “I need a smoke.” 
 
    “Kay.” 
 
    I froze. My step-daughter was finished. She would catch me. I ducked my head down. Then I knelt low as I heard her hop off the table. I froze, my hand buried beneath my skirt, my digits plunged deep into my cunt. Her footsteps padded closer and closer. 
 
    She would see me. I held my breath. She had to see me. My heart pounded so fast. There was no way she wouldn't see me. 
 
    She walked past me and turned to the garage door, opening it and heading into the party like she hadn't just gotten fucked by Tank. I swallowed as the door closed. I was alone in the garage with Tank. I should get out of here before— 
 
    “Mrs. Reynolds,” Tank said, his voice a deep boom. His footsteps came closer. “Did you enjoy the show?” 
 
    I swallowed, not sure what to say. 
 
    “Now, now, don't be shy,” he said and appeared over the car, staring down at me past the hood. “Mmm, look at you, on your knees.” 
 
    “J-just hiding,” I groaned. “Danielle can never know that I watched her.” 
 
    “I won't tell her,” he said. “For a price.” 
 
    “W-what?” I gasped. “I have some money in my purse. I'll go get it.” 
 
    “No, no, it's a price you want to pay.” He stepped out and there was his big, Black dick thrusting at me. His ebony shaft was huge and dripped in my step-daughter's juices. I swallowed at the way it throbbed and pulsed. Heat swept through me. “Just open your mouth wide and suck my dick. You can keep fingering your cunt.” 
 
    My pussy clenched around my digits. 
 
    “I... I can't,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Oh, trust me, you can open your mouth wide enough to suck my dick,” he said, this cocky smile on his lips. “I know that I am bigger than your husband, but, trust me, plenty of White women have sucked on my dick.”  
 
    “But... but...” I whimpered, my pussy gripping my fingers while aching for his cock to fuck me. He was enormous. 
 
    “No buts,” he said. “No objecting. This is your birthday, Mrs. Reynolds. You're twenty-nine. Live a little.” 
 
    I glanced past him to the door where my step-daughter had just retreated. Where my husband and our guests were. I couldn't do this. I had to get out of here. I had to stop staring at that big, Black cock twitching right before my eyes that dripped with all Danielle's pussy cream. 
 
    Big... Huge... Throbbing...  
 
    My pussy clenched around my fingers. I hadn't cum, but I wanted to. I needed to cum. On this cock. I couldn't do that, it would be going too far. But I had to do something. He was so hard. He needed satisfaction. A blowjob... 
 
    That wasn't as bad. Not really cheating. I shuddered, my fingers pumping in and out of my cunt again. My tongue flicked over my lips, my mouth salivating. The tangy aroma of my step-daughter's pussy juices filled my nose. 
 
    “Yeah, you're going to enjoy your birthday gift, Mrs. Reynolds,” he said. “Open wide.” 
 
    My lips parted. 
 
    His cock nuzzled against them. I pulled my teeth up and let my lips slide over his big dick. A wave of heat washed through me as he slid into my mouth. I squeezed my eyes shut, a wave of heat washing out of me. My heart beat so fast. This wild thud that burst through my chest. I trembled, shocked that I was doing this. 
 
    I had another man's cock in my mouth soaked in my step-daughter's cream. I could taste her tangy pussy. I shuddered as I suckled. My cheeks hollowed as I nursed on this stud's cock. He groaned while I moaned, my cunt squeezing about my digits. 
 
    I couldn't believe this was happening. That I could do something like this. It seemed so inconceivable to me. And yet here I was nursing on his dick. I was sucking on him. My cheeks hollowed as I loved his cock. He groaned while I swirled my tongue around his cock.  
 
    “That's it, Mrs. Reynolds,” he groaned. “White MILFs are the easiest. All those years without a real cock... Now you have one, don't you?” 
 
    I moaned around his dick, his words so penetrating. 
 
    I had been easy. I was cheating on the man I loved, my cheeks hollowing as I nursed on his cock. I bobbed my head, working my lips up and down his shaft. My eyes squeezed shut as I did this. A whimper ran through me.  
 
    My fingers thrust in and out of my cunt. I frigged myself as I blew him. The salty flavor of his precum slowly replaced the tangy taste of my step-daughter's cunt. I shuddered, my cheeks hollowing as I loved his cock. I blew him like a complete trollop. 
 
    A whore completely out of control. 
 
    I bobbed my head. 
 
    I worked my lips up and down his cock, my fingers thrusting hard and fast in and out of my cunt. I shuddered, stirring up my own twat. I plunged my fingers in and out of my pussy with such alacrity. I shuddered as I churned up my sheath. it felt so wonderful to do that. To work my fingers in and out of my snatch. 
 
    I whimpered around his dick, sucking hard as he groaned. His passion echoed through my garage. The area resounded with his passion. He was going to have a big orgasm. Just flood my mouth with his spunk.  
 
    I would gulp it all down like a whore. 
 
    There would be no stopping me. I was hungry for his jizz. Just starving for it. I suckled hard, bobbing my head on his cock. I worked my mouth up and down his dick. The hunger built and built in me. It was fantastic. 
 
    “Fuck,” he growled. “That's it. Mmm, you're going to cum on those fingers and drink down my big load, aren't you?” 
 
    I whimpered, so eager to do just that. 
 
    “That's right.” He grinned from ear to ear. “Pump those fingers in and out of your hot cunt. Plunder them, you naughty MILF.” 
 
    I thrust faster. I ground the heel of my hand on my clit, the edge of my panties pressing into the side of my little finger. I rammed them deep into my cunt and moaned around his dick. I suckled on his with force. 
 
    I wanted his cum spurting into my mouth. I wanted to gulp down his cum. Just swallow every drop of spunk that he had in his nuts. It would be incredible. I suckled hard on him. I nursed on him, wanting him to spurt everything he had into me with such force. He would baste my mouth with passion. Just flood me with everything that he had. 
 
    I groaned, nursing hard. I suckled with passion. I bobbed my head, working my mouth up and down his dick. It was incredible. I suckled hard. I nursed with passion. My head bobbed. I slid my mouth up and down his cock. 
 
    “Yes!” he growled. “That's it. That's it, you naughty MILF. You're going to get a big old load of my cum.” 
 
    I wanted that. 
 
    I craved it. 
 
    I sucked hard, my fingers thrusting into my pussy. I stirred myself up, rising towards that orgasm. I was so close to it. Just so near to bursting. I groaned, my face contorting with the building pleasure in my cunt. It was so hot sucking on his dick. 
 
    My fingers buried into my naughty quim as the heel of my hand ground on my clit. Sparks burst from my bud and showered through my cunt. A fire burst inside of me. I squealed around his cock as my pussy went wild. 
 
    Juices gushed out and bathed my hand. 
 
    My pussy writhed around my digits. I suckled hard on him, stars bursting across my vision. I whimpered, my cheeks hollowing. He groaned, his face contorting. His cock twitched in my mouth as the flames blazed over my mind.  
 
    “You fucking MILF-slut!” he growled. 
 
    His cock erupted. 
 
    Hot cum spurted into my mouth. His seed flooded out of his dick. I groaned, loving that amazing delight. I gulped it down. It was incredible to swallow his jizz. I swallowed every bit, not caring this wasn't my husband's spunk. 
 
    “That's fucking it!” His head threw back. “Fuck!” 
 
    My pussy rippled around my fingers. Another burst of fiery rapture burned out of my cunt. I shuddered as he groaned. Tank flooded my mouth with his cum. I kept sucking until I had nursed out every drop of cum he had. 
 
    As he panted, I hit the peak of my orgasm. My pussy rippled a final time around my digits. My body buzzed with the delight. Then my eyes widened. I had my mouth wrapped around another man's dick. 
 
    I ripped off of him and gasped, “Oh, my god, what did I just do?” 
 
    “Enjoyed yourself, Mrs. Reynolds,” Tank said with a big grin. “And it's not over yet.” He licked his thick, dark lips. “You are going to love this next part.” 
 
    “No, no, this has gone too far.” I stood up, my heart racing. I pulled my hand out of my panties, my fingers soaked to my knuckles. The shameful scent of my spicy pussy filled the air. 
 
    “Oh, we're just getting started, Mrs. Reynolds.” Tank fell to my knees, his dark hands grabbing my thighs. “I've barely begun to wish you a happy birthday.” 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” I gasped as he slid his hands up my thighs. I took a step back and bumped into the fender of the car.  
 
    “Pulling off your panties.” He grinned. “You blew me. That was your first gift. You're going to like this one even more.” 
 
    I swallowed. I had to stop this, but the higher his hand climbed up my thighs, the more my pussy melted with eager excitement. “You're dating my step-daughter.” 
 
    “And?” he asked, grinning at me. He licked his lips. “You think I'm going to stop now? He chuckled. Oh, no, I'm going to eat that fine, married twat of yours. I'm going to devour it and make you explode, Mrs. Reynolds. Every birthday MILF deserves to have all her candles blown out.” 
 
    His hand reached my panties. He hooked them with his fingers and drew them off. I gasped as he worked them down my body. This shiver ran through me. I swallowed as he worked my panties further and further down my body. it was such a delight to experience. I groaned as he did it. A shiver ran through me.  
 
    He hooked my panties and then he dragged them down. They rolled off my hips and rump. He pulled them further and further down my legs. They emerged from beneath my skirt, the spicy scent of my pussy growing stronger and stronger. 
 
    He drew my white panties down to my feet. I stepped out of them, my heart racing. I couldn't stop myself. This was just such an amazing delight. A hot shudder ran through me. My tongue flicked over my lips. 
 
    He held them up and inhaled them. 
 
    “Goddamn, that pussy smells delicious.” He smacked his lips. “I am going to enjoy this!” 
 
    “P-please, I'm happily married,” I whimpered. 
 
    He grinned. “Then why are you letting me do this?” 
 
    He slid his head up between my thighs. His cheeks rubbed against my thighs. Heat surged up to my married pussy. I shuddered, my heart racing. His breath rustled my pubic hairs and caressed the folds of my pussy. 
 
    “No, no, no,” I groaned, staring at the door. Why couldn't I stop him? Why was I a slave to my cunt? 
 
    He nuzzled into my bush and kissed my pussy. I gaped at the contact of his thick lips on my twat. A hot shudder shot through me. It felt incredible. I groaned, throwing back my head. Then he licked me again. I shuddered at his tongue sliding through my folds. He stroked my pussy and brushed my clit. 
 
    Sparks burst through my cunt. I gasped, my boobs jiggling in my blouse and bra. He licked again. And again. His tongue was so bold. So strong. He knew just where he wanted to lick me. How he wanted to pleasure me.  
 
    There was no stopping him. He caressed me with hunger. He dragged his tongue through my folds and made me whimper. Groan. Shudder. I whimpered as he licked and lapped at me. He fluttered his tongue through my folds. My face contorted. 
 
    “Oh, that's not good,” I whimpered. “You can't do that to me. Oh, please, please, you have to stop.” 
 
    “You don't want me to stop.” He flicked my clit. “You want to cum. Just shower me in your juices, Mrs. Reynolds. God, White MILFs are the hottest.” 
 
    He thrust his tongue into my cunt and stirred it around in me. 
 
    I shuddered as his tongue danced around in my folds. He stirred me up. I shuddered at the feel of him licking and lapping at me. He caressed me with such passion. I groaned, my face contorting from the delight. It felt amazing. Wonderful. I tossed my head from side to side. I whimpered and moaned, savoring that delight. This wonderful bliss that would have me cumming hard. I shuddered, rising towards that wicked moment of erupting. 
 
    I would cum like a whore on another man's mouth. On the lips of my daughter's boyfriend. Tank's hands slid up my legs and grabbed my hips. He held me tight as he danced his tongue around the inside of my cunt. 
 
    He fucked in and out of me. He stirred me up with such virile passion. I groaned, my body shuddering. My boobs jiggled and bounced in my blouse. I rose and rose towards that wonderful climax. I shuddered, my face contorting from the delight that was about to surge through me.  
 
    “Oh, my god,” I moaned as his tongue thrust into my depths. 
 
    “Mmm, I know, Mrs. Reynolds,” he growled. “You got yourself a hot cunt. I'll take care of you!” 
 
    His tongue buried back into me. 
 
    “Tank!” I gasped, my head throwing back. 
 
    I planted my hands on the fender of the car, leaning my weight on it. The shocks groaned as I squirmed. His tongue danced around inside of me, swelling and swelling me towards my adulterous climax. I would have such a mighty cum. Just a big burst of pleasure.  
 
    His tongue flicked to my clit. He licked it. I gasped, sparks showering through my cunt. It felt so incredible to have his tongue licking me like that. My face contorted from the bliss. I groaned as he nursed on my bud. 
 
    “Tank!” I moaned. 
 
    He suckled harder. 
 
    “Oh, Tank,” I whimpered. 
 
    He nipped my bud. 
 
    I gasped, my face contorting with the delight of this moment. I shuddered at what he did to me. It was incredible to feel him nursing on me. My pussy clenched. He suckled hard. My entire body burst with rapture. 
 
    I came. 
 
    I screamed out my rapture, my pussy convulsing. My hot flesh spasmed, my juices gushing out to flood his mouth. I groaned and shuddered, the rapture rippling through my body. I tossed my head from side to side, my boobs jiggling and bouncing. 
 
    I whimpered and moaned, my head tossing back and forth. It was an amazing delight. My face twisted with rapture. I shuddered, my boobs bouncing and heaving. The pleasure rushed through me. I gasped, my heart racing with passion. 
 
    “Oh, my god!” I whimpered as he kept licking up the juices gushing out of me. “Oh, my god, that's so good.” 
 
    My boobs heaved. The car groaned as he licked up my cum. I floated as I hit the peak of my rapture. I couldn't remember cumming that hard in years. A decade. I shuddered, my tits jiggling in my blouse and bra. 
 
    He rose. I blinked at his dark lips smeared in my pussy cream. The spicy aroma of my twat covered his lips. He cupped my face and kissed me. He thrust his tongue into my mouth. I groaned as I surrendered to him. 
 
    I was lost to my adulterous desires. 
 
    My tongue danced with his. I savored the taste of my spicy pussy on his lips. His strong hands slid from my face to my breasts. I shuddered as he cupped my tits, massaging them through my blouse. I shuddered, my nipples throbbing. 
 
    Then his hands went even lower. They slid down my body. I loved how they caressed me. They worked to the hem of my blouse and drew it up. He was pulling off my stretchy top. I broke the kiss as he pulled the material over my breasts. I thrust my arms into the air. 
 
    I aided him. 
 
    He ripped off my blouse, my black hair swaying around my face. My hands shot behind me. I found the claps of my bra and unhooked it. I slid out of my white straps and freed my pale boobs. They spilled out into his hands. 
 
    My step-daughter's boyfriend grinned as he massaged my tits. “Mrs. Reynolds. My, oh, my, what a pair of tits you have.” 
 
    “Tank,” I whimpered as he massaged my big, soft breasts. He dug his dark fingers into my tits. “I... I...” 
 
    “I know,” he said, smiling. “I know just what you need. I'm here to give it to you.” 
 
    I shuddered as he slid his thumbs over my boobs and brushed my hard nipples. Pleasure sparked from them and shot down to my cunt. My pussy clenched as he massaged my nubs. He rubbed his thumbs into them, pushing them into my breasts. 
 
    This heat shot through me. It was incredible. I couldn't believe how skilled he was. How his touch energized me. I trembled through his touch, loving everything that he did to me. I whimpered, my face scrunching up from this delight. 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes, you like that, don't you,” he growled. “Mmm, it's making your pussy melt. You want to feel my cock sliding into that naughty cunt.” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned, savoring the way he manipulated me. I groaned as he massaged them with such delectable pressure. 
 
    “Say it,” he said, squeezing my heavy tits. 
 
    “I...” My eyes flicked to the door. All my friends were here. My husband. And step-daughter. They would know what I had done. I swallowed and then turned away. I couldn't face that way. Face tank. I bent over the hood of the car, my big breasts jiggling. “I want you to fuck my cunt with your big, hard, dick, Tank.” 
 
    “Mrs. Reynolds,” he breathed with such delight, savoring my surrender to my lusts. He smacked his cock down on my ass. The sound echoed through the garage. “I would be honored to fuck you.” 
 
    I put my elbows on the trunk, the metal groaning as it deformed. My heart raced, my cunt on fire. This was so insane. Then his cock was nuzzling into my bush. I gasped when the tip reached the folds of my pussy. I trembled as he worked his dick up and down me. 
 
    This was happening. I was really going to cheat on my husband. I would cuckold him with his daughter's boyfriend. Not only that, he was Black. Hung. I was about to have a huge cock stretch out my naughty cunt. 
 
    “Happy birthday, Mrs. Reynolds,” growled Tank as he thrust. 
 
    I threw back my head and squealed, “Oh, my fucking god!” 
 
    My eyes bulged. He was huge. He stretched out my cunt like nothing I had ever experienced. My pussy came alive around his dick, welcoming him in with hunger. He plunged to the hilt in me, his tip nuzzling into my cervix and his balls smacking into my bush over my clit. 
 
    A dizzying wave of delight washed through me. This was incredible to feel. I groaned, almost swooning from what he'd done to me. I clenched my twat down around his dick. I shuddered, loving how his cock filled me up. 
 
    Then he drew back. 
 
    I gasped, my pussy squeezing about his massive, Black dick as he drew out of me. I shuddered, my toes curling in my heels. There was just so much of his cock. He caressed every bit of my pussy as he plunged back into me. His crotch smacked my butt-cheeks. They rippled. 
 
    “Oh, my fucking god!” I gasped as he plunged into me. It was fantastic. He drew back and slammed into me again. And again. “Oh, my god, Tank! Oh, my god, that's incredible. Yes, yes, yes, fuck me!” 
 
    He pumped away at me. He thrust into me again and again. He buried his dick to the hilt in me with hard strokes. He plunged deep and hard into me. I groaned, feeling so dizzy from his strokes. He buried into me again and again. It was amazing to enjoy. I whimpered from the bliss of his cock slamming into me over and over again. 
 
    He held nothing back. I had never been fucked like this. He was a machine. The Black stud hammered my pussy. My cunt clenched about him, drinking in the friction and feeding my growing orgasm. I swelled towards a shuddering climax. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, my pussy gripping his dick. He buried hard and fast into me. Every one of his strokes he plunged to the hilt in my snatch sent delight rippling through me. 
 
    “Mrs. Fucking Reynolds!” he growled. “That's it. Squeeze that married cunt down on me. You White fucking MILFs are the best!” 
 
    His words had me feeling do dizzy. “Oh, god, I love it! I love it so much. You're so much bigger and thicker and longer than my husband. So much better!” 
 
    “Damn straight, Mrs. Reynolds!” he growled.  
 
    I shuddered as he fucked me with no restraint. His hands grabbed my swinging breasts. He gripped them as he drove into me. He fucked me over and over again. It was amazing. I shuddered, the pleasure rippling through my body. 
 
    He pounded me with such hard strokes. It was amazing. I loved every moment of it. I groaned, my pussy drinking in the friction. This wonderful bliss swelled in me. I rose towards my climax, hurtling closer and closer to that wonderful burst of pleasure. 
 
    “I'm going to cum on your cock!” I moaned, the metal of the hood groaning beneath my elbows. 
 
    “Good!” he growled, thrusting to the hilt in me again and again.  
 
    He plunged deep and hard into me. It was fantastic to feel. I shuddered, my heart pounding in my chest. I rose towards that wonderful climax. I squeezed my cunt down around him, savoring his every stroke into my snatch. 
 
    It was wonderful to enjoy. 
 
    “I want to feel that pussy cumming on my dick,” he growled. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed as he buried into me. “Oh, my god, I want that!” 
 
    I was almost there, my body trembling. His hands squeezed my tits as he buried his cock into my cheating cunt. My pussy clamped down hard, drinking in the friction. He drew back his cock, stimulating my naughty flesh.  
 
    I whimpered, my black hair swaying about my face. He thrust to the hilt in me, knocking at my cervix. His balls smacked into my taint. I shuddered, my face contorting from the bliss of this moment. He drew back his cock. 
 
    I exploded. 
 
    My pussy writhed around his cock. His dick slammed to the hilt in me. It was incredible feeling his shaft burying deep and hard into my cunt as my flesh rippled around him. Sucking at him. I tossed my head, black hair dancing. 
 
    “Fuck, Mrs. Reynolds!” he growled, squeezing my tits as he drove his dick deep into my cunt. “Yes!” 
 
    His cum spurted into me. Blast after blast of his spunk basted my snatch. I shuddered, savoring the rapture of his cum firing into me. It was astonishing. I loved every moment of it. I groaned, my twat rippling and writhing around his cock. I milked out every drop of his cum. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” I moaned, the waves of delight drowning my mind. “Oh, that's amazing. Yes, yes, that's just so wonderful. I love it! I love your cock, Tank!” 
 
    He growled and fired the last of his cum into me. My orgasm hit the peak. I quivered there, my pussy rippling around him. Pleasure rushed through me. It drowned my mind in such happy rapture. I quivered, my eyes fluttering. 
 
    Then I panted, my heart racing. I just let him do that to me. I just let another man fuck my pussy.  
 
    And I wanted more.  
 
    “Happy birthday, Mrs. Reynolds.”  
 
    *   *   * 
 
    George Reynolds 
 
    I headed for the garage to grab some more drinks. The door wasn't propped open like usual. I reached for it when I heard moaning through it. I blinked at the sounds. The amorous passion of a couple fucking. 
 
    My cheeks warmed as I wondered who it was. I listened. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” a woman gasped. 
 
    “Mrs. Fucking Reynolds!”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Was someone fucking my wife? No way. 
 
    “That's it,” growled the man. “Squeeze that married cunt down on me. You White fucking MILFs are the best!” 
 
    I swallowed, feeling so dizzy even as my cock swelled harder. This couldn't be what I thought. It had to be something else. Someone else. I grabbed the door and cracked it as the woman moaned, “Oh, god, I love it!” 
 
    I peered through the crack at Tank plowing into a woman. 
 
    “I love it so much.” With the door partially open, that was my wife. I could see her black hair swaying. He was fucking her from behind in our garage. “You're so much bigger and thicker and longer than my husband. So much better!” 
 
    “Damn straight, Mrs. Reynolds!” he growled. 
 
    I shut the door, panting, reeling. I leaned against the washer machine, shocked at what I had just heard. My blood boiled and my stomach twisted. I glanced at the door, hearing their moans. My cheeks burned with heat. 
 
    I didn't know what to do or why I was so damned hard. 
 
    To be continued... 
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 Mrs. Reynolds's Cuckolding Menage 
 
    George Reynolds 
 
    I listened to my wife cumming on another man's cock. Tank's cock. The Black man my eighteen-year-old daughter was dating. I couldn't believe the sounds my wife made inside the garage. They bled through the door as she reveled on his big, Black dick. 
 
    She loved his cock more than mine. 
 
    Humiliation burned through me while this heat throbbed through my pants. It was her fortieth birthday today, though pretended to be twenty-nine for the eleventh year running. All our friends were over. 
 
    And she was getting fucked by a hung, Black stud. She cheated on me. Cuckolded me. And I was so hard. My cock throbbed even as the shock and humiliation weighed on my guts. I felt so bewildered as I stumbled back from the door. 
 
    I didn't know what to do. I burst back into the main house, the party going on. My heart hammered as I stumbled to the bowl that had the last beer in it. I grabbed it, needing a drink. Everyone was here. If they found out my wife was cuckolding me... 
 
    God, this was a nightmare. 
 
    I cracked open the bottle and took a long, deep swig of the sour beer. It soaked my taste buds. I guzzled it all down. This was awesome. I loved every second of drinking down every drop of the sour liquid I could.  
 
    I wanted something stronger. 
 
    “Hey, man,” said Rick, “thought you were getting more.” 
 
    I shrugged at my friend. Our wives were close, so we started hanging out.  
 
    Then Eric joined him, staring down at the empty bowl. All that was left was half-melted ice. He glanced at me. “No more beer?” 
 
    I shrugged again. 
 
    “You okay?” Rick asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I lied. “Just been a long day.” 
 
    “Right, right, and you got that firecracker of a wife wanting some birthday nookie.” Rick chuckled. “Don't want to wear yourself out. You're over forty. An old man.” 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “Least your wife's still into you.” Eric leaned in closer. “Hear about Mitchel?” 
 
    “Mitchel from work?” I asked.  
 
    Eric nodded. “Yeah. He caught his wife fucking a Black man and he got into it. Like a cuckold or something. He watched her fuck him. Now he arranges for her to get fucked by bulls, as they're called. Hung, Black bulls.” 
 
    My hard dick throbbed in my pant. Shame burned through me, my wife's moans echoing in my mind. “Why would he do that?” 
 
    “He always was a pathetic guy,” Eric said. Now he's even more of a simp. Christ, can you imagine?” 
 
    “I'd kill the guy and dump my wife on the curb with the trash,” Rick muttered. “And he watches her getting fucked.” 
 
    “Yeah. He's a cuckold.” 
 
    My dick twitched again. Why was this making me feel so hot? This was all so insane.  
 
    “And you want to know the real fucked up shit,” Eric said. “Mitchel even licks his wife clean after she's been pounded.” 
 
    “Oh, no fucking way,” groaned Rick. “He eats the creampie. Has the dude got no self-respect?” 
 
    “Zip. Zero. Nada.” Eric shook his head. “Fucked up, right, George?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I muttered, strange thoughts burning in my mind. “That's so fucked up. I'd never do that.” 
 
    Eric opened his mouth when my daughter sauntered up. Danielle had a big smile on her face as she came up to us. Eric's eyes flicked at her flesh, stirring protective instincts. The fatherly ones to deck him for staring at my little girl, even if she was barely an adult. 
 
    Why didn't have those same instincts with Tracy? Why was I so hard knowing she was cumming on another man's dick? This made no sense. 
 
    “You seen my boyfriend around?” Danielle asked, looking around the room. 
 
    Yes. “No,” I lied. I couldn't tell her the truth. Couldn't tell her that her step-mother was in the garage getting pounded by Tank. That would break her heart. “I'm sure he's around here somewhere.” 
 
    She beamed at me. “He's amazing. You and mom will just love him.” 
 
    Your mother loves him too much, echoed in mind. Along with her moans and gasps and cries of passion as she took his big dick hard.  
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Tracy Reynolds 
 
    I trembled after being fucked hard by Tank. I couldn't believe this had happened. I never thought I would cheat on George. He was a great guy. Married me with a kid of my own. We were two single parents that found something in the other. 
 
    And on my fortieth birthday, I let my step-daughter's black boyfriend fuck me hard. My gift from Tank. His big, Black dick had stretched my cunt to my limits. His cum brimmed inside of me as I stepped into my white panties and drew them up. 
 
    It all started when I came out here to get more drinks for the party and found him fucking Danielle. I heard my step-daughter gasping and moaning while the words my friends spoke about Black men echoed in my mind. How they had big dicks and could make a woman do anything they wanted. 
 
    They were real men. 
 
    Tank proved that much was true. 
 
    He knew I was watching, had me blow him with his dick drenched in my step-daughter's pussy juices, ate my cunt out, and then gave me the birthday fucking to end all birthday fuckings. I was wonderfully sore down there. 
 
    God, this was so fucked up. 
 
    My big boobs jiggled as I seated my panties. Tank handed me my bra, still naked. He ogled my large tits before I slung them into my bra cups and fastened them behind me with practice ease. A few adjustments, and my breasts were comfortably contained. 
 
    I shoved down my skirt and then pulled on my blouse. My face burned and my hair was a tousled mess. I had to look like I had just been fucked hard and put away wet. So wet. Tank's cum soaked the gusset of my panties. 
 
    “Damn, you are one fine MILF, Mrs. Reynolds,” Tank said as he dressed. 
 
    I just blushed and rushed out of here. I snagged a new case of beer, wrenched open the garage door (not an easy feat juggling the case), and stepped into the laundry room. The buffer between garage and house. I headed out into it, the party going on. George was talking with his friends. 
 
    I blushed and set the case of beer on the counter. I felt everyone looking at me. Judging me. George glanced at me. I smiled at him, trying to look innocent. I felt so naughty as I opened the case and busied myself putting the beers into the bowl. 
 
    “You were gone a while,” purred Janet, my divorced friend I hadn't seen in five years. She'd flown out for my birthday. 
 
    “Was I?” I asked just as Tank emerged from the laundry room with a big smile on his face. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Janet said, giving me this wicked look. “You fucked him?” 
 
    “What?” I gasped. 
 
    “Who did she fuck?” asked Melinda. She came up on the other side of me, my cheeks bright red. “Is that why you were gone so long?” 
 
    “Oh, god,” I groaned, wanting to melt away. 
 
    “She tried out Tank,” said Janet. “Had a nice birthday romp in the garage while the rest of us were out here.” 
 
    “Ooh, how wicked of you,” purred Melinda. “I can't believe you did that.” 
 
    “I can,” Janet said, a big smirk on your face. “You've been fucked by a Black dick and you loved it. Good for you.” 
 
    “I cheated on George,” I groaned, my face burning. “What if he figures it out.” 
 
    “Do you at all regret that you enjoyed that big, Black cock fucking into you?” Janet purred. 
 
    I hesitated. “I don't... regret it. I just don't want it to happen again. And George and Danielle can't ever, ever, ever find out.” 
 
    “It's your birthday,” said Janet. “You're twenty-nine again. It's fine to indulge. To be naughty. Did he spank you?” 
 
    “Janet!” I gasped. 
 
    “Oh, he spanked her,” giggled Melinda. “I just can't believe you really did it.” 
 
    “I can't, either,” I whimpered, staring at my husband. He was still drinking with his friends. He didn't seem at all suspicious. “I don't know how it happened. I just... He came up to me and... and...” My eyes flicked to Tank. “He was just such a virile man. I couldn't resist him.” 
 
    “Mmm, I know,” Janet purred. 
 
    “Yeah, I bet,” Melinda said. “Wow, I couldn't. Good for you for getting some.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. Tank was talking with Danielle. He was telling her something. She had a big grin on her face. Then he bent down and kissed her.  
 
    I gasped at that. This hot flare of jealousy shot through me. I was... jealous that my daughter was getting attention from her boyfriend. My pussy clenched, so full of all his cum. He had fired so much into me. 
 
    “I'm proud of you,” Janet said, rubbing my back. “I wish I had the courage to do that when I was married. I had to wait until it was all over.” 
 
    “I'm not getting a divorce,” I groaned. “Every marriage doesn't end that way.” 
 
    “Right, right.” She smiled. “You got a taste. There's no going back for you.” 
 
    My cheeks burned at her words. 
 
    The party started winding down after that. People were making their farewells. Melinda left with her husband Rick. Janet gave me a hug and purred, “I want all the details. Let's have lunch tomorrow.” 
 
    “Okay,” I whispered. 
 
    She kissed my cheek and then she was heading out to her hotel room. I started cleaning up. Danielle and my husband were helping. Tank was lurking around. Every time I glanced at him, heat rushed through me. 
 
    I started washing the dishes when Danielle joined me, putting them in the dishwasher. My step-daughter's bleached-blonde hair tumbled about her face. She glanced around like she was seeing who was about us. 
 
    “So,” my daughter purred, “how was he?” 
 
    I froze. “Who?” 
 
    “Tank. He told me all about how he fucked you.” 
 
    I braced for my step-daughter's anger. For her to blow up at me.  
 
    Instead, she cooed, “He's amazing, isn't he? Happy birthday, Mom. I knew you would enjoy the present I brought you.” 
 
    “You... brought Tank here to... to...” 
 
    “Fuck you hard,” she said. “Mmm, and from the sounds of it, he pounded you and made you cum. He says you were crying out how his dick was the best.” 
 
    My cheeks burned. “I thought he was your boyfriend.” 
 
    “He is.” Danielle beamed at me. “But he wants to fuck my step-mom. Wants to have a threesome. Once Daddy's asleep, come to my room. Tank and I will be waiting for you.” 
 
    She plucked the plate out of my shocked fingers and thrust it into the dishwasher. I couldn't believe this night. Didn't she care that I had cheated on her father? Janet was right. A man like Tank got a woman to do things she wouldn't for any other guy. 
 
    Like having a threesome with her step-daughter.  
 
    *   *   * 
 
    George Reynolds 
 
    It was hours later, and I couldn't get the sounds out of my mind of my wife getting fucked. I had been hard all night. The things Ed told me that Mitchel had done mixed with them. I kept picturing it in my mind. It was insane. I had to get these thoughts out of my brain. 
 
    I entered the master bedroom and found my wife changing for bed. The only light came from the hallway, painting over her near-naked body. She was down to her just her panties as she pulled her purple nightie that her friend Janet had bought her. I caught a glimpse of her panties. They were wet and stained with cum. 
 
    She had a pussy full of Tank's jizz. 
 
    Before I knew it, I was rushing into the room, kicking the door shut and plunging it into darkness. I grabbed her. she gasped as I pushed her on the bed. “George! What the heck?” 
 
    “Happy birthday,” I groaned and grabbed her panties. 
 
    “No, wait!” she gasped in panic as I ripped her panties off. “Wait, wait, George! I'm all sweaty. I need to shower.” 
 
    I threw them to the floor. The scent of salty cum and her spicy aroma filled my nose. I buried my face into her cunt, my dick so hard. Her wet bush spilled over my lips and cheeks. They were sticky with another moan's cum. 
 
    Another man's seed. 
 
    I licked at her pussy. I gathered up that salty fluid. Like a complete simp, I lapped up the jizz leaking out of my wife's cunt. Another man's seed that had fired into her pussy. She gasped in shock as I licked again and again. 
 
    I couldn't stop myself. What was wrong with me? This was so fucked up? I was such a freak. I couldn't believe how disgusting I was for doing this, but I couldn't stop licking at her. I kept sliding my tongue through her folds. 
 
    She groaned as I brushed her clit. Her back arched as she moaned. “Oh, my god, George, what are you doing?” 
 
    “Eating your pussy,” I panted. “Happy birthday.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes,” she gasped. “George. It's not... nasty.” 
 
    “Delicious,” I groaned. 
 
    I thrust my tongue into her pussy. Her boobs jiggled in the dark as I scooped out the jizz in her. The salty cum spiced by her pussy. This was so wild. I couldn't stop myself from doing this. I gripped her ass and devoured that spooge. 
 
    My tongue scooped out more and more of Tank's cum. My wife moaned, enjoying me cleaning out her pussy. What must she be thinking? That she was tricking me? Did she find it hot that I was licking out her lover's cum? 
 
    Her Black bull's jizz? 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes, George,” she moaned, her big breasts heaving. She shuddered. “That's so good. Ooh, that's amazing.” 
 
    I shoved my hand in my pants and pulled out my cock. I stroked myself. I was so hard, so eager. I scooped out more cum, tasting that man's jizz. It spilled over my tongue and through my mouth. I gulped it down like a sissy bitch. 
 
    My wife kept shuddering. The spicy flavor of her pussy slowly overpowering the taste of his cum. I stroked myself hard and fast. I pumped my hand up and down my cock while I explored her pussy for more of his cum. I reached deep. 
 
    Found a little more. 
 
    I pulled it into my mouth and groaned. I erupted from the humiliation. The shame that I was doing this burned so hot through me. I fired blast after blast of cum that sprayed the side of the bed. The pleasure slammed through my mind. 
 
    “Oh, my god, George,” my wife moaned. She bucked and then her pussy gushed juices. “Yes, yes, yes!” 
 
    I licked and lapped at her cunt. I drank her juices as they flooded out of her as I groaned. I came so hard. I pumped blast after blast of my cum onto the bed while picturing the Black stud flooding my wife with all his jizz. 
 
    I shuddered and then pulled my face away. I licked my lips, savoring the flavor of her spicy pussy juices. I couldn't believe how pathetic I was for doing that. For eating my wife's cunt. For licking another man's cum out of her. 
 
    My cheeks burned as I said, “Happy birthday.” 
 
    “Mmm, thank you,” she moaned. “You ready for me? I'm ready for you. Ooh, you got me wet.” 
 
    Did she really want me after having Tank? 
 
    “I jerked off while eating you out,” I panted. “Popped off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” she said. “Well, I'm bushed.” 
 
    “Yeah, me, too,” I said and stood up. 
 
    My wife grabbed the nightie her friend gave her for a birthday present and pulled it on. Then she slid into the bed, purring, “This was the best birthday I've had.” 
 
    “Yeah, I bet,” I said, remembering her words. She had the best sex of her life with Tank. I threw my clothes in the hamper, pulled on a pair of boxers, and then climbed into bed beside her. She kissed me. 
 
    I lay on my back for a while and then rolled over on my side. I struggled to sleep, but I just couldn't find it. My mind raced, the flavor of pussy cream and cum lingering in my mouth. I was just like Mitchel. A pathetic guy who got off on his wife fucking another man. 
 
    “George,” my wife whispered. I could feel her testing if I was asleep. I knew Tank was staying the night in my daughter's room. Did she have a late-night rendezvous with him? 
 
    A booty call? 
 
    I just kept breathing. She whispered my name again but I didn't respond. I could feel her shuddering. Then she slipped out of the bed. My heart beat faster and faster as I heard her pad to the door. It whisked open, rasping on the carpet. Then she slipped out of it and closed it behind her. If she had to use the restroom, we had a master bath. 
 
    I sat up and moved to the door. I listened to it. I heard her knock at my daughter's door. I was soft. My cock went hard in a flash. I shoved my hand into my pants. The door opened and then closed. She went in there with Danielle? 
 
    I jerked off hard and fast, thinking of my wife getting fucked by the Black stud. I came in moments.  
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Tracy Reynolds 
 
    I knocked softly on my daughter's door, quivering. I wore the nightie that Janet had bought me for my birthday and nothing else. No panties. I couldn't believe that George had eaten my pussy when it was full of Tank's cum. 
 
    Luckily, he hadn't noticed. 
 
    The door opened and Tank stood there naked. His cock was hard, thrusting out, and gleaming with pussy cream on them. My step-daughter lay on her bed, legs spread wide, her shaved pussy gaping open. I could see into her snatch and the cum pooling in her. 
 
    “Great timing, Mrs. Reynolds,” Tank said with a cocky grin. “Just finished fucking your daughter.” 
 
    “Come lick me clean, Mommy,” cooed my step-daughter. “Tank fired so much cum into me. Just clean me all up.” 
 
    I shivered as this hunger swept through me. I had already tasted Danielle's cunt on Tank's cock when I blew him. That ended with me swallowing his salty cum. So I had tasted both their fluids. But together...  
 
    I was such a bad wife and mother. 
 
    I padded towards my daughter, the door closing behind me. I was so glad George was asleep. So long as he never found out about this... I shuddered, my pussy clenching. My bush was soaked. I was so wet and itchy. It had been so hard to lie there waiting for George to fall into sleep. 
 
    “You wear this for me?” asked Tank, grabbing the lacy hem of the nightie. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, blushing. I turned around for him, my boobs heaving. “Do you like it?” 
 
    “Fuck me, I love it, Mrs. Reynolds,” he said. “Mmm, your friend has good taste in lingerie.” 
 
    “She does,” I said.  
 
    “Now come lick me clean, Mommy,” purred my daughter. “I need you to lick and lap at me right now.” 
 
    I shuddered and headed to my daughter. I slid onto the bed, my boobs jiggling and swaying. My heart hammered in my chest. This was so exciting. I couldn't believe I was so lucky to get this opportunity. A shiver ran through me. 
 
    I climbed onto the bed, licking my lips. My heart pounded so hard. I was really about to eat my step-daughter out. This was so insane. I couldn't believe this was happening. I shuddered and lowered my face to her pussy.  
 
    I leaned down and nuzzled into her cunt. Her tangy aroma filled my nose. I wiggled my rump at Tank and took a deep breath. I licked a pussy for the first time. My tongue slid through her folds and gathered up the salty cum and her tangy cream. 
 
    “Mom!” Danielle moaned, her back arching. Her round breasts jiggled. “Damn, Mom, you're hungry for his cum.” 
 
    “I am,” I moaned.  
 
    I licked her again. It was so good. Cum and her pussy juices mixed. I could feel Tank watching us. He wanted us to do that. It made me so excited. My friends were right. With the right Black man, a woman was a complete whore who would do anything to make him happy. 
 
    So I licked and lapped and fluttered my tongue up and down my step-daughter's folds. 
 
    Tank's strong hands grabbed my butt-cheeks. He parted them, exposing my asshole. I was so shocked by that, but I didn't stop licking my step-daughter's cunt. I kept cleaning out his cum as his face buried into my crack, his breath spilling hot over my asshole. 
 
    There was no way that he was going to do that? That spot disgusting. 
 
    And yet his lips kissed me right on my asshole. He smooched my puckered back door. I shuddered at what he did. This wicked shiver ran through me. I whimpered into Danielle's cunt, my heart pounding with such shock at what he was doing to me. I clenched my butt-cheeks around his face.  
 
    “Oh, my god, Tank,” I moaned as his tongue danced over my asshole. 
 
    “Mmm, he's rimming you, Mom,” purred Danielle. “He's getting that ass all nice and ready for his big dick.” 
 
    “What?” I gasped. Then Tank plunged two of his digits into my juicy snatch. “Oh, my god, yes!” 
 
    I clenched my cunt down on those fingers and thrust my tongue into my daughter's pussy. I scooped out his cum and her tangy cream. I licked and lapped at her while those two digits just soaked in my pussy. They didn't fuck me. 
 
    They felt nice in me, so I wasn't complaining. His tongue danced around my sphincter, bathing me in his saliva. Was he really going to fuck me in the ass? I mean, if he did, I would say yes. I would let this man do anything to me. 
 
    His tongue pressed against my anal ring. I gasped as he popped into my bowels. That was so filthy. And felt so naughty. I moaned into my step-daughter's cunt. I feasted on her with everything that I had. I had to lick her clean. Devour her. 
 
    It was so exciting to do. I fluttered my tongue around in her snatch. I loved the taste of her. She groaned as I ate her out. She shuddered as I licked at her. My tongue caressed through all her folds. It was fantastic to eat her. 
 
    She moaned, her thighs squeezing about my face. She held me tight, holding me with her passion while her boyfriend danced his tongue around in my bowels. Then he ripped his fingers out of my pussy and his tongue from my asshole. 
 
    “Mmm, Mrs. Reynolds,” he growled. “You got a tasty ass.” 
 
    “Oh, god,” I moaned. That was so embarrassing to hear. 
 
    I scooped out more of his cum from my step-daughter's cunt as he pressed his fingers between my butt-cheeks. He smeared my flesh in my pussy cream. He found my asshole and pushed one of his digits against it. 
 
    I shuddered as he popped into my bowels with ease. His burning finger pressed deeper and deeper and deeper into my bowels. I moaned, my asshole clenching on him. The sensation melted down to my cunt.  
 
    It was such a strange sensation. I shuddered as his digit worked in and out of my bowels. He finger-fucked my asshole while I licked more and more of his cum out of my step-daughter's tangy cunt, though that salty delight was dwindling. 
 
    “Mmm, get her nice and ready for that big dick,” my step-daughter moaned. “Oh, Mom, you're going to love his cock in your asshole.” 
 
    Maybe I would. His finger felt strange but in a good way. 
 
    Then he drew it back until it almost popped out. Then he pressed his second finger against my anal ring. I gasped as my sphincter had to stretch to let that digit in. I shuddered as he plunged two of them into my bowels. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” I moaned at that. My asshole clenched down on his cock. “Oh, my, that feels so strange. Mmm, but good. Strange but good.” 
 
    “I bet it does, Mom,” purred my step-daughter. “Ooh, you're going to just explode when he's ass-fucking you, Mom.” 
 
    “I bet I will,” I groaned, those two digits working in and out of my cunt. 
 
    The taste of cum in my daughter's cunt had vanished. All I was licking up were her juices, and they were still delicious. I fluttered my tongue up and down her folds, brushing her clit. She gasped and moaned, her boobs jiggling. 
 
    I licked her clit again, loving how into made her squirm. I clenched my bowels on those two digits and fluttered against her bud, pleasing her pussy the way I liked mine licked. She groaned, her head tossing. 
 
    “Oh, my god, Mom,” purred my step-daughter. “That's wild. That's just so wild. Ooh, I love it. Yes, yes, I love this.” 
 
    “I bet you do,” growled Tank. “You're such a slut, Danielle.” 
 
    “I am!” She shuddered, her boobs jiggling. “Fuck, Mom, you're going to make me cum!” 
 
    I wanted that. I wanted to make my step-daughter explode. This strange, deviant part of me wanted her gasping and moaning and cumming. I squeezed my bowels down on Tank's fingers and suckled on my daughter's clit. 
 
    Then I thrust two of my fingers into her pussy. 
 
    She gasped and shuddered, her breast heaving. I reamed out her cunt as Tank ripped his digits out of my asshole. I felt so strangely empty. Would he fuck my ass next with his cock? Then his fingers reached my cunt. He thrust three of them into my pussy. 
 
    I moaned around my daughter's clit as I felt those three, thick fingers sliding into my cunt. My pussy drank in the delight. I plunged my digits faster and faster in and out of my daughter's twat. I suckled on her hard. 
 
    She moaned and whimpered. She bucked and gasped. Her bed creaked as she humped against my face. I loved it. My tongue danced around her clit between suckles. My fingers jammed deep into her snatch. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, Mom, I'm going to cum!” she gasped. 
 
    I wanted to make my step-daughter explode. I was such a naughty wife and mother. 
 
    Tank ripped those three fingers out of my bowels. Then he brought them to my asshole. I shuddered as he worked his digits against my asshole. He coated my sphincter in pussy cream before he thrust them hard against me. 
 
    I shuddered at that amazing feeling of my anal ring widening and widening. Three fingers was intense. I moaned around my step-daughter's clit, my entire body shuddering. Then he popped into my bowels.  
 
    I squealed as he stretched out my naughty backdoor. I trembled, whimpering at the delight of being penetrated by his three thick digits. Pleasure melted to my cunt. My pussy soaked my bush. I thrust my fingers in and out of my step-daughter's cunt. 
 
    “Oh, my god, Mom,” my daughter moaned. “I'm almost there. Just keep sucking on my clit.” 
 
    I did, whimpering as it was fantastic to feel those three digits pumping away at my bowels. My body trembled from the delight. He buried his fingers into my asshole hard as I thrust mine into my step-daughter's juicy cunt. 
 
    “Mommy!” she squealed. 
 
    She bucked as she came. Her pussy convulsed around my digits. Hot juices gushed out. I ripped my fingers out of her cunt and drank her tangy fluids. I reveled in the forbidden delight, showering in my step-daughter's hot cream. 
 
    She trembled, hitting the peak of her pleasure. She fluttered her eyes. I lapped gently at her pussy, my bowels squeezing down on Tank's fingers. My step-daughter's round breasts jiggled. She shook her head and then a huge smile spread on her lips. 
 
    “Mom!” she gasped. “Oh, my god, that was just the best, you know that. “Just the absolute tits. Mmm, you are one amazing pussy licker, you know that?” 
 
    I blushed. “I really didn't know that, no.” 
 
    She sat up and leaned over. She cupped my tits and lifted my face. Her bleached-blonde hair spilled about her flushed face, her hazel eyes sparkling. Then she kissed me. I gasped at the feel of my daughter's lips on mine. She didn't care that my lips were covered in her pussy juices. 
 
    No, that seemed to make her excited. 
 
    My step-daughter's tongue danced over my lips, gathering up her pussy cream. She moaned as she kissed me. It was so wild. My bowels clenched around Tank's thick fingers. It was so heady to make out with another woman.  
 
    With my husband's daughter. This was so wrong. I felt so wicked for enjoying this delight. It was so naughty of me. I quivered, my bowels clenching down on those three fingers working out of me. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. 
 
    Then Danielle broke the kiss. “God, Tank, please, please, please tell me she's ready for you to ream her ass out. I want you to fuck her MILF-ass hard. I bet Daddy's never gotten it.” 
 
    “No, he hasn't,” I groaned. “No man has.” 
 
    “See, Tank,” Danielle said. “Stick with me, and I'll make sure you get all the delights you crave.” 
 
    “I never needed you to get them,” he said.  
 
    “Oof, that stings,” Danielle said. “But it's true. He's such a stud.” My step-daughter grinned at me. “And I know what he's going to do to you. You're not on birth control. Dad's had his tubes snipped.” 
 
    “What, no!” I gasped. “I can't do that. I can't have Tank's baby. Your father would divorce me.” 
 
    “You never know,” purred Danielle. “He's such a low-T dude, he probably gets off thinking of you getting fucked by a Black guy. Some many White guys I know are into it. So sad, but it's so hot for me. Right, Tank. How many married women have you fucked while their husbands watch.” 
 
    “Six or seven,” he said. “A few even lick their wives clean with their pussies full of my seed.” 
 
    I shuddered. George had done just that, but he couldn't have possibly known my pussy was full of seed. I frowned. I surely had tasted it when I licked it out of my step-daughter's cunt. Didn't George wonder why it was so salty? Did he just not make the connection, unless...? 
 
    No, no, he would have been pissed if he found I had been cheating. Just pissed. 
 
    Tank ripped his fingers out of my asshole before he pressed his dick into my cunt. I gasped as I felt his big, Black cock poised to ram into my pussy. I was still fertile. I hadn't gone through menopause yet. I could have another child. If he thrust into me... 
 
    I didn't object as he rammed his cock to the hilt in my cunt. I gasped, my pussy clenching on his dick. I moaned my delight. This hunger rose in me. This desire to have his cum fire into my cunt filled me. To be bred by this virile, Black stud. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” I moaned, shuddering there. 
 
    “God, Mom, you're totally thinking about him breeding you,” purred Danielle.  
 
    “I...” I shook my head. “Of course not. I would never do that to your father.” 
 
    She cupped my face. “Mom, you're a woman. Your body craves to have the strongest man breed you. A big, virile Black man who will give you a strong son or beautiful daughter. You can feel it. We're slaves to biology. We think we're in control, but we're not. So it's not your fault for being a MILF-slut craving to have a Black man pump your fertile cunt full of all his seed.” 
 
    I swallowed. “Really?” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” Danielle said. “It's why women marry the safe guy that can provide for them and then get fucked by the hung stud on the side. You don't want to marry Tank, but you do want to have the best children possible and then have the guy with the most resources take care of you. That's how humans work. Women have been cucking the men they love since we got the fuck out of Africa. We're just so good at lying about our sexuality, we've convinced ourselves we'd never do it. But we will. 
 
    “But not tonight.” Danielle grinned. “Tonight, you're getting your asshole reamed out by his big, Black dick.” 
 
    “And if I want to cum in her pussy and knock her up instead?” asked Tank. 
 
    “Ass to pussy?” purred Danielle. 
 
    Tank laughed while I gasped. “You mean... Fuck my asshole and then ram into my pussy and cum in me.” 
 
    “And breed you,” my step-daughter cooed. “How does that sound, Mom?” 
 
    My pussy clenched so hard on his cock. A hot shiver ran through me. 
 
    “Oh, she's into it,” Tank growled. He pulled out of my cunt. I gasped as he did that. My entire body quivered. Then he popped free. I shuddered as his dick then slid into my butt-crack. He pressed right on my asshole. “Right, Mrs. Reynolds. You want me to breed you.” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned. “Oh, god, I do. I really, really do. I'm such a slutty wife. I can't believe it.” Janet was right. There were some men that could just make you do anything he wanted because he was that much of a stud. It wasn't the sort of man you married. No, no, it was the sort of man you had a fling with.  
 
    Wild, bold, passionate sex to make you squeal before you slip back to your nest where your husband had no clue whatsoever. 
 
    Tank thrust his cock against my asshole. I shuddered as my anal ring slowly stretched before his cock. I groaned as my asshole widened more and more. A hot shiver ran through me. This was incredible. My face contorted. The heat ran through me. A shiver shot through my body. I shook my head from side to side as my sphincter swallowed the tip of his thick cock. 
 
    He popped into my bowels. Lubed by my pussy cream, he sank into me. God, he was so thick and long. He reached deeper and deeper into my bowels. My cunt clenched, the heat of his cock sliding into me rippled down to my married cunt. 
 
    I groaned, my step-daughter watching on with hot and hungry eyes. My fingers dug into the sheets as my asshole burned. The velvety friction melted heat down to my cunt. My pussy cream soaked my bush and ran down my thighs. 
 
    “Oh, my fucking god!” I squealed as he slid to the hilt in me. His silky bush tickled my rump. “He's all the way in me.” 
 
    Danielle grinned. “What's it like? Do you love it?” 
 
    I groaned and nodded my head. “So big. I just need to get used to you, Tank. Oh, my god, your cock is so amazing. So much better than my husband's.” 
 
    My step-daughter clapped her hands in delight. “That's right. My man's that much of a stud, Mom. And I'm so happy to share him with you. Ooh, you're going to get reamed. And reamed hard. You're going to love it. 
 
    “I smiled back at her. “I am.” I squeezed my bowels down on that huge cock, getting so used to it. “I so am, Danielle.” 
 
    Tank drew back his hips. I groaned at the feel of his big dick sliding out of me. My bowels clamped down on him. He felt amazing. A shiver ran through me. Then he slammed his cock back into my bowels. I shuddered at that. The pleasure shot through me.  
 
    His hands gripped my hips as he pumped away at my bowels. I groaned, shocked by how much I enjoyed this. The heat of his cock thrusting in and out of my asshole melted down to my cunt. My pussy clenched. My fingers gripped the bedding. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I moaned. “Oh, my god, He's just thrusting hard into me. Oh, wow, that's insane. Yes, yes, just like that. Oh, wow.” 
 
    “I know, Mom,” Danielle cooed. “Ooh, yes, yes, fuck her ass, Tank. Fuck that big dick in and out of her tight ass.” 
 
    “Yes!” I groaned, squeezing down on his dick. 
 
    “Then you're going to breed her. You're going to breed my sexy Mom.” 
 
    “Hell, yeah!” Tank growled, his hands sliding from my hips and stroking up my body. “You want me to breed you, don't you?” 
 
    “I do!” I moaned, my bowels clenching down on his cock. My pussy melted from this wonderful heat. “I want you to pump your Black seed into me and knock me up. Oh, my god. George never knocked me up, but you will!” 
 
    I had a son, but it was from a mistake in high school. My first time had knocked me up. 
 
    This time, I would be bred on purpose. I would have his seed pumping into me. It would be amazing. I squeezed my bowels down on his cock, loving the way his dick pumped in and out of my bowels. This was so awesome.  
 
    I groaned as he speared into me over and over again. He fucked me hard and fast. He buried into my asshole with such force while his hands stroked my sides. They were so strong. I shuddered and rocked back into him. 
 
    His crotch smacked into my butt-cheeks. They jiggled from the impact. He grunted, his hands finding my breasts. He squeezed my boobs. I groaned at the feel of those strong hands manipulating them. He drove his cock deep and hard into my asshole. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, loving his dick burying into me. “That's it. Just like that. Oh, yes, yes, fuck me just like that.” 
 
    He plunged his dick into my asshole. He fucked me so hard. I groaned, my bowels clenching down on his big cock every time he pulled back. My pussy drank in the heat. My juices ran down my thighs. I wanted this so much. 
 
    “Ooh, pound my mom,” moaned my step-daughter. “God, Tank, this is so hot. I'm dripping wet.” 
 
    “You're such a slut, Danielle,” he grunted. “Isn't she, Mrs. Reynolds?” 
 
    “God, yes!” I groaned, my asshole melting around his thick dick. His balls smacked into my flesh. “She set me up to be seduced. Her own step-mother. That's what a slut would do.” 
 
    “Hell, yeah!” Danielle sounded so proud of herself. “Taking care of my man!” 
 
    Then she laid down on her back and slid her head beneath me. Tank squeezed my breasts while she latched on and suckled on my nipple. I gasped as I felt her nursing on my naughty nub. Pleasure shot down to my cunt.  
 
    I gasped as she nursed on me. Her lips suckled about me in such a naughty way. Taboo delight rippled through me. I groaned, my bowels clenching down on Tank's cock. He drove his dick hard into my asshole. 
 
    “Fuck, Danielle!” I moaned. “I love that mouth on my nipple. Ooh, I wish I had breast milk for you.” 
 
    She popped her mouth off. “You will. Once Tank has you bred, you will.” 
 
    I shuddered at those words. They were so wicked. So naughty. I would be bred by him. It would be such a delight. I couldn't wait for it. I groaned, clenching my bowels down around his dick as he buried into me.  
 
    He thrust hard into me over and over again. He plunged that cock to the hilt in my bowels while she nursed on me. My pussy drank in that delight. His strong hands kneaded my breasts, squeezing his fingers into them. 
 
    “Goddamn, Mrs. Reynolds,” he growled. “I can tell how much you want it. How much you want to be bred by me.” 
 
    “Yes!” I squealed, my step-daughter nursing with such hunger on my nipple. “I'm going to cum!” 
 
    “Damn straight you are!” He slammed his dick into my bowels. “You're as much a slut as that step-daughter of yours. Just a slutty, White MILF who doesn't care that she's cuckolding her husband.” 
 
    “That makes it hotter!” I moaned, the idea that George had no idea inflamed me.  
 
    But what if he did know? Wouldn't that be even hotter if he was here watching me getting fucked by a real man? Stroking his little dick. Licking his chops as he waited for the chance to clean up my pussy like a good little cuckold. 
 
    I shuddered, my mind on fire with those possibilities as Tank slammed his cock to the hilt in me. He buried deep and hard. He slammed his dick into me. It was fantastic. I groaned, loving every moment of it. Every last second. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” he growled, pumping away hard and fast. “I'm going to breed you. You're going to have my child.” 
 
    “I am!” I whimpered, my orgasm about to explode through me. I wanted it so I squeezed my bowels down on his cock. “Oh, that's it, Tank. I'm almost there.” 
 
    Danielle nipped my nipple with her teeth. Not hard, but enough to shoot rapture down to my cunt simmering in the heat from his dick churning up my bowels. He slammed his cock into my asshole at the same moment, his heavy balls smacking into my taint. 
 
    I exploded. 
 
    My pussy convulsed, hungry to be filled. My asshole spasmed around his cock while the ecstasy swept through me. A mighty tsunami of bliss slammed into my mind and drowned me in rapture. I groaned, my body trembling. 
 
    “Breed me!” I squealed. “Rip that cock out of my asshole and slam it into my cunt. Flood me with all your seed!” 
 
    “Fuck!” he growled and did just that.  
 
    He ripped his dick out of my bowels and shifted down. He slammed that dirty, Black cock into my pussy. My married cunt writhed and spasmed around him, suckling at him with hunger. I whimpered as he growled. 
 
    His hot seed spurted into my fertile womb. The Black man flooded me with his virile cum. I gasped as his spunk splashed against my cervix. My step-daughter kept nursing at my nipple while her boyfriend bred me. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, my cunt suckling at his dick. “That's it. Spurt all that cum into me. Bathe my womb in your seed. Breed me!” 
 
    “Fuck, yes, Mrs. Reynolds!” he snarled. 
 
    My cunt convulsed so hard. More waves of rapture washed through my body. Stars exploded across my vision as he pumped all that seed into me. I quivered, my toes curling as I rode the high of being bred by another man. 
 
    Of cuckolding my husband. 
 
    I milked all that cum out of his balls. I shuddered, savoring him splashing his jizz into me. It was such a delight. I groaned, savoring every moment of it. I loved every second of that hot cum spurting into my pussy.  
 
    It was fantastic to enjoy. 
 
    “Fuck,” he groaned as he finished unloading in me. “Mmm, that was amazing,” 
 
    “It was,” I groaned. I glanced at the door. “But I should be getting back.” 
 
    Tank chuckled. “Yeah, you should go back to your hubby and sleep beside him with your pussy swimming in my jizz.” 
 
    I shuddered and nodded. 
 
    He pulled out of me. I shuddered and rolled off my step-daughter's bed, my big tits dancing. Already, Danielle had engulfed Tank's cock. She sucked my pussy juices off his dick. I shuddered and grabbed my nighties. I drew it on and headed to the door. I slipped out into the hallway, Tank's cum matting my bush. 
 
    What a wonderful birthday. I was such a wicked, wicked wife. I hummed as I padded down the hallway, feeling like just the naughtiest MILF in the world. I rubbed at my belly. God, did I really want Tank to breed me? 
 
    Yes. Yes, I did. 
 
    To be continued... 
 
   


  
 

 Mrs. Reynolds's Simp Husband 
 
    Married MILF's Black Stud 3 
 
    by 
 
    Deana Michaels 
 
   


  
 

 Mrs. Reynolds's Simp Husband 
 
    George Reynolds 
 
    I padded down the hallway, cum dripping off my hand, fleeing before my wife caught me listening to her having a threesome with my daughter and her boyfriend. Tracy wasn't my daughter's real mother. Her real mother was dead.  
 
    My wife had been fucked in the ass by Tank and then he had cum in her pussy. My wife wanted to be bred by the Black stud. She wanted another man to give her a child. I couldn't have any more children. I had a vasectomy. The doctors had snipped, snipped down there. Well, used a laser.  
 
    I burst into the bedroom and closed the door softly. I head to the bed and crawled beneath the sheets. My wife wanted to cuckold me. She had been seduced by Tank tonight and had fallen in lust with his cock. She was forty and reveling in cheating on me. 
 
    And it made me so hard. The humiliation. The shame. My wife wanted a Black man to fuck her, and I wanted to watch. I had already eaten out her pussy full of his cum. I had pretended I had no idea that her pussy was full of Tank's jizz, but it was a lie. I knew. I knew and I savored every moment of licking his salty cum out of her. 
 
    How fucked up was that? 
 
    I had cum twice listening to my wife getting fucked by Tank. I couldn't believe I had found that much stamina. It was just such a turn-on to know that a better man had fucked my wife. That she had found someone to pound her. To fuck her hard. To make her cum like a slut in ways I couldn't. 
 
    The door opened. My wife crept back in after her adulterous affair. She wore the nightie that she had gotten from her friend. A silky affair meant for a lover. Not me. Christ, and Danielle was involved. She wanted her step-mother to eat her pussy. She ached to have my wife cuckold me.  
 
    I didn't get any of this. It was a web of lust that had utterly ensnared me. 
 
    My wife slipped into bed. I faced her. Eyes closed. I could smell the musk of sex on Tracy. The spicy aroma of her pussy and the salty musk of his cum. She breathed heavily as she settled into bed. I kept breathing regular, fighting that urge to smile as I felt her gazing at me. 
 
    I had to be asleep. She could never know that I was a cuckold. 
 
    “George,” she whispered, shaking me now. “George, wake up.” 
 
    I groaned and shifted. “Late, Tracy.” 
 
    “It's just...” She grabbed my hand and placed it on my breast through her nightie. “I'm horny. Can you... Can you eat me out again? I'm so wet. I need it.” 
 
    I swallowed. She was full of her lover's cum. I had so enjoyed the taste of him last time. It had been incredible. I wanted it so much. “I guess.” 
 
    “Good,” she moaned and then pushed me onto my back as she sat up. “I'll just sit on your face. Mmm, you can eat me. All my juices will just pour into you. I'm just so wet. So excited.” 
 
    I shuddered, knowing why she was so excited. She threw her leg over my head. I couldn't see her pussy, but I could smell the mix of spicy cunt and salty cum. I breathed it in as she planted her furred muff on my face. Her curls tickled me. Smothered me. 
 
    I licked through her folds, parting her cuntlips. I gathered up his cum adorning her. I feasted on another man's seed out of my wife's pussy. She moaned, trembling over me. I licked her again and again. She whimpered. It was clear that she loved what I was doing to her.  
 
    Then a flood of the cum poured out of her mouth. She shuddered and licked at her. I lapped with hunger, my tongue dragging through her folds and savoring that wonderful taste of her cunt. It was such a thrill to enjoy. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” she whimpered, not even trying to be quiet. Did she want Tank to hear that I was licking her pussy clean? Was she getting off thinking she was tricking me into cleaning her pussy. “Oh, lick me. Drink all that yummy cream out of me.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” I moaned, my voice muffled. 
 
    I licked and lapped at her. There was no stopping me. I wanted this too much. It was incredible to slide my tongue through her folds. I gathered up that cum. That humiliating and delicious spunk. Tank's seed melted across my taste buds. 
 
    I was so hard right now. My dick throbbed. I ached with lust. I licked at my wife. I had to make her explode. She moaned, grinding her twat on my face. She shuddered, more of his cum pouring into my mouth spice by her pussy.  
 
    “That's it, “she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, George, lick my pussy. Just feast on me. Mmm, you're going to make me cum, aren't you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned, holding onto her thighs. I stroked her as I thrust my tongue into her pussy. 
 
    I scooped out the jizz I found in her cunt. I scooped out her lover's spunk. I loved the taste of it. This was fantastic. I shuddered, gathering up more and more of it. I reveled in the taste of her mixed with his seed.  
 
    It was so humiliating. My dick was so hard. I wanted to stroke myself as she ground her furred muff on my face. She smothered my mouth and nose with her cheating cunt. I thrust my tongue deep into her, finding more of his jizz. 
 
    “Yes, yes, you're so good at that,” she moaned. “Oh, my god, George. Oh, my god, you're going to make me cum. What a wonderful birthday gift.” 
 
    “Love you,” I groaned. 
 
    “I love you, too!” she gasped. “Oh, yes, yes, I love you so much. Just lick up all that cream. You love it.” 
 
    “I do.” I loved it so much. 
 
    But I couldn't find any more of his cum. I tasted only her spicy pussy now. I licked around in her cunt. I gathered up every drop of her juices that I could. I loved the taste of her. I shuddered, licking and lapping at her with hunger. 
 
    I brushed her clit. I suckled on her. I nibbled on her bud. She moaned in delight as I did that. She squealed as my tongue danced around her clit. She squirmed more, her curls tickling my face as she approached her climax. 
 
    “Oh, that's it,” squealed my wife. “I'm almost there. Yes!”  
 
    A flood of spicy cream gushed into my mouth. I drank it down. I gulped it all down. It was wonderful to drink that wondrous passion. My wife tasted so damned good. I made her cum. I gave her pleasure. Not with my dick. 
 
    But by being her cuckold. 
 
    By cleaning up her mess.  
 
    She whimpered and moaned, her hand shoving into my boxers and grabbing my cock. She stroked me. I shuddered, already so hard. My legs kicked and shuddered as I drank her pussy juices. Then my cock erupted. 
 
    I spurted jizz into my boxers. It was incredible. I drank her juices as my pleasure shot through me. I groaned, my balls emptying every drop of cum that I had into my boxers. It was incredible. The rapture blazed through my mind. 
 
    “Mmm, you were excited,” she said. “Just popped right off.” 
 
    “Guess I was,” I said. 
 
    She slid off me, her juices spilling down my cheeks. She sank beside me and smiled, her boobs jiggling beneath her nightie. “Mmm, thank you. That was amazing cum. You just made my night, George.” 
 
    “I bet,” I groaned. 
 
    She kissed me, her lips savoring the taste of her pussy on my lips. Did she taste any of the salty cum? Was she hoping to? I bet she was. I bet she was just dying for that taste. I groaned as my tongue danced with hers, savoring the kiss. 
 
    Savoring being her cuckold. I was so fucked up, but I couldn't help myself. We both had been awakened to something today  
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Tracy Reynolds 
 
    The next morning, I felt great. I rolled out of bed, humming. My husband was still sleeping. He had no idea that he had eaten my pussy full of Tank's cum twice. That I would soon be bred with Tank's baby. Well, hopefully, that wouldn't happen. 
 
    It was hot to gasp about while being fucked by him, but in the full brightness of day, it was such a shameful thing that I had begged for. It was almost as bad as having my husband lick another man's cum out of my pussy. Even though it had been so exciting, it made me feel like such a whore. 
 
    A whore for Tank's big, Black dick. 
 
    My pussy clenched with delight as I took a quick shower. Then I headed downstairs to empty the dishwasher and get breakfast started. I had to cook for four people. As I settled on making French toast and bacon, I heard moving around upstairs. 
 
    My family was starting to get up. 
 
    Danielle appeared with such perky delight. My step-daughter had such a wicked gleam in her eyes. I had licked her pussy clean of Tank's cum last night. I had a threesome with her and her boyfriend. She had set me up to be seduced by him. She was such a wicked girl. 
 
    “Morning, Mom,” she said and ducked in to give me a hot kiss on the mouth. 
 
    I shuddered at that taboo delight only to pull away when I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. “Do you want your father to see us doing that?” 
 
    “Well, no,” she said. “But I would love for him to know that his wife and daughter were worshiping Tank's big, Black dick together.” 
 
    “Do you hate your father or something?” I asked her. “Do you want to hurt him?” 
 
    “Do you want to hurt him?” she asked, arching her eyebrow as George came into the kitchen. 
 
    I glanced at George as I said, “Of course not.” Then I nodded to the coffee pot. “Freshly brewed.” 
 
    “Thanks, Tracy,” he said and headed for the pot. He pulled it off and poured himself some coffee. “Going to have French toast for breakfast.” 
 
    He nodded and headed to the kitchen table. He pulled out his phone, browsing his favorite sites. He had his routine. CNN was his first stop. Then Huffington Post. Finally, the New York Times. The Gray Lady, as he liked to call her, which I thought was so pretentious of a name. 
 
    Tank came in, his eyes hot on mine. I shuddered, my pussy quivering and my boobs jiggling beneath my bathrobe. I was utterly naked in here. I was all I could do not to fall to my knees before him and beg to suck his dick for my breakfast. He had such a grip on me. 
 
    “French toast okay for you?” I asked. “And bacon, of course.” 
 
    “Sounds good, Mrs. Reynolds,” he said and came up to kiss Danielle. 
 
    As he did, he grabbed my ass and squeezed me through my robe. I shuddered, my pussy bursting with heat. Right in front of my husband, he groped me. He was so bold. It was enough to make me shiver. I couldn't believe he had done that. 
 
    No, I could absolutely believe he had done that. He was that wild. 
 
    I shuddered as he released my ass and broke the kiss with my step-daughter. He headed for the table where he grunted something at my husband. George looked up from his phone and then shot his gaze back down. Was he intimidated by Tank? 
 
    Well, Tank was a real man. I loved George, but I had never met a real man until Tank. A man who took what he wanted. Who didn't care about the sanctity of marriage? He was going to breed me. I would be helpless to stop it. 
 
    I concentrated on making the French toast, leaving my daughter to fry the bacon. She was okay at it. It was hard to really ruin it, though she had to throw away a few pieces. She was getting better. Not ready for French toast, though. 
 
    I started plating the toast, going through them fast. I had a large skillet to toast four of them at the time. My spatula was working. I let my daughter dip them in the batter and add them skillet when I pulled off the new ones. 
 
    “Make a great team, Mom,” Danielle said. “Don't you think, Tank?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he rumbled. “I imagine there are quite a lot of things you two are great at.” 
 
    My cheeks burned. 
 
    I brought the platter of French toast while Danielle brought the bacon. Then I went back for the syrup and the butter. I set it all down as the food was being divvied up. I sat on the opposite side from my husband, Tank and my step-daughter between us. I shuddered as Tank glanced at me, this naughty gleam in his eyes. 
 
    I shuddered as we dug in. It came out great. I loved the way the French toast melted in my mind. Then I swallowed I tall down. I groaned at how good that was. It melted across my taste buds. Tank ate four pieces plus a good deal of the bacon, looking satisfied. 
 
    My husband got up and stretched, then muttered something about working in the office. My step-daughter darted out of the room leaving me alone with Tank and the dishes. I swallowed, suddenly feeling so wet again. 
 
    So aware that I was naked beneath the robe. 
 
    I grabbed up the plates and headed for the kitchen sink. I set them down and turned on the water. It hissed on them, washing away syrup on the top one. I reached for the sponge when my hands grabbed my robes and started hiking them. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” I gasped, my cunt going molten with lust. 
 
    “Why, I'm still hungry,” he said, sliding the robe higher and higher. “Mmm, I thought I'd enjoy something else for breakfast. 
 
    “That's not on the menu,” I moaned even as I bent over more, thrusting my ass out at him. “My husband is in the next room.” 
 
    “And?” Tank asked. Flipping my robe up and exposing my naked ass. “No panties and...” He shoved his hand up between my thighs and cupped my furred muff. “Look at how wet you are. Mmm, I think you were eager for this to happen.” 
 
    My cheeks burned with lust. His fingers slid up and down my folds. I shuddered as he did that. Pleasure rippled through me. I swallowed. I knew why my step-daughter had darted out of the room. They had arranged this. She knew George would go to his study. 
 
    I trembled as that thick finger stroked my cheating folds. Tank stirred me up. Then he found my clit. I gasped, leaning over the sink more. My boobs swayed beneath. That felt incredible. I mewled like a bitch in heat, so horny for his cock. 
 
    “Mmm, why don't you take off that robe,” he said, pulling his hand away from my cunt. 
 
    “But, then I can't hide if we're caught,” I whimpered, part of me wanting to get caught. But it was only in my fantasy that George was an actual cuckold. 
 
    “Well, if you won't take off the robe, then I can get my dessert from your daughter,” Tank said, his words making me whimper. “She's more than willing to bend over and strip naked for me.” 
 
    “No!” I gasped. I ripped off my bathrobe and threw it to the ground. I stood naked in my kitchen, my breasts swaying beneath me. The water ran, droplets splashing my boobs. I closed my eyes, shuddering. That was how much of a slut I was. I would do anything for this dick. Anything. “Please, please, you can fuck me.” 
 
    “You sure?” He pressed his cock into my pussy lips. “I wouldn't want to jeopardize your marriage.” 
 
    “Liar,” I groaned. “I don't care if we're caught. Fuck me, Tank. Please, please, I need your cock in me. I'm a goddamn slave to your big dick. My pussy needs it. Fuck me. Breed me!” 
 
    He thrust to the hilt in my married pussy. I groaned at the feel of him. I reveled in the delight of his huge cock burying all the way in me. My face scrunched up. I quivered, my heart pounding as I enjoyed every inch of his huge cock. 
 
    It was so fantastic. I squeezed my snatch around him. I groaned as I wiggled my hips around his dick. Such wondrous delight shot through me. My nipples ached as my boobs jiggled. I clenched my cunt down on his cock, rejoicing that he was all the way in me.  
 
    It was incredible to feel him my cunt. 
 
    “Oh, god, Tank,” I moaned as he drew back. “Yes, yes, fuck me!” 
 
    I couldn't control my gasps and groans as he slammed back into me. He grabbed my breasts. He squeezed me with his hands, kneading me as he drove his cock into my pussy again and again. He plowed into me with such passion. Such force. I quivered, rejoicing at the feel of his dick burying into me.  
 
    It was incredible. I loved every second of his dick plowing into my cunt. His fingers gripped my breasts. He kneaded them as he fucked my cheating cunt. My adulterous pussy reveled in his big, Black cock churning me up. 
 
    “Breed me, Tank!” I moaned. “Oh, god, just breed me. Fire all that spunk into my snatch.” 
 
    “Goddamn, yes!” he growled. “That's fucking it. That's incredible. I love it. You're so tight and hot. Damn!” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned, shuddering as he buried into me over and over again. He filled me up with that big dick. It was magnificent. “I want to have your baby!” 
 
    My face contorted beneath the pounding of his cock. He drilled his dick into me again and again. His heavy balls, full of all that spunk, smacked into my bush. I quivered there, the water splashing in the sink. I tossed my head, a slave to my lusts. 
 
    To that big, Black cock plunging over and over into my snatch. I worshiped it. That was my new god. Who I gasped out to with my passion. This dick was everything. I whimpered as the pleasure built and built in me. 
 
    My orgasm swelled. I would burst on this cock. Cry out in rapture. It would be incredible. I moaned, savoring the way his dick plunged into me. My pussy gripped him as I whimpered. George could catch us at any moment. 
 
    “George,” I whimpered. “Oh, god, George, if you see this...” 
 
    “Want your hubby to watch you getting fucked by a real cock?” growled Tanks. 
 
    “Yes!” I hissed as his fingers slid up my boobs. He grabbed my nipples and twisted them. 
 
    I gasped and shuddered, the pleasure shooting down my cunt. My pussy clamped down on tanks dick. I was moments away from cumming. Moments away from gasping out like a whore on this big, Black dick. There was no stopping it. 
 
    “I want my husband to see me getting fucked by a real cock!” I gasped as he slammed into me. 
 
    I exploded. My pussy convulsed and writhed around his dick. His cock plunged into my pussy, churning me up over and over again. Wave after wave of bliss shot through my body. My head tossed as he kept fucking me. 
 
    My juices gushed out around his cock, spilling hot down my thighs. His dick kept fucking into me. He growled, his fingers twisting about my nipples. He buried into me again and again. He kept pounding me. 
 
    And I kept cumming. Another orgasm burst on the heels of the second. It swept through me with such power. I gasped and moaned, my head tossing. The pleasure was so intense. I wanted George to watch me cumming again and again. 
 
    “I can't stop climaxing!” I squealed. 
 
    “You're being fucked by a real man!” Tank growled and buried into my spasming snatch!”  
 
    *   *   * 
 
    George Reynolds 
 
    The sounds of moan drew my attention. I swallowed, my heart pounding as I headed towards the kitchen. That was the sound of someone fucking I swallowed, my dick getting hard. I knew it wasn't Tank and Danielle. 
 
    That was Tracy moaning and gasping like that. She was getting fucked in the kitchen. The sound of the running faucet did nothing to drown out her passion. I swallowed, my dick so hard in my sweatpants. This was my chance to see her getting fucked. 
 
    I swallowed I peeked into the kitchen. I could see them from behind and the side, my wife naked. There was no way she could this. She threw back her head, Tank's hands squeezing her tits as he slammed into her. 
 
    “I want my husband to see me getting fucked by a real cock!” she gasped, her passion echoing around her. Then she cried out in ecstasy. 
 
    I watched my wife cumming on another man's cock. I groaned and thrust my hand into my sweatpants. I pulled out my dick, stroking myself as I watched him pumping away at her cunt. She was climaxing, but he kept fucking her. 
 
    His ebony body rippled with his muscles as he plowed into her so hard. So fast. I couldn't believe how he took my wife like a slut. Her head tossed. Her moans echoed through the bathroom as I stroked my aching cock. 
 
    “I can't stop climaxing!” Tracy squealed as she bucked. Had she gone multi-orgasmic? 
 
    “You're being fucked by a real man!” Tank growled as he buried into her hard and fast. He fucked her with such passion. I didn't know anything like that was possible. To thrust with such force at a woman's pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” my wife gasped, her head tossing. She glanced over her shoulder at Tank and froze. 
 
    She stared at me as I stroked my cock. Tank plowed into her. He glanced over and grinned at me fisting my dick. I shuddered, humiliation slamming through me as they both saw what I was doing. The Black stud didn't stop fucking my wife. 
 
    “George!” she gasped, her eyes so wide, then she noticed what I was doing. “Oh, my god, you knew? You're getting off on being cuckolded?” 
 
    I could only nod as I kept working my hand up and down my cock. I couldn't explain how beautiful Tracy looked right now getting taken by the Black stud. She looked so passionate. It was incredible to see.  
 
    “Say it,” she moaned, her body shuddering. “Say that you love being cuckolded.” 
 
    “I...” The ache built and built at the tip of my cock, my cheek burning with humiliation. “I... I love being cuckolded! It's amazing! I love it!” 
 
    I erupted. 
 
    My cum fired as Tank plowed his cock into my wife's pussy. The Black man threw back his head as he came in her. He fired all his spunk into my wife. He basted her with his spunk. As my orgasm hammered bliss into my mind, he flooded my wife. 
 
    “Breed me, Tank!” howled Tracy. She trembled, her boobs jiggling in my hand. “Breed me in front of my husband.” 
 
    I shuddered, those words so intoxicating. Stars danced and twinkled across my vision. I swayed as I pumped blast after blast of my cum. I painted the floor in my jizz. I reached the peak of my orgasm as Tank grunted and groaned. 
 
    “Goddamn, your wife is sucking out all my cum!” growled Tank. “Every last drop of it!” 
 
    I could only pant and watch, the shame burning across my cheeks. This was so embarrassing and so exciting all at the same time. I swallowed, my heart pounding a mile a minute, and I was breathing so heavily. This was all so insane.  
 
    I wanted more. 
 
    “Can I... lick your pussy clean?” I croaked.  
 
    *   *   * 
 
    Tracy Reynolds 
 
    I stared at my husband in shock. I shuddered, my pussy clenching down on Tank's dick. He had filled me with cum. Did I just hear George say that? He held his cock in his hand, cum on my kitchen floor. Had he just asked to lick cum out of my pussy. 
 
    “Say that again,” I moaned, wanting it to be true. I wanted my husband to lick Tank's cum out of my pussy. That would be so incredible. 
 
    “I... I want to lick your pussy clean...” His cheeks burned. 
 
    “Say it all,” Tank said. “What you want to lick out of your wife.” 
 
    “Oh, god,” George moaned. “I want to... to... To lick Tank's cum out of your pussy, Tracy!” 
 
    I shuddered, my cunt clenching down on Tank's cock. “Oh, god, you knew. Last night. Both times. You know I had his cum in my pussy.” 
 
    He nodded, looking so ashamed of himself. 
 
    “And you knew I went to fuck Tank and your daughter.” I trembled, my pussy reveling around Tank's big dick. “Did you listen outside the door? Did you hear me beg him to breed me?” 
 
    “Yes,” George groaned. “I don't get it. I don't understand why this turns me on so much, but it does!” 
 
    “You're a cuckold,” I moaned. “Oh, god, you're a cuckold. That's so hot. Ooh, Tank, how should we have him lick my pussy.” 
 
    “He should lie on his back and you can sit on his face.” Tank squeezed my tits. “You can suck on my cock at the same time.” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned, a shiver of lust running through me. “That sounds perfect. Lie down, George. I want to sit on your face. I want Tank's cum to pour into your mouth again.” 
 
    “Again.” Tank laughed. “I had no idea you were into being cuckolded, Mr. Reynolds. Have you wanted this for a while, or did it just develop?” 
 
    “Just developed,” my husband muttered as he moved into the kitchen. Then he sank onto my tiled floor.  
 
    Tank pulled his cock out of me. I shuddered at the wonderful delight. A naughty shiver ran through me. Then I straddled my husband and lowered myself to the floor. I planted my cunt right on my husband's mouth, my curls rustling around his lips and cheeks. 
 
    Tank's cum ran out of me. It poured into George's mouth. My husband groaned, his mouth sealed around my cunt. A shudder ran through me as more and more of my jizz poured into his mouth. I groaned and swiped up his jizz. 
 
    I shuddered as he licked and lapped at me. He feasted on me. It was incredible to enjoy. I shivered in delight. This wicked heat rushed through my body. I groaned, my back arching. The pleasure swept through my body. 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes, that's so good,” I whimpered. “Oh, my god, that's amazing. You're going to clean up all that jizz.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he moaned. 
 
    Dear... That made me shiver. 
 
    Then Tank was before me with his huge cock. He thrust it at my mouth. I opened wide and swallowed his shaft. My lips slid over his cock. I closed my eyes, enjoying the spicy flavor of my own cunt on the big, Black dick. 
 
    My husband's tongue slid into my pussy, scooping out Tank's cum. I shuddered, enjoying that delight while I nursed on the big cock in my mouth. I suckled on him. I bobbed my head, working my mouth up and down him. My cheeks hollowed. It was such a delight. I groaned, working my mouth up and down his dick. 
 
    It was incredible to worship Tank as my husband feasted on my cunt and licked me clean.  
 
    “That's it,” Tank groaned. “Just work that mouth up and down my dick, Mrs. Reynolds. Mmm, you love sucking my dick, don't you?” 
 
    I moaned around his cock. I did. 
 
    “Your wife is an excellent cock-sucker,” groaned Tank. “Damn. She is polishing my big, Black dick. Can you believe your wife can take my dick in her mouth?” 
 
    “No,” groaned George. “You're so huge.” 
 
    “When a woman's motivated, the things she can do.” Tank chuckled. His hands slid through my black hair. “Goddamn, the things she'll do for you. Let you breed her. She never let you breed her. Some other guy knocked her up before you met.” 
 
    “Yes,” George whimpered. “We didn't want any more kids.” 
 
    “Not with you. But she wants another kid with me. Right, Mrs. Reynolds.” 
 
    I moaned around his dick as my cunt clenched about my husband's tongue reaching into me to scoop out more cum. I shuddered and whimpered. Such delight shot through me. I suckled on the dick in my mouth. I bobbed my head, nursing hard. Drool ran over my chin.  
 
    His tongue danced through my pussy. He scooped out all that cum in me. It was incredible. I shuddered as my cuckolded feasted on me while I blew my lover's big, Black dick. I wanted all that cum spurting into my mouth. 
 
    It would be so delicious. I would gulp it all down. I shuddered, my big boob swaying as I bobbed my head. Tank groaned, his handsome face twisting with delight. I shuddered, so glad I was pleasing him with my sucking. 
 
    “Yes, yes, just like that, Mrs. Reynolds,” he growled. “Goddamn, just like that. You're going to make me cum.” 
 
    I squealed my delight. 
 
    “You hear that, Mr. Reynolds? Your wife wants my cum. She's just like your daughter. As much a whore for my dick as your baby girl.” 
 
    “God,” my husband groaned, sounding humiliated. His tongue fluttered through my folds. He licked me with even more fervor.  
 
    I shuddered, squeezing my cunt, hoping I forced out more cum for my husband to enjoy. I trembled, my boobs quivering. This was so exciting. I squeezed my eyes shut, nursing hard on that cock in my mouth. It was fantastic. 
 
    My orgasm rose as my husband tongued my pussy. He swirled around in me as I nursed on that big, thick dick. I loved it. I bobbed my head, sliding my lips down his cock. Tank groaned as he grabbed fistfuls of my black hair. 
 
    “You think your wife can deepthroat my dick?” asked Tank as he thrust his cock to the back of my mouth.  
 
    My eyes bulged as I squealed in shock. 
 
    “I know she can,” groaned my husband. “My wife is an amazing woman. She can do it.” 
 
    Tank slammed back into my mouth again, his cock reaching the back of my throat. “She ever does it for you?” 
 
    “Of course not.” My husband thrust his tongue into my pussy and stirred it around in me. 
 
    I shuddered as he did that. I ground on him, my boobs jiggling and shaking. This incredible delight rippled through me. I would have such a huge orgasm. Just a mighty burst for pleasure while I deep-throated Tank's cock. He wanted it. 
 
    I would give it to him. 
 
    He thrust his dick to the back of my throat. I didn't resist as the tip of his cock kept pushing. I groaned and then I swallowed him. His cock slid down my gullet. I shuddered, loving the feel of him pushing deeper and deeper down my throat. 
 
    My eyes slid shut. I moaned, savoring the thrill of taking more and more of his dick. I stared at his bush coming closer and closer. He growled his triumph as his thick curls pressed into my lips and nose. I had all of his cock throbbing down my gullet. 
 
    “Mrs. Fucking Reynolds,” he growled. “I am impressed. You took every inch of my dick. Can you believe that, George?” 
 
    “Yes,” George groaned and tongue my pussy. He licked at my folds, brushing my clit. 
 
    I moaned around Tank's cock. He drew back his dick, his shaft sliding out of my gullet. I sucked on him, my tongue massaging his cock. He popped back into my mouth. I caressed his spongy tip as he groaned, his hands gripping the side so my head. 
 
    He rammed forward hard. He buried his cock down my gullet. I groaned as his dick plunged down my mouth. I shuddered, his dick filling my throat. His balls smacked into my chin. The meaty sound echoed through my kitchen. 
 
    It was so wonderfully degrading. 
 
    “That's it,” growled Tank. “You're just a fucking whore, Mrs. Reynolds.” 
 
    I squealed my delight as he drew back again. I suckled on him, moaning as I nursed on his big dick. He felt so wonderful in my mouth. He buried it back into my mouth. I shuddered as he plowed down my throat. 
 
    “Just a married slut for my dick. You'll do anything!” 
 
    I would! I so would! 
 
    “How does that make you feel, Mr. Reynolds?” Tank growled, slamming his cock down my throat again and again. 
 
    “Emasculated,” George groaned. He suckled on my clit. 
 
    I squealed in delight, my orgasm building faster and faster. Tank fucked my mouth like a pussy. He gripped my head, driving his shaft down my throat. His balls smacked into my chin over and over again, full of all that cum that would spray on me. 
 
    Tank grunted, his face twisting with passion. His ebony features were so strong. So masculine. I loved the sight of him as he plundered my mouth with his thick cock. He buried down my throat again and again. 
 
    George suckled with such might on my clit. I groaned, unable to hold off my orgasm for much longer. My cunt clenched. My boobs jiggled. My husband nibbled on my bud for a moment. Sparks showered through my cunt. 
 
    Tank slammed his cock down my throat. 
 
    I came. 
 
    My pussy juices gushed out of my cunt and flooded my husband's mouth. He groaned, licking at my cunt. He drank them down. He loved them. I shuddered, grinding my furred muff on my husband's face as he gulped down all my cream. 
 
    My cuckold worshiped me as a real man fucked his cock down my throat. I quivered, my pleasure rippling through my body. I squealed and moaned, my mind drowning in ecstasy. George groaned as he licked up my juices. 
 
    He loved them. Feasted on them. 
 
    “You came, huh?” groaned Tank, his hairy balls smacking me in the chin. “Damn, you came hard. You flooded your husband's mouth, didn't you?” 
 
    “She did!” moaned my cuckold. “It was so hot.” 
 
    “I bet,” he growled as I trembled to the peak of my orgasm. “So will this be?” 
 
    Tank ripped his cock out of my mouth. I gasped as he seized a fistful of my black hair at the back of my head. He stepped to the side and dragged me off my husband's face. I moaned, my big boobs jiggling and bouncing. 
 
    “Jerk my cock off, whore, and beg me to cum on your face!” he growled. 
 
    “Yes, Tank!” I moaned, George sitting up and grabbing his cock. 
 
    I seized Tank's ebony dick in both my hands. The last bits of my orgasm shuddered through me. I pumped my hands up and down Tank's cock, his wet saliva lubing the way. He stared down at me with such hunger in his eyes. 
 
    “Cum on my face,” I moaned, pumping away, my big boobs jiggling. 
 
    “Yes, cum on my wife,” panted George. He gripped his dick and stroked himself. 
 
    “Damn, yes, keep begging, Mrs. Reynolds,” Tank snarled. “Beg while your husband watches.” 
 
    “I want your jizz to fire on my face!” I whimpered. “I would never let my husband do this. He's not man enough to jizz on my face. Only you are, Tank!” 
 
    He smiled as my fists slid up his cock. I salivated for him to erupt. The dark tip of his dick twitched. Precum beaded at the slit. I hungered for him. My boobs heaved as I pumped up and down his shaft, so horny for him. 
 
    “Please, please coat my face in your spunk. I want you jizzing all over me. I want every blast of your cum to paint my face in your passion, Tank!” My cunt clenched as I said those words. “Please, please, cut me in your seed!” 
 
    “Yes,” whimpered my husband. “Coat my wife, Tank!” 
 
    “Fuck!” he snarled. “Fucking cuckolds! Yes!” 
 
    His cock erupted.  
 
    Hot cum splashed across my face. I opened my mouth wide and caught some of his cum on my tongue. More splashed across my cheeks and the bridge of my nose. I whimpered, moving my head around, showering under his jizz. 
 
    He grunted, his cock pulsing over and over again. He pumped more and more jizz out that splashed over my face. I whimpered, loving the feel of his hot seed running over my face. The Black man marked me as his slut. His hot wife whore. 
 
    And my husband watched, stroking his little dick. 
 
    I shuddered as Tank fired the final blast of cum to paint my face in his seed. I shuddered as he ran down me. My husband's jizz spurted on the floor. He groaned as he erupted while I trembled, savoring being covered in Tank's jizz. 
 
    He had baptized me in his spunk. I shuddered, loving that delight. The Black man's seed ran down my face to my lips. George kept grunting as he shuddered through his orgasm. He panted, staring at me with such lust in his eyes. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    George Reynolds 
 
    Watching Tank baste my wife's face in his jizz had me cumming hard. I groaned and groaned, my spunk flying out of my dick and splashing the ground. Pleasure shot through me. It hammered my mind. Stars burst across my vision. 
 
    Her beautiful face dripped with his seed. His jizz spilled down her features. I groaned at the sight of her. I loved it. My heart pounded in my chest as my wife licked her lips. She quivered there, utterly splattered in the cum. It was such a wicked sight to witness. I panted, staring at her in awe. She was coated in cum. It covered her in such exciting ways. 
 
    She licked her lips as I fired the last of my jizz, my body feeling so amazing. This strange hunger swept over me. I wanted to lean in and lick her up. I ached to clean up every drop of spunk that was on her face.  
 
    It was so exciting. 
 
    “What are you waiting for, little cuckold,” growled Tank. “You're hungry for my cum. Lick up that spunk. Lap it off your wife. Show me just how pathetic you are.” 
 
    “Yes, Tank,” I groaned and leaned in. 
 
    My tongue fluttered up and down my wife's cheek. I scooped up that cum. I groaned as I did. This wave of heat rushed through me. This was so exciting to lick my tongue up and down her cheek. It melted across my taste buds. 
 
    I felt Tank watching me with that sneer on his face. I swallowed, but couldn't stop. I had to keep licking and lapping at my wife's cheek. I cleaned up to her temple, gathering the spunk that was beading at her hairline. 
 
    “Oh, George,” Tracy moaned as I moved down to lick up her cheek closer to her lips. “Mmm, that so sweet of you. You really love the tease of another man's seed.” 
 
    “I do,” I groaned, feeling the humiliation of this moment. “I really, really.” 
 
    I licked up more cum as she turned her head. My tongue slid over her lips and then we were kissing and sharing his jizz. We were snowballing it back and forth like two whores in porno. I used to think I was a man, and now here I was dancing my tongue in her mouth. 
 
    I licked at her. I lapped with hunger. She kissed me back with such passion. My lips worked on her. it was such a wonderful delight to kiss her. I made out with my wife with such feverish delight as the flavor of his jizz slowly dissolved away. 
 
    Then I was licking up more. I had to get it all. I was so hungry for it. She whimpered as I licked and lapped at her face. I gathered up all the jizz I could, savoring how it soaked my taste buds with spunk. 
 
    “Goddamn, you two are hungry for my jizz,” Tank said, chuckling. 
 
    “It's so good,” purred my wife. “Right, George.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” I groaned, feeling so ashamed of myself for even liking this. 
 
    I licked up more jizz and then kissed her again. It was such a humiliating treat to share it with her. I groaned, my tongue dancing in her mouth. We passed it back and forth as it melted away. My dick was so hard. And tank witnessed it all. 
 
    I licked up all the cum I could find off my wife's face and shared it with her. I was her simpering, pathetic cuckold. I wanted to jerk off one more time. She whimpered as we kissed. Her tongue danced with mine as we shared the last of the spunk. 
 
    “Damn,” Lance said. “I have to get to work. Mrs. Reynolds, you made a delicious breakfast. Simp, I'll make sure there's plenty of more cum for you to lick out of your wife.” 
 
    I broke the kiss with my wife and nodded. I swallowed as he walked away, whistling. 
 
    “Oh, god, I want more of that,” my wife said and stood up, her large breasts jiggling. She grabbed her robe and drew it on, the water still running in the sink. “And I want him to breed me.” She glanced at me. “Even if you say no, George. I can't say no to him.” 
 
    “I know,” I groaned, my dick so hard. 
 
    She turned to the sink and started washing the dishes like nothing had happened. “Everyone will know when I have the baby that you're not the father.” 
 
    “I know,” I croaked. “They'll know I've been utterly cucked by you.” 
 
    “That's right,” she said, scrubbing away. “Are you okay with that?” 
 
    I swallowed. “Do I have a choice? You won't stop fucking him if I say no.” 
 
    She shook her head. “I can't say no, George. That cock... Oh, my god, I had no idea how empty my life was. How little pleasure I was getting from sex. I had been with two men. My son's father and you and... Neither of you can hold a candle to Tank.” 
 
    I swallowed, my dick aching. I stroked it again, wanting to cum again, “I know. He's better than me. He deserves to breed you. To knock you up.” 
 
    She glanced back at me, her eyes widened as she saw me stroking my cock. “Oh, my god, you need to do that again?” 
 
    “It was so hot licking the cum off your face,” I whimpered. “That salty flavor was delicious. I can't help myself.” 
 
    She turned off the sink and then dried her hands on a towel. She turned around and opened her robe bearing her body. Her black bush dripped with her excitement while her large boobs jiggled and shifted.  
 
    She squeezed them for a moment. Then she slid her hands down to her pussy. She spread her legs farther apart, her hands reaching down her belly to the black hairs of her bush. She slid into them and parted them, showing off her pussy lips.  
 
    “You're not going to get to fuck this cunt again,” she moaned. “You're okay with that?” 
 
    “Just so long as I get to watch,” I groaned, jerking my dick harder. “Let me watch other men fuck you, Tracy. Black men!” 
 
    “Black men?” She shuddered like the possibility of being taken by Black stud after Black stud had never even occurred to her. “Yes, yes, you can watch. You're my little cuckold. You can watch. You can even clean me up.” 
 
    “Oh, god,” I moaned, the humiliation so intense. I was addicted to this burning shame as I pumped my hand up and down my cock. “I'll do it. I'll lick it all up.” 
 
    The pressure rose at the tip of my cock. She fingered her pussy. I stared at those pink lips dripping with her juices. Her twat would be dripping with Black men's spunk. I would lick it all out of her, but my cum would never be in her again. 
 
    My balls tightened as I hurtled closer and closer to my moment of climax. I shuddered, the pressure growing and growing in me. My entire body trembled. My heart pounded a mile a minute in my chest.  
 
    “You are my little cuckold, aren't you?” she purred. 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned and erupted. 
 
    I spurted blast after blast of cum. It fired from my dick and splashed the floor. She smiled at me with such delight in her eyes as I proved my debasement. I groaned, the pleasure shooting through my body. The humiliation shot my pleasure higher and higher. 
 
    My wife smiled as she reveled in it. She stared down at the cum splattered on the floor. Then she looked back at me as I trembled through the ecstasy. The jizz spilled over the back of my hand as I hit that peak.  
 
    “I love you even more,” she said and closed her robe. “Can you clean up the floor, honey?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said as she stepped forward, careful not to tread in my cum, and kissed me on the lips. 
 
    I felt her love as I trembled there. She was still my wife, but she would never be my lover. Her body was for Black men to enjoy. For my daughter's boyfriend to ravish. That was our future. I was a pathetic, little cuckold. A simp for my wife. 
 
    This was my new life. 
 
    To be continued... 
 
    Want to read the next part? Click here for Married MILF's Black Stud Collection 2! 
 
   


  
 

 Sneak Preview of “Revving the Hot Wife's Engine” 
 
    “You know that's not why we're doing this,” he said as they reached the limo. “Your husband's job is safe whether or not you get into the limo. Tonight, is all about you. A night like you've never had in your life.” 
 
    “I can walk back to my husband?” I asked, my stomach clenching as I stared at the open door. 
 
    “Yes. Or you can come out and have an evening with me.” He smiled. “I can be... discrete.” 
 
    “I'm not going to... to...” I swallowed even as I slid into the limousine. “I love my husband.” 
 
    “I don't want your love,” he said and then glanced back at my husband. I swallowed, seeing Dennis standing like a schlub holding the flower another man gave me. He had just taken it from me. He hadn't gotten jealous at all.  
 
    He sent me out here like he wanted me to sleep with his boss to keep his job. 
 
    “I just want you, Mrs. Simpson,” Mr. Carver said as he slid into the limo beside me. It was spacious, two benches that faced each other. An opaque privacy screen was up. The chauffeur closed the door and all the sound of the outside world died away. We were in our own universe. 
 
    “Champagne?” he asked, nodding to the cup holders and the bottle. The limo had a built-in ice bucket. 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned, my heart hammering. Was I really going to have sex with my husband's Black boss? 
 
    My pussy clenched. My juices were hot. I didn't have to be here. I didn't have to do any of this. I was here of my own free will. I wasn't going too far to bribe my husband's boss. No, no, I wasn't being coerced at all. 
 
    As the limo pulled away, I knew that I had already made my choice. I couldn't help myself. 
 
    If you want to read more, click here for Revving the Hot Wife's Engine (Cuckolded by the Black Mechanic 1)! 
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