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Karen handed Steve and I a red plastic cup each and filled them with vodka. Then she leaned back against the edge of the pool and took a drink straight from the bottle, guzzling it down just like an old pro. We had some of those lights that most people used at the beach, I can’t even remember what they were called, but what little bit of illumination there was came from the long string of colored Christmas lights that surrounded the pool area, and it was just enough to highlight the silhouette of my wife’s breasts.

We went all out during the Christmas holidays, and of course, the lights always stayed on, that way my wife said it made her feel as though Christmas never left our house.  I could see that the surface of the warm water lapped against her dark, puckered nipples, still stiff from her orgasms of a few moments before. I knew better than to make a move until she told me it was alright to do so.


Standing there with her elbows leaning on the pool-edge, her firm breasts jutting out, with such an aura of commanding sexuality about her, Karen could have got me to do anything for her at that moment, just with a look. She was the boss, and that was the way that I liked it.

Ever since I met her she was a free spirited sort of woman, and the truth was that she had not the slightest sense of embarrassment about her body, in fact, she was quite the exhibitionist around our circle of friends especially, but pretty much wherever we went, she liked to show off her awesome body.

She seemed so totally at ease with the situation, standing naked and obviously aroused, next to two men who were ready to do anything with her body. Most of the time I knew the men that she would have over at our house, but these two men I had no clue as to who they might be, but they were large, and they were buff, things that I was not.

After a second or two of contemplation, Karen quickly took another long swig of the Grey Goose vodka, put the bottle down on the pool edge and moved between us.

“Look at what I found, what a cute little puppy you are! Come on, you two,” she ordered and grabbed both of us, a penis in each hand, “follow me.”


What else would we do since we were at her mercy? My wife pulled us both along behind her as she moved us towards the wide steps that were molded into the end of the pool.

“Sit down there.” she commanded, leading me to the place she wanted me by my cock, and then pushing me almost into the pool with her six inch long stiletto black heels. My heart was beating wildly because I loved a bossy woman, and I was her servant and loved every second of it.

I sat down on one of the steps, my legs still in the water. Karen stood facing me, then bent forwards at the hips, leaning her arms on my shoulders and hooked her hands around my neck.

It was obvious that Steve was already eager to have another go at my wife again; I could see his large black cock beginning to thicken again, just below the surface of the pool. I wondered if she had seen it too.

“Look at my dog over there, isn’t he cute in a homely kind of way?” she said to the black man as his hands began to massage her shoulders as I watched. I love it when she degraded me, but sometimes I wish she would suddenly drop dead in front of me.

He was standing at her side and immediately had her right breast cupped in his hand, pressing and kneading the flesh and tugging at the nipple like it was the most natural thing for him to do.


Knowing how horny my wife was at that moment, in fact, how hot she had been all night, it surprised me when she pushed Steve away from her … and was that disappointment I felt, I wasn’t really sure of how I felt?

But I quickly realized I had mistaken her movement – she wasn’t pushing him away, she was moving him behind her.

Again, she had both hands behind my neck, and then leaned close to my ear, “Are you comfortable there? I may need to lean against you for a while.”

She had that lustful smile on her lips again and I felt a burst of adrenaline shoot through me, instantly tugging at my stomach, the more that the black man was groping at her breasts, the more I wanted to see for myself if he could fit that monster of a cock inside my wife. He was grunting as her hands wrapped around his cock, and when she dropped to her knees to open her mouth to his penis, I felt like I was about to explode in cum.

A wild mix of emotions swept through me as I could see the desire in her eyes, how the anticipation was taking over her again.

I began to feel resentful of the pleasure she had felt from having this other man use her body.


As he groped her harder, I could see that her face was so close to mind that I could feel the heavy breathing of her heightened excitement on my lips. The look on her face told me how much she was enjoying his touch, and I noticed when he pulled his cock out that he was ‘uncut’. Her eyes were looking to the side, as if trying to see his movements, anticipate his touch.

I started to think about the unusual level of arousal Karen had felt, being with this other man, the intensity of her passion.

By the way she was twitching her body, I could tell that she was about to cum again, funny, she never came that many times with me, and maybe I was a wimp, a beast whose sole purpose in life was to serve her. I was her husband, and yet I had to beg for sex from her, and this black man didn’t. 

For an instant, I couldn’t help but feel pangs of jealousy as his cock disappeared into her slutty red painted mouth, making the thickness of his cock in her mouth resemble a chipmunk with a mouthful of nuts, only they weren’t nuts in her mouth, it was another man’s huge black cock.

I didn’t want to be compared unfavorably, either in size or technique or in just plain, masculine appeal, but I knew that as soon as he left, she wouldn’t wait long to tell me what a failure I was as a lover.


The whole thing of our unique relationship began with benign little degradations at first, and then when she made me watch her take on multiple men as I sat on a chair, usually tied up, and then made to clean up after the men that I realized how much I truly enjoyed being ‘cucked’. Sometimes, I was forced to eat out her ass under the weight of not just her but whatever bull was plowing her, making me emerge a sweaty mess of a man.

CHAPTER TWO

I had half a mind to get up and drag my wife away from there, when her mouth began to gape open and she let out the strangest kind of gasp like nothing I’ve ever heard before.

“Watch how a real man pleases a woman sweetheart…Steve here has a barrel full of cum in his big hairy black balls and I want you to extract every last drop from his ball sack, do you hear me you worthless little maggot?” 

Her eyes opened wide, the whites showing all around her pupils for a second or so, before the eyelids drooped and half-closed. And I knew he had started making her sweet body into putty at his hands.


“OOHH YESS…TOUCH ME LIKE THAT YOU BIG BLACK FUCKER…WATCH MY HUSBANDS FACE!”

It looked more and more enticing as her mouth began bobbing up and don’t on his huge member as Karen obviously decided to take a different approach at that point.

She leaned her cheek against mine and whispered, “Oh God, his cock is delicious, want to taste some of it baby?”

“Don’t worry, because you will have to clean him up later, I could see by the look on your face you can’t wait for another man to fuck my pussy, am I right?” she said, and then I realized she was looking down between my legs. My cock had suddenly grown harder and had risen as I saw them, and yet I wasn’t allowed to touch her, at least not until she gave me the order to do so.

As he pumped her mouth harder, she was back in control, the sexual predator once more, just how she liked it. Her hand motioned for me to get up and stand mere inches from them. Then she pulled his beefy cock out from her mouth and then went to the bedroom.

She got on all fours on the bed, doggie style as the big black bull hovered over her sweaty sexy body. She whispered something to him and then I saw his fingers making their way to her snatch that was shaved bare, and I could see how swollen it was, swollen with desire for another man.


“Can you see it baby, how he is moving his fingers between my pussy lips, three of them. One on each lip and one in the center…ohhhh yes, it feels so good to have a black man making me cum, I wish I had a husband that could be half the man that he is.” She said, looking at me as the black bull smiled at the way she was talking to me. She knew how much I detest blacks, and lately, that was her men of choice.

Oh baby, you wouldn’t believe how wet I feel, he just slides between them so easily. He’s rubbing them all around now… mmm … so slowly, from up near my ass, now lower – oh God, I want him inside me – now he’s moving down toward my clit, rub that clitty harder, ohhhh yessssss.”

Her groin was bucking to the way he was feeling up her wet cunt, and then I saw his hand cup his fingers and slide them inside my wife’s pussy, my cock couldn’t take it anymore and I then grabbed it and started to masturbate myself to the sight of my wife with another man. “I want those fingers inside me so much … got to have something in my pussy soon.”

But it seemed like Steve wasn’t quite ready to oblige her. From the dreamy look on Karen’s face and her half-smile, I could tell that he hadn’t entered her yet, he was playing with her, bringing her to the edge and then back again, multiple times.

She was leaning heavily on me with her arms, her face moving away from mine, and then coming up close again as her hips rotated in unison with his hand movements.


“Oh my, look how hard you’ve got, I’ve never seen you as hard baby, and maybe you like black cock too.”

What was eerie, to me anyway, was the fact that the black man hardly said anything, even when she said in a roundabout way that I would have to lick his cock once he was done filling her body with cum.

It was true, I’d never felt my cock stiffer than it was right now and Karen didn’t miss the opportunity to take advantage.

“This is for your benefit baby, I want you to feel hot and excited and crazy for me, and as an added bonus, I’m going to remind you why you’re not a real man, not like him.” She said, pointing with her finger at him. I hated the bitch instantly, but I knew deep down just how right she was, and how she had my number.

Karen rubbed the back of my neck as she gazed at me with her half-closed eyes.

“You like to watch me do this don’t you, like to watch me being a slut and letting some real man do what you’re supposed to do as my husband? You love to see me cum with another man’s cock inside my cunt?”


I think I opened my mouth but what could I say? My cock did all the talking for me.

“No, don’t stop!” she suddenly looked so desperate but sounded so in control at the same time “Keep rubbing my pussy with your cock, make sure this worm sees your cock so he can be more jealous!”

The whimpering noise that had started to escape from Karen when Steve removed his hand from my wife’s pussy, soon turned to sighs of lust as his head lowered out of sight behind her.

“Oh. Oh yes, that feels so good.” I saw his hands squeezing my wife’s breast, tugging on her very hard and thick nipples, and yet I still wasn’t allowed to even relieve myself. I was almost desperate as my cock began oozing some pre-cum.

“God, yes … right there, keep licking me there.” She said as she pushed her ass up, almost shoving the thing in the entrance to his thick rod.

Her body swayed backwards and forwards in response to the sweep of his tongue around her rapidly juicing vulva.

I could tell it was getting difficult for her to speak to me now as her level of excitement rose again as his cock slid quickly into her cunt and then pulled back.


“Ohhhh God, so this is what a real man is like…it feels too good to be true, I can’t even believe that I have a REAL man for a change.”

“Oh Jesus, my clit is so sensitive now. Can you see what it is he’s doing to me you waste of space? He is putting his fingers inside me again … and licking my clit. Oh my God, he knows just how to get me hot…just like I knew a black man could, oh shit, I want to cum so fucking badly it hurts!”

Karen’s head was thrown back now and her long, dark hair lay wet along her deeply arched spine. Her ass was raised out of the water, presenting Steve’s mouth with the soft, welcoming core of her sex.

Hard, protruding nipples rubbed against my chest as my wife writhed and bucked her body in response to this onslaught of tongue and fingers.

I reached down between my legs to grab my cock that was on the verge of orgasmic release, and start rubbing it vigorously, I couldn’t stand it any longer. It looked like Karen was going to be having some sort of release yet again soon and I wanted to join her in her passion.

I knew she was a bit of a cunt all throughout our marriage, and of course it didn’t surprise me when as soon as she saw my movement, she slapped my hand away from my cock.


“Not just yet, I have other plans for you.” Then, for the first time, I heard the black bull speak; he wanted me to blow him, infuriating her further since suddenly, it felt as though he had some kind of pity on me. Truth be told, I had only sucked on another man’s cock only briefly, and while I didn’t entirely hate it, I preferred to just watch my wife get fucked. I wasn’t even all too keen on having to clean another man’s cock but my spouse was the boss and I knew better than to displease her.

CHAPTER 3

Suddenly and without any warning, she pulled her large round butt cheeks away from the black man’s mouth without any apparent regret or sense of loss, turned around and lay on her back on top of me. She snapped her fingers first, that was the cue that there would be yet another order for me to follow.

I couldn’t believe that she actually had any pity on me and my cock that was about to explode, the fucking bitch was turning a new leaf, but then I thought to myself, that wasn’t like her at all. As she settled onto my body my erect penis was jammed between Karen’s back and my own stomach as she settled her ass in my lap that was slippery from the amount of oil that she slathered all over her body. She


placed her long, tanned legs along the tops of mine and gripped the backs of my wrists with her hands.

As I lay on my back I saw Steve was just hovering over us, standing over us with his huge cock facing us, and it was so erect that it nearly toughed his belly that was as ripped as I was soft, like a Mister Softie Ice Cream. Hatred filled my soul for the black man, the N word, and almost any name I could muster, suffering silently that he would be filling my wife’s womb with his black seed and my mouth also if she said so.

I could understand then, why some women became overwhelmed in the presence of a well-toned masculine black man’s body and such an obvious and aggressive sign of arousal, just like it was in the old days when men were men and women were baking cookies or some shit.

“I’m going to try and cum, but I can’t promise you anything, after all, just look at you, thank God we have a real man to take care of my needs, and not loser, it’s not you!” She said, rubbing her ass all over my cock, trying to get it between the cheeks of her ass.

I can’t say for sure if it was a conscious move or not but my drawn-up knees (and, of course, Karen’s) moved ever-so-slightly apart.


It wasn’t much but it was enough. I wasn’t sure what she was getting at. Her long blonde hair was a tangled mess, and what got me was that she was letting the black bull pull on her hair like some kind of horse being led to this or that direction.

“Come here and fuck me, lover, this thing under me just won’t do.”

I could tell by her voice that she was serious.

Steve took a step closer and grabbed his erect member, holding it down so that it pointed directly at my wife’s pussy that was begging for some cock.

As he leaned his body towards us, I could feel his muscular thighs pressing against the inside of mine and pushing them apart.

I tried to look over Karen’s shoulder to see just where his cock was but I was too far behind her. I was listening to her breathing that was the only way for me to tell what was going on.

“If you were a real man, you could fuck my ass while this black bull gets my pussy, the pussy that should be….” And then she stopped suddenly and I felt his cock entering my wife’s pussy as he grunted loudly and deeply, stroking his cock in and out of her hot horny two timing bitch ass cunt until I could see some glistening pussy juices jetting out from the sides of her vulva.


There was no need though, to see when he was entering her. That long, breathy moan that escaped her shuddering lips left me in no doubt. I knew the exact moment when his cock was forcing apart her hot, welcoming lips.

I felt her legs rise in response to his invasion of her, and mine followed. I wanted to be with her in the passion she was experiencing, like another part of the same body.

I wanted to feel her arousal and follow wherever she went in this wild, erotic journey she was on.

As Steve leaned forwards and pressed his chest against my wife’s breasts, we both lifted our knees further so that they were eventually up by his shoulders.

I knew from experience that when Karen felt especially aroused, she loved to be in this position of openness and submission; it seemed to take her to another level of sexual excitement.

Steve had set up a steady rhythm of fucking my wife now and was unhurriedly, almost casually, raising and lowering his ass, easily driving his thick black cock deeply into her with each thrust.

Karen seemed unusually quiet, like she was in a trance or something, or (here was a thought) maybe not even enjoying it very much. Or maybe I was just trying to convince myself that my wife was


somehow pretending to enjoy herself with him, just to get back at me for something I did. Usually she would let whatever was bothering her fester, sometimes for months, and then suddenly out of the blue, she would bring it up out of nowhere. Maybe I was reading too much into it, maybe she was enjoying it after all.

She took my hand and then placed it on his muscular black butt cheek, so that I can feel how deeply he was thrusting inside my wife. With Karen pressing against the backs of my hands, she pulled him in towards us again and again. Each forward movement of his pelvis was now accentuated by our combined efforts in getting him deeper inside her.

I felt the beginnings of responsive movements in Karen’s hips as Steve’s penetrations became longer and deeper. I tried to supplement her gyrations by lifting my own body in unison, helping her to meet his thrusts with movements of her own.

It took a little while to time the rocking of our bodies against each other but soon, all three of us were rising and falling in perfect unison.

I started to feel closer to Karen then, like I was almost inside her skin and knowing exactly what she was experiencing and what she desired most.


Watching her body becoming submissive to the black male made me jealous and I felt as thought I had to step in and interrupt their merging bodies. Perhaps if I threw a little hissy fit she would pay attention to me the way that I needed her to pay attention to me.

“Wouldn’t it be funny if you get knocked up Karen?” I asked her. He pulled out of her just as quickly even though I was sure that he had not cum yet.

“I told you he was a little fucking wimp, didn’t I?” she said. I could tell by her furrowed brow that she didn’t appreciate my interjecting their fuck session.

“Let me tell you something about my husband. I felt sorry for him, and that was why I married him. He’s a loser baby…take you big black cock and choke on it….go ahead, I’m giving you permission to fuck my husband’s mouth, and make sure that he swallows you, swallows your black as tar cum. While you guys do what you gotta do, I’m going to finish myself with my favorite lady pleaser, and guess what baby?” she asked, looking at me in a mocking tone. “That monster rubber man cock is ALSO black, not like you!”

I was jerking my hips up now, faster to keep up with his increasing tempo. I gripped his ass cheeks and tugged him in towards us, pushing up with my back to ram Karen’s mound against him.


She wasn’t silent any more as her lust began to pour out of her mouth again, spewing filth that she never spoke to me, not unless it was degradations that I had gotten used to.

“Mmm, yes, that’s it baby; ram that hard black meat of yours into me. Oh, God I love the feel of your cock inside me. Not too fast, I want to feel it all sliding in, all the way, right up to your balls.”

Our fucking motions were creating waves between our bodies and I could see and almost taste the puddles of sweat forming between her large beautiful breasts that were pressed hard against Steve’s chest.

“That’s right … oh Jesus, you know how to fuck me. I love your thick cock stretching my cunt lips apart … oh, oh God you’re the best fuck, the best, ooohhh yesss fuck me harder!

I was starting to get lost in a maelstrom of emotions and passion. I lost the sense of where I was, of who I was.

One moment I was making love to my wife as she urged me on to arouse her further, the next, I was listening to her talking like a back alley slut to a stranger who was slamming his cock into her. The more I watched the more my cock grew hard.


I had my eyes closed as I responded to the hard, male jerking of his pelvis. I felt the strong, muscular thrusting between my thighs and moved my legs around behind his back.

I started to use my legs to force him into us, pulling him closer to her cunt until I could feel his balls bouncing against mine.

I wanted him all the way in, I locked my legs behind his ass and pulled tighter as I pushed Karen up against him as hard as I could.

“Oh fuck yes, oh my cunt’s so full … oh Jesus … oh … yes just keep fucking me … harder hit my sweet spot with your black dick!”

Karen moved her hands under his arms and gripped his shoulders, the fingers digging deeply into his skin, her knuckles turning white.

I pumped my hips up more urgently against Karen’s ass, trying to keep pace with Steve’s thrusting. Her legs were wrapped completely around him now, almost trying to get his whole body inside her.

Her breathing was turning to uneven panting and gasps as Steve’s cock slammed into her faster.


I could feel the weight of Steve’s body on mine as he continued fucking us at a furious pace. Karen’s almost incoherent shouts, pleading to have her cunt filled by his gigantic cock filled my ears. I spread my legs a little farther, hoping that he would ram his cock in my asshole instead.

I was part of Karen’s body, thrusting and writhing against him, spreading my legs wide, pleading to be filled up by him.

No, it wasn’t me who was screaming, it was Karen. Her mouth moved like she was trying to form words but couldn’t, almost as if she was in some kind of religious rapture. And then, when her body began to quiver in orgasmic frenzy, I took his cock and steered it into my waiting and gaping asshole.

I knew I would have hell to pay after he left, but that only meant that the next guy would be getting my services. It was just another day for me as my wife’s little pet, and I was grateful for whatever petty torments she would deem that I deserved, after all, I deserved it.
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