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  Preface


   


  This box set contains four wife sharing novellas - over 300 pages of steaming hot wife sharing stories!


   


  The Auction


  



  A wealthy man 'bought' your wife for the night... what could go wrong?


   


  Emily Becker is happily married, working as a secretary for a hot shot lawyer. The young wife couldn't be happier - until her boss drops a bomb on her. The law firm is throwing a massive ball for charity and her boss wants to auction off Emily for a good cause. Her husband, Nathan, doesn't see anything wrong with this plan. "It's just for charity," he says. "So some rich guy will take you to dinner, big deal." That auction will turn the young couple's life upside down because the demanding and dominant billionaire Logan Hunt has set his sights on the lovely Emily.. and what he wants, he gets.


   


  The Sauna Swap 


  



  What if you ran into the perfect black stud on vacation?


   


  Jon and Mary are enjoying their vacation in Portugal, browsing Tinder for the perfect guy to flirt with. It's just a game to them, they don't have any real plans to share her... yet. While relaxing in the sauna they run into Diego, a big black stud who is more than willing to make all their wildest dreams come true. Can the young couple resist temptation... or will Jon surrender his girlfriend to the tall, dark stranger?


   


  The Roommate


  



  My big black roommate insisted we shared everything... including my girlfriend.


   


  Eric's new roommate is Jordan West, a gigantic black athlete, and the biggest player on campus. Eric's girlfriend Kim is starstruck by the dominant well-built stud, and the attraction is mutual. Kim's curvy figure is everything Jordan wants, and what he wants... he takes. When Jordan walks in on them, he takes control of the situation, and the young couple quickly lose all control...


   


  The Best Man


  



  It's the night of your wedding, and your wife gets what she wants most: The Best Man.


   


  Derek can't wait to introduce his fiance Alina to his best friend Alex. The rugged, broad stud was away on deployment, but now the two finally meet. Derek warned his fiance that his best man was quite a player back in their college days, and the moment she laid eyes on him, she instantly saw why. He was handsome, tall, and ballsy. The curious girlfriend wants to hear all about his college exploits, and Alex is more than willing to share. He shocks the fiance when he informs her that among his long lists of conquests were all of Derek's girlfriends... Alex had now aroused her interest, and Derek will soon learn that old habits die hard... the difference being that this time, he gets to watch.


   


  Enjoy!


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  The Auction


  Chapter 1


   


  “Emily, step into my office.”


   


  Mr. Shields’s e-mail was short and curt, like always. He was direct and aggressive. It’s these traits that made him one of the top lawyers in the entire city. The other secretaries feared him, but Emily had grown fond of her boss. Sure, he was blunt and demanding, but he also had a softer side to him. He truly cared for his employees, and even when Emily messed up — this was her first ‘real’ job, after all — he didn’t ride her too hard for it. He placed a lot of faith in the young and unexperienced girl, and Emily was eager to repay his trust.


   


  “Yes, Mr. Shields?” Emily said as she walked in.


   


  Her boss motioned for her to sit down as he finished his phone call. Awkwardly, the young professional sat down in an expensive leather chair. So this is where the big chiefs sit, she thought to herself. Mr. Shields’s clients included the most wealthy and most powerful men in the country, including the illustrious tech billionaire Logan Hunt. Emily had caught a glimpse of him on occasion, when he stopped by Mr. Shields’s office, but a man as busy as Mr. Hunt never lingered.


   


  Mr. Shields hung up his phone and ran his hand through his jet-black hair. His eyes wandered across his secretary’s shapely, nubile body. Yes, she’s perfect for the job, he thought to himself. I know how to pick ‘em.


   


  “As you are well aware, the annual Shields & Sullivans’s Charity Ball is fast approaching.”


   


  Emily nodded enthusiastically. She had been made crystal clear that her law firm’s annual charity event was a huge deal. It was a bona-fide who’s-who. All the clients were expected to attend, which meant the party would be filled to the brim with celebrities and socialites. Emily’s feelings were decidedly mixed: On one hand it sounded amazing, yet on the other, she was deathly afraid of breaching etiquette in some way and embarrassing herself and her firm. Her rural upbringing hadn’t taught her the intricacies of upper class dining and dancing.


   


  “Yes, I’ve booked the venue like you requested, and I received the specifications from the catere-”


   


  Colin Shields waved her words away. “I don’t care about the details. I trust you’ll do the work as requested. No, I want to talk about your role that evening.”


   


  “Me?” Emily asked. “I don’t understand.”


   


  “This year, we’ve decided to go with a slightly different approach regarding the Ball. I trust the firm will be able to count on you a full 100%?”


   


  “Of course,” Emily said. “Absolutely.” She’d put her hand through fire for Mr. Shields. He had given her this job, and in turn, made it possible for her and her husband Nathan to build a perfect life together. Plus, this year’s beneficiary of the Charity Ball was the Wildlife Foundation — a cause close to her heart. She was born and raised out in the country, and hoped to return there to start a family with Nathan in a few years, when his career allowed it.


   


  “Good,” Mr. Shields said. “Good. I ask because you will be intimately involved in the night’s events, and your conduct will be paramount to the success of the Ball. You see, Mr. Sullivan and I have decided to end this year’s Charity Ball with an auction.”


   


  A silence enveloped the room as Emily struggled to understand the significance of her boss’s words. “Okay,” she said finally. “Pardon me for asking, but what does that have to do with me, sir? What will you be auctioning?”


   


  “You,” Mr. Shields answered. “A date with you, to be precise.”


   


  Emily’s jaw dropped to the floor, and for a brief second, she completely lost her professional demeanor.


   


  “You must be joking!” She exclaimed. “I’m married!”


   


  “Small detail,” Mr. Shields said. “Insignificant. It’s for charity. Are you not familiar with bachelorette auctions, Emily?”


   


  “Well, yes,” she said. But only from movies and romance novels, she thought to herself. “But I’m not a bachelorette.”


   


  “Like I said, that is not important. I’m sure your husband will understand. Nathan, correct? I don’t think I have to remind you again how important this ball is to this firm.”


   


  Emily nodded. “This is… a lot to take in, sir,” she admitted. “I wouldn’t know what to do, or how to act, or… why me?”


   


  “Because you’ll be the most beautiful woman at the Ball,” Mr. Shields answered.


   


  The young wife’s pale cheeks turned rosy, and she avoided her boss’s piercing gaze. All her life she had always felt more like an ugly duckling than a beautiful swan, no matter how many times her husband told her she was drop-dead gorgeous (which was almost every day). Sometimes she even believed him, if only for a second or two. But beautiful enough to be auctioned at the biggest high-society event of the year?!


   


  “Discuss it with Nathan,” Colin Shields said. “I’m positive he’ll understand. If he has any questions, tell him to call me and I’ll talk to him personally. Don’t worry about the details. I’ll make sure you’ll have an exquisite dress, hair and make-up will all be taken care of. That’ll be all, Emily.”


   


  Emily was so flabbergasted she didn’t know how to respond. She nodded and excused herself. Her mind was flooded with thoughts as she sat back down at her desk.


   


  Auctioned? Me?!


   


  What in earth would Nathan make of all this?!


   


  *


   


  “Wow, that sounds amazing!”


   


  Emily stared at her husband open-mouthed. She expected him to lose his shit — his wife was being set up on a date! — but instead he was nothing but positive. She wasn’t sure how to break the news and ended up spilling the beans during dinner. Yet, her husband didn’t seem fazed in the slightest.


   


  “What do you mean?” Emily asked. “Aren’t you mad?


   


  “Why would I be mad?” Nathan laughed. “It’s a charity auction, silly. You’ve been looking forward to this party for weeks, remember? To be able to mingle with all those hotshots and celebrities? Why, should I have something to worry about?”


   


  “No, of course not!”


   


  “Then why the long face? You get to steal the show, honey. And one of those hotshots will take you out on a date — big deal. It’s a free meal, as far as I’m concerned,” Nathan laughed. “With any luck, it’ll be Logan Hunt!”


   


  “I guess,” Emily answered, crossing her arms. Her husband practically worshiped Logan Hunt. Nathan was an engineer, and a huge fan of Hunt’s recent work in deep sea exploration and commercial space travel. Emily had the sneaking suspicion her husband was so jazzed to be in the same room as him, he couldn’t get riled up about anything anymore.


   


  “Who knows, I might even make a bid,” her husband said.


   


  “Like you could afford this” Emily joked, gesturing at her body. “Or are you thinking about outbidding Logan Hunt?”


   


  Nathan laughed, a deep loud hearty sound. “Hell, I’d drive you to him myself if that was the case!”


   


  “Remind me to take you up on that!”


   


  “He could be ‘the one,” Nathan said with a wicked grin. He had confided his sexual fantasy of sharing Emily with another man to her years ago, and while Emily wasn’t completely opposed to the idea, she had never felt an urge to go through with it. No man she had ever met could measure up to her husband, so why bother? It had become a running joke between the two of them that Emily was waiting for ‘the one’ that did push her buttons, though it was more Nathan’s obsession than anything else.


   


  “We’ll see.”


   


  Imagine that, a date with the world’s most eligible bachelor, Emily silently contemplated as she sipped on her wine. And with my husband’s permission… maybe this auction wasn’t such a bad idea after all?


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  2 weeks later


   


  The weeks had flown by and the night of the annual Shields & Sullivans Charity Ball had arrived. Emily had lost quite a bit of sleep over it, simultaneously excited and terrified at the prospect of being the center of attention. And now, her moment to shine had almost come.


   


  Emily could barely believe what she was seeing as she stared into her back-stage dressing room’s mirror. Her straight, slightly dull, brown hair now cascaded down her back in luminous curls. The glittering, emerald-green dress hugged her curves perfectly, and to finish her regal look, her boss had gifted her an eye-catching bejeweled necklace.


   


  Mr. Shields had kept true to his words. Everything had been taken care of, down to the finest detail. Tears welled in her eyes when Emily saw how beautiful she looked. The only time she had ever felt so amazing was on her wedding day.


   


  “Honey, don’t cry, you’ll ruin your make-up!” Her stylist said as she applied a few final touches.


   


  “I’m sorry,” Emily answered. “You’ve just done such a great job!”


   


  “True, but I’m just working with what you’ve got, honey,” the stylist said with a smile. “You ready to break the box office?”


   


  “No,” Emily laughed. “But I’m as ready as ever, I suppose.”


   


  Colin Shields strode backstage, each step taken with purpose. The Ball had gone splendid so far and it was time for the grand finale: Emily Becker. He was keenly aware a few of his high-end clients secretly pined for his secretary — there was something about her natural charm, effortless beauty and down-to-earth attitude that his exclusive clientele gravitated towards. It was of course for this very reason that Shields had hired the girl, and if his instincts were correct (and they usually were), a date with Miss Becker might just push the night’s total amount of money pledged to charity over a million dollars. He could already envision the headlines in the paper tomorrow.


   


  “Are you ready, Emily?” He drank in the sight of his lovely assistant. She was positively beaming with joy. “They’re waiting for you.


   


  Emily nodded. This was it, the moment of truth.


   


  “Follow me.”


   


  With trepidation, the young wife followed her boss as he guided her through the winding corridors of the stately Royal Theater. The stage was usually reserved for only the world’s best actors and actresses, but tonight, Emily Becker from Fieldbrook would take center-stage.


   


  “Here we are,” Mr. Shields said, pausing behind the massive red curtains. “The stage is right through there.”


   


  Emily peeked through the curtains to see what was awaiting her, her heart beating like a war drum. The wide stage overlooked a massive ballroom, where dozens of tables had been placed. The gentle murmur of dinner conversation filled the theater. There were hundreds of people in the room. She scanned the crowd for her husband, but to no avail.


   


  Briefly she entertained the thought of storming off — like a runaway bride — but her boss’s stern face pulled her back to reality. He gave a thumbs-up to someone back-stage, and suddenly, a booming voice made Emily’s hair stand straight up.


   


  “Ladies and gentleman, the moment you’ve all been waiting for has finally arrived…”


   


  Emily realized right away the host was introducing her. Butterflies swarmed through her stomach. She was so nervous, she barely heard a word of what the host was saying. With her eyes wide open like saucers, she stared at her boss.


   


  “What are you waiting for?” He asked her. “Go!”


   


  With a gentle push, her boss forced her on stage. Emily shuffled forwards, hesitantly, concentrating on one step at a time, as a loud, thunderous applause welcomed her.


   


  A bright spotlight was focused solely on her, nearly blinding her. She stared into the darkness, unable to make out any faces in the palatial ball-room. The applause died out and was replaced by total silence, that seemed to drag on for ages.


   


  Emily smiled as brightly as her nerves allowed, as panic slowly gripped her heart. Was she supposed to do something? Why is everyone so quiet? Why did she let herself get talked into this?!


   


  “Emily was born and raised in Fieldbrook and she enjoys hiking, horseback riding and oil painting,” the host continued his introduction, to Emily’s relief. “But many of you know her best as Mr. Shields’s skillful and gracious secretary. The bidding will start at the low, low price of one thousand dollars.”


   


  A thousand dollars?! Of course, Emily knew that for her firm’s clients that was chump change, but she still hadn’t got used to their jet-set lifestyle, and hoped she never would.


   


  “Two!”


   


  “Two thousand? Two thousand from the gentleman in the front.”


   


  “Three!” A man to the left of the stage bellowed.


   


  A bright spot-light followed the action, making it possible for Emily to see her would-be suitors.


   


  “Five!” The sharp-dressed man sitting at the front countered. Emily recognized him right away — he was the CEO of a large multinational and he often stopped by her desk for a chat.


   


  “Seven,” a corpulent man to the right said.


   


  “Ten,” the CEO countered.


   


  The numbers dazzled Emily. The numbers came at her with a breakneck speed, the guests racing to out-bid one another. Ten thousand dollars for a date with me?! Where would this end?!


   


  “One hundred,” a baritone voice boomed from the back, silencing the other bidders instantly. The ballroom buzzed with excitement as the spot-light searched the crowd for the mystery bidder.


   


  “One hundred!” The host exclaimed jubilantly. “We have a bid of one hundred thousand dollars for a date with the lovely Emily Becker!”


   


  That’s more zeros than I can count! Emily thought to herself, a cold shiver running through her body. Who in their right mind would pay such an obscene amount for little old me? Anxiously, she watched the spot-light scan the crowd, eager to see the philanthropist who would make such an extravagant offer. Could it be…?


   


  It was him.


   


  The warm light illuminated the impeccably dressed, steely-eyed Logan Hunt. The handsome billionaire had his hand raised in the air, as he stared down his competitors. Once they saw who they were dealing with, they instantly backed down. No one could out-bid him.


   


  Emily damn near fainted when their eyes met across the room. Her and her husband’s ludicrous day-dream was coming true, right before their eyes.


   


  “We have one hundred thousand, going once? Going twice? Sold, to the generous Logan Hunt!”


   


  The crowd erupted in thunderous applause, commending Hunt for his record-breaking donation to the Wildlife Foundation.


   


  Logan Hunt. The intelligent, stylish tech billionaire that had taken the world by storm in the past decade, pushing the boundaries of science in every industry he dabbled in, had just ‘bought’ Emily for the tidy sum of $100,000. The most powerful, and not to mention, one of the most desirable man in the world, wants to go on a date with me, she thought to herself, her system paralyzed with shock.


   


  From the corner of her eye she noticed her boss waving frantically at her to walk off-stage. The surprise had been so big, she had been frozen to the spot. With a polite smile and bow she exited the stage.


   


  Mr. Shields welcomed her back-stage with open arms, a wide-grin on his face. Emily had never seen her boss so excited before.


   


  “You did great!” He complemented her. “Fantastic!”


   


  Emily accepted her boss’s praise gladly, happy she did well, but she still felt dazed and confused.


   


  “What happens now?” She asked, trying to gather her thoughts.


   


  “You get to go on a date with Logan Hunt!” Her boss yelled jubilantly. “And you make sure he’s happy,” he added sternly. “I don’t have to tell you how big of a deal he is, and how important he is to the firm. I’m sure he’ll contact you in some way.”


   


  How does one make a man who can buy the world happy? Emily contemplated, her boss’s answer only adding to her confusion. This was all ‘just for charity’, right?


   


  “Now go have fun!” Her boss ordered.


   


  With a spring in her step she marched towards the ballroom, keen to quench her thirst — and calm her jittering nerves — with a stiff drink. Nathan’s arms flew around her neck the moment she walked in, planting his lips against hers.


   


  “Logan Hunt!” He exclaimed. “Can you believe it?!”


   


  Emily shook her head. No, she could not.


   


  “You get to meet him! Do you think you could introduce him to me?!” Her husband said, his face beaming with childlike joy.


   


  “I don’t know, baby,” she answered truthfully. “I’m a little overwhelmed, to be honest. I need a drink.”


   


  “As am I! Logan Hunt! Wow!”


   


  Nathan kept gushing about the billionaire’s exploits as he ordered a margarita for his wife. Emily knew he was a fan, but she had no idea how deeply her husband revered the tech tycoon. She quickly downed the cocktail, the liquor calming her nerves somewhat. What does a man like him even do a on a date? She thought to herself.


   


  Her train of thought was interrupted when a waiter handed her an envelope. It was thick and the paper looked expensive.


   


  “From the gentleman over there,” the waiter said with an even-voice.


   


  Emily looked over her shoulder to see Logan Hunt give her a brisk nod before he exited the gala.


   


  She studied the envelope, running her hands across the thick paper. She opened it to find a brief hand-written note.


   


  Your place. Tomorrow. 5 PM.


   


  It wasn’t a question.


   


  “What’s that?” Nathan asked, grasping the note.


   


  “What do you think he’s planning? And how does he know where we live?” Emily asked her husband.


   


  “A man like him has his connections, I’m sure,” Nathan answered, his voice thick with adoration. “I’m sure you’ll just go to dinner or something. I’d love to be home with you, but I have to work tomorrow. Do you think you can handle him all by yourself?”


   


  Emily took a deep sip of her second cocktail which had just arrived, choosing to ignore her husband’s innuendo.


   


  “Not like I have a choice, right?”


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  The next day, 4.30 PM


   


  He couldn’t be serious.


   


  Emily stared in horror at the small, black dress sprawled out on her bed. Special delivery from Logan Hunt to Emily Becker. ‘Wear this’, the accompanying note had read. Nothing more.


   


  It was gorgeous, yes, but also extraordinarily revealing. It had an open back, and open sides to boot. It was something a movie star, or a famous singer could pull off. But me? The sides of her full, round-breasts would be completely exposed, and the hem of the dress barely went past her thighs. If she would bend over, she feared her cheeks would be clearly visible.


   


  The clock was ticking and in less than thirty minutes, Logan Hunt would be at the door. Panic gripped her heart as she ran through her options. She contemplated calling her boss, but she already knew what he would say. Make him happy, Mrs. Becker. Just make him happy.


   


  There was really no way around this. After all, it would be terribly rude to refuse such an expensive gift. Gathering all her courage, the young wife stripped off her clothes and slid the tiny garment on. She admired herself in her bedroom mirror, and to her own amazement, she looked pretty good. Pretty damn good. Gorgeous.


   


  Yet, there was a problem. The dress was skin-tight. There was no way she could wear a bra and still make this look good. Emily hadn’t gone outside without a bra for nearly half her life. Could she — a married woman — really do that?


   


  At wit’s end, she ditched the bra and texted her husband a selfie of her in the dress. He’d have the final say. After all, she was his wife.


   


  He wasn’t much help though.


   


  “WOW!!!!” He texted back instantly. “UR GORGEOUS!!!”


   


  “I’m jealous!!” He continued. “Have fun!” Kissy-face and wink-emoji’s followed.


   


  That was it. Nathan had given her his approval.


   


  Emily admired herself some more, and slowly but surely, the dress started to grow on her. She did look mighty fine — like a movie star — and it was just a dinner-date, right? To her dismay, she could still clearly see the outline of her thong through the dress’s tight fabric. But there was no way she was going commando… right? That would be insane.


   


  The buzz of the doorbell startled Emily. Cursing herself for being so tardy, she slid in a pair of high heels, grabbed her purse and opened the front door. Logan Hunt’s driver was waiting for her, and he guided her to the immense limousine parked outside her door.


   


  She could see her neighbors craning their necks to see what the fuzz was all about, and Emily suddenly felt like a celebrity. Oh, me? I’m just on a date with Logan Hunt, no biggy. She hadn’t told any of her friends yet — she was so caught up in the excitement of it all — but this was going to make a great story when the night was over!


   


  The driver opened the door and Emily took a seat in the back of the spacious limousine. Logan Hunt was sitting across her, cradling a whiskey in his hand. He was sharply dressed in a tailored suit, a dark stubble on his chiseled chin as his piercing, dark eyes ran across Emily’s exposed body. She had to admit he looked stunning, and his penetrating gaze made her heart beat like crazy.


   


  “You look amazing,” he said. “How does the dress fit? Do you like it?”


   


  “T-thank you,” Emily answered, feeling shy and exposed. Now that they were alone in the dark, tinted limousine, she didn’t feel as courageous as before. She still found it hard to believe she was actually talking to to this powerful man. Star-struck didn’t even begin to describe it.


   


  “The dress is perfect.”


   


  “I see you’re wearing underwear. Was my note not clear?”


   


  Logan’s direct words shocked Emily. Did he really just say that?


   


  “I-I,” she stammered, her face flushed bright red with embarrassment.


   


  “The lines are showing. Take them off.”


   


  A cold shiver ran through Emily’s body. She had only been in Hunt’s company for less than five minutes, and he had already commanded her to take off her underwear… and the crazy part was that she was actually considering it. The lines were showing, after all, and she didn’t want to make a bad impression. She had no idea where they were going, but the paparazzi had a tendency to follow Hunt around. And didn’t her boss and husband both encourage her to do whatever it took to make Logan Hunt one happy camper?


   


  “O-okay,” she answered as she slid her hands up her dress, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her black thong as she wiggled it down, trying her best not to reveal too much skin. She placed the tiny piece of cloth in her purse, and a smile formed on Logan’s lips.


   


  “Good. Remove your wedding ring, too.”


   


  “My wedding ring? But…”


   


  “I can’t be seen on a date with a married woman, that would be unbecoming. And, are you not mine for the evening?”


   


  He made a good point. A ring was just that — a ring. A symbol of her love and devotion to her husband. Removing it didn’t mean she loved her husband any less. For the first time since her wedding, Emily slid the ring off her finger and placed it in her purse.


   


  Even though it was only a small gesture, it made Emily feel wicked. Naughty. She was in Logan’s strong, capable hands now, on a date with the world’s most eligible bachelor, sans wedding ring and underwear. It was completely out-of-character for the prim-and-proper wife, but also incredibly intoxicating.


   


  The couple made small-talk, but the young wife found it hard to concentrate on the billionaire’s words. The ease with which Logan carried himself and directed her made Emily, to her own shock as much as anything, incredibly aroused. She was self-aware her hard nipples were poking through the fabric, but Logan didn’t draw attention to her heightened state.


   


  Please god, don’t make me leak my juices on this billionaire’s seat, Emily prayed as she felt herself grow wet under Logan’s intense gaze.


   


  For once, her prayers were answered.


   


  “We’ve arrived, sir,” the driver said.


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  Logan helped Emily out of the limousine — no doubt giving him an eyeful of her exposed body.


   


  “Where are we going?” Emily asked as she surveyed her surroundings. They were down-town, in front of the Obsidian — a giant skyscraper that dominated the city’s skyline.


   


  “Vertigo,” Logan answered.


   


  Emily’s eyes grew wide. Vertigo was the city’s premier restaurant, impossible to get into without a six-month reservation — not to mention a very fat wallet. It was located at the top floor of the Obsidian, providing a bird’s eye view of the city, making one feel on top of the world. It was renowned around the globe and Emily had always dreamed of dining there one day.


   


  And that dream was about to come true.


   


  Arm-in-arm the couple walked into the building. The receptionists and security guards all greeted Logan Hunt with an air of familiarity, as did the maitre d’ of Vertigo. They were quickly seated at the best seats in the house, a table right next to the window with a breathtaking view of the city’s many dazzling lights.


   


  Of course Emily knew Logan was a powerful man, but seeing in practice how the world opened up to him was an eye-opener. This man was used to getting whatever he desired… and tonight, he desired me, she thought to herself, a buzz of excitement filling her every vein. He could have anyone in the world — from super-models to pop singers — but he had opted for little old Emily Becker.


   


  Logan asked her about her past and listened attentively as Emily talked about her rural upbringing. He was genuinely interested as the couple swapped tales, and the young wife was surprised to discover they had a lot in common. Beneath his rugged exterior and reserved demeanor was a regular guy. Hugely influential, wealthy and dominant, yes, but also someone she could relate to.


   


  The prosecco tasted great, as did the food. Logan ordered for them, and the couple ate like royalty. For desert Logan ordered a cheese platter for the two of them, and a glass of port. As Emily sampled the delicious cheesed and sipped on the rich, flavorful port, she stared out the window. She could see her small, quaint home-town in the distance, surrounded by a thick forest on all sides.


   


  “That’s it right there,” she said. “Fieldbrook.”


   


  Protecting that little pocket of nature from the encroaching city was the reason she took part in the auction and ended up in Vertigo, sitting across the Logan Hunt. Now that her date was coming to an end, Emily felt almost sad. Being in Logan’s company was so electrifying. She hadn’t felt so gorgeous, so alive in years. Emily no longer felt ashamed about not wearing any underwear, or that the sides of her breasts were showing. She felt powerful. Sexy.


   


  “Is that where you met your husband?”


   


  The memory of Nathan brought the young wife back to reality. She had a husband. Why was she out here, day-dreaming about being courted by Logan, when she had a wonderful, faithful and loving husband back home?


   


  “No, I met Nathan in college.”


   


  “Tell me about him. What does he do?”


   


  “Well, he’s an engineer, and he works for G&R Developments,” Emily said.


   


  Logan nodded thoughtfully before changing the subject once more.


   


  “Are you ready for part two of our evening?”


   


  Emily’s heart made a little jump. The night’s events were far from over, so it seemed.


   


  “Sure. What did you have in mind?”


   


  “It’s no fun if I spoil the surprise,” Logan smiled.


   


  He paid the bill, and only a few minutes later the couple was back in the limousine as they were driven to their next location. Logan sat next to Emily this time, his hand resting on her knee, as they enjoyed each other’s company in silence. His firm grip sent a jolt of pleasure coursing through Emily’s veins. If he slid his hand up, would she have the willpower to say no…?


   


  This time, the drive was all too short.


   


  “We’re here,” the driver announced once more.


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  Logan helped Emily out of the limousine, shielding her body from a barrage of flashing lights.


   


  “It’s him! Logan Hunt!” Emily heard the crowd roar.


   


  The limousine had parked in front of Millennium, an opulent night club. A horde of people were waiting in line, all snapping pictures of the couple with their camera phones. Security immediately cleared a way for Logan and Emily, and they were guided to the VIP section of the club.


   


  Logan’s status was once again confirmed. He didn’t seem at all fazed by the throng of people clamoring for a glimpse of him. Business as usual. Emily, however, was taken aback by the massive attention they had just received. The flashing lights blinded her and she had been the focal point of attention for this immense crowd of strangers. Everyone wanted a piece of Logan… but tonight, he’s mine, she thought to herself. Wow.


   


  In the VIP section there were more celebrities in one room than she had ever met in her whole life. NBA players, rappers, singers, actors — they were all there. She felt slightly mundane in their presence.


   


  “I could introduce you if you’d like,” Logan offered, “but I’d rather keep you for myself tonight. Want to dance?”


   


  “I’m afraid I’m not much of a dancer,” Emily said apologetically. Especially not in this crowd, she thought.


   


  “Nonsense. I know the perfect spot.”


   


  He guided her through a series of corridors until they arrived at a large private room, overlooking the crowded dance floor below. Emily pressed herself up against the glass, amazed by the extravagant interior of the club.


   


  Logan pressed his body against hers from behind, his arms wrapping around her small waist. His body swayed to the rhythm of the deep, electronic beats. Emily felt safe and secure in his grip, like they were old lovers.


   


  “Just follow my lead,” he whispered into Emily’s ear as they danced together.


   


  She closed her eyes and let herself be swept away by the hypnotic, hedonistic music, Logan’s warm and firm touch and his spicy cologne. Logan’s hard body pressed against hers, and she pushed her bottom out against him, grinding her firm, round butt against his lap. The young wife was quickly losing all her inhibitions, intoxicated by the billionaire’s charisma.


   


  His hands ran over her body, each time coming closer and closer to her erogenous zones. Logan’s hardness pressed firmly against her ass, and Emily grew wetter by the minute.


   


  If he lifted up my dress and fucked me right against the window, I wouldn’t stop him. This wicked thought sent a jolt of pleasure straight to her clit, her swollen nub pulsing with each beat of her heart. What would Nathan do if he saw me like this? Would he put a stop to it… or let Logan fuck me? They had discussed getting involved with other people before, and agreed that, if the time and place was right, they’d both keep an open mind… and what was a better place than in a billionaire’s strong arms? Still, she shouldn’t… not without her husband’s explicit permission.


   


  I’d like to see the look on Nathan’s face though, Emily thought to herself, smiling wickedly, feeling hornier than ever. How’d my date with Logan go? How about you eat my cream-filled pussy and tell me yourself? Isn’t that what you wanted, baby? For your hero to turn your wifey into his fuck-toy? Too late now…


   


  Logan turned her around and the aroused couple stared into each other’s eyes. Emily pushed her small frame up against his, pressing her soft breasts against his broad chest, her eyes drunk with lust. Take me, her body screamed. Fuck me.


   


  She knew it was wrong. She knew her husband was waiting for her at home. She knew she shouldn’t. She knew this was crazy. Absolutely insane.


   


  But she wanted it more than ever. The fact that the crowd below could see their every move, and could possibly see up her tiny dress, her round, naked ass on full display, her sweet cunt glistening with juices, only added to her excitement. Logan had awoken a fire inside the young wife, and only his big manhood could quench her thirst.


   


  She closed her eyes, waiting for the billionaire’s firm, long kiss. After all, if he made the first move, she wasn’t at fault, right? She waited… and nothing happened.


   


  Emily opened her eyes to see Logan glancing at his watch.


   


  “It’s time to take you home,” he said. “I promised your boss I’d have you back home by midnight.”


   


  Emily pouted, internally cursing up a storm. They were so close! This couldn’t be the end!


   


  “But the night’s just started!” She argued. “And Mr. Shields doesn’t control my life!”


   


  Logan smiled as Emily fiercely pleaded for more, but he had made up his mind. He wanted to leave her wanting more. Tonight was only his first move in a longer game…


   


  Emily was brimming with sexual frustration on the ride home. Logan cracked open a window, enjoying the cool night’s air. The couple sat in silence. The breeze calmed Emily down, her arousal and excitement slowly subsiding, now that her inebriation was wearing off.


   


  After a few deep breaths, she felt relieved that Logan stopped them when he did. It would have been crazy and wild, sure, but what about her husband? They had shared fantasies, but could he handle the real thing? And her boss, how would he feel if she slept with a client? It would be stupid to throw everything away for a fling, even if that was with such a hunk as Logan.


   


  “I had a wonderful evening, Emily,” Logan said as the limousine pulled up to her home.


   


  “As did I.”


   


  “Same time tomorrow?”


   


  Emily hesitated. She instantly wanted to say yes… but wasn’t this supposed to be a one-time thing? What would her husband say? Then again, Logan had shelled out an astronomical sum for her, and tonight had left her wanting more. She’d have to have a good talk with her husband about boundaries, but…


   


  “If Nathan agrees,” Emily answered.


   


  “I’ll pick you up at five then,” Logan said, as if it was a done deal.


   


  Emily dashed inside her home, climbing the stairs two steps at a time. She couldn’t wait to tell her husband all about the evening. He’d lose his shit if she lifted up that tiny dress to show she’s naked underneath. He’d beg her for details, and she’d make him eat her pussy out as she teased him relentlessly, until he couldn’t take it anymore and fucked her hard and rough, just the way she liked it.


   


  “Oh baby,” she cooed as she opened the bedroom door… to find Nathan fast asleep, snoring and all.


   


  “Geez, what a fucking romantic,” she cursed. “I guess the Magic Wand will have to do tonight.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 6


   


  “Good morning, baby,” Nathan whispered as he cuddled his wife. “How was last night?”


   


  “If you stayed up you would have known,” Emily grumbled as she rolled over, her head pounding with a dull pain. I shouldn’t have had those last 2 glasses of wine…


   


  “I’m sorry I fell asleep, I was exhausted from working all day.” Nathan ran his hands across his wife’s naked body, firmly groping her naked ass.


   


  “Yeah yeah…” Emily responded, though she did push her body back against her husband.


   


  “How can I make it up to you?”


   


  “I’ll think of something.”


   


  Her husband started kissing down her back, slipping lower and lower. “How about this?” he said, as he traced his tongue lower down her body, planting small kisses along the way.


   


  Emily rolled onto her back, knowing exactly what this meant. “Be gentle,” she warned her husband as she spread her legs slightly. “I’m still a little sore from last night.”


   


  Nathan’s eyes grew wide as he kissed the top of her pubic mound. Was she joking, or…?


   


  “Were you a bad girl last night?” He asked, eagerly planting wet kisses all over his wife’s mound.


   


  “I’m always bad, you know me.”


   


  “How bad?”


   


  “Check my purse if you want to know.”


   


  Nathan’s eyes grew even bigger still. He thought his wife was just talking dirty, like they always did every once in a while, but now… he rushed to her purse, searching it frantically… and pulling out her barely-worn thong.


   


  “Logan insisted I’d go without,” Emily said, pleased with the effect her words were having on her poor husband. She saw from the immense bulge in his boxers that was he was extremely aroused. “And I had to make him happy, right?”


   


  Next, her husband fished her wedding ring out of her purse. “You took off your ring?”


   


  “I was Logan’s for the night, remember.”


   


  Emily pulled her knees to her chest, exposing her glistening wet labia to her shell-shocked husband. “Come and eat me, and I’ll tell you all about it.”


   


  Nathan dropped to his knees at the edge of the bed, eagerly pulling his wife’s body towards him as he dove head-first into her lap. He kissed and sucked her wet folds, his intense arousal driving him mad. He plunged a finger into his wife’s pussy, sliding it in easily. She had never been so wet before.


   


  “Ah, that’s it, lick me baby, oh yes,” Emily cooed, squeezing her own breasts as her husband made oral love to her.


   


  “What happened?” Nathan pleaded. “Tell me everything.”


   


  “I wore the dress, the one I showed you.. But I had to go without bra or panties, they were showing. I pulled down my panties in the limousine, with Logan sitting right across from me.”


   


  “Did you flash him your pussy?”


   


  “What do you think I did?”


   


  “I think you showed him and he fucked you right in the back-seat,” Nathan moaned into Emily’s lap, his fingers probing her wet pussy.


   


  Emily laughed. “No, we went to dinner first, at the Vertigo, and then he took me dancing at the Millennium.”


   


  “And then?”


   


  “Then we got a private room, overlooking the entire club… mmm yeah right there, baby… and he.. Ohh… he…”


   


  “He what?” Nathan asked, flicking his tongue against his wife’s pulsing clit. He could tell from her laborious breaths she was close.


   


  “He, he, Ohhhh he danced with me, pushing me against the wall, and his body pressed right against mine, and I was powerless, unable to resist as he, he-”


   


  “He what?!”


   


  “He pulled my dress up and everyone saw my dripping wet puss—-ohhh!”


   


  Emily’s body trembled fiercely as an amazing orgasm wrecked her small frame. Pleasure overtook all her senses, and her moans turned to pure gibberish. When she opened her eyes a minute later, Nathan was hovering above her, his hand wrapped around the base of his cock as he lined it up with her wet pussy.


   


  “And then what?” Nathan asked, a wild look in his eyes.


   


  Emily wrapped her legs around her husband’s waist, pulling him in closer. His throbbing hard cock slid into her hot cunt, filling her up. She pressed her lips against his, pushing her tongue into his mouth. “And then he fucked me like this,” she moaned into her husband’s mouth. “He threw me down and pounded my slutty cunt with his big giant cock until he came deep inside of me.”


   


  Nathan went wild with lust, his vision turning blurry as he pounded his wife’s pussy harder than he ever did. He slammed into her, forcing every last inch of his cock into her with every thrust. His hands gripped her thighs tightly, his fingers sinking into her soft skin, as he fucked his slutty wife as hard as he could.


   


  “How does it f-feel?” Emily moaned into her husband’s ear. “How does it feel to fuck your wife’s slutty, used, filled up pussy?”


   


  “Ahhh ffff-fuckkk,” Nathan grunted as his cock swelled up. He pounded into his wife one final time before blowing the biggest, most powerful load of his life deep into her womb. His cum filled her pussy to the brim, filling her up with his immense load. He collapsed on top of his wife, drenched in sweat, moaning into her neck.


   


  Emily stroked her husband’s back, savoring the feeling of being filled with cum. She lived for that moment, that exact moment when her husband’s cock finished inside of her, when she felt it grow extra big and hard before releasing its potent, creamy load inside of her — she craved that wonderful feeling.


   


  “I didn’t really fuck Logan,” she whispered into Nathan’s ear. “Just so you know. Just dirty talk. You’re all I need, baby.”


   


  Nathan took a minute to recuperate, drawing in heavy breaths. “What about your panties though? Was that ‘just dirty talk’ as well?”


   


  “Well.. I did take those off in front of Logan,” Emily admitted, her cheeks still flushed. “But that’s all that happened.”


   


  Her husband stared into her eyes, a look of disbelief etched on his face. “You’re shitting me, right?”


   


  “Nope.”


   


  “You really went out to dinner and dancing in that tiny dress without underwear?”


   


  “Yep.”


   


  “Holy shit,” Nathan gasped.


   


  “Are you mad?”


   


  “I’m surprised.”


   


  His semi-hard cock was pressing into her stomach, and she could already feel it grow as Nathan’s mind played out the night’s event in his head. She wrapped her fingers around the big purple head, stroking her hand up and down.


   


  “I never thought you’d do something so…”


   


  “Daring? What, you think of me as some boring housewife, is that it?” Emily teased.


   


  “I was going to say deviant, but yeah,” Nathan laughed. “You didn’t go without panties once on our honeymoon, and I begged you incessantly!”


   


  “Logan didn’t ask me,” Emily whispered. “He commanded me.”


   


  Nathan closed his eyes as his cock surged with blood, an involuntarily moan leaving his lips. Emily started stroking her husband’s cock faster and faster, one hand cradling his balls as the other pounded his hard, throbbing member.


   


  “And I couldn’t help but obey” she continued. “He has that power. I’d do whatever he’d tell me to… he could be ‘the one’… if that’s what you want.”


   


  “Ohh fucckk,” Nathan grunted. “A-are you for real?”


   


  Emily nodded, biting her bottom lip. “Say the word.. I know he wants me.. And I want him.”


   


  Her hands were a blur as she jacked her husband’s cock off, facts and fictions becoming mixed as she spun this tale.


   


  “In fact, he’s picking me up tonight,” she added.


   


  Nathan’s eyes grew wide with shock, his cock pulsing with sexual energy. “I can’t believe this is really happening,” he groaned, his orgasm only seconds away.


   


  “It’s what you want, isn’t it?” Emily said. “You don’t even have to say it, your cock is already telling me. You could open the door for him while I wait for him in bed, on my hands and knees, waiting for him to have his way with me, to use me like his to-”


   


  Emily’s words were cut off by her husband’s powerful orgasm. He fired off his load on her chest, dousing her with his cum, his voice a low growl. His eyes were closed tight and his mouth hung wide open as Emily milked his cock.


   


  The young wife spread his milky cream all over her chest with his cock, painting a wonderful portrait. If it was up to her, they’d never leave the bed, and her husband could drench her in his seed all day. Alas, there was more to life.


   


  Once her husband regained his strength, he once again asked the same question. “Was that dirty talk as well, or…? I think we need to have a serious conversation about this. Before we do something rash.”


   


  “I don’t know,” Emily answered truthfully. “He did ask me if he could take me out tonight again, and I told him I’d only do it with your permission, so that’s your call. I’m fine with whatever you decide. I don’t plan to jump his bones or anything,” she quickly added. “But you do really seem to enjoy the idea, and, if there ever was an opportunity to make it happen… I guess this is it?”


   


  Nathan took a deep breath, staring into the distance, contemplating everything. “I don’t know either,” he added after a minute of silence. “I don’t want to risk our marriage for anything. I love you, and I want to be with you. Forever.”


   


  “I love you too, baby.”


   


  “But,” Nathan added, “on the other hand… this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Maybe it would be silly not to do it?”


   


  “Logan’s is a rare breed, yeah,” Emily chuckled.


   


  “I think we need to take things slow, though. I want to be there. I want to meet him. I want open communication every step of the way. I want to be able to call things off at any time.”


   


  “Agreed.”


   


  The couple kissed, the craziness of what they just discussed suddenly sinking in.


   


  “Then I guess… we’re doing this?” Nathan said. “And you can tell him that tonight works for us?”


   


  “Yeah, I guess,” Emily smiled. “Wow.”


   


  They looked into each other’s eyes, not needing words to communicate.


   


  Five o’ clock couldn’t come soon enough.


   


  ***


  Chapter 7


   


  4.30 PM


   


  “Fuck fuck fuck!” Nathan cursed, throwing his phone across the room.


   


  “What is it?”


   


  “That was Paul, he needs me to come in right now for some emergency!”


   


  “What? This is your day off! Can’t you tell him you’re busy?”


   


  “He wouldn’t listen, he insists it was an emergency and they need me.”


   


  “What is the emergency then?”


   


  “He wouldn’t even fucking tell me!”


   


  Nathan slumped down in a chair, resting his head on his hands. “God damn it. I have to go, I guess. He was really adamant I’d get to the office ASAP.”


   


  Emily rubbed her husband’s back for comfort. Nathan had been looking forward to finally meeting Logan face-to-face all day and know his jerk-off boss had ruined another night for them.


   


  “Do you want me to cancel Logan then?”


   


  “No, that’s okay, your night doesn’t have to be ruined on my account. I don’t think a man like him has a lot of free nights. Just don’t, you know, fuck him or anything,” Nathan said.


   


  “I’ll do my best,” Emily joked. She kissed the top of her husband’s head. “There will be another opportunity.”


   


  “I suppose,” Nathan sighed. He put on his suit and kissed his wife goodbye. “Have fun, babe. I’ll see you tonight.”


   


  “Bye, honey.”


   


  As she closed the door behind her husband, her phone buzzed with a text. Instructions from Logan. Much to Emily’s surprise, he wanted her to dress in her regular work-attire. She had no idea what Logan had in store for her… but she was game.


   


  She picked out her shortest black skirt and tightest white top, and a pair of jet-black stockings to finish off her look. Even though she had agreed to no shenanigans, she couldn’t resist the temptation of going without any panties or a bra. It was so naughty, she just had to do it. Maybe Logan would punish me for it, she day-dreamed as she adjusted her make-up.


   


  The doorbell rang and the familiar driver was once again at her doorstep, and moments later she was sitting across from Logan Hunt once more in the back of a limousine. However, this time, Logan was buried in a heap of paperwork. He had binders full of paper strewed all over the seats as he leafed through them, barely glancing up to take notice of Emily as she got comfortable in her seat. His beard had grown a little thicker, and he looked like he had been up all night. But to Emily, his disheveled look only made him more appealing.


   


  “How do I look?” Emily asked.


   


  “Acceptable,” was the blunt reply.


   


  Emily slumped into her seat. Acceptable? I guess my charm has worked off..


   


  She gazed out the window, watching the traffic as Logan occupied himself with his work.


   


  “Where are we going?”


   


  “My office.”


   


  “What for?”


   


  “A meeting.”


   


  “Then why am I here?” She grumbled. Emily hoped to spend another romantic night with Logan, not watch him work all night. She watched her husband do that every night already.


   


  “Because you’re part of the meeting.”


   


  Emily gave the billionaire a look of disbelief, and this finally snapped him out of his concentration.


   


  “I’m sorry, where are my manners? I owe you an explanation. I’ve been up all night setting up a multi-billion-dollar-deal, and I’m about to have the final negotiations, and I want you there with me. To assist me.”


   


  He poured the two of them a glass of scotch as he informed her of his plans for the evening. Emily was stunned that the tech billionaire thought she had something to bring to the table when it came to such an important deal.


   


  “But I don’t know anything about.. Anything!” She said. “Why do you want me there?” She crossed her arms, suddenly feeling very self-conscious about her lack of underwear. “If you told me this beforehand, I’d had dressed more modest.”


   


  Logan handed her a glass, toasting with her. “You look perfect, Emily,” he said. “And you’re perfect for the job. These men will eat out of your hand, trust me.” His dark eyes twinkled, like he knew something she didn’t.


   


  A few minutes later they arrived at Hunt’s personal skyscraper. The glass elevator took them all the way up to the top-floor. The doors opened with a ping, and Emily was dazzled by the palatial penthouse.


   


  Two men were seated in front of a giant mahogany desk, their backs towards Emily.


   


  “Ah, there he is,” she heard a strangely familiar voice say. The men got up and turned around, and shock gripped her heart, making her freeze dead in her tracks.


   


  Those two men were none other than her husband Nathan and his boss, Paul Hart.


   


  ***


  Chapter 8


   


  “Gentlemen, I’m glad you could meet me at such short notice,” Logan said as he shook Paul and Nathan’s hands.


   


  “It’s our pleasure, Mr. Hunt,” Paul said submissively. “Truly.”


   


  “Please, call me Logan. Nice to meet you.”


   


  “And this is Nathan Becker, our best engineer, like you requested.”


   


  “Hello, Nathan,” Logan said coolly as he shook his hand. “I’ve heard great things about you.”


   


  “T-thank you,” Nathan stuttered.


   


  Logan turned around to introduce Emily. “I’d like you two to meet my assistant, Em.”


   


  Emily was still frozen to the spot with the look of a deer caught in the headlights of a truck. Her husband was dumbfounded as well, staring at her sexy attire open-mouthed. A chill ran down Emily’s back, and she realized her nipples were as hard as a rock, no doubt poking through the soft fabric of her top.


   


  Her husband’s boss, Paul Hart, was none the wiser. He was by far the oldest and roundest man in the room, his suit visibly straining to contain his pouch. He had met Emily on multiple occasions, but he simply didn’t recognize her in her current outfit. Normally he was a bit of a cocky asshole, but he was quite clearly intimidated by Logan.


   


  Emily shook her husband’s hand, both playing their parts, pretending to meet for the first time, before shaking Paul’s hand as well.


   


  “Let’s get down to business, shall we,” Logan said as he sat down behind his immense desk.


   


  Soon the four of them were knee-deep in negotiations. After Logan had laid out his plans for the future, and what place he saw for G&R Developments, he leaned back in his chair to stretch out his arms.


   


  “How about we pause for a drink?”


   


  Paul nodded, not wanting to be rude and refuse. “Sure.”


   


  “Em, pour us some of our finest scotch please.”


   


  When she got up from her place next to Logan, he briefly rested the palm of his hand on her lower back. The touch had only lasted a fleeting second, but it was enough to sent sparks of electricity through Emily’s body — as well as Nathan. He stared at his wife as she walked away, swaying her hips with every step, his mouth dry and his palms sweaty.


   


  Emily poured them all a glass, feeling the stares of the three men burn into her back. Logan had been right, she realized. She wielded a power over these men. They desired her, they wanted her — all three of them. The thought made her body flushed with arousal.


   


  She sauntered back to the table, adding an extra sway to her step. Paul’s and Nathan’s eyes were glued to her, mesmerized by her every step. She made sure to bend over as she placed their glasses in front of them, giving them ample opportunity to stare down her top. Emily was aware what part she had to play: She was to distract her husband’s boss as Logan ruthlessly negotiated.


   


  As the negotiations continued it was clear that Paul was completely out of his element. Logan’s demands were cutthroat, and Paul found himself conceding point after point. Nathan realized his boss was being played, but he didn’t dare interfere.


   


  “Nathan, why don’t you come sit next to Em so you can read this provisional blueprint, and tell me what you think.”


   


  “S-sure.”


   


  Nathan sat down next to his wife, scooting up closely to her. The couple pretended to go over the plans, but neither of them had the ability or willpower to concentrate on the boring text in front of them. Emily bent forwards, hanging over the table, nearly causing her breasts to spill out of her top.


   


  Her husband was sweating profusely, his head as red as a beet as he tried to maintain a professional demeanor. He wanted nothing more than to reach out and squeeze his wife’s full tits right there and then, but he had to keep it together.


   


  Emily placed her left hand on her husband’s inner thigh, and was not surprised to feel a large bulge there. She softly, teasingly rubbed the palm of her hand across his hard member, drawing no attention to herself.


   


  Nathan was reaching his breaking point. His wife was rubbing his hard-on as she damn near flashed her naked tits to his boss of all people, at Logan’s behest.


   


  He placed his hand on his wife’s thigh, eager to feel her soft flesh, her warm touch… but instead, he brushed against something else. With eyes as big as saucers he glanced down to see Logan’s hand cupping his wife’s vagina, his fingers moving rhythmically in and out of his wife, glistening wet with her juices.


   


  Nathan’s and Emily’s eyes crossed, and the husband saw passion burning in his wife’s eyes. She was drunk with lust as the billionaire fingered his wife right in front of him — and there was nothing Nathan could do about it. His cock surged with energy, and for a moment he feared he’d make a mess right there in his pants.


   


  “Paul, do you mind if we step outside for a smoke? It’ll help us clear our heads and get over this last hump,” Logan said, removing his hand from Emily’s cunt. Nathan saw his hand was absolutely soaking wet and glistening.


   


  “Sure,” Paul answered, and the two men got up and walked out the room.


   


  The second they were gone, Nathan was all over his wife. He stuck his hand up her skirt, his fingers sliding into her easily as he forced his mouth onto hers. Emily moaned as she returned the kiss, yet despite her incredible arousal, gently pushed him away.


   


  “W-we can’t,” she said. “They’ll be back any moment!”


   


  “I don’t care,” Nathan said as he slid his hands into his wife’s top and squeezed her round tits roughly. “I’ve been waiting for this moment all night.”


   


  “Ah fuck,” Emily moaned as she threw her head back. Nathan sucked her stiff nipples into her mouth, roughly flicking his tongue against them. She knew he had to stop him, before—


   


  “What the hell are you doing with my assistant?!”


   


  ***


  Chapter 9


   


  Logan’s deep, thunderous voice echoed off the walls, and Nathan and Emily snapped upright like a pair children caught with their hands in the cookie-jar.


   


  “What in the blazes is going on here?!” Logan repeated, striding towards them.


   


  Emily buttoned up her top and closed her legs, trying to appear somewhat decent while Nathan just sat there, dumbfounded, his hard cock quickly shrinking. He realized fully the absurdity of being scolded for touching his own wife, but he couldn’t help but feel guilty


   


  “What were you doing with my employee, Mister Becker?” Logan said, towering over the indecent couple. “Is this how you choose to represent G&R Developments?”


   


  “That’s my wife,” Nathan rebutted, his anger rising. “Leave my job out of this!”


   


  “I believe Emily is here on my behalf, is that not right?”


   


  Emily nodded, avoiding her husband’s incredulous expression.


   


  “And you are here on behalf of your boss, Nathan,” Logan informed him. “So I suggest you two behave like professionals.”


   


  “Yes, sir,” Emily said demurely.


   


  “You two jeopardized everything we’ve been working for tonight. I believe that punishment is in order. Emily, follow me,” Logan said.


   


  Emily stood up, her face as red as a lobster. She avoided her husband gaze as she obediently followed the billionaire benefactor into another meeting room. On a rational level she realized she didn’t have to follow his orders at all, but on a deeper, emotional level, she craved his commands.


   


  Nathan sat in disbelief for a few seconds before following his wife. He now fully realized what his wife had meant when she had said that Logan ‘didn’t ask her. He commanded her.’ And that she couldn’t help but obey…


   


  Logan sat down in his comfortable, leather chair and beckoned for Emily to come over to him. She shuffled forwards, her heart beating in her throat and her eyes glued to the floor. Nathan was watching from the doorway, filled with doubt as he watched his wife inch closer and closer to the powerful billionaire. He could barely believe the hold Logan had on his wife, and on him. His immense presence filled the room, snuffing out all dissent. All the young couple could do, and wanted to do, was obey.


   


  Logan reached out for Emily, grabbing her arm and pulling her down over his lap with one fell tug. Emily shrieked, partly out of surprise, partly out of anticipation and excitement. Logan’s strong, firm hands rubbed her backside before yanking her skirt up, exposing her naked, pale cheeks.


   


  “You’ve been a bad girl, Emily,” he chastised the wife as his fingers ran across her naked ass. “Luckily for your husband and you, discipline comes easy to me.”


   


  Without warning his flat palm stuck her naked flesh, the sound of a cracked whip bouncing off the walls. Emily screamed, pain and pleasure mixing in a volatile cocktail as the dominant billionaire disciplined her in front of her husband.


   


  Nathan was lost in a haze of lust as he watched Logan Hunt spank his wife’s bare-bottom, his fiery red hand prints burned into her white, round cheeks. This was everything he wanted — and more — and unbeknownst to him, it was just the start.


   


  “What’s all this commotion?” Paul uttered as he walked into the meeting room, stopping dead in his tracks when he saw Emily bent over Logan’s lap, her round, naked butt staring him in the face.


   


  Nathan stared at his boss with a look of pure horror. In the erotic mist he had been lost in, he had forgotten all about his boss, and now the man had walked in on Logan spanking his wife while he watched.


   


  “Holy shit,” Paul said, dabbing his forehead with a handkerchief.


   


  “Please forgive me, Mr Hart. I had to discipline my assistant,” Logan said as his fingers dug into Emily’s soft skin, pulling her cheeks apart and exposing her glistening wet pussy and puckered asshole to her husband and his boss. “Let us conclude our business.”


   


  “Don’t stop on my account,” Paul said quickly. “Pardon me for saying, but I’ve never seen such a beautiful creature.”


   


  “Tempting, isn’t she?” Logan said as he spread her cheeks further, Emily’s lips opening wide, her pussy now completely bared to the room.


   


  Emily’s eyes were shut tight, her mouth hanging wide open as she her body heaved up and down with every deep breath she took. She had never been so aroused, so turned on before in her life. She was putty in Logan’s firm and capable hands. Her pussy and asshole were completely exposed to her husband’s boss now, and although she had never entertained an erotic thought about that man in her life her clit thumped with energy, and her pussy dripped with juices.


   


  “And she’s married, too,” Logan added, casting a quick glance at Nathan, whose cock jumped in his pants at that tidbit of information.


   


  “That poor sap,” Paul said, licking his lips. He was enthralled by the young, wet pussy on display. “If I had a wife with such a lovely cunt I wouldn’t leave her out of my sight for a second.”


   


  Nathan was horrified at his boss’s vulgar demeanor, and the open lewdness with which he lusted for Emily, yet his cock was dripping with pre-cum. It started to dawn on him that the situation was quickly getting out of his control… although, had he ever been in control?


   


  “What do you think, Nathan?” Logan addressed him. “Do you think I should continue?”


   


  Nathan’s mouth was dry, and he sought the right words, yet came up empty-handed. He nodded, briskly, his eyes never leaving his wife’s body.


   


  “Good.”


   


  Logan brought his open palm down back on Emily’s tushy — SMACK! — making her body tremble.


   


  “Did you hear that, Em? These men want to see you punished.”


   


  SMACK!


   


  “They want to see you used.”


   


  SMACK!


   


  With every slap Logan delivered, Emily moaned, louder and louder, until she was writhing, grunting and moaning for more, wiggling her fiery ass after every slap, acting like a total bitch in heat.


   


  “What do you say to that?”


   


  SMACK!


  


  “T-thank you!” Emily grunted, her voice low and animalistic. “T-thank you f-for punishing — AH — m-me.”


   


  Logan spread her ass cheeks as wide as he could, exposing her glistening wet cunt to the men. Her pussy was dripping with juices, her entire inner-thighs slick and wet. Logan ran his fingers across her wet folds, plunging his index and middle finger deep into her spread-open cunt. Emily moaned loudly, pushing her ass back at his fingers, desperate to get fucked.


   


  “Look at that wet little bitch,” Paul muttered under his breath to Nathan. “What I wouldn’t give to fuck that juicy cunt of hers.”


   


  Demonstrating his complete control over Emily, Logan removed his fingers from her cunt, his fingers coated with her juices, and held them in front of her face. Without a moment’s hesitation Emily wrapped her lips around the sticky fingers, sucking them deeply into her mouth, moaning like a slut as she did so.


   


  “Sign the contract and this cunt is yours,” Logan said to Paul.


   


  Nathan and Emily both froze at those words. Logan was pawning off her pussy. Emily looked over her shoulder at her husband, a voice of reason telling her that this was crossing a line, but then she saw the deep-seated lust burning in his eyes — and when she saw the large bulge in Paul Hart’s pants, and the spellbound look in his eyes as he lusted for her young and wet cunt, she was instantly pulled back into web of passion Logan had spun.


   


  “Oh Jesus,” Paul groaned, squeezing the large bulge in his pants. “I shouldn’t… but fuck…,” he muttered to himself. “Go get the contract, boy,” he told Nathan.


   


  As if he were hypnotized, Nathan grabbed the piece of paper from the other room and handed it to his boss, assisting Logan Hunt in selling his wife’s married pussy for a contract. Paul signed it as fast as he could.


   


  Satisfied, Logan lifted Emily off his lap and bent her over his desk, her ass a fiery red and her cunt dripping and waiting. “Go ahead, the dirty little slut is all yours.”


   


  Emily shuddered in anticipation as she heard Paul unbuckle his pants. I have a billion dollar pussy, she thought to herself. She had never liked Paul, thought him crass, arrogant, uncivilized, boorish, vulgar and rude… yet now, she couldn’t wait to be filled up by him, to be fucked and used, her body a toy, a cumdumpster for her husband’s older boss.


   


  Nathan stared in shock as his boss dropped his pants and pulled out a massive engorged cock. Thick veins ran all the way from the base to the top, and it throbbed and pulsed with energy. He never would have suspected his out-of-shape supervisor would be packing such heat.


   


  Paul stroked his member vigorously, drooling at the prospect of using such a young and hot little bitch as his personal fuck-meat. His hand was wrapped around the base of his cock, the tip bobbing up and down rhythmically. Pre-cum oozed from the tip, dripping down his huge shaft, a whiff of his potent elixir filling Nathan’s nostrils.


   


  “Spread those cheeks for me, slut,” he grunted as he smeared his pre-cum all over Emily’s rosy cheeks.


   


  Obediently, the young wife reached back and spread her ass-cheeks for the old man, making every last inch of her body completely available to him. Paul rubbed the bulbous, purple head of his giant cock against her sensitive, unused asshole, lathering her fuckhole up with his manly juices.


   


  Logan watched the action, thoroughly satisfied with Emily’s obedience. He unzipped and pulled out his own monster cock, ten inches of wide man-meat he’ll use to defile the young wife. He walked up to Emily’s face and slapped the big head of his prick against her cheeks, rubbing his cock all over her pretty little face.


   


  Nathan was rooted to the spot, absolutely flabbergasted. He could scarcely believe he was watching Paul Hart and Logan Hunt, his pompous boss and the seductive billionaire, rub their thick, greasy, well-lubricated cocks all over his virtuous, innocent little wife.


   


  Well, innocent? Emily was grunting and groaning like a bitch in heart, completely captivated by the two monster cocks at either end of her pert body, hungry for the moment they’d spitroast her like a proper slut.


   


  Nathan had to admit it to himself: His prim-and-proper wife was a proper little whore, who was begging to be fucked, used and abused by two older, powerful, rich men. What a time to be alive.


   


  “I’m going to fuck this bitch so hard she won’t be able to walk for a week,” Paul grunted as he pushed the head of his immense cock into Emily’s tight little cunt, splitting her married pussy wide-open. She screamed and moaned as her pussy was split open further than it had ever been, taking a cock different than her husband’s for the first time in years.


   


  Emily whimpered like a bitch, her soft cries silenced by Logan popping his manhood into her mouth. He grabbed her by the neck as he forced his massive cock into her mouth, feeding the poor, double-stuffed wife inch-after-inch of his meat, completely cutting off her air supply. He’d pull his cock out for a just a second, so she could gasp for air, wheezing and coughing, before he rammed his entire member back down her throat, using her mouth as just another hole to fuck.


   


  Paul grabbed her wrists and started pounding his gigantic cock into the poor wife’s pussy, slamming all his weight down on her tiny frame with every thrust. His large protruding belly bumped into her bubble butt every time, just as his large, well-filled ballsack bounced against her thumping, engorged clitoris.


   


  Their treatment was rough and abusive — and Emily savored every last second of being used by her two masters. For the first time in her life, she was well and truly fucked, unable to move, unable to resist, unable to do anything other than be a receptacle for big fat cocks.


   


  “This cunt is so fucking tight,” Paul groaned as he defiled Nathan’s wife. “I don’t think this bitch has ever had a real cock before!” He slipped his thumb into Emily’s asshole, forcing his oversized appendage into her tight, virgin hole.


   


  Logan pulled his cock out of Emily’s mouth, and drool dribbled down her chin, a mixture of her saliva and Logan’s juices. She looks like a cheap, used whore, Nathan thought to himself. The cucked husband pulled out his own, much smaller cock and started jacking off as these two brutes used her for pleasure.


   


  “How does a real cock feel?” Logan asked her, his hand wrapped tightly around Emily’s neck.


   


  “S-so g-good,” she spluttered. Her face was as red as a lobster, beads of sweat running down her forehead and smearing her carefully applied make-up, her eyes rolling every which way as her tight body was pummeled over and over again by her husband’s boss gigantic cock.


   


  Logan jammed his fingers into her mouth, roughly smearing her saliva all over her face before planting his massive balls right on her chin. “Suck on my balls, you dirty little whore,” he said, and without question, Emily popped one of his big balls right into her mouth, sucking and rolling her tongue around the sweaty sack.


   


  “Ah fuck, I’m about to blow,” Paul groaned. His face was red and scrunched up as well, his entire body drenched with sweat as he pounded the little fuck-toy with all his might.


   


  Nathan stroked his cock faster and faster, his orgasm building. He didn’t want to blow his just load yet, but he was dying to see his filthy boss fill up his wife’s pussy with a fuckload of cum.


   


  “Here it comes,” Paul grunted through clenched teeth. “Oh yeah, oh take it, take my whole load you dirty little bitch!”


   


  Emily wailed like a banshee, hungry for a cunt-load of semen. “FILL ME,” she screamed, her voice muffled by Logan’s ballsack pushing down on her mouth.


   


  Paul gave one hard, final thrust before emptying his balls deep inside the young wife’s unprotected, fertile cunt. His big swinging balls fired rope after rope of his sticky, white cum into Emily’s well-lubricated, well-fucked hole.


   


  “Ah fuck,” he grunted as he gave a few little thrusts, coaxing every last drop of cum out of his balls and into the purchased fuck-toy. “Hand me my handkerchiefs, will ya Nathan.”


   


  Nathan handed his boss his ‘chief, and he used it to wipe the sweat off his brow.


   


  “This is some of the best pussy I’ve had in years, I tell ya,” he told Nathan, his large body heaving with every breath. “The poor sucker that’s married to this little whore doesn’t know how good he has it, hah.” Paul slapped Emily’s ass once more as he unmounted, like one would pat a horse or a dog, an affectionate smack. Good girl.


   


  Emily’s tight cunt was now spread wide-open, her pussy lips red and swollen, gaping open as semen dribbled out of her well-fucked hole, the white fluids clinging to her inner thighs. Nathan couldn’t look away. His boss had utterly wrecked his wife’s cunt. Yet this was only the beginning…


   


  “My turn,” Logan announced matter-of-factly, and Nathan took a step back. The billionaire flipped Emily over on the table as if she were weightless, turning her over on her back. He pushed her knees all the way up to her chest, so her pussy was wide-open and ready for the taking.


   


  “Oh yes, more,” Emily moaned, her eyes shut tight, as Logan rubbed the thick, purple head of his cock up-and-down her well-lubricated pussy-lips.


   


  “This pussy is too loose,” Logan uttered. He pushed Emily’s legs further back, making her tight asshole come into view. He rubbed the slimy head of his massive prick against her unused hole, his fingers digging deeply into the soft skin of her inner thighs as he applied pressure.


   


  He can’t, Nathan thought to himself, still able to be surprised, even after his boss just bought his wife and used her as a cum-dumpster. He can’t really fit that thing inside her ass.


   


  “Oh gOD,” Emily grunted as Logan forced himself into her virgin asshole. Her eyes shot wide open, her face locked into a painful grimace. She tried to push her owner away, but he was so much stronger, so bigger, there was no simply stopping him. She turned her head towards her husband, but he was so absorbed with the image of her tight ass swallowing that monster cock, inch-by-inch, he couldn’t even hear her screams.


   


  “Admit it, you love it,” Logan grunted as he entered the young wife, as he defiled the only virgin territory she had left, his massive, oversized cock stretching her out, filling her ass to the max with his big, wide cock.


   


  Emily’s pleas turned to grunts, and then moans. Pain gave way to mind-numbing pleasure as Logan used her body for his pleasure, right in front of her husband. Helplessly she let him, she let the billionaire roughly fuck her virgin ass, she let him pound every inch of his monster cock into her anal cavity — and every stroke added to her delirium, every movement increased her pleasure.


   


  Not content with just watching, Paul walked up to the desk and unceremoniously plumped his chubby member down on her face. His cock was still slick with their combined juices, a mixture of cum and pussy-juice coating his fat cock. Emily tried to turn her head away, but Paul squeezed her nose so she had to open her mouth for air. The moment she did so, he shoved his dirty cock right into her mouth, choking her with his filthy cock.


   


  Nathan watched all this, horrified at his boss’s treatment of his wife, and was about to run over and shove him away — until his wife’s enthusiastic sucking made him stop dead in his tracks. The moment the dirty juices on Paul’s cock entered Emily’s mouth, she started devotedly sucking his cock clean. She bobbed up and down on her own accord, her tongue cleaning every inch of his sweaty cock and balls.


   


  The husband could do nothing else but conclude his wife loved this rough treatment and enjoyed being used like a piece of fuck-meat. Had he ever truly satisfied her? He wondered while stroking his intense erection.


   


  Logan had now forced every last inch of his giant cock into the poor wife’s asshole, his big balls resting against her as he let her adjust to the feeling of being so full, so filled for the first time in her life.


   


  He reached down and slapped her tits around, roughly squeezing and pulling at her nipples, really abusing her poor wife’s body. Paul roughly fucked her face at the same time, Emily gasping for air between strokes. Not even in the most hardcore porn Nathan watched had he ever seen such a level of abuse and perversion — but Emily’s loud, delirious moans told a different story.


   


  Emily was in a frenzy, her entire body burning up with sexual energy as these two brutes reduced her to an object, an object with holes that demanded to be filled with big, dirty cocks and filled to the brim with delicious cum. The cock in her ass made her feel intoxicated, the feeling so alien, so otherworldly she felt like she was lost in a haze. The big fat prick using her mouth only added to this feeling.


   


  With a wave of his hand the big-dicked billionaire motioned for Paul to take a step back, and with a frown, the corpulent CEO did so. Logan pulled his massive cock all the way out, leaving only the tip of the big, bulbous head inside the girl’s ass before slamming it all back in, every hard thrust soliciting loud, ecstatic moans from Emily. He jack-hammed his cock into her ass, Emily’s moans getting louder and louder until she was screaming at the top of her lungs.


   


  “Are you my ass-slave?” He said, wrapping his hand tightly around Emily’s neck, choking her as he abused her asshole.


   


  “Yess,” she hissed, her face contorted in a strange expression. “I’m your ssslave!”


   


  “I’m going to cum in your ass,” Logan grunted, his balls smacking against the wife with every thrust. “I’m going to fill you up, you dirty little whore!”


   


  “Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes,” she moaned repeatedly. “Fill me, fill my ass, do it, fill me!”


   


  With a loud, manly groan Logan came deep inside the wife’s asshole. His hands wrapped around her neck, choking her as he came, his load filling her up to the brim. The feeling of the massive cock swelling up even more before exploding deep inside her sent Emily over the deep end. As Logan pumped her full of cum she had the most incredible, longest, most intense full body orgasm of her life. Her entire body trembled and convulsed, every spurt of cum filling her ass sending another shock wave of energy coursing through her veins, her clit exploding with sexual release.


   


  With a satisfied sigh, the dominator took a step back, his cock leaving the poor wife’s abused asshole with an audible plop. Instantly, a torrent of cum started gushing out of her used hole, her asshole left gaping wide open. Emily gasped for air, her body still trembling and shaking with aftershocks, and every tremble made another few goblets of cum dribble out of her stretched out, wide-open, well-fucked holes.


   


  Every new sex act, every new instance of perversion left Nathan in awe of the complete control and powerful, absolute hold these two captains of industry had over his very own wife, but seeing her two holes gaping so wide open, absolutely soaked with juices and dripping with cum? That would be impossible to top… or so he thought.


   


  Paul wrapped his sweaty arm around Nathan’s neck, both of them admiring Logan’s work.


   


  “Looks good, doesn’t she?” Paul reached out and smacked Emily’s round and red booty, a tired grunt the reply.


   


  Nathan nodded, his mouth dry. “Yeah.”


   


  Now that both men had their way with her, the night’s event were bound to be over, Nathan thought. Once again, he was mistaken.


   


  “How about you help me DP this bitch?”


   


  ***


   


  


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Chapter 10


   


  Paul was smiling, obviously intending this to be a generous offer.


   


  “She’s a little sloppy, sure,” Paul said as he slid his fat index finger into Emily’s sloppy cunt, mistaking the source of Nathan’s hesitance. “But have you ever fucked a whore while she had another cock inside of her? The friction is insane, I’m telling you.” To demonstrate, he easily pushed his index finger into her gaping asshole. “This slut is up for anything, so this is your chance, man.”


   


  Nathan swallowed, a huge lump in his throat. Yes, this is my chance to DP my wife with my own boss.


   


  Emily was still lying on Logan’s desk, her eyes closed and a satisfied smile on her lips as she regained her strength. She had loved every second of being used, and if the fun was to continue, she would not lift a finger to stop it.


   


  Paul plopped down in a chair and told Emily to scoot her sexy little ass over there. She slowly opened her eyes, stretched out and hopped off the desk. Before hopping on Paul’s lap, she grabbed her husband and planted a big, wet kiss right on his unsuspecting lips. Her tongue darted into his mouth, and Nathan could taste her boss’s cock on her breath.


   


  “Ha, what a cheeky little whore,” Paul guffawed as Emily shared the juices in her mouth with her husband. “Come sit on my dick, girl, and let Nathan fuck that sweet, sweet ass of yours.”


   


  Giving her husband an intense, lingering look she sauntered her way over to Paul and slid down in his lap. He already had his cock out, and it slid all the way into her once-tight cunt with no resistance. She reached back and stretched her ass-cheeks, looking over her shoulder at her husband with a teasing look.


   


  Holy shit, I guess we’re doing this. Nathan walked over to them, Emily slowly bouncing up and down Paul’s thick shaft, her asshole gaping wide-open, ready for the taking.


   


  “Go ahead, fuck that ass,” Paul told him.


   


  Nathan grabbed the base of his cock, lining up his engorged member with her abused hole. He had never fucked her ass before, and now he was about to… as his boss’s cock stretched her cunt. He pushed forwards, his cock sliding in easily, her ass stretched out by Logan’s massive member and well-lubricated with the metric fuckton of cum deposited inside her already.


   


  “That’s it,” Paul grunted as he Nathan entered Emily’s ass. “Do you feel that? Our cocks pressing against each other? Fuck, this is so hot.”


   


  The sensations were overwhelming for Nathan. Even though her ass had been stretched by Logan, it still delivered a tight, unyielding grip on his rigid member, unlike anything he had felt before. Combined with the copious amounts of cum inside of her, lubricating her dark hole, this made fucking his wife’s ass a heavenly, divine feeling.


   


  The trio started moving in unison, like a well-oiled machine, the two cocks sliding in and out of Emily’s two holes, sandwiching her between them. Nathan could feel Paul’s cock pressing against his through a thin membrane, only a delicate, sensitive layer between their two pricks. Nathan’s inside of her ass and Paul’s inside of her cunt. Every time either of them moved, their cocks rubbed together, adding to the thrill.


   


  Emily was in heaven, the unison of cocks inside of her bringing her to new heights. She felt like a puzzle that had finally been solved — two cocks at the same damn time, that was the answer. Isn’t it always?


   


  Nathan couldn’t hold his orgasm in any longer. The grip of his wife’s tight ass, the feeling of Paul’s cock inside of her, the cum lubricating her asshole — all these intense, powerful feelings were overpowering. He had no idea how many strokes he lasted in total, but it was not nearly enough.


   


  Wheezing and groaning, Nathan gave his wife the third load of cum of the evening. He grunted into her neck as his balls exploded, his orgasm so intense he saw black spots. He staggered back, grabbing the desk for support, his knees weak.


   


  “Rookie,” Paul scoffed. “This is how it’s done.”


   


  Paul grabbed Emily’s ass firmly as he bounced the small girl on his big lap, his cock pounding her sloppy cunt. Nathan was shocked by his boss’s stamina. For an older, out-of-shape man, he could really fuck. Every time Emily’s perk ass came down his giant cock, her ass trembled and a drop of cum leaked out her gaping, wide hole.


   


  Paul bounced Emily on his lap for a good ten minutes, Nathan watching the whole time, amazed by his virility. Logan walked into the room, freshly showered and donning an exquisite, maroon bath robe. He handed Nathan a glass of fine scotch, and the two clinked their glasses together.


   


  “You’re a good sport,” Logan said, his voice soft so that Paul couldn’t hear them.


   


  Nathan just nodded, embarrassed. Even after all what had transpired, Nathan couldn’t help but be as happy as a clam that he got a compliment from the Logan Hunt!


   


  With a loud, onerous moan, Paul blew the fourth load of the night inside Emily’s battered and bruised body. She collapsed like a rag-doll, resting her head on Paul’s hairy chest.


   


  “Ah fuck, that was good,” Paul sighed blissfully. “I haven’t had a fuck like that since my bachelor party.”


   


  Paul lifted Emily off her lap as if she was as light as a feather, and she curled up on the large chair, instantly asleep. The constant barrage of cocks had completely worn her out. Logan handed Paul a drink as well, and the three men drank in silence.


   


  “So, I’ll, uh, drive her home,” Nathan offered. “I don’t mind, it’s getting late anyway, so…”


   


  “Nah, that’s okay,” Paul cut him off. “You can go home. You did great today, pal. Take tomorrow off, won’t ya?”


   


  “But,” Nathan hesitated. He didn’t want to leave Emily in his boss’s grubby paws, but he didn’t want to reveal that she was his wife, either. The embarrassment would be too great. He tried to come up a perfect, innocuous excuse, but came up empty. “It’s not a problem, really.”


   


  “Nah, I’m not done yet. I intend to get my money’s worth,” Paul said, thumping his own chest. “But you go on ahead though. I’m sure your wife is wondering what’s keeping you, huh?”


   


  “Uhm, y-yeah,” Nathan stammered. He was frozen with indecision.


   


  “What are you waiting for?” Paul chided. “You’re dismissed.”


   


  Defeated and deflated, Nathan left his wife in the hands of the two older, powerful men. He briefly considered giving her a goodbye kiss, but that would have just been awkward, with his boss watching and all.


   


  What the hell would he plan to do next? Nathan thought to himself. They’d already fucked her pussy and ass senseless…


   


  There was nothing left to do but wait at home for Nathan. The hours passed, and he masturbated several times as he imagined the depraved acts Emily was being subjected to. At 6 in the morning the rumbling of an engine roused him from his shallow slumber, and he waited patiently for the front door to open, hoping his wife was finally returning. Several minutes passed and just as he was about to give up hope and drift back to sleep, the door bell rang. Nathan sprung out of bed and raced to the front door.


   


  ***


  Chapter 11


   


  “I believe this is yours,” a well-dressed man, unmistakably a chauffeur, said when Nathan swung the door open.


   


  “Holy shit,” Nathan gasped as he saw the state his wife was in.


   


  Emily was wearing nothing but a short coat, the hem of it barely coming past her naval. Her pussy and ass were totally bared and visible in the early morning light, and cum-stains were visible all over her frame, from her head to her toes. She had bite-marks and bruises everywhere, though most of them were on her breasts. Fresh cum still dribbled down her inner-thighs. Her eyes were unfocused and barely open.


   


  Nathan was horrified to see the elderly next door neighbor, Mr. Giddens, peeking through his blinds, and as he glanced around the neighborhood, more windows seemed to rustle with excitement.


   


  “Thank you,” Nathan said as he grabbed his wife’s arm and quickly pulled her inside, slamming the door behind her.


   


  “Pleasure’s all mine,” the chauffeur said with a cheeky grin as he tipped his cap.


   


  Emily collapsed in her husband’s arms, instantly asleep. Nathan carried her to bed, grabbed a washcloth and gently washed his wife’s bruised, stained body. There were layers and layers of dried-up cum all over her perky body, and her pussy and ass were still glowing a fiery red, open and leaking fluids, ready for another cock.


   


  Nathan briefly entertained the thought of pumping another load inside of her, but quickly decided against it. His wife was obviously sore and worn out. He fell asleep with his arms around her, glad she was safe and sound, back in his arms.


   


  The next morning Nathan awoke to find Emily’s deep blue eyes staring back at him, filled with tears, shame, and regret. He sat up straight instantly, his wife’s pain jolting him awake.


   


  “What’s wrong?”


   


  Emily sobbed, her body heaving as she did so, her voice reduced to gibberish. Nathan held her tightly, rubbing her back and planting soft kissed on her forehead.


   


  “It’s okay,” he whispered. “It’s okay. You’re home, with me. Everything fine.”


   


  “B-but it’s not,” his wife groaned. “Aren’t you mad?! Why don’t you hate me?!”


   


  “I love you!” Nathan said forcibly, offended that his wife would even consider such a thing. “I’ll always love you!”


   


  This declaration only made Emily cry harder, and for a good fifteen minutes no words were spoken as the couple consoled one another.


   


  “It’s not your fault,” Nathan said when his wife had calmed down a bit. “Don’t blame yourself.”


   


  “I could have just walked away,” Emily said. “Or said something!”


   


  “As could I,” Nathan countered. “But we didn’t.”


   


  Emily glanced up, her brown eyes searching for an answer. “What are you saying?”


   


  “Be honest with me, baby, please. Did you enjoy last night?”


   


  Emily avoided his gaze, searching for an answer. “I… I…”


   


  “Because it looked like you did. And that’s okay,” he added quickly. “That’s perfectly fine. I did, too. Of course, maybe I would have preferred the whole thing without Paul there, and things definitely… escalated… rather quickly, but… what’s done is done. I’m not mad, or resentful, and I want you to know that, and I want you to tell me, open and honestly, about what you felt, and are feeling right now. Can you do that for me, babe?”


   


  Emily was shocked by her husband’s candor. He was so understanding, so forgiving, so compassionate and empathetic. “What did I ever do to deserve such a wonderful husband?” She laughed with tears in her eyes.


   


  Nathan kissed his wife, a deep, loving kiss. “Tell me everything.”


   


  “Okay,” Emily said, taking a deep breath. “Where do I even start? First of all, I had no idea you or Paul would be there, or that Logan was taking me to his office for that matter. He picked up me up and told me to I had to assist him in some meeting, and that was it. And then I saw you…”


   


  “I couldn’t believe how hot you looked,” Nathan interjected.


   


  “I did my best. I quickly realized Paul didn’t recognize me, and was drooling all over me. I figured I’d distract him, and you, and play my part. And then, well…”


   


  “I felt Logan’s hand between your legs.”


   


  “Uh-huh. He just slid his hand up my knee without ever breaking concentration. I was staring you dead in the face as he cupped my pussy, his fingers rubbing my folds… it was so fucking hot,” Emily confessed with a blush.


   


  Nathan nodded, spurring her on.


   


  “And then, well, you were there. Logan caught us, and he just pulled me over his lap and started disciplining me right in front of you. And then Paul walked in…”


   


  “Should I have intervened? Did you want me to?”


   


  “If I’m being totally and completely honest… no,” Emily admitted. “It was so hot to be punished like that, in front of my husband…” Her nipples hardened as she thought back to that moment, her cheeks already flushed with arousal. “And Paul… I never liked him, I never thought of him as attractive but… he sure can fuck,” she giggled.


   


  Nathan’s cock got as hard as a rock as his wife recounted how his boss fucked her brains out.


   


  “Logan just handed me over, selling me, selling my… pussy. In a strange way, it felt really good to know that Paul didn’t mind signing this huge deal just to fuck me, you know? I’ve always fantasized about being a high-class escort…”


   


  “I get it.”


   


  “Then he fucked me. He was so rough, so hard, so animalistic. Like a man possessed.”


   


  “Was it different from me?”


   


  “Totally. Incomparable. There was no love, no kindness, just pure, passionate sex oozing all over the fucking desk,” Emily said. “Logan joined, and then I lost track of time as I went from one cock to the next, passed around like a party favor, everything blurring together…”


   


  “Do you remember me and Paul double-penetrating you?”


   


  Emily laughed. “Yeah, but that didn’t last very long if I recall correctly. It was a welcome relief after Logan just wrecked my ass, though.”


   


  “I left shortly after that. I didn’t want to, but Paul basically told me off, and I didn’t know what to do, and…”


   


  “It’s okay,” Emily said, noticing her husband’s discomfort.


   


  “What happened, though?”


   


  “As I said, it’s all a bit of a blur. I remember them both taking turns fucking my ass. They double-penetrated me as well. They took a break, smoking cigars and drinking scotch while they made me crawl on the ground between them like an animal, licking their balls. …do you want to know all the details?” Emily asked, her breath quickening as the memories flooded back.


   


  “Yes,” Nathan said decisively. “Please.”


   


  “Okay, but don’t tell me I didn’t warn you. Paul lifted up his legs and told me to eat his ass, and…”


   


  “You did?” Nathan gasped.


   


  “Yes,” Emily said. “And to be honest, I kind of liked it, too. Isn’t that fucked up?”


   


  Nathan shivered. The mouth he had kissed this morning hadn’t just been all over Paul’s cock and balls, but his ass too. Much to his surprise, his erection didn’t waver for even a second.


   


  “I don’t know,” he said. “As long as you had a good time? That’s all that matters.”


   


  “If you asked me beforehand if I wanted to be treated like a total cum-dumpster and roughly fucked like that, in my mouth, pussy, and ass, I would have slapped you for even asking such a thing… but the strange truth is, I really enjoyed every second of it. And I mean really. I felt so alive, so amazing, so wonderful. Like I had a purpose, I was completely engrossed in the acts, and the more perverse the better. Is that… is that a problem?”


   


  Nathan shook his head. “No. I still love you, and I always will. I don’t know if I can make you feel like that, though…”


   


  “I don’t ever plan to cheat,” Emily said. “Ever.”


   


  “I just want you to be happy, though. And if that means being dominated by older men, well, I guess that’s what it takes.”


   


  Emily hugged her husband tightly, tears springing to her eyes. Why is my husband so damn understanding?! “I love you, you big dumb goose. We don’t need to do any of that!”


   


  “I’m just saying, if we do need to do that, let me know.”


   


  “I’ll tell you everything, honey, always.”


   


  Nathan nodded thoughtfully. “Then what happened?”


   


  “They both fucked me one last time I think, but at that point was I was so exhausted I barely remember any of it. Sorry. I remember being carried out of the building, and then I was lying in the back of a limo. And the next thing, well, uhm,” Emily paused.


   


  “What is it? I don’t think you can top what already happened,” Nathan chuckled.


   


  “I woke up in the back of the limo, lying on my stomach, my legs dangling out of the car… as the driver fucked me from behind. We were parked just outside, and he just fucked me there, in broad daylight, for a good five minutes. I’m not sure if anyone saw, but if anyone looked outside, they would have seen everything.”


   


  Nathan’s face grew white. He had seen several neighbors peeking out their blinds. That’s why that driver had such a damn shit-eating grin!


   


  “I’m sure no one was awake yet,” Nathan said.


   


  Emily smiled meekly. “I guess. I don’t mind if they did see me though… if you don’t.”


   


  The whole neighborhood knows my wife is a slut now, Nathan thought to himself. His cock was so hard at this point it could cut a diamond. He leaned in and kissed his wife on her lips, pushing her on his back.


   


  “I love you so much, you dirty little slut,” he growled as he pressed his body against hers. His hands roamed her frame, one hand quickly sneaking its way between her legs. To his chagrin, his wife grabbed his wrist.


   


  “Holy on cowboy, I’m still sore,” she said. She wrapped her fingers around his throbbing member, expertly jacking his cock up-and-down. “You love that your little wife has been such a bad girl, huh?”


   


  “More than you know,” Nathan grunted.


   


  “You love that everyone saw what a cum-covered whore I am? Being fucked in a limo outside, like a whore?”


   


  “Oh yesss,” her husband hissed.


   


  “Now that I’ve had my taste, you know I’m addicted,” she told him, her eyes glinting wickedly. “I can’t go back to normal-sized cock like yours… I need them bigger.”


   


  “How big?” Nathan gasped.


   


  “Much bigger. Nothing else can satisfy me.”


   


  “Oh god,” Nathan groaned as he came all over his wife’s chest. She milked him dry, rubbing his white semen all over her chest.


   


  “Mmm,” Emily mused as she rubbed the cum into her skin. “Such a small load… did you stay up all night jerking off?”


   


  Busted. Nathan nodded. “Yeah.”


   


  “Poor baby… I’ll make sure you can stay and watch next time.”


   


  “Next time?”


   


  “I’m joking, of course,” Emily said with a wicked smile.


   


  Was she, though…?


   


  ***


  Chapter 12


   


  Emily went to work the next Monday filled with trepidation. After all, the auction had been a company event, and she had represented her firm on her nightly escapades with Logan. Although there was no way he couldn’t be happy with her, she feared what he had told her boss.


   


  All day long she expected to be called into her boss’s office, but that moment didn’t come… until the clock read five to five. She received an e-mail from her boss: Come see me now.


   


  Emily walked into her boss’s office, and as usual, he was on the phone.


   


  “Yes… yes… really? Good… amazing… yes, I’m looking at it right now… really? Wow… I’m glad it was such a success… I do know how to pick ‘em, yes… alright good… see you next week.”


   


  The young wife sat down in the big leather chair, and she felt like a kid getting called into the principal’s office. Guilt and shame were no doubt written across her forehead.


   


  “How did your date with Logan Hunt go?” Mr. Shields asked, stretching out in his chair.


   


  “Good,” Emily said.


   


  “Good? That’s all you have to say about a date with the Hunter? Getting used to the good life already, huh?”


   


  “It was great,” Emily corrected herself. “We had dinner at the Vertigo, and then he took me dancing at the Millennium. He was a real gentleman.”


   


  Mr. Shields nodded thoughtfully, and for a second, Emily thought she could get away with it all.


   


  “A gentleman, you say?”


   


  Emily nodded. “Yes.”


   


  “How do you explain this, then?”


   


  Mr. Shields turned his flat screen monitor towards her, and the image on the screen made Emily’s heart skip several beats. She had no recollection of that photograph being taken, but it was unmistakably her.


   


  She was lying on her back, stark naked, her legs propped up in the air, a giant prick splitting her anus open, while she smiled at the camera — even giving it a thumbs up — her face drenched with cum.


   


  “I…” Emily was dumbfounded. Logan took pictures?! She was smiling so widely, no one would ever believe she was anything less than a completely willing participant.


   


  “Where did you get this?!” She asked, her voice rising. If this leaked, her reputation would be ruined.


   


  “Don’t worry, I got it directly from Logan himself,” Mr. Shields said he got up, walked around the desk and locked the door to his office. “He was very pleased with your… performance. I knew you were committed to my firm, but you really went above and beyond the call of duty, Emily. Very good.”


   


  Emily didn’t know whether to laugh or to cry. Was her boss mocking her, or was he genuinely pleased?


   


  “T-thank… you… sir?”


   


  Her boss stood in front of her, his hands slowly pulling his zipper down. Emily was frozen to the spot, her eyes wide as saucers, as she watched his hands move.


   


  “I knew right away when I first saw you that you were exactly what I needed… a good girl who knows how to follow orders. You know how to follow orders, don’t you?”


   


  Emily looked up at her boss, that familiar wicked glint returning to her warm brown eyes.


   


  “Yes sir,” she said, her voice low and raspy.


   


  “Good.”


   


  Mr. Shields pulled his mammoth cock out his pants, his rod veiny and thick.


   


  “Open your mouth, Emily.”


   


  Nathan is not going to believe this, Emily thought to herself as she obediently opened her mouth, her eyes never leaving Mr. Shields’s. He’ll cum on the spot when I tell him I blew my boss today.


   


  Colin Shields sighed blissfully as he slid his throbbing member into his secretary’s waiting and hungry mouth. She wrapped her hot lips around his cock, her tongue flicking against the sensitive slit, sucking his cock eagerly.


   


  “Fuck, you’re a goddamn natural,” Mr. Shields said as he pumped his cock into the young wife’s mouth.


   


  The successful lawyer prided himself on his ability to turn any innocent girl into a cock-hungry slut, but none of them had ever had Emily’s radiant beauty, her disarming charm, her natural knack for sucking and fucking, or her penchant for following orders.


   


  Logan was more than pleased — he had been raving and ranting about what a good fucktoy Emily had turned out to be. “Best I ever had,” he had told him, and from a man like Hunt, that’s saying something. Shields was going to enjoy using her body for his pleasure from this day on wards.


   


  Emily bobbed her head up and down obediently, eagerly awaiting her creamy prize. She realized, with that large, throbbing member in her mouth, that this was only the beginning of a long and fruitful working relationship…


   


  ***


  The Sauna Swap


  A taste of what’s to come


   


  I could barely believe it. All my fantasies, everything I had ever dreamed about was coming true, right before my very eyes. I was glued to the spot, my eyes wide open, trying to commit every last detail to memory.


   


  I sat on the edge of the bench, holding my girlfriend’s hand as she opened her legs for the dark stranger. He towered over her, his black skin contrasting beautifully with my pale, white girl. His massive member bobbed up and down, the purple head glistening with juices. I saw my girl lick her lips as she eyed the monster between his legs, her entire body tensing up in anticipation.


   


  And then it happened. With one thrust he entered her.


   


  My girlfriend’s toes curled up, a lewd moan leaving her lips. She squeezed my hand, her eyes shut tight. This was it. He was inside her.


   


  A black man had his big, unprotected cock inside my girlfriend.


   


  *


   


  Chapter 1


   


  “What about this guy?”


   


  “Nah, he’s got a gut. I don’t want some chubby dude.”


   


  “Hm. And what about him?”


   


  “No, he’s bald.”


   


  “You’re so picky,” I grumbled as I continued swiping left on the Tinder app. “And him?”


   


  “Ugh, Jon,” my girlfriend sighed. “He looks like a jock. Why do you always pick the meatheads?”


   


  “Why not?” I countered. “You don’t like buff dudes?”


   


  “If I did, would I be dating you?”


   


  “Ouch,” I said.


   


  My girlfriend laughed at her own joke, throwing her head back, her warm voice bouncing off the walls. I knew she was just playing of course — after eight years together, both of us knew how to take a joke.


   


  “I’m just kidding, baby,” she said, trying to snuggle up close to me.


   


  I rolled over on the hotel bed, playfully turning my back towards her. “Just you wait, I’m going to set you up with the biggest guy I can find if you keep being so mean,” I teased. “Like this guy.” I showed her the profile pic of a giant dude with bulging muscles whose looks I can only describe as Russian boxer.


   


  “Wow,” she gasped. “That guy looks scary as fuck.”


   


  I threatened to swipe right, and Mary yanked the phone out of my hands.


   


  “Hell no,” she said. “I’m looking to have fun, not be forced into prostitution!”


   


  “It’s not like you’ve never fantasized about being a high-class escort,” I countered. “Boris the Boxer might just have the connections it takes.”


   


  “Trust me, if I really wanted to sell this,” Mary said, patting her pink panties, “I wouldn’t need some sleazy Russian to help me do it. I’d have guys lined up around the block for a taste of my perfect pussy.”


   


  “Damn straight,” I said as I raised Mary’s shirt and kissed her belly-button. It was the first day of our vacation, and we were relaxing on our king-sized bed, the warm morning sun shining through the half-open curtains.


   


  I ran my hands up and down her thighs, dropping my head lower, planting kisses all over her soft body. I nuzzled the top of her panties as she kept playing with the Tinder app, trying to find the perfect dude. We still weren’t a 100% sure what we would actually do once we found our mystery man — probably flirt over text to begin with, and if things went really well, we could meet him for drinks? And if that went perfect, then maybe, just maybe we would let him watch us I supposed — but the search alone was already so exciting that it didn’t really matter.


   


  “See anything you like?” I asked as I tried to pull her panties down with my teeth.


   


  “Nah, it’s all just douches and losers,” she sighed.


   


  I slid her panties down her thighs, exposing her perfectly trimmed pussy. She had a little blonde bush (the carpet matched the drapes, as the saying goes) the shape of a small triangle on her pubic mound. I kissed the top, dragging my lips downward.


   


  “Keep looking,” I said. “We’ll find the right guy yet.”


   


  “And what if we don’t?” She asked as she spread her legs for me.


   


  I kissed her right on her clit, my tongue flicking against her sensitive nub.


   


  “Then you’ll have to pick some one up at the bar,” I said.


   


  Mary moaned, dropping the phone on the bed as she laid down and closed her eyes. She reached down and spread her wet folds with her fingers for me so I could lick her better. I tongued her swollen nub, running my tongue up and down her lips, not missing a single spot.


   


  Sharing Mary’s body was common roleplay for us. It all started years ago, when we were in our early twenties and had just started dating. We had polished off two bottles of wine while we sat on her couch watching Scrubs re-runs and making out, when I gathered up the courage to ask her if she ever watched porn or read erotica. She turned as red as a lobster, and I knew I was on to something.


   


  I asked her to show me some of her porn, but she wouldn’t budge. “You’d think I’m a freak,” she had said, hiding her face in her hands, and I just laughed. “I doubt it,” I had told her, grabbing her laptop. “Come on, show me!”


   


  “You go first,” she insisted. I, being incredibly drunk and horny, wasn’t going to miss out on this golden opportunity to watch some hardcore pornography with my new girlfriend, so I pulled up a popular porn-tube site, selected the interracial tab and clicked one that looked interesting.


   


  “Here,” I said, handing her the laptop. On-screen a blonde 18-year old bikini-clad bimbo with braces was being interviewed when two black men entered the shot. They whipped out their massive, hard cocks, slapping them against the girl’s cheeks as she giggled, and then bent her over at the waist and spit-roasted her without a hint of foreplay. Their giant black cocks drilled the young girl from both ends, and she begged for more.


   


  Mary was watching the action intensely, a curious look on her face. “Is this what you usually watch? Interracial?” She asked me.


   


  I sobered up pretty quick, second-guessing my actions. Did she think I was the freak now? What if she only read clean romance novels, and now thought I was a giant pervert? “Uhm, well,” I stammered. “Sometimes. A small girl and two big guys, it’s just.. Hot.”


   


  Mary nodded. “I agree, just look at ‘em, wow,” she murmured, much to my pleasure. “Their cocks are huge…”


   


  She noticed me grinning and apologized, once again blushing profusely.


   


  “Don’t apologize,” I told her. “Those cocks are fucking huge. Now show me watch you watch!”


   


  Still she resisted, so I navigated to the search bar. “Come on, tell me. Give me a hint. What is it? It can’t be that bad.” Just as I was about to enter a search term, the drop-down menu showed me the many, many previous search terms that had previously been used on this laptop. I froze in place, my jaw hanging open with shock. I had hit motherfucking pay dirt. I scanned the list, my eyes growing wider and wider with each filthy search term that had come out of Mary’s dirty mind.


   


  Rough Gangbang.


  Double penetration.


  Painful anal.


  Gaping anal.


  Forced anal.


  Blowbang.


   


  I sat there in stunned silence, perusing the list. It continued on and on, with many variations on the same theme: A young girl being roughly manhandled by a group of men, preferably with multiple cocks inside her at the same time, and always one inside of her ass, with the the more painful and rough, the better. These weren’t lovey-dovey feminist-soft-porn type clips, these were hardcore, anal gaping cocks-coming-out-your-ears-drowning-in-cum hardcore porn videos.


   


  Mary’s piercing scream brought me back to reality. She slapped the laptop shut, her usually pale face now glowing bright red with embarrassment. “You weren’t supposed to see that,” she said. “Oh god.” She covered her mouth with her hands, tears welling in her eyes.


   


  I couldn’t suppress a laugh when I noticed how panicked she was. I realized she thought I was shocked and angry and outraged… but fuck, I was happy as a clam! Finally I had a found a girl who wasn’t a stuck-up prude who abhorred pornography! My mates were all dating girls who made them delete their porn collections. Of course they never stopped watching, they just learned how to be sneaky and lie. Meanwhile, my girlfriend was watching more hardcore shit than me!


   


  “What’s the problem, babe?” I asked her, opening the laptop back up, smiling disarmingly. “This is so fucking cool.”


   


  “C-cool?” She asked, horrified that I navigated back to the hardcore porn. “You’re not… mad?”


   


  “Mad?” I chuckled. “I’m fucking stoked! This is awesome! You’re kinky as hell, and I love it!”


   


  Mary lowered her hands, puzzled by my enthusiasm.


   


  “Why would I be mad?”


   


  “My last boyfriend was…”


   


  “That hardcore fundamentalist, you mean? That bible-thumping asshole?”


   


  Mary nodded, finally breaking into a smile. “Yeah.”


   


  “Well of course he didn’t like it, that guy has a stick so far up his ass it’s coming out of his mouth. I’m a normal guy, babe. I watch porn. And I’m happy I don’t have to hide from you, so you really don’t have to hide anything from me. I’m not mad, I’m glad!”


   


  She breathed a heavy sigh of relief. “I’m just so used to his controlling behavior,” she told me.


   


  “I’m not like him, Mary,” I insisted. “And I never will be. You don’t have to hide anything from me. I won’t judge you and I most definitely won’t shame you for it. Okay?”


   


  “Okay,” she nodded firmly.


   


  “I do want to clear something up though. You’ve really searched for blonde teen painful anal gaping asshole? That’s a thing that you typed and searched for?”


   


  Mary laughed, nodding. “Yes.”


   


  “I want to ask why, but I think I know the answer,” I said as I searched that term and hit play on the top hit.


   


  “Cause,” Mary said, “sometimes I just want to see a blonde teen get her asshole gaped!”


   


  We both burst out laughing, which turned to kissing, which quickly turned to a hard, lust-fulled fuck right there on the couch. I didn’t consider myself a dirty-talker at the time, but the alcohol and hardcore pornography gave me a newfound courage. As I fucked her missionary style I turned her head to the laptop on the floor, still playing that dirty flick.


   


  “Look at the little blonde slut getting fucked in the ass,” I whispered into my girlfriend’s ear as I penetrated her. “Is that what you want? To be used like a slut? For a group of men to all take their turns on you, each one cumming deep inside of you?”


   


  Her eyes shot wide open and snapped back to mine, her confusion turning to lust when she saw I wasn’t mad, only incredibly aroused. “Yes,” she grunted as I slammed my cock into her wet cunt. “Yes, I’m your slut, baby. Fuck me, baby, oh yes, share my slutty pussy, oh yes, oh yes baby, I’m your slut,” she groaned, her teeth clenched.


   


  Our had sex had never been harder, never been rougher, never been better. I slammed into her pussy, pulling all the way out and slamming my hard cock back in with deep thrusts. Every thrust she moaned more obscenities about being a cum-loving slut, and every word made my cock swell up more, the powerful sensations overwhelming me as I fucked her with a frenzy. I came inside of her, so damn hard and so fucking deep, my orgasm lasting longer than it ever had before. We kissed, swapping tongues as I exploded inside her unprotected cunt, Mary writing with pleasure as I filled her pussy to the brim.


   


  We had never felt closer or more intimate, and that was the starting point of a whole new level of sex for the both of us. She quickly caught on that whenever she talked dirty about having sex with other men my body reacted. It was something I was self-conscious about, but my cock simply betrayed me. I couldn’t help but grow hard and cum like a damn fountain when she talked about her fantasies of being gangbanged, of being passed around from one hard cock to the next, helpless to resist, her body a toy.


   


  My fantasies started when I was much younger. I vividly remember an interview I read in my dad’s Playboy with some chef. They asked him what the strangest occurrence at his restaurant had been. The chef recounted the time his restaurant hosted a wedding reception, and one of his cooks hit it off with the fresh bride. “She stepped outside for a smoke,” he had said. “Or that’s what her brand-new husband thought. As that unsuspecting sap was eating scallops with his new in-laws, his bride was in an alley behind the restaurant, still in her wedding dress, bent over a pile of garbage as my cook fucked her from behind, his pants on his ankles. The entire crew could see it from the kitchen, and we all had to contain our laughter for the rest of the dinner. She sat back down next to her husband, her face all red, pretending nothing happened, a fresh load of cum dripping down her thighs the whole time. We all had a shit-eating grin plastered on our faces the rest of the night. The bride made her husband leave us a fat tip, too.”


   


  That little story turned me on more than anything I had ever read. The details were so colorful, I could picture the whole scene. The husband smiling, eating dinner while talking to his in-laws, glancing outside, wondering where his beautiful, lovely bride was, absolutely none the wiser… while out-back she was hoisting up her dress, pulling her silk, white panties to the side to let some greasy cook she just met slide his fat cock into her married cunt. I jerked off right onto those pages, and a new fetish was born.


   


  I went through many stages, of course. First I was ashamed. Embarrassed. I’d delete any porn I downloaded post-orgasm. I swore to myself I’d never, never let something like that happen to me. I was an overprotective, seethingly jealous boyfriend, never leaving my girlfriend out of my sight. Still, whenever I got horny (and that was every single day) I found myself browsing cheating stories online. It was like an addiction, I couldn’t stop. What was even worse is that it escalated. No longer did stories about cheating get me off, but soon I also wanted to read about the girl bringing home creampies to her unsuspecting boyfriend. I wanted to read about him eating her out, unknowingly tasting another man’s cum. At times I wished my desires would just go away. I never talked about these fantasies, never shared them with anyone, afraid of being ridiculed.


   


  However, as the years passed by, I mellowed out. I realized I wasn’t alone — there were dozens of forums dedicated to my very fantasy. I learned new terms: cuckolds, hotwives, bulls. I realized there were couples out there who did engage in these sex acts — consensually. They even shared photos and stories, they discussed the importance of communication and commitment, and shared how it all brought them closer together in the end. Imagine that: Sharing your wife with another man, and your relationship improving to boot!


   


  Needless to say, I was hooked. I started collecting all the hotwife pornography I could find, gravitating mostly towards interracial. There was just something about the skin contrast that really did it for me, and for many other people as well, I found out. I was no longer ashamed of my fantasies — though I didn’t go around announcing them, either. I knew I was sexually adventurous, but I still lived in a society that frowned heavily upon all of this. If any of it got out, if — god forbid — my parents or co-workers knew I was into this stuff.. I wouldn’t be able to face them ever again.


   


  I realized how liberating it would be to embrace these desires, both for me and my (eventual) girlfriend. What if we weren’t afraid of our wants, weren’t ashamed of our sexual cravings? What if we whole heartedly embraced sex with all it’s wonderful, dirty, passionate facets?


   


  Sounds great in theory, of course. The reality is more messy though. Some couples, frequent posters, ended up divorcing. Feelings got involved, people got jealous, and the whole thing blew up in their faces. Then again, most monogamous couples split up as well, so the wife sharing can’t shoulder all the blame.


   


  I was just coming to terms with it all when I started dating Mary. We were introduced by mutual friends, and hit it off straight away. She was a remarkable woman — tall and shapely, with a nice big round fat ass, and a lovely slim waist. She was what a black man would call a whooty or a PAWG: Phat Ass White Girl. She had wavy, golden blonde hair down to her shoulders, and the most radiant, beautiful smile I had ever seen. She was saucy and hilarious, and we shared a similar taste in music, movies, food, and last but not least, sex.


   


  From the very first day I was head over heels for this girl, and when I found out she secretly fantasized about being gangbanged, I knew that we were a perfect fit. Of course I didn’t spring my wife-sharing fantasies on her right away — I was still a little embarrassed to be honest — but she wasn’t born yesterday either and quickly figured it all out.


   


  This led to a lot of dirty talk, and I mean dirty talk. We shared many fantasies with each other. One of my favorite was one where I would hire a photographer for some boudoir shots, and she’d be on her hands and knees, facing the camera, slowly pulling her underwear down to expose her glistening slit to the photographer. I’d walk out the room to grab something, and when I walked back in the photographer would be fucking her from behind. The moment I walked out the room he had pulled out is cock and slid it into her wet pussy, all the while snapping photos of his thick cock disappearing into her wet cunt. Mary would be unable to resist as he fucked her, without protection, and I just watched as he took my girl as payment for the photographs.


   


  This was only one of many different fantasies we shared with each other, and they never failed to get us both riled up. We both agreed these were just that: Fantasies. Under no circumstances to be mistaken for permission to do anything inappropriate. However, as the years passed, we started incorporating more props, telling more detailed stories, and started flirting with the dangerous but temping idea of doing something with someone.


   


  What or who… that depended entirely on our moods.


   


  For our three-year anniversary I bought an eight-inch black dildo so she could suck on it while I pounded her from behind. I vividly remember the first time she slid that big, back cock into her mouth, her blue eyes teasing me as she ran her tongue down it’s length, all the way down to the big, round balls at the bottom. I came so hard and so fast inside of her. She loved the gift, loved how cool I was about our fantasies, how I encouraged her to be bold and sexy and slutty.


   


  That cock is still a mainstay for our bedroom play. She only has to reach for her nightstand and I’m already close to cumming, because I know what she’s about to do, what she wants to do. Suck on a big black cock while I fuck her big white ass. It works, every time, even five years later.


   


  During sex, we started talking about letting her suck off a stranger, and this time, we didn’t say it was just a fantasy, or that she only wanted me. After all, oral sex wasn’t as intimate as penetration. Our playing become more intense, more dangerous, and hotter. I realized we were upping the stakes, little by little, and one day we’d cross a line. It could be tomorrow, it could be ten years, but I knew that sooner or later, something was going to give. I just hoped I would be there to see it.


   


  The first major step we took happened a year later, when I showed her a website where people shared photographs of their wives, and strangers would jack off onto these photographs. Cum tributes, they’d call them. She loved the idea of men jacking off to the thought of her, spilling their cum all over her body. She begged me to photograph her and post it on the website. I was a little apprehensive — once posted on the internet a photo is out there forever — but she talked me into it. She begged me to share her wet little pussy, and who was I to say no? Just a picture of her ass though, I argued, nothing more. She agreed. I posted a picture of her round ass, and the response was overwhelming. There were dozens of replies, all asking, no, begging, for more, and she was absolutely beaming with joy. “Let’s give the men what they want,” she said with a wicked smile, and before the night was over, we had posted a dozen photos online, baring everything: There were shorts of Mary spreading her asscheeks, exposing her tight asshole and glistening wet pussy lips to thousands of strangers online. The next morning, all sobered up, I did have some mixed feelings about it, but Mary had an extra spring in her step for weeks on end, so I couldn’t really be mad about it. I was the one who showed her the website, after all.


   


  That was the first time I had ever shared her body with a strangers, but of course, it wouldn’t be the last. The second major step happened a year ago, when I surprised her with a trip to Venice for her 27th birthday. It was a beautiful summer day, and she wore a charming sundress — and no panties. This was a surprise for me. We were walking through the small streets of the Italian city when she lifted the back of her dress and flashed me her round, white butt! You could have knocked me down with a feather, I was shocked (and aroused)! Venice is of course known for its waterways, its old bridges and its many gondolas: those small, charming boats that fill the canals. Mary loved standing on the many bridges, as close to the edges as possible, knowing that the tourists (and the suave Italian rowers) who were passing underneath her could see straight up her dress, her perfect pussy on display for anyone who cared to look.


   


  When we showed the photographs of that vacation to our friends and family back home, quite a few remarked that we had an awful lot of photos of Mary on bridges. If they only knew what she was smiling about in those pictures!


   


  A few of the gondoliers caught on quick, and we noticed a lot of the same wide-smiling, broad-shoulder Italians passing us by again and again. Mary was floating on air that whole vacation, brimming with energy, and we ended up spending more time fucking our brains out in our hotel room than visiting the cultural sights. On our last day there we ran into one of the gondoliers in a bar, and he quickly joined our table, inviting us to join him and his friends for a wild night out. He could show us ‘the real Venice’. I politely declined and pulled Mary away from his eager clutches, though I could tell from the Mary looked at him that she was sorely tempted. Back in the hotel room, while she was riding me, she admitted that the Italian had stuck his hand up her dress and was fondling her ass the whole time he was talking to me. I came instantly at that thought. I’ve asked her about that event countless times — had that really happened? Had she let a stranger fondle her, right in front of me? — and every time I get a different answer. Sometimes she claimed it never happened, other times she tells me he had two fingers all the way inside of her. I still don’t know the exact truth, but that’s okay, because it’s so damn hot either way.


   


  That is how we wound up on vacation in Portugal, celebrating our eight-year anniversary by browsing Tinder, looking for someone who can help us take it to the next level. I heard it was a great hook-up app, but we didn’t dare use it back home — I didn’t want her to match with friends or co-workers, after all. However, we weren’t having a lot of luck, so maybe a traditional tactic was in order..


   


  “I’ll send you down to the bar wearing nothing but a short dress,” I told Mary as I planted sloppy kisses all over her wet pussy. She was lying on her back on the hotel bed, her fingers intertwining with my hair as she writhed with pleasure.


   


  “And I won’t let you back in until you bring me back a surprise…”


   


  She moaned blissfully as I licked her pussy. My fingers slid into her wet cunt easily, and the tips of my fingers worked her G-spot as my tongue worked her clit.


   


  “What kind of surprise do you want?” She gasped, her voice low and raspy.


   


  “You know what I want.”


   


  “A… creamy surprise?” She whispered.


   


  I nodded, my tongue working faster and faster. I sensed her body tensing up, and I knew she was getting closer and closer to that sweet release.


   


  “You want to… ohhh… eat my pussy… like you are now… ahhh.. while I’m filled with… with cum… don’t you babe?” She moaned with a hoarse voice.


   


  My fingers were plowing into her sopping wet cunt hard and fast now — slick slick slick — as I double downed on her swollen, engorged clit. I sucked and flicked it, bringing her right to the brink.


   


  “Uh-huh,” I grunted, my voice muffled. “I want to see that slutty pussy filled.”


   


  “Oh god,” Mary moaned, her body shivering. “I w-want you to eat me while I’m being f-fucked!” she groaned. “Ah yes, yes, YES, YES!”


   


  “We’re going to find the a guy with a big hard cock so he can fuck your slutty pussy while I lick your clit, baby,” I moaned into my girlfriend’s wet, sloppy cunt. “Cum for me, you dirty whore, show me what a cum-slut you are!”


   


  “Oh god I’m c-c-cumming,” she said, her legs tensing up and trembling. “I love big cocks and c-cum! I’m your dirty slut baby, I’m your dirty fucking w-wh-whooooooaaaahh!!”


   


  Mary’s moans turned into a low, guttural moan as she orgasmed. Her entire body quivered with pleasure, her hands finding my hair and holding my head down on her sensitive clit as she came, her throbbing pussy filling my mouth. I kept licking and sucking, doing my best to prolong her intense orgasm as long as possible.


   


  After thirty seconds she closed her legs, pushing me away from her overly sensitive clit. If it was up to me I’d keep licking her to a second and third orgasm, but she claimed her clit was too sensitive for that.


   


  I sat on my knees and admired my work. Her thighs were dripping with juices, her labia open and glistening with wetness. I wiped her juices off my face with a T-shirt before laying down on top of her and planting a big kiss on her lips.


   


  Mary kissed me back, wrapping her arms and legs around me.


   


  “I only want you,” she said, her blue eyes staring into mine.


   


  “I know.”


   


  That was something she said every single time after dirty talk… but as soon as I got her aroused, she’d beg for me to share with as many men as possible, to let me drench her with their cum, to let her be used and filled with all the cock she could handle… and I wouldn’t want it any other way.


   


  My erection pressed into her soft belly, and she wrapped her fingers around it.


   


  “You’re so hard,” she said as she squeezed my cock. “Baby… do you want to go to the sauna?”


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  “The sauna?” I asked, my mouth suddenly incredibly dry.


   


  “Yeah, the sauna. Do you want to go? Right now?”


   


  The sauna… we had discussed it many times before, usually in the bedroom, and it always ended up with me blowing my load inside of my girlfriend as she moaned about how she wanted to show off her body to strangers.


   


  In the end, we had never visited one before. We were too scared. Too anxious. What would happen? How many men would be there? Would it be as erotic as we imagined it would be? What if it was a total let-down?


   


  “I don’t know,” I answered truthfully.


   


  It felt like a big step, even though earlier we were browsing Tinder. But that was on a phone. It was controlled. Even if we did manage to find a guy, we would meet him for drinks somewhere in public. We’d take small steps. We wouldn’t just waltz him into our room with Mary naked and waiting… who knows what we’d find in the sauna?


   


  “Come on, isn’t that we came here for? We picked this specific hotel for it’s wellness facilities, and we came to Portugal to have fun. So let’s do it. Right now. No more waiting. What’s the worse that could happen?”


   


  “I could imagine some pretty bad things,” I laughed.


   


  “Okay, wrong question,” Mary said. “What’s most likely to happen?”


   


  “Most likely there’ll be a bunch of old people,” I answered. “And we’ll sit there in silence, and… that’s it.”


   


  “That’s it,” Mary said. “Worst case scenario, we enjoy a hot sauna. And, who knows, we could run into another young couple. Did you see that couple by the pool when we came in? The brunette with the large knockers? She could be there,” Mary teased me, squeezing my hard erection for emphasis. “Come on, baby. Let’s do it.”


   


  My girlfriend was obviously excited, and I was thinking more with my cock than my brain.


   


  “Okay, okay,” I said, my face flushed red. God damn we are really doing this. “But I’ve never been to one before… how does it even work?”


   


  “I’ve talked about this with Karen,” Mary answered. “She told me all about it. We go to the sauna wearing our bath robes, and we bring a towel. Then we hang the robes outside, and use the towels to sit on.”


   


  I nodded. “Okay,” I answered hesitantly. Karen was her best friend, a bit of a party animal, but still a nice girl.


   


  “Besides, we’re tourists. Even if we do something wrong, who cares?”


   


  “You’re right.” I sat up straight and took a deep breath. “Let’s do this.”


   


  We changed into our robes and headed towards the sauna, clutching our towels under out arms. Mary walked in front of me, and I could barely believe she was walking through the hotel hallway naked except for the small robe covering her lady parts. The hem of the white cloth barely reached past her thighs. If she bent over slightly, anyone who cared to look could see her full, round cheeks.


   


  My cock hardened, pitching a tent in the small robe. I cursed my cock as I bit on my tongue and prayed my erection would dissipate before we entered the sauna. In the elevator Mary noticed my hardness and grinned, pulling down her robe so I could see her naked breasts. Her azure blue eyes twinkled with excitement, a wide smile on her lips. Her nipples were rock hard.


   


  The elevator door opened as we reached the top floor, where the wellness center was situated. A young and strikingly beautiful raven-haired girl welcomed us and asked for our card. Her long hair reached half-way down her back, and her friendly, hazelnut colored eyes looked into mine. I was so pre-occupied with the prospect of quasi-public nudity I hadn’t stopped to think about bringing our room’s card for even a second, and the sudden wave of anxiety caused my erection to subside instantly. Luckily, Mary had a little more sense than me. She fished the card from her pocket and handed it to the girl, who checked it and welcomed us to the wellness center.


   


  “Is this your first time here? Do you have any questions?” She asked with a thick Portuguese accent, her voice melodious. I estimated she was in her early twenties.


   


  “It is, actually,” Mary answered. “Where can we find the sauna?”


   


  “Down this hall, and to the left. The cold bath is in the pool room, which is across the sauna, to the right. Enjoy.”


   


  We thanked the girl and headed down the hallway, my heart racing as the moment drew ever closer.


   


  “Shame she won’t join us, hm?” Mary whispered. I pretended to be ignorant, but she saw right through me. “I saw the way you looked at her, don’t tell me you don’t want to see a long-haired, exotic beauty like her stark naked?”


   


  “Maybe,” I answered. “If I could tear my eyes away from you.”


   


  “Suck-up,” my girlfriend laughed. “My tits weren’t nearly as big as hers.”


   


  “I love your tits the way they are.”


   


  “I wouldn’t mind seeing her big-ass titties though,” Mary whispered with a wide grin.


   


  “Want me to ask her?”


   


  “You wouldn’t dare,” my girlfriend answered, her cheeks flushed bright red.


   


  We wasted time chattering in front of the sauna door, having no clue what we’d find on the other side. We fell silent, both of us knowing what we had to do. Mary disrobed first, exposing her beautiful, curvy naked figure to me. I took a deep breath and disrobed as well, hanging both our robes by the door.


   


  “This is it,” she said, full of glee. She grabbed the handle and opened the heavy door, revealing… an empty room.


   


  I breathed a sigh of relief, though I couldn’t help but be a bit disappointed as well. Mary turned to me, mock-frowning.


   


  “No one’s here,” she said.


   


  “For now,” I added.


   


  I poured some water over the hot rocks in the middle, and steam billowed outward, heating the sauna a few extra degrees. We sat down next to each other on one of the wooden benches, letting the the warmness sooth our bodies. I closed my eyes and lolled my head back, a calmness coming over me.


   


  After a few minutes Mary placed her hand on my thigh, and I opened my eyes to find her grinning mischievously. She opened her legs, her eyes daring me. I slid my hand across her thigh, grazing closer and closer to her center. We were all alone, after all… She grabbed the back of my neck and kissed me, her tongue darting into my mouth as she moved her hips, begging for me to touch her. My fingers entered her easily, her pussy soaking with juices, and her hand grabbed my hardening cock when suddenly the door swung open.


   


  A tall, naked, dark-skinned man stood in the door opening, his eyes wide open as he caught us in the act, my hand buried between my girlfriends thighs, her hand around my erect cock. I pulled back instantly, my heart leaping into my throat and my fingers damp with her juices. Mary held onto my cock for an instant longer, staring misty-eyed at the hard-bodied stranger in front of us, as if she was in a dream.


   


  “Desculpa,” the fit man apologized in the native tongue as he went to close the door.


   


  “No, excuse us,” Mary said, snapping out of her dream-like state, her hand releasing the tight grip she had on my pulsing erection. “Please, come in.”


   


  The man paused and smiled at us. “I don’t mean to interrupt,” he said, switching to English.


   


  “It’s okay,” Mary continued. “We got a bit carried away. Sorry.”


   


  “No need to apologize,” the man said. “It’s only natural.”


   


  He hesitated for a second before entering the sauna, closing the door behind him. He sat down across from us, and smiled politely. Now that my nerves had calmed down a bit, I got a good look at the dark-skinned man. He was strikingly handsome; his broad chest and fine abs revealed he was an athlete of sorts. I couldn’t help but notice his cock was a good size as well. Even in it’s flaccid state it was an impressive size to behold. If we had encountered this guy on Tinder, it would have been an easy yes…


   


  “At least the ice is already broken now,” he joked to ease the tension and we couldn’t help but grin, guilty as we were. “I am Diego.”


   


  “I’m Mary, and this is my boyfriend, Jon.”


   


  “Nice to meet you,” I said. I still found it hard to believe we were all having this conversation butt-ass naked. I glanced to my side and saw Mary’s nipples were as hard as little diamonds, her legs crossed, her chest rising and falling with every deep breath.


   


  Diego closed his eyes, letting his head fall back as his body relaxed, giving us a perfect opportunity to stare at his chiseled frame. Mary’s eyes were glued to his perfect body, scanning every naked, exposed inch of his muscled physique. She grabbed my hand, squeezing it hard as she mouthed ‘wow’ at me. I nodded, butterflies filling my stomach.


   


  This was everything we wanted, everything we fantasized about: A tall and dark stranger. Still, I was filled with anxiety, but from the glint in Mary’s eyes I saw she wasn’t about to let this golden opportunity go to waste.


   


  “Are you here on vacation?”


   


  “Yes,” Mary answered. “And you?”


   


  Diego shook his head. “I’m in town for the annual surf competition.”


   


  “What’s that?”


   


  He explained his sport to us, and Mary listened intently — though I suspected the conversation was thinly veiled excuse to stare unabashedly at his fit, toned body.


   


  “I like to come here at night to unwind after practice,” Diego said, “to relax my muscles. I’m here every night.”


   


  Was that an invitation?


   


  I wondered if anything would happen if I wasn’t there. I laid my head back, fake-closing my eyes so I could check on them through my eyelids. Would Diego be so bold as to make a move while Mary was sitting right next to me?


   


  The two of them kept chatting for quite a while, and before I realized what was happening, I actually drifted off to sleep.


   


  “Honey?”


   


  Mary’s voice awoke me as she shook my arm. I snapped upright. Diego was gone.


   


  “Are you okay, sweety?”


   


  “Wha-wher-where,” I stammered, my body warm and dehydrated.


   


  Mary looked at me concerned and pulled me to my feet. “Come, let’s get you into the cold water.”


   


  She led the way and I followed her into the other room, my knees weak and my throat parched. The icy-cold water in the chilled pool was a welcome relief, and I quickly regained my cognitive functions. Mary hopped out of the frosty water and tip-toed towards the jacuzzi. I followed.


   


  “Where did Diego go?” I asked as I slid into the bubbling water next to her.


   


  Mary gave me a mischievous smile, her blue eyes glistening with mystery. I realized straight away she wasn’t going to give me a straight answer… not if she could tease me instead.


   


  “Come on, what happened?” I insisted.


   


  “What do you think happened?” She asked, feigning innocence. “Do you think something happened?”


   


  “…no?”


   


  “Good.”


   


  “Now hold on a minute—”


   


  Mary’s warm laughed bounced off the walls. It was getting late and we were the only two souls left in the wellness area as far as we could tell. There was no doubt closing time was around the corner, but that didn’t deter my girlfriend in the slightest.


   


  Under the bubbling water her hand brushed against my inner thigh, bumping into my hardening erection. The mere thought of what could have happened while I was out cold, right in front of me, was enough to make my cock throb.


   


  “Ohh, what’s this,” Mary cooed as she wrapped her fingers around my thick shaft.


   


  I grabbed the back of her neck, pulling her in close and planting a firm kiss right on her thick, juicy lips. She kissed me back, gently sucking on my bottom-lip as she jacked me off right there in the hot tub.


   


  “Did you see the way he looked at me?” My girlfriend moaned between kisses, her hand pounding my meat harder and harder.


   


  “I saw how big his cock was,” I grunted as my hands roamed her body, squeezing her ass, cupping her tits, my fingers digging into her flesh.


   


  “It’s even bigger hard,” Mary whispered into my ear.


   


  “Oh god,” I moaned involuntarily as I felt a load of pre-cum leaving the tip of my cock. I was close, so close, any second now I would blow my load right there in the tub, any moment—


   


  “The pool is about to close,” a melodious voice right behind us said.


   


  We both snapped around instantly to find the dark-haired girl from the counter standing only a mere ten feet behind us, smiling politely. Once again we were interrupted, right at the moment supreme.


   


  “Oh, o-okay, uh thanks,” I stammered. Mary still had her hard wrapped around the base of my cock, her grip unrelenting.


   


  “We’ll only be a few more minutes,” Mary told the girl. “Will that be okay?”


   


  She stroked my cock underwater very slowly, her thumb brushing against my sensitive skin as she talked to the Portuguese girl. I bit the inside of my cheek to prevent myself from shooting my load while she was looking at me.


   


  The girl looked unsure. “I’m sorry, but I have to close,” she apologized.


   


  “That’s okay,” I said. “Thank you.”


   


  The girl nodded and left. The moment she turned the corner we got out of the tub, my hard cock swinging between my legs. I wanted to get back to our room as soon as possible and continue where we left off, but Mary had other plans. Mary grabbed my arm to get my attention, dropping to her knees right in front of me.


   


  “What are you doing?” I whispered.


   


  My girlfriend grabbed my cock with both her hands, one holding the base, her fingers cradling my balls, while the other pounded my shaft.


   


  “Cum on my tits,” she said. “I want you to cover me with your cum!”


   


  I moaned as she jacked me off, rubbing the head of my shaft against her hard nipples. I wanted to stop her because the open door was only a few feet away and anyone that walked past would see everything, and I mean everything. At the same time, that only added to the thrill.


   


  “What if some one sees us?” I whispered hastily.


   


  “Then let them watch,” she said, her eyes burning with fire. “You think she didn’t know what we were doing? You should have stood up right in front of her, let her take a good look at that hard fucking cock of yours.”


   


  “Oh fuck,” I grunted as I felt my cock grow even harder, the purple head swelling up. My orgasm was only a fraction away.


   


  “That’s it, baby,” Mary moaned wantonly. “Cover me with your seed! I’m going to wear your cum on my body as we walk through the hotel wearing nothing but that tiny robe!”


   


  The thought of my girlfriend proudly showing off her cum-covered torso in public sent me right over the edge. My knees buckled as I came, shooting my thick load all over Mary’s perky, firm tits. I grabbed the wall for support as I fired load after load of white, warm, gooey cum all over her body.


   


  “Yes,” my girlfriend hissed as I doused her with cum, fat globs of it dripping down her chest, a single strand dribbling down her cheek. She coaxed every last drop of seed out of my balls, licking the last few drops off my purple head.


   


  She proudly showed me her cum-covered torso, her hands squeezing her firm tits, a wide smile on her face.


   


  “How do I look?”


   


  “Like a cum-loving slut.”


   


  “Good,” she grinned.


   


  I pulled her to her feet, planting a firm kiss on her lips. “You’re such a bad girl,” I told her.


   


  “You love it.”


   


  “Damn fucking right I do,” I said. “What did I do to deserve that?”


   


  “Well, after Diego had his turn, I thought it was only fair… I’m joking!” She said after she saw my expression. “I’m joking, baby!”


   


  I grabbed our bath robes, handing Mary hers before putting mine on. Post-orgasm I wasn’t so keen on sharing my girlfriend with anyone, but Mary’s arousal was still on a sky-high plateau. My annoyance at her poor joke was quickly replaced by renewed arousal when I saw her wearing that tiny, white robe.


   


  For some reason, a scantily clad woman could be even sexier than a full nude one, and this was most certainly the case at that moment. The small robe covered only the essentials, but also bared more than enough skin. Her cleavage was clearly visible, as were the thick, fat globs of pearly white cum that were all over her chest.


   


  “You really going to walk back to our room dressed like that?”


   


  “Yes,” she said fiercely, throwing her shoulders back and jutting out her chest. “Watch me.”


   


  Full of confidence Mary strutted away, and I followed closely behind her, my jaw on the floor. I knew she had an adventurous steak, but this was on a whole ‘nother level. My heart was beating in my throat was we passed the young raven-haired girl who had walked in on us only a few minutes earlier.


   


  “Bye,” Mary said politely, smiling at the girl.


   


  “Good-bye,” she answered, smiling back at us. I thought I saw her eyes grow-wide with shock, but we were past her and into the elevator so quickly, I could very well have imagined it.


   


  The bright lights of the elevator perfectly illuminated the impressionist painting I had created on my girlfriend’s chest. Every drop of cum glistened in the fluorescent light.


   


  Mary was smiling widely at me, her eyes filled with passion. She grabbed my hand and slid it under her short robe, and I felt her pussy was absolutely soaking wet. My finger slid into her easily, and she buckled against me, eager for me to fuck her right there in the small elevator.


   


  I pulled my hand away the moment he door opened. An older couple was waiting there, a befuddled look on their faces as they saw us. We greeted them jovially as we walked past them. As the doors of the elevator closed once again, Mary lifted up the back of her robe, flashing her white, naked, round ass to the older gentleman and his annoyed wife.


   


  We both burst out laughing before falling into each other’s arms once more, kissing wildly, staggering down the hallway as our hands explored each other’s barely covered bodies. We never even made it to our bed. As soon as we entered our room I lifted up the back of her robe, pushing my girlfriend up against the wall as I slid my hard cock into her sopping wet cunt with one push.


   


  We fucked hard and fast like rabbits. I jack-hammered my cock into her wet pussy as she clawed at the wall, moaning and grinding, begging for my cum deep inside of her. The entire hall heard her screams, her moans, her pleads. I came quickly, overwhelmed with lust, her antics driving me mad. That’s how we spent the entire night — fucking, talking about what happened, which would lead to more fucking, and repeat.


   


  After only the first night this was already the wildest vacation of our life, and it would get a whole lot wilder before we were on the plane back home…


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  We spent most of our second day of our vacation doing the standard, touristy things we had come to Portugal for. We visited the medieval church in the town square, visited a few boutiques, drank coffee at a hip sea-side joint, and ate dinner in a Portuguese restaurant downtown.


   


  “So… about last night,” I said, finally breaking the topic that had been eating at me all day as the waiter served us our appetizers.


   


  “What about it?”


   


  “You tell me.”


   


  Mary blushed. We had danced around this topic all day, our stares saying it all, but still we hadn’t articulated our feelings to one another.


   


  “You go first,” she said, taking a long sip of her red wine.


   


  I glanced around, making sure no other tables were listening in our conversations, but no one was paying us any mind.


   


  “I liked it,” I said, dropping my voice down low. “I was a bit taken aback by your… forwardness, but not in a bad way. I’m just surprised you went all out.”


   


  Mary turned as red as a lobster, even her ears burning a bright, fiery red. She avoided my gaze, taking another large sip of her wine.


   


  “How do you feel about it?”


   


  “I loved it,” she whispered so softly I could barely hear her. “Every second of it.” When… Diego… was staring at me, I felt so… alive. I was so…wet,” she said, her voice barely audible.


   


  My cock was hard as a rock now as I hung on her every word, forgetting everything around me as she recounted the night from her perspective.


   


  “What happened while I was asleep?” I said. “Tell me the truth, please.”


   


  “Nothing,” Mary answered. “And that’s the truth. We chatted, then he left.”


   


  I thought I detected a hint of regret in her voice, and I myself had mixed feelings. I was definitely happy she hadn’t cheated on me, but at the same time, I fantasized that he had made a move of some sort…


   


  Our conversation was cut short by the waiter who removed our now-empty entree-plates, and within minutes our main courses were served to us. We fell silent as we started on our meals, before Mary continued on where she left of.


   


  “I can’t really explain it,” she said, her deep blue eyes now staring into mine. “It was electrifying. I felt so strong, so confident, so… liberated. I’ve never felt something like that before. I didn’t want it to end. That’s why I kept… you know.”


   


  “Flashing people?” I grinned.


   


  “Yeah,” she answered with a guilty smile. “Did you mind that?”


   


  “Hell no,” I laughed. “I loved it.”


   


  “You’re not mad? Or jealous?”


   


  “No, baby. Unless you want me to be.”


   


  She smiled, dimples forming in her cheeks. “You can be a little jealous.”


   


  I grabbed her hand, squeezing it gently. “I reclaimed you, didn’t I? If I recall correctly about six or seven times.”


   


  We both laughed, exchanging wicked smiles. If only the other patrons knew what we were discussing!


   


  We skipped desert, both of us eager to get back to our hotel. By the time we arrived back at our room we were tipsy and incredibly horny. I pushed Mary onto the bed, dropping my head into her lap, running my hands up her dress. She sat up straight, grabbing my wrists.


   


  “Want to go back?” She asked me with a mischievous smile.


   


  “To the sauna?”


   


  She nodded, her chest flushed with excitement.


   


  I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t thinking the exact same thing. I knew, deep down, that matters were about to escalate… but my tiny brain overruled my large one.


   


  “Okay,” I answered.


   


  Giddy with excitement we both stripped naked, slipped on our bath robes and headed up the elevator to the wellness center. We greeted the dark-haired girl and waltzed straight to the sauna, hanging our robes by the door. Mary and I exchanged a quick kiss before she opened the door.


   


  “Welcome back,” a baritone voice said as we stepped into the heated room. Diego was already there, waiting for us.


   


  We said our hellos and sat down across from him.


   


  Mary closed her eyes, lolling her head back as she jutted her chest out. A drop of sweat trickled down her neck, tracking a path across her perky tits and down her tight, flat stomach.


   


  Diego and I were both watching the single drop slide down, down her stomach, across her pubic mound, into her inner thigh. As if she knew we were looking, Mary opened her legs just a tiny bit — but enough to provide us both with a better view.


   


  From the corner of my eye I could see Diego’s cock twitch and start to grow. Holy shit, I thought to myself. Another man was staring right at my girlfriend’s perfectly trimmed pussy, and his cock was starting to throb. I could feel the blood rushing to my own member already.


   


  Diego caught me staring at his growing cock and apologized. “Sorry,” he said with a smirk. “I can’t help it.”


   


  “It’s okay,” Mary said, her voice hoarse and low, looking at him through the slits of her eyes. “It’s only natural.”


   


  Diego, realizing we didn’t mind, stretched his body out, raising his arms high above his head. He closed his eyes as he yawned, every muscle in his broad chest perfectly defined and shimmering with a thin layer of sweat. Mary licked her bottom lip, enjoying the sight of his physique.


   


  He spread his legs as well, his big cock flopping forwards, bobbing up and down in the air between his legs, his big, swollen balls dangling underneath his fat member. I heard my girlfriend suck in air through her teeth when she saw it, her eyes transfixed on the giant cock in front of her.


   


  I rested my hand on Mary’s inner thigh, the tips of my fingers brushing against her wet folds. Her pussy was absolutely soaking wet, her lips red and engorged, already slightly parted. The feel of her wet juices drove me mad with lust, and I slid my hand further down, cupping her pussy.


   


  I entered her with two fingers, her juicy pussy offering no resistance as I slid them in to the hilt. My thumb flicked against her swollen clit, soliciting a lewd, loud moan.


   


  This snapped me back to reality. What the hell was I doing, fingering my girlfriend in front of a stranger? I looked up to find Diego piercing gaze fixed on us, one hand slowly stroking his engorged member.


   


  I started to move my hand away, suddenly filled with doubt, but Mary grabbed my wrist, pushing her fingers back into me. She was staring at me with the hottest, lewdest look I had ever seen in my life. Her mouth was half-open, her blue eyes burning with a smoldering fire as her body begged for me to ravage her. She nodded, biting her bottom lip as she pushed my fingers deeper into her.


   


  I could never say no to that.


   


  I pounded her pussy with my fingers, her pussy squelching, the wet sounds of it all filling the small, warm room. Mary’s breathing was heavy and labored as she moaned continuously.


   


  My own cock was as hard as a rock now, my purple head glistening with pre-cum without being touched as I finger-fucked my girlfriend in front of a live audience.


   


  From the corner of my eye I could see Diego’s cock was still growing. Even at half-mast his size already trumped mine, a fact that thrilled me. He was running his fingers up and down his immense shaft, taking his sweet time, in no hurry to cum. I had never seen another cock in real life before, let alone such a big, black one, and it was every bit as gorgeous as I had imagined it to be. It was clearly even bigger than the dildo we sometimes played with, and that was an 8 inch behemoth..


   


  Mary’s eyes were hyper-focused on Diego’s black cock, her tongue darting out of her mouth to lick her lips as she watched him play with himself. Her eyes grew wider and wider as Diego’s cock grew and grew. Mary couldn’t believe the sight of the immense cock dangling only a few feet in front of her. She spread her legs wider, providing me with better access to finger her, as she squeezed her own tits, her fingers flicking against her sensitive nipples.


   


  At that moment, the door to the sauna swung open. We all turned our attention to the door where the young raven-haired girl was frozen in her place. No doubt she wanted to let us know they were about to close for the evening, but when she saw what we were up to, she stopped dead in her tracks. Her big brown eyes moved from Diego’s giant hard cock, the engorged purple head of his black member glistening with pre-cum, to Mary’s spread legs, two of my fingers inside of her all the way to the knuckles. The girl’s face turned as red as a firetruck as she stared open-mouthed at us. Diego didn’t even stop stroking his cock — he was still casually masturbating, showing off his giant member to the young woman.


   


  “S-s-s-orry,” she stammered, closing the door behind her as she stormed off. We all burst out laughing, the tension lifted for a second… but it returned instantly when Mary wrapped her fingers around my hard cock and asked me to cum all over her tits.


   


  I asked her if she was sure and she nodded intensely. “I want you to cum on me while he watches,” she said, nodding at Diego. He was still sitting at his side of the room, his black cock standing at full mast. It throbbed and pulsed with menace, his member by now double the size of my own.


   


  I swallowed, a lump in my throat. This was so fucking exciting my hands were trembling. I stood up next to my girlfriend, stroking myself off, my cock aimed at her perky tits as she toyed with her own pussy, her knees pulled up to her chest. One hand was rubbing her swollen clit while the she fingered herself with the other, two fingers probing her G-spot while her pinky teased her sensitive rear entry.


   


  Slowly, as if testing our reactions, Diego got up from the wooden bench. Mary’s moans got louder as he got closer and closer, taking one small step at a time. I was rooted to the spot, unsure of what to do, my hand a blur as I jacked myself off.


   


  Diego took another step, and now he was standing right next to me. His immense dark frame towered over the both of us — I hadn’t realized just how damn tall he was — and his cock was bobbing up and down in front of my girlfriend’s face, the thick, purple head oozing with his juices.


   


  Mary turned to me. “Can I jack him off, baby?” She pleaded. “I want to feel his big black cock.”


   


  Holy shit. “Uhm, o-okay,” I heard myself say.


   


  The words had barely left my mouth or her hands were already wrapped around his thick, dark pole. She needed both of her hands to properly hold it, her white hands contrasting beautifully with his ebony skin.


   


  Diego grunted approvingly as my girlfriend jacked him off. “Don’t forget the balls,” he commanded, and Mary obeyed instantly. She cupped his massive balls in her left hand, the large black nuts barely fitting in the palm of her hand.


   


  “It’s so big,” Mary gasped, a look of sheer adoration on her face. She was completely hypnotized by his majestic black cock, eagerly licking her lips as she ran her hand up and down the length of his fat member.


   


  This was even hotter than I had ever dared to imagine. I was completely on edge, already on the very verge of orgasm. I stopped touching myself, my hard cock twitching, pre-cum dribbling down my shaft, but I wanted to delay my orgasm as long as possible.


   


  I was completely mesmerized by the spectacle in front of me. My blonde haired, blue-eyed, fair-skinned girlfriend holding a giant black cock in her hands, the fat member pulsing with energy, pre-cum oozing out the purple head.


   


  Mary wrapped her two hands around the base of his cock, stroking his length up and down, her entire body moving with every stroke. Her hands became a blur as she stroked him faster and faster, the big head pointed down towards her perky tits. Her face was scrunched up in a look of intense concentration, her eyes fixated on the cock only a few inches from her mouth now.


   


  “Are you going to cum?” She asked, her eyes not leaving his cock for even an instant.


   


  “Yes,” Diego groaned.


   


  “Do it, cum on me,” Mary pleaded impatiently. “Cover me with your cum!”


   


  “Ah yes,” Diego moaned, his orgasm approaching. He placed one of his big, strong hands on my shoulders for support as my girlfriend jacked him off. We made eye-contact and he tilted his chin up.


   


  “I’m about to cum on your girlfriend, amigo,” he said, sizing me up.


   


  I nodded, my mouth dry. “Yeah.”


   


  “You cool with that?”


   


  My cheeks burned bright red, but fuck it, we were both all-in. “Uh-huh.”


   


  “Want to feel?” He asked, turning slightly towards me.


   


  I had never in my life seriously entertained the thought of ever touching another man’s cock — let alone one a big black one that was being worked by my girlfriend’s nimble hands! — but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t just the tiniest bit curious at that moment.


   


  “Don’t worry,” he said, sensing my hesitation. “I’m not gay.”


   


  He grabbed my hand and placed it on his big, giant balls. I cupped them into my hand. They were cool and smooth to the touch, and the sensations sent a jolt of electricity throughout my entire body.


   


  “Fuck, that’s so hot,” Mary blurted out when she saw my hand kneading his balls. “How does it feel, honey?”


   


  “Huge,” I answered as I rolled them around in my palm, my fingers massaging his dark skin.


   


  Without warning Diego’s black cock throbbed, a single jet of pre-cum spurting out the bulbous, purple head, hitting Mary on the cheek. I felt his balls tensing up, his no-doubt powerful orgasm only a hair away.


   


  “Do you feel that?” Diego asked me as he flexed his cock, his balls thumping with sexual energy, begging for release. Every time he flexed another spurt of pre-ejaculate flew out, landing on my girlfriend’s neck, collarbone and chest.


   


  I nodded breathlessly, squeezing his balls gently. His pre-load, smeared all over my girlfriend’s chest, was already bigger than my normal load. I was dying to see him drench her in his cum.


   


  “Hold my balls,” he told me, throwing his head back. “Hold my balls while I cum all over your slut!”


   


  I squeezed, my fingers digging into his smooth sack, and as if on command, he unleashed a torrent of cum all over my precious girlfriend. Rope after rope of pearly white cum exploded from his engorged, purple head, big sticky strands of the gooey juices landing on Mary’s neck, her chest, her cheeks, her face, her mouth, her tongue, her lips, her stomach, her legs, her wet, juicy cunt.


   


  Mary yelped in surprise when Diego exploded, his cum rushing out his black cock and splattering all over her. She aimed the first few blasts at her chest, but he came with such force it shot up and hit her cheek, the cum bouncing off her wet lips. Instinctively she opened her mouth and the next rope of cum went straight down her throat.


   


  She closed her eyes and stretched out her tongue to catch as much delicious cum as she could, her hands working his shaft, coaxing every last drop of cum out of his big black balls. I still held his balls in my hand and I felt his nuts blast rope after rope of cum through his black shaft and onto my girlfriend’s now-plastered face.


   


  From head to toe she was dripping with his manly seed, big globs of it dripping down her curves, clinging to her white, pale body, sticking to her skin. She was positively drenched.


   


  Mary opened her eyes, amazed at the outburst of seed dribbling down her body. She look at the giant throbbing cock in her hands with a look I can only describe as adoration, lovingly working the veiny shaft. A last drop of cum oozed out of the big purple head, and without a moments hesitation, she leaned forward and licked it off, causing my heart to leap into my throat.


   


  She moaned as she tasted his cum, her tongue licking her lips clean, swallowing as much of his seed as she possibly could. She hesitated for a moment, seemingly conflicted, the big black cock an inch from her waiting mouth, but the hunger for more won out. She opened her hot red lips as far as she could and wrapped them around the bulbous purple head of Diego’s cock, her hands stroking his big, veined shaft, worshiping his black meat.


   


  Diego’s strong hand squeezed my shoulder firmly as my girlfriend’s tongue ran across his sensitive cock, a shiver running through his body.


   


  “Ahh,” he grunted. “Your girlfriend knows how to suck a cock. We’ll save that for next time.”


   


  I pulled my hand away from his balls, gripping my own cock by the shaft, squeezing it hard. Next time? The thought made me nervous… and incredibly aroused.


   


  Diego took a step back, his cock leaving my girlfriend’s mouth with an audible plop. “See you tomorrow,” he said, stepping out the door.


   


  My girlfriend seemed almost disappointed that he left, her eyes following out the door. I grabbed her hand and placed it on my pulsing cock, my arousal nearly overwhelming me. I had managed to refrain from cumming prematurely, but I was only a hair’s breadth away from blowing my load. She jerked me off almost absentmindedly, staring down at the thick goblets of cum still dripping down her chest, her mind obviously still pre-occupied with the giant black cock that had just doused her with seed.


   


  To my surprise, she let go of my cock and started running her fingers through the cum and scooping it up, licking it off her fingers.


   


  “Oh god,” she moaned as did so. “There’s so much of it.” She looked up at me, a content look in her eyes as she slobbered the pearly white cum off her fingers.


   


  “How do I look?”


   


  “Like a proper cum-slut,” I told her, my breathing heavy.


   


  “Mmm. Give me a kiss,” she said.


   


  I bent over forwards, my heart thumping inside my chest. I was so close I could smell it — the potent fragrance of Diego’s cum filling my nostrils. She opened her mouth and I saw cum was dribbling out the sides of her mouth, her bottom lip still smeared with seed. I hesitated for a brief second — did I really want to taste another man’s cum in my girlfriend’s mouth? — but my unadulterated arousal overpowered my senses and before I knew it I had pressed my lips firmly against hers, pushing my tongue into her mouth.


   


  We swapped tongues, both of our juices mixing together, the black man’s delicious cum slipping into my mouth. The forbidden taste sent me over the edge. Without being touched I came on the spot, the intense kiss causing me to add my load to Diego’s. My cum splattered against her chest, adding to the thick layers of cum already there, but compared to the amount of seed already on her body it was like adding a single drop to a full bucket.


   


  My girlfriend giggled when she felt my warm cum spray against her. “I take it you liked that,” she said with a mischievous grin, licking her lips clean.


   


  I nodded, my face glowing with embarrassment and shame. I was afraid to admit to her just how much I liked it, but my body couldn’t keep it a secret. “Yeah,” I said, trying to be nonchalant. “I guess.”


   


  “You guess? You came on the spot,” Mary snickered, lightly slapping my now quickly softening penis. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you are as much a cum-fiend as I am.”


   


  Involuntarily, my cock lurched, giving my girlfriend all the confirmation she needed. I looked at her wide-eyed in surprise, and she just grinned. Mary jutted out her chest, her hard nipples standing straight up, cum glistening on them both.


   


  “Go on,” she egged me. “Lick them clean.”


   


  I stood rooted to the spot as my girlfriend wiggled in front of me, seducing me with her cum-covered tits. My face grew redder still as I seriously contemplated giving in to this perverse desire, my cock already back to it’s full size even though I just came a mere minute ago.


   


  Fuck it.


   


  I licked and sucked her tits clean right there on the spot, gobbling it all up. Mary stroked my hair, guiding me around, making sure I got every last drop.


   


  It was the first time I licked Diego’s cum form her body, but it wouldn’t be the last…


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  We were insatiable that night as we relived ‘the event’ over and over again. We fucked until the sun came up. Literally. At around 7 AM Mary and I finally passed out from sheer exhaustion.


   


  We woke up around midday, exhausted and dehydrated, with dull, thumping headaches. We alleviated our hangovers by sipping on mimosas by the pool. We held hands as we baked in the sun, ever so often exchanging naughty glances.


   


  All I could think about every time I looked at my girlfriend was the lewd images that were burned into my brain. The big, pulsing black cock spewing it’s load all over her face. The way she closed her eyes and stretched out her tongue, catching as many drops of sweet, delicious, forbidden cum into her mouth as she could. The delirious, frenzied way she licked Diego’s big shaft clean, eager for more, ready for more.


   


  He could have fucked her.


   


  If Diego had tried to fuck my girlfriend with that giant, unprotected, black cock of his, I seriously doubt either of us would have intervened.


   


  Looking back with a sober (well, slightly) head, it would have been a catastrophically bad idea. Should have been a bad idea, anyway. After all, we barely knew this guy. All we knew is that he had a horse cock and a propensity to dropping big fucking loads — yet that was enough for us. I knew that, realistically, we ought to pull back. Mary and I had our fun, we experimented with another guy, we both loved it, but was it a good idea to risk our eight-year relationship by wanting more? Shouldn’t we try to ‘coast’ on this wicked event for a while before plunging right into the deep end of the pool?


   


  Those are rhetorical questions. Of course we should have waited. But my cock had been semi-rigid all day long, the night’s event only a blink away, and every time I looked at Mary’s wide smile, her cute dimples, or her curvy legs, all I could think about was Diego’s monster cock ravaging her in front of me.


   


  “What are you thinking about?” She asked me, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her fingers.


   


  I grinned like an idiot. “I think you know.”


   


  *


   


  “Do you want to go back?”


   


  This time, it was my idea. Mary was sitting on the bed, her legs folded underneath her, as she studied me, an amused smile on her face. We had just gotten back from dinner, and I was itching to go back to the sauna.


   


  “Are you sure?”


   


  I nodded. “Yeah.”


   


  “Just to make it clear, this is your idea this time,” she said. “I don’t ever want to hear you complain if anything happens.” She was rocking back and forth, her eyes not leaving mine. She was dead serious.


   


  “Like what?”


   


  Mary’s deep blue eyes twinkled. “You know what.”


   


  I swallowed the lump in my throat, my palms sweaty.


   


  “Agreed,” I said.


   


  “Good.” Mary rose from the bed, shedding her dress and slipping into her pristine white bathrobe in a flash of a second. “Let’s go.”


   


  I followed her example and five minutes later we were heading up the elevator, our fingers interlaced as butterflies fluttered in my stomach. We were both smiling like a pair of teenagers drunk on love, each one of us looking forward to a night of breaking boundaries.


   


  The doors of the elevator opened, and to our surprise, the cute clerk who walked in on us last night was nowhere to be found. Her desk was unmanned.


   


  “Did we scare her off?” Mary asked.


   


  I looked around, but there was no soul in sight.


   


  “Let’s just head to the sauna.”


   


  We walked towards the hot room, making small talk, our nerves jittering, when suddenly Mary froze, placing her finger on my lips.


   


  “Shhh,” she whispered. “Do you hear that?”


   


  I fell silent and strained my ears. Just when I was about to call Mary out for hallucinating, I suddenly heard it.


   


  Moans.


   


  They were coming from the pool.


   


  Mary’s face lit up. “I think I know who that is,” she whispered, tip-toeing towards the pool.


   


  I followed closely behind her, curious to see what was going on. As we got closer, the sounds got louder and louder.


   


  We heard heavy breathing, grunts, and the unmistakable sound of flesh smacking against flesh. Some one was getting pounded, right in the wellness center. Mary peeked around the corner, a mischievous grin plastered on her face.


   


  “Look,” she whispered. “We found our girl.”


   


  I looked over her shoulder, and what I saw made my cock jump.


   


  The dark-haired Portuguese girl was laying on her back on a wooden bench, barely dressed. Her pants were dangling around her ankles and her top was lifted, her naked tits on display. Between her legs, incessantly pounding his giant black cock into the young girl was — who else? — a fully naked Diego. His chiseled, muscled frame glistened with a thin layer of sweat as he fucked the young girl underneath him.


   


  The girl moaned and writhed, her eyes shut tight, a painful grimace on her beautiful face as Diego worked his manhood into her. We watched in silence with bated breaths, drinking in the lovely sight. Neither of them had noticed us yet. I placed my hand on Mary’s ass, sliding my hand up the back of her robe and softly squeezing her soft flesh. In return, Mary grabbed my hard cock, squeezing it. I had to bite the inside of my mouth to stop myself from moaning out loud.


   


  “Ah! Ah! Ah!” the young girl breathed rhythmically as Diego jack-hammered his big black cock into her. Her workclothes were still half-on, her pants dangling from one ankle, her shirt with the hotel’s logo pulled up over her massive breasts. There was something really erotic about them fucking with her work-clothes still on, like they couldn’t wait a second longer to start fucking.


   


  Diego pulled his massive black cock out of the girl’s dripping wet pussy all the way before slamming it back in, his thick black pole coated with the girl’s milky white juices. He wasn’t wearing any protection.


   


  “Look at it,” Mary whispered to me, her voice thick with lust.


   


  I already was.


   


  Diego’s thick black pole glistened in the fluorescent lights of the wellness center, and I bet Mary and I were thinking the exact same thing at that moment: How would that big black cock look inside of her?


   


  I slid my hand up higher until I brushed against her sopping wet pussy. Mary was absolutely soaked and my fingers slid into her easily. I fingered her gently, making sure we didn’t catch the fornicating couple’s attention, though they were so engrossed in their lewd act that it wasn’t a real concern.


   


  I studied my girlfriend’s face as I fingered her. Her eyes were locked on the giant black cock a few feet in front of her, a look of intense longing and, dare I say, jealousy, etched into every line of her face.


   


  She was so fucking beautiful.


   


  Mary bit down on her bottom lip, her grip on my hard shaft tightening as I whispered dirty words into her ear.


   


  “Look at that big black cock,” I said so softly only she could hear. “Have you ever seen such a beauty before?”


   


  She shook her head no.


   


  “Do you want to know how it feels inside of you?”


   


  She nodded, her eyes not leaving the spectacle in front of her for even a second.


   


  “Are you jealous it’s not you who is being fucked?”


   


  My fingers were plowing into her wet cunt as I breathed into her ear, my pace quickening. Mary grabbed the door frame for support, her knees buckling as my fingers pounded her dripping wet pussy. She pushed her ass back at me, fucking herself on my hand, matching her strokes to Diego’s. It was clear she was thinking about one thing and one thing only.


   


  “Yess,” she hissed, her voice low and animalistic.


   


  “You’re next,” I said. “The moment Diego sees us he’ll bend you over that bench and slide that hard fucking cock right into your slutty little pussy, hard and without protection.”


   


  “Oh fuck, I hope so,” Mary moaned. “I hope he cums deep inside of me.”


   


  My cock surged with energy at her dirty words, a fact not lost on my girl. She squeezed the base firmly, pre-cum oozing out my purple, swollen head. An involuntary, load moan escaped my lips — loud enough to draw Diego’s attention.


   


  His face snapped up, locking eyes with us, not missing a single stroke. He motioned for us to come closer. It was like he was expecting us. We must have looked rather silly — peeking around the corner, simultaneously giving each-other handjobs.


   


  Without a moments hesitation we both stepped forward. This was it. The time of second thoughts had gone the moment we both had laid eyes on Diego’s massive black cock. Mary let her bath robe fall to the floor as she sauntered towards the giant black man stark naked, swaying her hips with every step. I followed suit, though I doubt I was as gracious as my hot girlfriend.


   


  We stood next to the copulating couple, me on one side and Mary on the other. The young girl had her eyes still firmly shut, none the wiser to the fact she had an audience as she squeezed her own firm tits, the heavenly globes jiggling with each powerful thrust from Diego’s hips.


   


  I had never been privy to such a wanton sight before. Diego’s dark skin contrasted beautifully with the tan Portuguese girl, the walls of her pussy clinging to Diego’s thick cock as he worked inch-after-inch of his massive black member into the poor thing. I wondered how on earth he could fit his entire cock into the small girl without breaking her in half.


   


  Diego called her to attention by saying her name — Cecilia. Her hazelnut eyes flew open, shock registering as her eyes darted from me to Mary and back again. Her eyes traveled down our bodies, and her expression changed from surprise to lewdness when she realized we were both touching ourself as we watched her get fucked. She licked her lips, her hands reaching out for the both of us.


   


  I tried to make eye-contact with my girlfriend to get her permission, but I realized that ship had already sailed. Mary’s eyes were transfixed on the wanton sight in front of her, and she grabbed the young girl’s hand and guided it to her dripping wet cunt, two of Cecilia’s fingers sliding into Mary’s cunt with ease. It was a sight to behold. My girlfriend had never really showed interest in other girls before, so seeing the cute girl who had worked the desk suddenly slide two of her fingers into my girlfriend’s willing and wet pussy was a huge shock to me.


   


  I followed my girlfriend’s example and let Cecilia wrap her fingers around my throbbing erection. Her hand moved up and down, her hold tight as she jerked my cock. For the first time in almost a decade another girl than Mary was holding my cock. The sensations were overwhelming, my dick twitching with pleasure as she stroked me. I could barely believe that this dark-hared beauty was jacking me off — while she fingered my girlfriend and Diego plowed her with his massive black cock! I never could have even imagined something so lewd, but it was taking place right in front of me.


   


  Her chocolate colored eyes went from me to Mary to Diego to me again, a look of pure joy fixed on her face. She looked like a kid in candy store, as happy as could be, overwhelmed by the cocks and wet pussy surrounding her.


   


  Mary ran her hands across the young girl’s tight frame, squeezing her big tits firmly before her hand slid down between Cecilia’s legs. Diego stopped pounding his massive cock into the young girl, his naked ebony frame glistening with sweat. He wrapped one arm around my girlfriend’s waist and pulled her in tight. Without waiting for my approval he pressed his dark, thick lips against hers, and to my shock, she kissed him back.


   


  I stood rooted to the spot as Diego made out with my girlfriend, his shaft still half-way inside Cecilia. Mary wrapped her fingers around his big black cock, jerking him off while he was still inside the Portuguese girl. For some reason this was even more intimate than last night, when she briefly sucked on the head of his cock. That was ‘just’ a blowjob, but this was way more affectionate.


   


  My heart was thumping in my chest like a war drum, my breath faltering. Diego’s big burly hands ravaged my girlfriend’s body right in front of me, his fingers digging into her plump ass. He smacked her round booty hard, leaving a red imprint of his hand right on her ass, and she moaned approvingly into his mouth.


   


  Cecilia pulled me closer, noticing the shock registering on my face. She opened her mouth, playfully stretching out her tongue, daring me to slide my throbbing cock right into her waiting mouth.


   


  Fuck it.


   


  I took a step forward, my fingers intertwining with her dark, flowing hair as I slid the head of my pulsating cock into the young girl’s mouth. She wrapped her lips around my sensitive head, moaning lewdly as she was filled with two cocks, one in either end. She grabbed my ass, her fingernails digging into my skin as she pulled me in close. This was one kinky girl — she wanted me to fuck her face.


   


  I didn’t want to disappoint her.


   


  I pushed my hips forward, forcing my entire cock down her throat, right to the hilt. She grunted with pleasure, her voice muffled by my cock lodged in her throat. I held it there, cutting off her air supply, savoring the feeling of having my entire cock down this sexy plaything’s throat, until she tapped my backside.


   


  I pulled out and she gasped for air, strands of saliva dripping out of the corners of her mouth and sticking to my hardness. It was this gasp that finally caught my girlfriend’s attention, and we locked eyes.


   


  I’m fairly sure I looked like a deer caught in the headlights, but Mary smiled broadly at me.


   


  Her eyes flickered, a scorching hot fire burning deep inside her azure colored eyes. I noticed Diego’s hand was firmly lodged between her curvy thighs, his fingers all the way inside of her. I swallowed the lump in my throat, settling in for the crazy ride we were about to embark on.


   


  Mary pulled Diego’s cock out of Cecilia. His black manhood bobbed up and down between his legs, still completely hard and bouncing with energy. His thick black pole was absolutely covered with Cecilia’s juices, her wetness dripping down his shaft.


   


  To my surprise, Mary bent over forwards and ran her tongue right up the length of his shaft, tasting the combined juices of Cecilia and Diego. She licked all the way to the top, where she wrapped her lips around the giant, purple head of his cock and started bobbing her head up and down, sucking the juices clean off.


   


  “Holy shit,” Cecilia gasped, the first real words I had heard her say all night. “Your girlfriend is a real slut,” she said, and from her tone I understood she meant it as a compliment. Cecilia tongued the head of my cock casually, slapping it against her tongue, her eyes fixated on my girlfriend going to town on Diego’s dirty cock.


   


  I just nodded breathlessly as Mary orally worshiped the big black man’s cock. I’d tried to get her to suck me off after sex, but my girlfriend never really seemed to care for it. Diego’s big black cock, however, turned her into a total slut. She was bobbing her head up and down, trying to cram every last inch of his black member down her throat.


   


  Mary snapped up, her blue eyes staring into mine, the head of Diego’s cock resting on her bottom lip.


   


  “I need this inside me,” she told me.


   


  It wasn’t a question.


   


  She climbed on the bench on her knees, wiggling her naked bottom. Diego took his position behind her, slapping the head of his thick cock against her white, round ass.


   


  I was rooted to the spot as I watched Diego spread his pre-cum all over my girlfriend’s cheeks. For years I’ve fantasized how that would look — a big black cock resting on her white, fat ass — and now it was really happening.


   


  “W-what about protection?” I stammered. It wasn’t the sexiest of topics, but still a necessity when it came to casual hook-ups, even though Mary was on birth control.


   


  “No, I want to feel it bare,” Mary said, looking at the black dong over her shoulder. “You know I love it bare.”


   


  “B-but,” I stammered. This was one topic we hadn’t discussed beforehand. I thought it was obvious that protection was a must. We barely knew this guy, and hell, his unprotected cock was still covered with Cecilia’s juices! Yet Mary had a different idea.


   


  “Do it,” Mary hissed. “Fill me up, Diego, fuck me with that big black cock!”


   


  Cecilia sat upright next to my wife’s waiting ass. The Portuguese girl grabbed my wife’s plump rear, jiggling it, her fingers digging into her skin. I was mesmerized by Diego’s black cock, the very tip resting against my wife’s very wet lips.


   


  Cecilia spread my wife’s ass, her pussy red and throbbing, ready to be fucked. All Diego had to do was move a muscle and his cock would slide right into my faithful girlfriend.


   


  Instead, he turned to me.


   


  “Do you want to do the honors?”


   


  Puzzled, I asked what he meant.


   


  “Do you want to guide my cock into your girlfriend?”


   


  All eyes were on me. Mary, Diego and Cecilia all turned to me, waiting for my response. My girlfriend nodded, egging me on. My chest felt like it was about to burst from pure sexual energy, all my feelings heightened. Hearing those words out loud only made it ten times more real than it already was.


   


  Holy shit. Shit shit shit. I’m about to grab a black, hard, unprotected cock and guide it straight into my girlfriend’s waiting pussy. Fuckkk.


   


  I reached out, slowly, tentatively. Time slowed down to a crawl, every eye in the room following my hand, my fingers stretching out, the moment coming closer and closer.


   


  My fingers touched his veiny, hard cock, and it sent a jolt of electricity throughout my entire body. My cock even surged with blood, bobbing excitedly between my legs. I wrapped my hand around his hardness, the feeling indescribable. I was, of course, very well acquainted with my own member, but holding another cock, a bigger, better and blacker cock, was something else entirely. I felt it pulse inside my hand, the pure sexual energy threatening to burst out at any moment.


   


  Cecilia’s eyes grew wider and wider as she watched my hand encircle the throbbing, black cock in front of us. No doubt her mind was blown, much like mine. Our eyes briefly met, and she flashed me a warm, gorgeous smile.


   


  “Do it, gringo,” she whispered excitedly. “Slide that black cock into your girlfriend!”


   


  My palms were sweaty, my heart beating so fast I was afraid my rib-cage was going to rip open. I was really doing this.


   


  “That’s it,” Diego said, his baritone voice smooth. “Right there.”


   


  I guided him forewords, the lips of my wife’s pretty, perfect pussy opening easily for the purple head of his black cock. I watched her lips envelop him, drawing him in closer, the tip slipping into her wet cunt.


   


  “Ahh yes,” she sighed as he penetrated her. She sounded relieved, like she couldn’t bare to live a moment longer without Diego’s big black cock inside of her.


   


  I could barely believe it was actually happening. Right in front of me, my deepest fantasy was coming true. My hand rested against my girl’s wet lips, feeling Diego’s thick length strength her pussy lips wide open.


   


  “Oh g-god,” she panted as the dark stranger filled her up, stretching her pussy out. “It’s s-so f-fucking big,” my girlfriend stammered.


   


  Cecilia stared at my wife’s pussy, wide-eyed, enjoying the view. “Look at it,” she breathed. “Her pussy can barely take it.”


   


  Diego grunted as he filled my wife, working his big cock into her tiny cunt, one thick inch at a time. I could feel his cock pulse against my hand, brimming with energy.


   


  I recalled the gigantic load he had blown all over my girlfriend’s face and body yesterday. She had been dripping with his seed from head to toe, absolutely drenched with seed.


   


  He was going to unload such a huge load right in her pussy, I thought to myself. My cock surged with blood, rubbing against my wife’s thigh. My dick, while normally nothing to sneeze at, seemed almost tiny and insignificant compared to the thick monster entering my girlfriend. All I could do was concede this victory to Diego.


   


  “This bitch is tight,” he grunted, beads of sweat dripping down his forehead.


   


  He wasn’t lying. The walls of my girlfriends pussy were clinging to his thick girth. She never had such a big cock inside of her before.


   


  I kneeled next to Mary’s face, slightly concerned that Diego’s big cock was going to rip her apart once he got a rhythm going.


   


  “Are you okay?”


   


  Mary nodded, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. Her mouth hung half-open, saliva dripping out the corner of her mouth. Her look could only be described as pure ecstasy. I had never seen her like this, so engrossed, so completely lost in the moment.


   


  I ran my thumb across her cheek, brushing her bottom lip. To me she had never looked more beautiful than in that moment.


   


  Every time Diego gave a little thrust, sliding an extra half-inch into my girl’s wanton pussy, she made a squealing sound, a quick frown flashing on her face. It was the cutest and sexiest thing I had seen in my life.


   


  Fuck it, I had to kiss her.


   


  I planted my lips firmly against hers, sliding my tongue into her open mouthed. We swapped tongues, and every time Diego moved, she moaned into my mouth.


   


  Our tongues explored each other’s mouths. I grabbed the back of her neck, locking her fingers in her hair as I passionately made out with my slutty girlfriend.


   


  “You’re a dirty slut,” I growled into her mouth.


   


  “Uh-huh,” she moaned between heavy breaths.


   


  “You’ve got a big black unprotected cock right inside of you right now.”


   


  “And it feels so good,” she added with a dirty smile. Her eyes were open but clouded with pure lust.


   


  “I love his big black cock, baby,” she told me. “He’s so fucking BIG!”


   


  Her eyes shot wide open. “Oh yes, right there,” she groaned. I looked up to see what was happening, and just when I thought things couldn’t get any more perverted, Cecilia managed to blow my mind away.


   


  The young, raven-haired girl, who had turned all red and embarrassed when she walked in on us yesterday, and who I had pegged as an innocent, unexperienced, naive young girl was passionately tonguing my girlfriend’s sensitive asshole.


   


  She ran her long, wet tongue around the sensitive edges of her backdoor before plunging the tip of it as deep into my girl’s asshole as she could.


   


  Mary moaned deliriously, pleasure overwhelming her as Diego fucked her and Cecilia rimmed her.


   


  Diego grabbed the back of Cecilia’s neck with one hand, gripping her tightly. He turned her face towards him and told her to open up wide.


   


  He pulled his cock out of my girl’s wet pussy, the thick black shaft glistening with her juices, and in one push slid it right into her waiting mouth. To my surprise she didn’t offer the slightest hint of resistance. She closed her eyes and sucked his dirty cock clean, her cheeks caving in.


   


  With another gracious, smooth movement Diego pulled out and slid his black cock into my girlfriend again, this time gliding in right to the hilt without resistance. Mary’s pussy had already grown accustomed to his massive size, stretching out in order to accommodate him.


   


  I wondered how it would feel to fuck her next. Would she feel me at all? If Diego came inside of her, it would be like dipping my cock into a big pool of cum…


   


  My cock twitched with anticipation, eager to have sloppy seconds. Mary reached out and grabbed my hard cock, pulling it towards her mouth.


   


  I had been so engrossed in watching the action the thought of getting my dick sucked by my girlfriend as she was fucked from behind, my number one fantasy, had completely slipped my mind.


   


  I locked my fingers into her hair and slid my cock down her throat. She gagged slightly on my cock, her entire body jiggling with every thrust of Diego’s hips.


   


  The black man alternated between sliding his cock into Mary’s gaping pussy and Cecilia’s open mouth, letting the Portuguese girl get a good taste of my girl’s well-fucked pussy.


   


  Strangely enough I felt slightly jealous of her. A part of me wanted to be the first to taste their mixed juices, preferably straight from the source. I had never sucked a cock in my life, never ever thought it as possibility, but of Diego had told me to kneel down and open up, by god, I’d have opened wide and let him slide that giant black prick right between my lips.


   


  I finally understood why Mary and Cecilia obeyed him so easily. My skin prickled, a hot surge rushing through my veins, living completely in the moment. Mary eagerly bobbed her head up and down my length, her nose pressing against my pubic hair as she took me length with ease.


   


  “Stop teasing me,” Mary pleaded, her voice muffled by my cock. “F-fuck me Diego!”


   


  In response the dark man smacked her ass, the sound bouncing off the walls. For a brief moment I wondered what anyone walking in on us would think, the four of us lost in this depraved orgy, but the thought left me as soon as it came. This was all too hot to let any worries ruin the fun.


   


  “I’ll give you what you want, you dirty little slut,” Diego said, pressing his thumb against her virgin asshole.


   


  He slid his finger in easily, my girlfriend’s ass well lubricated by Cecilia’s saliva. Mary’s eyes rolled back, the feelings so overwhelming she forgot to suck my cock.


   


  The black stud grabbed her full, round white ass with both hands, his dark fingers digging deep into her soft skin. He slammed forward, forcing the entire length of his immense cock into my girl.


   


  “Oh FUCK,” she screamed. Anyone on the entire floor would’ve heard her loud screams, but none of us cared.


   


  “YES! YES! OH! YES!” She screamed like a banshee as Diego fucked her.


   


  He slammed into her with all his strength, pounding her tiny, white cunt like a jack-hammer. His cock became a blur, the wet sounds of his massive ball-sack smacking against her clit bouncing off the walls.


   


  My cock rested against Mary’s lips, her mind too occupied with the giant cock inside of her to focus on me.


   


  Her face burned bright red, sweat dripping down her furrowed brow.


   


  “How is it?” I asked, besides myself with excitement. Diego was fucking her harder than I ever did, giving her everything I ever dreamed of.


   


  “I’ve never been fucked like this,” she panted like a bitch in heat. “Never like this.”


   


  Her words stung and aroused me at the same time. That had been the goal all along: For my girlfriend to be completely and totally satisfied. I loved seeing her happy, loved seeing her deepest and wildest fantasies come to life. At the same time I couldn’t deny it stung a bit that she admitted I couldn’t give her pleasure like this.


   


  Then again, I couldn’t blame her. Diego’s cock was massive, a testament to masculinity. I wasn’t gay in the slightest, but even I would worship his black cock if he so pleased. He deserved nothing less.


   


  “Turn around,” Diego commanded, pulling out.


   


  Mary rolled over on her back, pulling her knees right to her chest, eager to receive his cock again.


   


  I looked down at her beat-up pussy, amazed by what I saw. Her normally picture-perfect pussy was all red and swollen, her lips gaping open, her clit thumping and her folds quivering. I had never seen a pussy that looked so well-fucked before.


   


  Diego grabbed her milky white thighs, pushing her knees up to her chest, making her body completely available to him. This was one of my favorite positions. When she was on her back with her knees pulled up she just looked so vulnerable and ready. Any men could just walk up and slide his hard cock right into her slutty pussy and deposit his heavy load right where it belonged: inside my girlfriend’s cunt.


   


  And now, that was exactly what Diego was going to do.


   


  He rubbed the head of his big purple cock against her wet folds, teasing her swollen clit. Mary moaned, begging for him to fill her up once again. Diego, however, was taking his sweet time, enjoying keeping all of us on edge.


   


  “Do you love my cock?” He asked with a cocky grin.


   


  “Yes, yes,” Mary panted, her breathing heavy and ragged. “I love it.”


   


  “Is the best you’ve ever had?”


   


  “Yes.”


   


  “Better than your boyfriend?”


   


  “Much better.”


   


  Her answers were near instantaneous. There wasn’t a speck of doubt in any of our minds that she wasn’t telling the full truth.


   


  “Good.”


   


  Diego slid the head of his cock into my girl, her lips parting, but stopped with only his head in.


   


  “Where do you want my cum?”


   


  “In my pussy,” Mary replied. “I want you to cum inside of me!”


   


  Satisfied with her answer, Diego thrust forwards, forcing his thick member inside of her.


   


  “Ahh yessss,” Mary hissed, filled by black cock once again. “Fill me, baby, use me, use my slutty white pussy, put a little black baby inside of me!”


   


  Her words shocked me. A cold ran through my veins, rooting me to the spot. Watching my girlfriend get knocked up by a black stud… that was the ultimate humiliation.


   


  I could already picture it. The looks on our family’s and friend’s faces when they saw the little black baby she had birthed. Everyone would know what happened. My girlfriend went black.


   


  I had to get a closer look. I needed to see what was happening. I kneeled down next to Mary’s stomach, my fave hovering only a few inches above her spread open cunt. I could see every last detail, and I committed it all to memory: The way Diego’s thick, veiny rod split open my girlfriend’s pussy, the way her lips struggled to contain him, the way her pussy-walls clung to his thick shaft, the sound his balls made whenever they slapped against her ass. It was all burned straight into my retina.


   


  Mary’s loud, vocal moans were suddenly muffled, and I glanced up to see what was happening. I was shocked to see Cecilia sitting down on my girlfriend’s face. The dark-hared girl grabbed a fistful of Mary’s blonde hair, lowering her wet, freshly-fucked pussy right down onto her face.


   


  “That’s it, lick it,” Cecilia squealed. “Suck my clit!”


   


  I didn’t know where to look, it was all so fucking wild. My eyes were as big as saucers as I tried to capture every last detail.


   


  “Fuck, here it comes,” Diego grunted. Mary moaned wildly in anticipation of the giant fresh load, her voice muffled by the Portuguese pussy smothering her face.


   


  The black man gave one hard, final push, burying his thick cock all the way inside my girlfriend’s unprotected cunt before he blew his load deep inside of her. He groaned loudly, his fingers digging into my girlfriend’s creamy white thighs, as he filled her to the brim with his potent cum.


   


  My eyes were glued to his massive balls that contracted over and over again, each time sending a new rope of cum straight into her womb. He was knocking her up right in front of my eyes, I was sure of it.


   


  Satisfied, now that he had bred my girlfriend, Diego pulled his big cock out. This thick member was coated in Mary’s juices, strands of semen still clinging to his member. A torrent of cum instantly gushed out Mary’s open, well-fucked cunt, gliding down her inner thighs, and sliding past her sensitive asshole.


   


  I couldn’t resist.


   


  I dove in. I opened my mouth wide and wrapped my lips around her soaking wet pussy, running my tongue up and down, all the way from her asshole to her clit and back. I pushed my tongue into her open, wet hole as far as it would go, tasting the now-familiar taste of Diego’s cum mixed with Mary’s sweet juices.


   


  I ate the creampie.


   


  I cleaned her pussy good, licking it all up. Her clit was hard and swollen and I latched onto it, sucking the nub into my mouth and flicking it with the top of my tongue. She came after only a handful of strokes, her body trembling and shaking, her moans still muffled.


   


  I glanced to up to see what was happening and I was stunned to see Cecilia now hovering over Mary’s face, her ass-cheeks spread apart, and the tip of Mary’s tongue pushing its way into the Portuguese girl’s asshole.


   


  I stood up and with one thrust I buried my throbbing hard cock all the way inside my girlfriend’s wet cunt, sliding in to the hilt in my first push. Her pussy was so wet, it was nearly indescribable. I could feel she was much looser than normal, and I felt Diego’s cum all around my dick, splattering out her pussy with every thrust of my hips. I fucked her as hard and fast as I could, my body burning brightly with lust, and I came quickly, adding my load to Diego’s.


   


  Cecilia hopped off Mary’s face and leaned down to give her a passionate tongue kiss. “Thank you,” she said. Cecilia then walked over to me and pushed her tongue into my mouth, giving me the same present.


   


  “I’ll be here every night, waiting for you,” she said with a sexy smirk as she sauntered out the room, hand-in-hand with Diego. He gave us a courteous nod as well, leaving us to catch our breath.


   


  I collapsed on top of Mary, utterly spent. We were both physically and emotionally drained. Mary wrapped her arms around me and we held each other like that for a long time, both of us coming down from this crazy sexual high.


   


  Mary’s knees were so weak that she could barely walk. I had to wrap my arm around her shoulder just to keep her from stumbling over as we made our way back to our room, one step at a time. The moment I laid her down in her bed she was out like a light. I grabbed a beer from the mini-bar, taking a seat next to the bed as I stared at her gorgeous, well-fucked body.


   


  I savored that moment, watching her naked, sexy body glisten with juices, her chest heaving up and down with each heavy breath, as I nursed my beer.


   


  I had never seen anything sexier. Her knees were pulled up to her chest, her puffy pussy lips slightly parted, a small trickle of cum gliding down her inner thighs every few breaths. Her face was still glistening with which was no doubt Cecilia’s juices.


   


  I loved this girl so fucking much.


   


  And I knew damn sure this wasn’t the last we’d see of Cecilia and Diego.


   


  ***


  The Roommate


  Chapter 1


   


  Eric


   


  “You must be my new roommate,” a deep, baritone voice said behind me.


   


  I swiveled around, holding a box of video games in my hands. A large, dark-skinned man was standing in the doorway, a cardboard box under his arms as he looked at a piece of paper in his hand.


   


  “Eric Giddens, right?”


   


  “Yeah,” I nodded, placing the box at my feet and extending my hand towards him. “Nice to meet you.”


   


  “I’m Jordan West. Nice to meet you too, man,” he answered, shaking my hand. His grip was strong and firm, and his giant mitt dwarfed mine. “Nice place we’ve got here.”


   


  Our brand new dorm room was small, but cozy. I was ecstatic to finally have my own room. Sneaking in and out of my girlfriend’s house at night was getting really tiresome. Of course, I did have a roommate now, but I hoped he’d give me the space we needed.


   


  “I took the right bed, if that’s okay with you.”


   


  “Whatever, man,” Jordan answered. “It’s cool. You mind if I hang some posters?”


   


  “Go ahead,” I told him.


   


  Jordan unboxed his things and hung several NBA-posters on his side of the room.


   


  “Is that Blake Griffin?”


   


  “Yeah, you watch NBA?”


   


  “Sometimes, yeah.”


   


  “Cool,” Jordan smiled.


   


  Now that I saw the poster, I realized Jordan actually looked a lot like Griffin. He had the same build, the towering presence, the bulging muscles. I realized he was probably in our college’s basketball team. From his massive build it should have been obvious from the start.


   


  “Are you on the basketball team?”


   


  “You bet,” he said. “Of course the season hasn’t started yet, but yeah, I’m here on a scholarship.”


   


  “Wow,” I mouthed. I heard stories about how competitive our college’s sports teams were, so this meant Jordan was the real deal. Of course, that’s not the reason I attended: I was studying Law. I couldn’t care less about the sports teams, but I guess they gave the university some prestige.


   


  “What about you?” He asked me. “What’s your major?”


   


  “Law.”


   


  Jordan scrunched his face. “Damn, why’d you do that for?”


   


  I chuckled and shrugged. “Seemed like a good choice. Why do you think they paired us up?”


   


  “Oh yeah, they mentioned something like that in the orientation I got. Something about matching athletes with good students so we don’t end up partying too much. You’re meant to be a good influence on me, homie,” Jordan laughed.


   


  Great, I thought. The university already had me pegged as a nerd, and class hadn’t even started yet.


   


  They weren’t wrong though. Compared to Jordan’s posters of big athletic black guys I felt slightly embarrassed about the anime and video game posters I was hanging up.


   


  “Shit, is that a Dragonball Z poster?!” Jordan exclaimed. “Give me a fist pound man, DBZ is the shit.”


   


  I pounded his large fist, the first time I had ever received that privilege. His approval made me feel slightly better. We made some small talk and to my surprise he was quite the gamer himself. Of course he wasn’t as hardcore as me — he mostly stuck to shooters and sport games — but it was something we had a shared interest in.


   


  Beforehand I was a little anxious about who I’d be paired up with and when I saw a giant black man standing in my door way, I figured things couldn’t be worse… but Jordan seemed like a stand-up guy.


   


  “You want a beer?” He asked, pulling a six-pack out of his back-pack.


   


  I rarely drank, but I didn’t want to be rude, or worse, look like a prude.


   


  “Sure.”


   


  He handed me a cold one and we toasted to our new room.


   


  “So tell me, Eric, do you have a girlfriend?”


   


  “I do, actually.”


   


  “For real?” Jordan asked, raising his eyebrows. “Show me a photo!”


   


  I nodded, sipping on my cold beer. “She’s stopping by any minute now.”


   


  Kim was the best thing that had ever happened to me. I still have no clue how I managed to land such a fox as her. She worked as a barista at the local coffee shop downtown, and one day, I have no idea how, I mustered up the courage to ask her out. To my utter surprise she said yes! That was over a year ago, and we had been head over heels in love ever since.


   


  She had a tight, athletic body, but somehow also had a wonderful bubbly ass and big, round tits. A perfect female specimen, if I do say so myself. I had truly won the genetic lottery.


   


  Unfortunately for me she still lived at home in order to save money, and her father wasn’t too fond of me having my way with his daughter in his home. Meanwhile I had to share a room with my younger brother back home, so our ‘fun-time’ was very limited. Luckily that was all about to change now that I had my own place.


   


  “What about you?” I asked Jordan. “Is there a Miss West?”


   


  “Hell naw,” Jordan laughed. “I ain’t tied down. Too much good pussy out there, man.”


   


  I could see that. With his physique, his strong build, coupled with his athletic prowess… girls probably lined up for him. I had heard the stories about how much pussy athletes could score. If I didn’t have Kim I might have been jealous, but I had already won the jackpot.


   


  A lump formed in my throat as I wondered whether or not Kim would be attracted to Jordan. Compared to his broad shoulders and bulging muscles, I looked like a stereotypical scrawny, pasty white guy. James and I were like the athlete and the IT-guy. I knew she loved me with all her heart though, and I had never seen her obsess about buff celebrities. She was more into lean guys, like Brad Pitt in Fight Club. Of course, I didn’t have his abs either, but still…


   


  As if Jordan could read my mind, he stood up and changed his shirt in front of me, baring his chest to me. I had to stifle a gasp when I saw how defined his abs and pecs were. I had only seen bodies like that on ESPN.


   


  He looked like a damn Greek God. Every single line on his dark torso was perfectly defined, like he was sculpted out of black marble. Damn. He must work out like crazy to maintain that figure.


   


  “I’m going to head to the gym for a quick sesh,” Jordan said as his hand brushed his dynamite abs. “Got to keep these bad boys in shape.”


   


  Right at that moment the door swung open and Kim walked into the room.


   


  She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw Jordan, her eyes growing wide. He still had his shirt up, his ebony abs on display. She froze in place, her eyes glued to the black man’s body. For a good five seconds everyone was totally quiet.


   


  “I-i-I’m s-sorry,” she stammered finally. “I must have the wrong room.”


   


  “No, I’m here,” I piped in. Kim had been so flabbergasted by Jordan’s immense presence, she hadn’t even noticed me sitting on my bed.


   


  “Oh, gosh,” she said, her cheeks glowing bright red like coals. “Sorry.”


   


  “I’m Jordan, Eric’s roommate.”


   


  “Hi, I’m Kim.”


   


  “You are even more beautiful than Eric said, dayumn,” Jordan said. I’d never dream of being so forward with a girl I’d never met before, but Jordan had the charm to pull it off.


   


  “Oh, t-thanks,” Kim stammered. She brushed a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear, her big blue eyes glancing at Jordan’s large physique. If I didn’t know any better I’d say Jordan got her all flustered.


   


  I patted the bed next to me and Kim shuffled towards me, brushing past Jordan. He turned and checked her out from the back, his chestnut brown eyes scanning her entire frame.


   


  My girlfriend was wearing black skin-tight yoga pants that accentuated her many curves and a pink crop-top that exposed her flat stomach and her deep cleavage. She looked good enough to eat. Normally she didn’t dress this provocatively, but I guess she wanted to put on a show for me.


   


  Behind her back, Jordan gave me the thumbs-up. His approval gave me mixed feelings. On one hand I was jealous he was so blatantly checking out my girlfriend, and I wished she hadn’t dressed so sexy. On the other hand I felt proud that this black Adonis, who could most likely score any chick on campus, approved of my girlfriend. It was a little immature to feel good about that, sure, but it still made me a little proud. He could get all the sluts he wanted, but I had Kim.


   


  “I’m off to the gym, have fun you two,” Jordan said with a wink as he left. When Kim wasn’t looking he grabbed his crotch and made a face, signaling me to enjoy our time together. The room needed to be broken in, after all.


   


  “So, how do you like it?”


   


  “It’s cozy,” Kim answered. Her eyes scanned the room, finally resting on Jordan’s NBA posters. “How’s your new roommate?”


   


  “He seems okay. Plays for the basketball team. Nice guy. What’s with the get up?” I asked, laying my hand down on Kim’s exposed stomach.


   


  “What, you don’t like it?” She said, raising her eyebrows.


   


  “No, I love it, it’s just so.. Sexy.”


   


  “That was the point,” she said with a cheeky grin. “I wanted to make your new roommate a little jealous. Do you think I succeeded?”


   


  “You passed that test with flying colors,” I chuckled. “Jordan’s eyes damn near fell out of his skull.”


   


  “Really?”


   


  “Yeah, he was totally checking you out when you walked pas him,” I confessed.


   


  “Did he stare at my butt?” She asked, trying to sound cool, but I could clearly detect the excitement in her voice.


   


  I nodded. “You know what they say about black guys.”


   


  “What do they say?”


   


  “They love big white asses like yours,” I said, sliding my hands into the back of her yoga pants and squeezing her soft buns.


   


  Kim kissed me, rolling on top of me. I wrapped my hands around her, pressing her warm, soft body against mine.


   


  “You really think Jordans wants my big round white ass?”


   


  “Every guy does, baby,” I told her between passionate kisses.


   


  Kim buried her face in my neck, her hands running down my body and squeezing the hard bulge in my jeans. “I wonder if the other rumors about black guys apply to him…” She whispered into my ear.


   


  Involuntarily my cock surged with blood. I was starting to see pictures, and to my surprise, they turned me on like crazy. All this talk about my roommate desiring my girlfriend had me sweating like a dog, my cock brimming with energy.


   


  Did Kim just insinuate she wondered about Jordan’s cock?!


   


  Her hands unbuckled my jeans and slid into my boxers, where they found my cock hard and throbbing.


   


  “What rumors?” I asked, wanting to hear her say it. I wanted those words to come out of her mouth.


   


  She smiled coyly, her fingertips running up and down the length of my shaft. “You know what rumors,” she said, sliding her tongue across my bottom lip. Her grip tightened around my shaft, a soft whimper escaping my lips.


   


  “About their big, black, cocks…”


   


  My whimper turned into a full blown moan as Kim jerked me off, her hands expertly tugging my pulsing erection. My body betrayed me. I slid her yoga pants down her hips, pawning at her figure.


   


  “Come ride me,” I gasped, my breathing heavy.


   


  Kim shook her head. “I have to go soon,” she said. “I’m meeting Lesly.”


   


  “What?” I whined. “But I thought…”


   


  “I’ll come by tonight,” she answered. “Cum on my stomach.” She jerked me off against her smooth belly, smearing my pre-cum all over her.


   


  “But Jordan’s gone now,” I protested. “What if he wants to stay in tonight?”


   


  Kim looked up, her deep blue eyes burning with fire. The corners of her mouth lifted up in a naughty smirk. “Then he can watch.”


   


  “Oh god,” I groaned. That wicked thought sent me right over the edge. I fired my load all over Kim’s stomach. She milked my cock dry, my cum pooling in her belly button.


   


  “That’s it,” she whispered as she coaxed every last drop out of me, smearing my cum all over her naked skin. “I love your cum.” She grabbed one of my shirts and wiped my juices off of her.


   


  I laid down on my back, letting my head roll back, satisfied and empty. The mental images of Jordan and his big black cock disappeared right away, along with my erection. I didn’t feel the need to talk about it further.


   


  “I’ll see you tonight, then?”


   


  “I’ll text you,” she answered as she pulled her yoga pants back up. “My dad wants to go out for dinner though, so I might have to cancel our plans. I’ll do my best to blow him off.”


   


  “Alright,” I sighed.


   


  She planted a big wet kiss on my lips.


   


  “I love you, babe. See you soon.”


   


  “I love you too.”


   


  Looking back, those dirty little words Kim whispered while she jerked me off was the start of a full blown obsession for the both of us, though at the time, it seemed like a harmless bit of fun. If only I had known what the next few days would bring… I would have done it all over again.


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  Kim


   


  I couldn’t get him out of my mind.


   


  Every time I closed my eyes, I saw those chiseled abs. That giant, dark frame towering over me, those chestnut eyes, wanting nothing more than to devour me whole.


   


  Jordan West.


   


  I had only seen him for a few brief minutes, but he had made a lasting impression.


   


  When I told Leslie that Jordan was Eric’s new roommate, she nearly lost her mind. “Jordan fucking West?! Are you fucking kidding me?!” She had screamed. “Do you know who that is?!”


   


  Apparently, I did not.


   


  Everyone else seemed to, though. It turned out he was some kind of basketball prodigy. According to Leslie, it’s only matter of time until he made the NBA, and that meant he was prime real estate. NBA players are, after all, ‘fucking loaded’, as she put it.


   


  I didn’t care about the size of his wallet though.


   


  I only cared about the size of his big black cock.


   


  I felt Eric’s cock grow larger when I mentioned it. I saw the lust burning his eyes, the extra hard throbs his erection gave when I started talking about his roommate. He was as turned on as I was, if not more. Eric came instantly when I said Jordan could watch us, his entire body shivering and trembling. I had never seen him cum like that before - damn near instantaneous.


   


  If we fucked in his dorm, it would be only be a matter of time before Jordan would walk in on us. The thought alone made my panties damp.


   


  I had dressed extra provocatively this morning in order to make Eric’s new roommate jealous. I wanted to make Eric feel like I was a total catch. I had never imagined his roommate would be a big black hunk, though. I hadn’t told Eric about the lustful look Jordan gave me when he saw me. The ways his eyes scanned my body was unforgettable. He committed every last inch of my flesh to his memory. I’d never had a thing for black guys, but there was something so powerful about Jordan. He oozed confidence.


   


  “Are you okay, buttercup?” My father asked me. “You seem a little distracted.”


   


  “Sorry dad,” I said, picking at my food with my fork. “Just thinking about school, that’s all.”


   


  If my dad knew what I was really thinking about, he would flip his shit. He wasn’t a fan of Eric, who was the sweetest, most lovable, most kind-hearted guy I had ever met. If I brought home a 6’5 black guy? My dad would have a fucking heart attack.


   


  I squeezed my thighs together under the table, my legs rubbing against my swollen clit. There was no place in the world I’d rather be at that moment than sitting on top of Eric, his hard cock inside of me, and his door unlocked… but my dad insisted he’d take me out for dinner, and he wouldn’t take no for an answer. Seeing as I was living with him, rent-free and all, I couldn’t really blow him off.


   


  Eric seemed really disappointed when I texted him I couldn’t make it tonight, so I vowed to send him some sexts to cheer him up.


   


  A few hours later I was back in my bedroom, admiring my full, naked figure in front of my bedroom mirror. According to Leslie, Jordan could score any girl on campus… but I knew he wanted me.


   


  I grabbed my phone and texted Eric.


   


  What are you doing?


   


  Chilling with Jordan. Watching the game.


   


  I miss you :(


   


  I miss you too, babe.


   


  According to Leslie, Jordan is famous on campus!


   


  Really? Guess we’re lucky then.


   


  Thinking about me? ;)


   


  Always.


   


  I texted him a picture of my full, naked breasts, smiling naughtily at the camera.


   


  This is to jog your memory ;)


   


  Wow! You’re so fucking hot babe, damn.


   


  Want more?


   


  Of course! Let me see that ass ;)


   


  I got on my hands and knees in front of the mirror, my round ass up high in the air. I shot the picture over my shoulder and texted it to my boyfriend.


   


  For your eyes only ;) Isn’t Jordan curious why you are on your phone?


   


  Can’t make any promises. J/k.


   


  My body was burning with lust as my fingers rubbed my wetness. I had no idea whether Eric was truly joking or not, but a part of me hoped he wasn’t…


   


  What if Jordan grabbed Eric’s phone, curious as to what caught his attention? He’d see my white, round, naked ass, my wet pussy on full display..


   


  Oh God, I thought, my body writing with pleasure as the most wicked thought ever came to my mind.


   


  What if they both jerked off to my photo together? That’s something guys did, right? Two hard, throbbing cocks, all for me..


   


  My body shook with a heavy orgasm, my hips buckling wildly, as I imagined Eric and Jordan both masturbating over my photographs, their combined juices dripping down Eric’s phone. If only I was there, they could both feel my body, for real..


   


  What in earth had gotten into me?!


   


  I laid down on my bed, catching my breath. I had never felt this horny and depraved before. Eric had been my first, and our sex life was fine, if a little vanilla. Now I was masturbating while I imagined him sharing me with his black roommate..


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  Eric


   


  “Why does your phone keep buzzing?” Jordan asked me. “Kim texting you?”


   


  Jordan was sitting only a few feet away from me, while my phone showed me a close-up of Kim’s pussy from behind. Her wet, swollen lips were slightly parted, her puckered asshole in display. I wanted nothing more than to dive head-first into that luscious ass of hers.


   


  “Y-yeah,” I stammered, my face glowing bright red.


   


  Jordan eyed me curiously, raising his eyebrows. We were both watching the game and drinking beer, and the drinks were getting to me.


   


  “You alright?”


   


  “Yeah, I’m fine,” I said as I put my phone away.


   


  His puzzled look turned into a wide, ear-to-ear grin.


   


  “I know what’s happening,” he declared. “She’s sending you naked pics, ain’t she?”


   


  My face turned a deeper shade of crimson. I had never ever talked about my sex life with anyone else, but Jordan didn’t share my modest sensibilities.


   


  “Uhm,” I stammered.


   


  “Ha!” He laughed. “You don’t have to answer that. Damn. Nice view though, huh?”


   


  “Yeah,” I nodded. He figured it out, so I didn’t see the point in hiding.


   


  “No offense, but how did a guy like you land a girl like her?”


   


  “Honestly, I don’t know,” I chuckled. “I’m must be really good in bed,” I joked. Normally I’d never say anything like that, but the libations had eroded some of my inhibitions.


   


  Jordan laughed. “You must be in order to satisfy a girl like her. She’s fine as fuck.”


   


  “Thanks.”


   


  “I’d kill for a peek at that big white ass of hers,” Jordan said as he took a sip of his beer. “If you feel like sharing those pics, let a brother know.”


   


  I drank my beer in silence, contemplating my roommates words. Kim’s photos had made my cock as hard as as rock, and Jordan’s compliments had done nothing to lower my arousal. In the back of my mind I kept thinking about the words Kim had said that morning.


   


  I wonder if he has a big black cock… he’ll just have to watch us fuck…


   


  And now he had point blank asked me if I wanted to share my girlfriends naked pictures with him. Who does that? With any other guy it would be creepy and way out-of-line, but Jordan had a natural charm that was totally disarming. It felt like a compliment.


   


  Why not?


   


  I felt powerful and happy that a guy as successful and attractive as Jordan wanted to see my girlfriend naked. What would be the harm in giving him a peek of her ass? I knew plenty of guys shared pics of their girlfriend online, this wasn’t really any different.


   


  I slid my phone out of my pocket, my hands trembling. I searched my gallery for the right photo — no reason to go spread eagle, a pic with her ass in panties would do fine. My cock was dripping with pre-cum, pressing against my boxers as I handed my phone to my roommate.


   


  I settled on a photo of Kim bent over at the waist, wearing silk black panties.


   


  “H-here,” I said, stammering.


   


  Jordan grasped the phone out of my hands, his big black hands dwarfing mine. He sucked in air through his teeth, his eyes growing wide.


   


  “Daaaayumn,” he said. “That’s one nice ass, man. I bet that thing jiggles like crazy when you fuck her from behind, huh?”


   


  “We do mostly missionary or cowgirl,” I confided. I had no idea why I was being so damn honest, it must have been the drink talking.


   


  “What?!” Jordan snapped. “You’re missing out man, that ass is made for fucking. You’re telling me you’ve never fucked her ass before?”


   


  “N-no.”


   


  Jordan shook his head. “That’s a damn shame.”


   


  Without asking for permission he started swiping through my gallery, looking for more photos. I sat there frozen, my dick as hard a rock, unable to move as my new roommate flipped through my most intimate photos.


   


  Kim and I sent each other a lot of photos, so there was more than enough for Jordan to enjoy. My eyes grew wide with shock when I realized his left hand was on his crotch, squeezing the immense bulge in his sweatpants. It was massive.


   


  I could see the corner of my phone’s screen, and realized he was about to arrive at the hardcore nude photographs. A huge lump formed in my throat, my mouth as dry as sawdust.


   


  “Holy shit, that’s what I’m talking ‘bout,” Jordan whistled as he swiped to the next photo. I knew instantly which one he meant. It was by far my favorite.


   


  Kim was kneeling in front of her mirror, her two hands pulling her naked ass cheeks apart, her phone on a timer between her legs. You could see everything on this photo. Her entire naked pussy and ass were on full display.


   


  My new roommate had now seen what was only meant for my eyes.


   


  “You don’t mind, do you?” Jordan asked when he saw me staring at the giant bulge in his sweats. “It’s just us guys.”


   


  I still don’t know why, but I shook my head no. Perhaps I was just too flabbergasted to protest, or too horny, or too drunk, or all three, but I didn’t even put in a token effort to stop Jordan.


   


  “Good,” he said, standing up and pulling his sweatpants down with one tug. His cock was so big I almost fainted.


   


  “I need some release. I haven’t busted a nut all day.”


   


  With horror I realized he meant he was going to jack off right in front of me.


   


  His white boxers were stretched to the maximum, the fabric barely containing his massive erection. I had never seen a bulge that big before.


   


  A lump formed in my throat as I stared, open mouthed, at the massive tent he was pitching. My hands were sweaty and I was unable to move. I had never in my entire life seen another man’s dick before, but it was obvious Jordan didn’t share my sense of modesty.


   


  “God, that’s one fine white ass,” Jordan groaned as he squeezed the bulge in his boxers. I could already see a dark spot forming on the white fabric, the massive head of his cock already dripping with pre-cum. I lost all ability to speak. I tried to form a sentence, but nothing came out of my mouth.


   


  “Your bitch is so hot,” he said as he hooked his thumb into his boxers and yanked them down. His giant black cock sprung out, slapping against his rock-hard abs. Involuntary I gasped when I saw the length and thickness of his member.


   


  “Yeah, I get that a lot,” Jordan said with a grin as he grabbed the base of his giant cock.


   


  I had never seen anything like it. His cock was as thick as a soda can, and as long as my forearm. Thick, throbbing veins ran up his length, his entire shaft pulsing and brimming with energy. The bulbous, purple head was glistening with pre-cum, heavy globs of it already sliding down the length of his shaft. His nuts were like two big black tennis balls, no doubt filled to the brim with potent cum.


   


  I was mesmerized. Of course I had heard the stories, the rumors, the stereotypes about black guys, and I had seen a few pornos with black stallions, but I thought those guys were the exception. I thought it was an unrealistic, unfair stereotype, a fantasy. But Jordan’s cock was the real deal, and the purple head was staring me in the face, only a few feet away.


   


  “Like what you see, Eric?” Jordan said. “Can’t help but stare, huh?”


   


  “I-i- s-sorry-y,” I stammered, my face as red as a beet, my eyes still glued to the big cock in front of me. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.


   


  “It’s cool,” he answered. “I bet you’re wondering what this thing would look like in your girl, huh?”


   


  How did he knew? Was I that obvious?


   


  “I’m just messing with you, man,” he grinned. “I am about to blow my load all over your girl though,” he groaned. Jordan rubbed the head of his cock all over the screen of my phone, smearing his pre-cum all over the glass. “Such a fine, white ass,” he grunted through clenched teeth. “Perfect for a big black cock.”


   


  His balls twitched and jumped, and I realized his orgasm was getting close. I sat still, absolutely frozen in place, not believing what my eyes were telling me. Was my new roommate about to cum all over my fucking phone? My own cock was as hard as rock, brushing against the fabric of my jeans.


   


  “Pull out your cock too,” Jordan ordered. “Let’s both cum all over this bitch.”


   


  I felt self-conscious about my size, but I was so horny at this point I didn’t even care. I pulled my pants and boxers down with one tug, my cock springing out. Jordan laid my phone down on my desk, towering over it, both of his hands working his cock, his hands a blur.


   


  My girlfriends pretty little pussy was on full display on the lit screen, her legs spread open wide. Jordan’s purple head dripped with his juices, big globs of it falling down and splattering on the screen. Watching him smear his load all over my phone was, strangely enough, one of the hottest things I had ever seen.


   


  I stood next to him, matching my strokes. I had always been satisfied with my own size, but compared to his black monster, I felt very inadequate.


   


  “Ahh, here it comes,” Jordan grunted. “I’m cumming all over your bitch, Eric. Let’s cover this white bitch with cum! Ah!”


   


  He fired his thick, gooey load all over my phone and desk. Rope after rope of his pearly white cum spewed forth from the purple, bulbous head, dousing my smart phone with his seed. I couldn’t even see my girlfriend’s pussy anymore due to the copious amount of cum covering the entire screen.


   


  He milked his cock dry, his cum splattering all over my desk. A few rogue shots had even splattered against my legs and my hands, as well as my note- and textbooks.


   


  The poignant, sharp smell of his seed filled the room, and I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I came as well, my knees trembling, adding my load to his, cumming right on my own desk.


   


  I stammered back, my knees weak, falling down on my bed. Jordan was sitting down on his own bed, his hands still lazily stroking his massive erection. Even now, his cock at half-mast, his size still dwarfed mine.


   


  “Thanks, homie,” he said, a satisfied grin on his face. He stripped off the rest of his clothes and pulled the covers up, and within a minute he was snoring loudly.


   


  I sat still, catching my breath, wondering what the fuck I had just let happen. I grabbed my phone, staring with horror at this big goblets of jizz dripping off my black screen.


   


  What did we do? How did I let this happen?


   


  I grabbed one of my shirts and mopped all the cum up as best I could. Luckily my phone didn’t seem damaged, though I couldn’t get rid of the strong smell. For the next week, whenever I got a phone call, the aroma of Jordan’s cum would fill my nostrils, reminding me I had let him jerk off all over my girlfriend’s photos.


   


  It should have been a warning of things to come. I hadn’t put up any boundaries for Jordan, and I ought to have realized this was only the beginning.. But my desires had gotten the best of me, as they would time and time again.


   


  Even as I stood there, mopping up Jordan’s jizz, cleaning it off my expensive textbooks, my cock sprung back to life.


   


  What would it taste like?


   


  That small voice in the back of my head got louder and louder, though I resisted the urge.


   


  For now.


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  Kim


   


  I knocked on Eric’s door.


   


  No answer.


   


  Come on, Eric. Wake up.


   


  I knocked again, louder this still.


   


  Still no answer.


   


  I had texted him several times this morning, but I had gotten no answer. I figured he was still asleep, and decided to surprise him by showing up unannounced. I was in desperate need for attention.


   


  All night long I had tossed and turned, going from one wet dream to the next. There had been one constant. Jordan. I dreamed he shared me with the whole basketball team, one big black cock after the other, ending in an amazing double penetration.


   


  I’d already given myself three consecutive orgasms in the shower, and as much I loved it, it was no substitute for the real thing.


   


  Goddamn it Eric, where are you?


   


  I grabbed the handle of the door and to my surprise it opened easily. I stepped inside and froze dead in my tracks.


   


  Holy fucking shit.


   


  Eric’s bed was empty, but Jordan’s sure as hell wasn’t. He was laying down, seemingly naked, only a small sliver of the cover draped over his naked body.


   


  I stood perfectly still, not making a single noise, as my eyes hungrily devoured the fantastic sight in front of me. He looked even better than I had dared to dream. His broad, muscled chest rose and fell with every breath he took, every muscle perfectly defined.


   


  I felt the strange urge to run my tongue up and down his pecs.


   


  Get it together, Kim! What the hall are you thinking!


   


  To my regret his covers were draped over his crotch so I couldn’t see what he was packing. However, from the large bulge I could see that the rumors were true.


   


  Should I move the covers? I shouldn’t. But what if I did…


   


  As if he could read my mind, Jordan turned in his sleep, the covers falling to the wayside.


   


  My mouth watered when I saw his immense morning erection. The head of his cock reached halfway down his thigh, and it didn’t even seem to be at half-mast yet. Thick veins adorned his length, his fat member pulsing with energy, matching his heartbeat.


   


  I felt an even stronger urge to run my tongue down his shaft. What would that black monster feel like in my mouth?


   


  I felt myself grow wetter by the minute, and I squeezed my legs together.


   


  Goddamnit Eric, where the fuck are you?!


   


  “Enjoying the view?”


   


  I nearly jumped out of my skin when Jordan addressed me directly. I had been caught red-handed. He was smirking at me, one eye open.


   


  “I’m s-s-sorry,” I stammered. “H-how long have you been awake?”


   


  “Long enough.”


   


  “Sorry,” I repeated, shielding my view with my hands… though I was still peeping at him through the gaps between my fingers.


   


  “Don’t be,” Jordan smirked. “Eric didn’t mind either.”


   


  I was so embarrassed that line was lost on me.


   


  Jordan stretched out, raising his hands up high before interlocking his fingers behind his head. He exposed himself to me, showing off his entire naked and gorgeous frame.


   


  He knew exactly what kind of effect he was having on me.


   


  I waited for him to get dressed, but he sat perfectly still, looking at me with an amused grin.


   


  “Aren’t you going to put something on?”


   


  “Do you want me to?” He countered.


   


  “T-that’s not the point.”


   


  Busted.


   


  “It’s my room,” Jordan said. “I’ll wear whatever I like. You’re welcome to leave… or stay.”


   


  He was so damn cocky. With any other guy it would be obnoxious, but somehow, he managed to pull it off. I dropped my hands, unabashedly staring at his muscled physique.


   


  God, he was so fucking hot. He oozed confidence out of every pore, completely at ease with himself.


   


  Nothing like any man I had ever met before.


   


  His large cock rested against his inner thigh, draped over his massive balls. Every few seconds his cock twitched as it filled with blood, growing in size. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.


   


  If I stayed any longer, I would do something I regret.


   


  “Where’s Eric? I texted him but he didn’t respond.”


   


  “He had orientation or something. Probably in class somewhere.”


   


  Jordan’s eyes were ravaging my body as well. I could tell his chestnut colored eyes were undressing me where I stood, a cocky smirk on his face.


   


  I wondered of Eric actually had shared one of my sexts with him. I couldn’t imagine it, though. It would have been totally out of character for him. Yet there was something about Jordan’s smile I couldn’t place, like he knew something I didn’t.


   


  His cock was still growing and growing. It bobbed up and down between his legs, like a predator, daring me to come closer. My mouth watered and my panties were soaking wet as I yearned for one touch. Just a single one. A feel. That was all. One touch…


   


  I couldn’t believe anyone could be so bold as to expose their hard, throbbing cock to their roommate’s girlfriend. I also couldn’t believe it seemed to be working.


   


  A large drop of pre-cum formed on the big, purple head of his cock. All I had to do was take one step forward and bend over, and I could taste his sweet juices…


   


  “See you around,” I blurted, turning around and sprinting out the room as fast as I could. I didn’t dare to stay a moment longer, or else…


   


  Behind me I heard Jordan laugh. “I love to see you go,” he yelled.


   


  Now I really needed to get laid.


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  Eric


   


  “There you are,” Kim told as I walked out of the classroom. “That took all day!”


   


  “I know, I’m sorry,” I said. When I checked my phone an hour ago I saw I had six missed calls and even more texts. I had forgotten to tell Kim about the all-day-long orientation I had today. It was boring, as was to be expected.


   


  I gave Kim a peck on the cheek. “What’s up? What did you want to talk about?”


   


  She avoided my gaze, biting down on her bottom lip. The blush on her cheeks told me that something was up. I had seen that look too many times before.


   


  “What are you hiding?” I said, tickling her sides.


   


  “Nothing,” she snapped, grabbing my hands firmly.


   


  “Yes, you are,” I teased.


   


  “I can’t talk about it here.”


   


  “Well, I’m starving. Want to get something to eat?”


   


  She agreed and we headed to the local pizza joint on campus. I picked out a booth in the back, so we had all the privacy we needed. I could tell she was hiding something from me, and I was dying to know what.


   


  “Did you like the pictures I sent you last night?” She asked me after we ordered, brushing a strand of golden blonde hair behind her ear.


   


  “You bet,” I said, grinning wildly. “Couldn’t you have skipped out on your dad last night? I really wanted you to spend the night.”


   


  “Wasn’t Jordan there? Not like we’d have the privacy we needed.”


   


  Jordan.


   


  I hadn’t forgotten what happened last night. Not for a second. As I stared into my girlfriend’s baby blue eyes, all I could think about was that giant, throbbing, black cock. The massive monster that could fire off loads that could drench her from head to toe.


   


  Aren’t you curious what this would look like inside your girlfriend?


   


  Jordan’s words reverberated inside my skull. I was more than curious, I was damn near obsessed. All I could think about was how she would handle that big black meat. Would she be able to wrap her hands around his length? Would his big, purple head fit inside her mouth?


   


  Would that big fucking black cock fit inside her tiny, perfect cunt?


   


  “Are you okay? You seem a little out of it,” Kim said, her eyebrows raised.


   


  “Oh yeah, sorry,” I said. I’d been so lost in thought I had missed her last few sentences. “What did you say?”


   


  “I asked if you enjoyed the game last night.”


   


  “What do you mean?”


   


  “The game? You were watching? With Jordan? What’s wrong with you today?”


   


  “Oh, right, the game,” I said. Truth be told we had forgotten all about that game as soon I’d pulled my phone out of my pocket. “Yeah, it was fine.”


   


  Kim smiled coyly at me. “What are you not telling me?”


   


  “Nothing,” I lied. “What are you talking about?”


   


  “Don’t play dumb,” she retorted. “You’re hiding something. You’ve been acting strange all day.”


   


  “I could say the same about you.”


   


  As it later turned out, our minds were both pre-occupied with the exact same thing: Jordan and his impressive package.


   


  Luckily for me, our pizza arrived, and our conversation died down as we dug in. However, Kim wasn’t done grilling me quite yet.


   


  “Tell me, did you share my photos with Jordan?”


   


  Busted.


   


  I froze, my eyes growing wide. My mouth was full, and I chewed on it as long as I could, buying myself some extra time. How did she know? Did Jordan tell her? Was she pissed?


   


  I tried to read her face, but to my surprise she wasn’t fuming. It was the opposite, in fact. She seemed intrigued.


   


  “Why do you ask me that?” I said, avoiding her question.


   


  “Answer me,” she said.


   


  A lump formed in my throat. She was on to something, so I might as well come clean. Well, sort of clean. I wasn’t about to admit me and Jordan jacked off over her photos together.


   


  Yet.


   


  “Sort of,” I admitted. “Jordan saw I was on my phone so he asked, and well, one thing let to another, and… I’m sorry, I should have asked you, I got a little carried away.”


   


  I avoided her innocent, blue eyes, picking at my food. There was no doubt in my mind she was about to explode on me. What kind of jerk boyfriend shares his private pictures with other guys? How did I become such an asshole?


   


  I looked up, fully ready to receive my deserved verbal beatdown, but to my surprise Kim had the widest, cheekiest grin on her face. Her blue eyes glittered with lust and her cheeks were tinted rosy.


   


  “What did he think?” She asked, dropping her voice down low.


   


  My cock started to harden as I realized she had wanted me to share her pictures. I shifted in my seat, my cock pressing uncomfortably against the seam of my pants.


   


  “He loved them.”


   


  Her eyes flashed with lust.


   


  “You aren’t mad?


   


  “No,” she said. “I have to tell you something as well, as a matter of fact.”


   


  I waited patiently for her to continue as we both finished our meal. I couldn’t believe she wasn’t angry. If I had showed those pics to any other guy, I’m sure she would have lost her shit.


   


  “What is it?”


   


  “I met Jordan this morning,” she said, her voice trailing off.


   


  “…And?”


   


  She dropped her voice to barely a whisper.


   


  “Let’s get out of here and I’ll tell you. Is your room empty?”


   


  “Yeah, Jordan’s supposed to be at practice, so we have the room all to ourselves.”


   


  “Then let’s go.”


   


  I couldn’t have thought of a better idea. I paid for our meal and we walked home, hand-in-hand. By now the sun had already set and it was quite crowded on campus as everyone was heading out to start their night, but we were both lost in our little world.


   


  “What happened?” I badgered her as we walked through the crowd.


   


  “I’ll tell you when we’re all alone,” she said.


   


  The suspense was killing me. My mind ran wild as I imagined what Jordan did that would rile her up so. Last night he had proved to me he was capable of doing anything…


   


  We arrived at my room and I was happy to see Jordan was out, just like he said. I sat down on my bed and pulled Kim down next to me, kissing her full lips firmly.


   


  “So, what is it?” I said, barely containing my excitement.


   


  “Promise me you won’t get mad,” she said.


   


  My heart skipped a beat. This was going to be juicier than I dared to imagine if she started with that sentence. My cock was already fully hard, threatening to burst out of my pants.


   


  “How can I promise that when I don’t know what it is?”


   


  “Just promise, okay?”


   


  “Okay, okay, I promise,” I caved. “Now tell me what happened.”


   


  Kim sat up straight and closed her eyes. A faint smile appeared on her lips. “I came by this morning, looking for you, but you weren’t here… but Jordan was.”


   


  I was hanging on her every word. I knew Jordan slept naked. I had seen it myself when I left this morning. His naked body barely covered by his sheets… did she walk in on him like that? Did he try to make a move on her? Oh god, did he succeed?


   


  Her eyes were shut tight and her cheeks were flushed bright red. Her chest heaved up and down with every deep breath she took. It was clear to me she was reliving the moment in her mind.


   


  “And?” I said, grabbing her hand, trying to keep my cool and not betray my excitement.


   


  “He was naked,” she blurted out, her eyes flashing open. Her deep blue eyes stared into mine and I saw a bright fire burn inside them. Her hand flew to my crotch, squeezing my bulge.


   


  “He was completely naked, I saw everything, and I mean everything,” she rattled.


   


  My heart thumped inside my chest. Everything? So that meant… she had seen his big black cock?


   


  She fumbled with my pants, unbuttoning my jeans and tugging my pants and boxers down to my ankles. My cock sprung out immediately, hard and ready for action. She dropped to my knees in front of me, opening her lips wide, and she wrapped her mouth around the head of my cock.


   


  “Oh god,” I groaned as I rolled my head back. I rested my hand on her head as she bobbed up and down furiously.


   


  “Slow down,” I whimpered, gently pushing her away. “You’re about to make me bust.”


   


  She looked up at me, the head of my dick resting against her bottom lip, a strand of saliva connecting us both.


   


  “His cock is so big, baby,” she whispered.


   


  My cock twitched, slapping against her tongue.


   


  “I know.”


   


  Oops. I didn’t mean to say that, but it had just slipped out.


   


  Her big eyes grew even wider.


   


  “What do you mean?” She said.


   


  Fuck. Might as well spill the beans.


   


  “Promise me you won’t get mad?” I asked her. Now it was her turn to promise.


   


  “Of course,” she said, running her outstretched tongue up and down my throbbing shaft.


   


  I couldn’t believe I was about to tell Kim everything… but her tongue was worshiping my cock and her hands were tickling my balls. I would’ve answered every question at that point.


   


  “When I showed your photos to Jordan, he… well… he pulled out his cock.”


   


  “Right in front of you?” Kim asked, her eyes brimming with lust.


   


  “Right in front of me,” I answered. “And he jerked off.”


   


  “Over my photos?!”


   


  Her squealing voice barely contained her excitement.


   


  “Uh-huh,” I nodded. “Do you think that’s weird?


   


  “I think it’s fucking hot,” she grunted.


   


  Her hand slid between her legs and she rubbed herself off as she blew me, her mouth bobbing up and down my cock furiously.


   


  I couldn’t believe Kim was so kinky. A few days ago we were just a normal couple, like any other, and now both of us were mesmerized by my roommates big black cock.


   


  “Did you watch him cum?” She asked, her breathing heavy.


   


  “Yeah,” I confided. “He came all over your photos.”


   


  “Oh shit,” she moaned, her hips buckling against her hand as she fucked herself. Her mouth was hanging half-open, a strand of saliva dripping down the sides of her mouth. I could tell she was close to cumming, so I decided to kick the dirty talk up a notch.


   


  “All the while he was telling me how much he wanted to fuck you, how your big white ass was made for his big black cock, and that he couldn’t wait to cum deep inside of you,” I rattled on.


   


  Kim let go of my cock, her eyes shut tight, pure lust etched into her face. Her left hand was a blur as she rubbed her swollen clit. I leaned over, grabbing the back of her neck and holding my face next to hers.


   


  “What did you do, baby? Did you suck his dick?”


   


  She shook her head.


   


  I tightened my grip on her neck, whispering into her ear.


   


  “But you wanted to, didn’t you?”


   


  “YES,” she blurted, her face as red as a tomato. Sweat dripped down her forehead, the most intense orgasm of her life only a few small strokes away.


   


  “His cock was so big baby, I wanted to suck it, I wanted to suck it all day, I wanted to swallow that big black load, I want to be his little white slut babyyyyohhhhhohohhhh—”


   


  Kim’s moans turned to gibberish as her entire body shook and trembled, her incredible orgasm hitting her. Pleasure radiated from her swollen nub to every last inch of her body, and I was sure everyone down the halls heard her loud, piercing screams.


   


  ***


  Chapter 6


   


  Kim


   


  “Oh yeah baby, that’s it, right there! Keep going!”


   


  I pushed my big, white ass down on Eric’s cock, riding him on his bed, my hands resting on his chest. He was holding on to my ass with both hands, his fingers digging into my soft skin as he pounded his cock into me.


   


  “Oh f-fuck,” he whimpered, his eyes rolling back.


   


  “Not yet,” I pleaded. “I’m almost there!”


   


  I felt his cock grow harder inside of me and I knew he was beyond the point of return now. He was going to blow his load inside of me. Usually I took it as a compliment when he came so quickly, but today I was just insatiable.


   


  “Oh I’m so close, I’m so clos—”


   


  A sharp knock on the door interrupted our passionate lovemaking.


   


  My heart skipped a beat. And then another one.


   


  Jordan.


   


  In our lust induced haze, we had forgotten all about him. Well, actually I was thinking about him just now, if you catch my drift, but we didn’t realize it was already that late.


   


  Eric and I quickly crawled under the covers, having no time to put on any clothes.


   


  “You busy?” Jordan asked.


   


  Eric whispered frantically that we ought to tell him to come back later, but I didn’t listen to him.


   


  “Come in,” I said.


   


  Jordan walked into the dark room, only a sliver of moonlight illuminating us.


   


  “Shit, I’m sorry. If you told me you were busy I’d given you some space,” he said when he noticed me peeking over the top of the covers, the blanket pulled over my naked breasts.


   


  “Don’t worry about it,” I answered. “It’s your room, too.”


   


  “You sure you don’t want me to leave?”


   


  “It’s okay. we were just about to go to bed anyway,” I lied.


   


  I could feel Eric squeezing my ass under the covers, obviously disagreeing with me, but it was too embarrassing to tell Jordan to leave so Eric could finish fucking me.


   


  Plus having Jordan only a few feet away from me while I was stark naked except for a thin cover wasn’t so bad either.


   


  “Okay, your call,” Jordan said as he stripped off his shirt, exposing his perfect abs to me. “I’ll hit the hay as well then.”


   


  My eyes had adjusted to the dim light in the room, and I studied his gorgeous muscled frame in the moonlight. He turned his back to me and pulled down his pants and boxers, and his thick ass was as perfectly toned as the rest of his physique.


   


  My pussy was still throbbing and wet. My orgasm had only been a few strokes away, and Jordan’s built body wasn’t doing anything to diminish my lust.


   


  I had to stifle a gasp when he turned around and I saw his amazing black cock dangle between his legs. Even now it was already bigger than Eric ever was. Jordan yawned, stretching his hands over his head, his massive cock flexing only a few feet in front of me.


   


  My mouth watered as I imagined how it would feel between my red hot lips. The dirty things Eric had whispered into my ear as I fingered myself to orgasm earlier could come true, right here, right now.


   


  Jordan climbed into his bed and a silence enveloped the room as all three of us pretended to go to sleep.


   


  However, I simply couldn’t do it. I was simply too horny, being in a small room with two naked men who both desired my body.


   


  I was laying on my side facing Jordan, Eric nestled up against my ass. I peered into the darkness, trying to make out Jordan’s features, but a cloud was now obscuring the moonlight, bathing us in total darkness.


   


  I pushed my naked ass back against Eric, wanting to feel his erection. I reached back and grabbed the base of his cock, pressing his member against my still wet folds.


   


  “What are you doing?” He whispered softly into my ear, but despite his objections, I felt his cock grow in my hands.


   


  “Fuck me,” I said softly.


   


  “W-what? Now?” He stammered.


   


  I rubbed my wet pussy against him, my fingers guiding his member in. He got the hint.


   


  His cock slid into my wet pussy easily and I couldn’t help but moan involuntary as he filled up once again, the deep yearning inside of me being satisfied.


   


  I peered into the darkness, desperate to know if Jordan was watching us, but it was still too dark to see.


   


  Eric grabbed my hips, sliding his dick in and out of me. He started to pick up the pace, the sensations overwhelming him, caution slowly going out of the window.


   


  The sounds of the rustling sheets were now unmistakable. If Jordan wasn’t in the deepest of sleeps, he would know what was going on.


   


  Eric breathed heavily into my neck and I felt my entire body burn with lust. I couldn’t believe we were being so daring, Eric fucking me, his new roommate across the room.


   


  At that exact moment he clouds parted and Eric’s room once again bathed in moonlight.


   


  My heart leaped into my throat when I saw Jordan’s chocolate colored eyes staring directly into mine. A powerful shock ran through my entire body, my wet pussy growing wetter and my hard nipples growing even harder.


   


  Jordan was watching.


   


  While he stroked his massive black cock.


   


  Eric couldn’t tell because his face was buried in my neck, but his roommate’s sheets had been pulled to the side, his immense cock standing straight up like a tower. His hands slowly stroked his length, his steely eyes staring into mine.


   


  I never felt more aroused than at that exact moment.


   


  “Oh fuck,” I gasped involuntarily, no longer able to stifle my moans.


   


  I pulled the front of my covers down, exposing my round, white tits to my boyfriend’s black roommate. I thought I detected a smirk, but it was difficult to read Jordan’s face in the dark.


   


  I squeezed my own tits, my fingers pinching my nipples as I stared at the big black cock only a few feet in front of me.


   


  It was hard and throbbing, big veins running up it’s immense length, Jordan’s big hands slowly and teasingly jerking it up and down.


   


  I wanted it inside of me.


   


  I wanted to know what it felt like to be filled, to be fucked, to be stretched by such a massive black beast.


   


  All I had to do was get up, take a few steps, and slide my ass down on the giant black pole. I could’ve done it. I wondered what Eric would do if I did just that.


   


  “I’m going to cum,” Eric grunted into the nape of my neck.


   


  “No,” I snapped. “Not yet.”


   


  I pushed him off, his cock sliding out of me. I’d never done that before, but I’d never been so close to the most amazing orgasm of my life before.


   


  Eric glanced over my shoulder, surprised by my reaction, and his surprise turned to shock when he saw Jordan staring right at us, his cock resting in his hands.


   


  “Holy shit,” he gasped.


   


  The genie was out of the bottle.


   


  “Don’t mind me,” Jordan said. “Just enjoying the show.”


   


  I could sense Eric’s hesitation. He was frozen in place, but I felt his cock pulse with energy, the purple head smearing his juices all over my backside.


   


  I grabbed the base of his cock, sliding him back into me.


   


  “Cum inside me, baby,” I moaned wantonly. “Fill me up while your roommate watches.”


   


  With my other hand I rubbed my own swollen clit, the most powerful orgasm of my life only a few small strokes away. I savored every last moment of this illicit act.


   


  “Oh fuck,” Eric groaned, giving into temptation. He grabbed my hips and started pounding into me, fucking me as hard and fast as he could, breathing heavily into my neck.


   


  Now that the cat was out of the bag, Jordan decided to push his luck. He sat up straight on the edge of his bed, his dark eyes staring mine as he strokes his massive erection.


   


  I moaned loudly when a sliver of moonlight fell right on the purple head of his big black cock. Pre-cum was dribbling down his thick shaft in big, juicy globs, his entire cock pulsing and throbbing with every beat of his heart.


   


  I wanted nothing more than to see Jordan’s big, juicy load up close.


   


  He stood up, taking one step and then another, until he was standing right in front of me, towering over the both of us. His hands were wrapped around his massive black cock, the bulbous, purple head dangling only a few inches above me, pre-cum dripping down, splashing down on my chest.


   


  I wanted to taste him. I needed to taste him.


   


  “Baby,” I said, my voice shaking with lust. “Can I taste your roommate?”


   


  “W-what,” Eric stammered, freezing in place.


   


  He looked up at the black athlete towering over us, his big black body casting a shadow.


   


  “Please?” I whined. I wanted to taste it. Without waiting for Eric’s approval I reached out and wrapped my fingers along the base of Jordan’s cock, my fingers barely managing to encircle his rod.


   


  Completely mesmerized by the giant black cock in my hands, I jacked Jordan’s cock up and down, a few thick globs of his juices dripping down his purple head and splattering on my cheeks. In a reflex I opened my mouth and stretched out my tongue, catching his juices in my waiting mouth.


   


  “Holy shit,” Eric gasped as he watched me drink his roommates juices. I felt Eric’s cock grow inside of me, every heartbeat making his member pulse.


   


  Jordan rested his knees on Eric’s bed, his large, black cock resting on my face. I felt the heat emanating from his black pole, making my skin burn up with lust. I wrapped both of my hands around his thick length, running them up and down.


   


  I stretched out my tongue and ran it up his length, savoring the sweet, illicit taste of my first black cock. If only my dad could see me now…


   


  Jordan moved back a little, the big, purple head of his cock smearing pre-cum all over my cheeks and lips. I tried to catch his cock with my mouth, but he slapped the wet head against my outstretched tongue, rubbing his fluids all over my face.


   


  The poignant smell and sweet taste was driving me absolutely wild, and I opened my mouth as wide as I could. Jordan grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair and slid the tip of his member into my waiting mouth.


   


  I wrapped my hot, red lips around the purple head, my tongue brushing against the sensitive slit in his cock, my eyes shut tight as I tasted his cock for the first time.


   


  I had one giant black cock in my mouth, and one hard, throbbing cock deep inside my pussy, both of them threatening to unleash their thick loads inside of me at any given moment. I was in seventh heaven.


   


  “Goddamn Eric,” Jordan grunted. “I love the way your girlfriend sucks my dick.”


   


  I felt Eric’s breath falter. He was still rooted to the spot, not moving a muscle except for his throbbing cock inside my pussy, but I could feel his eyes burning into me as he watched me suck his roommates big black dick.


   


  I pushed my ass back at him, desperate to get fucked. I wanted him to pound me, to fuck me, to use me like a slut so that I was properly spit roasted. Eric, though, was too flabbergasted to move.


   


  “How does my cock taste?” Jordan said.


   


  “So good,” I moaned, my voice muffled.


   


  Eric couldn’t take it any longer. I felt his cock twitch inside of me, his load flooding my pussy without him even giving me a single stroke.


   


  “Oooh,” he whined, his voice an octave higher than usual. His body trembled fiercely as he unloaded his balls inside of me.


   


  I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of disappointment. I needed to be properly fucked, and my boyfriend had just shot his seed prematurely.


   


  Eric rolled onto his back, taking most of the covers with him. My naked body was now completely exposed to his big black roommate. I opened my legs, displaying my red, swollen, open pussy to him, a fresh, white load of cum dipping out my cunt.


   


  “Rookie mistake,” Jordan smirked.


   


  He fisted my hair, forcing inch-after-inch of his massive black cock down my throat, cutting off my air-supply. I rubbed my engorged clit with the tips of my fingers as he used my mouth like a fuck toy.


   


  “I can finish her off for you,” Jordan offered, his cock halfway down my throat. “Give her a real fucking.”


   


  Holy. Shit.


   


  Did Jordan just tell Eric he was going to fuck me?


   


  My hips buckled, my fingers a blur as I rubbed my clitty, my release so close I could taste it. Whatever Jordan did to me, I was game.


   


  Eric swallowed the lump in his throat. It was so loud I could hear it.


   


  “No,” he said, a slight tremor in his voice.


   


  Maybe I should have stopped sucking that big black cock at that point, but I was too horny to stop.


   


  “You sure?” Jordan asked, pumping his cock deeper into my mouth for emphasis. “Just say the word and I’ll give your bitch what she needs.”


   


  “N-no,” Eric repeated again, the determination in his voice wavering.


   


  Secretly, I hoped he would give in and share me, and I would spent the night on my back, going from one cock to the next, lost in a sea of cum.


   


  “Alright man, your call,” Jordan said. “I’ll cum in her mouth then.”


   


  As if on command Jordan fired his thick load down my throat, causing me to gag on his seed. I tried to gasp for air but Jordan’s strong hands held me down, forcing me to swallow his entire massive load.


   


  I grabbed his giant balls, squeezing them as they pumped rope after rope of his sweet, potent, white seed directly into my belly.


   


  “That’s it, swallow it all, that’s a good girl,” he grunted as he pumped me full.


   


  I swallowed and swallowed, but there was simply too much cum. It dribbled out of the corners of my mouth, sliding down my chin and splattering down on my tits.


   


  “What the fuck,” Eric gasped, his cock twitching with excitement next to me.


   


  Jordan pulled his cock out of my mouth, strands of saliva and semen attaching my mouth to the purple, swollen head of his black cock. I gasped for air. He slapped the big, fat head against my round tits, rubbing his semen into my skin, brushing against my stiff nipples.


   


  I came at that exact moment, the tips of my fingers brushing against my swollen clit, my intense orgasm coursing through my veins. I had one load dripping out of pussy and the other dripping out my mouth. I trembled, licking my lips, tasting as much of Jordan’s sweet cum as I could. My body yearned for more.


   


  Jordan plopped down on his bed, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Thanks, man,” he told Eric with a shit-eating grin. “Your girlfriend sucks a mean dick.”


   


  He rolled over, and just like that, he was off to sleep.


   


  I turned towards my boyfriend, my face still dripping with his roommate’s semen. Eric’s face was a mixture of shock, horror, and arousal, his big brown eyes staring at me filled with disbelief.


   


  For a second I feared I had crossed a line and disgusted him, but when I saw the arousal flickering in his eyes, I knew he loved it just as much as I did.


   


  I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him in close for a kiss. He didn’t resist. Our tongues intertwined and we shared a passionate kiss, Jordan’s juices mixing with our combined saliva.


   


  The kiss was so sexy my body trembled with aftershocks. It was so hot to me that Eric didn’t care he could taste his roommates fat load in my mouth.


   


  I stared lovingly into his eyes, my body flushed bright red with the eroticism of it all. This day had been the single best day of my life.


   


  “I love you,” I whispered. “Thank you.”


   


  “I love you too,” he said, and I could tell from his eyes he meant every word.


   


  I wrapped my arms and legs around him, resting my head against his chest. My body was still doused with cum, but I didn’t want to let go of my wonderful boyfriend.


   


  He held me tightly, our naked bodies heating one another, and I quickly dozed off, utterly spent and thoroughly satisfied.


   


  ***


  Chapter 7


   


  Eric


   


  I awoke the next morning with a jolt, convinced for a few seconds that it had all been a dream.


   


  A nightmare.


   


  Or a wet dream.


   


  That line was precariously thin.


   


  I looked down and was surprised to see Kim cuddling up against my chest, completely naked, her big chest heaving with every breath. My eyes were drawn to the unmistakable signs of dried cum. It was on her chest, her neck, her cheeks, her mouth. Even behind her ear. It had gotten everywhere.


   


  It had all been very, very real.


   


  My stomach did a flip. In the cold morning light, my intense sexual arousal completely dissipated, I felt very different about her swallowing a load of Jordan’s cum. How did this happen?


   


  Luckily, my roommate had already left for his morning practice, so we both didn’t have to face him. For now.


   


  I gently shook Kim, waking her.


   


  “Wake up, baby,” I whispered.


   


  She slowly opened her eyes, a satisfied, loving grin spreading all over her cute face. “Hey baby,” she said with a hoarse voice.


   


  She kissed me right on the lips and I could still taste the now dried-up cum on her lips. A part of me wanted to back away, but I didn’t want to risk offending her.


   


  “How are you?” She asked me as she stretched out.


   


  My Kim looked as beautiful and innocent as ever. If I couldn’t see the remnants of last night all over her body I never would’ve believed it.


   


  “Want to grab something to eat? I asked her.


   


  I needed to give myself some time to think. My mind was all over the place.


   


  “Alright,” she yawned.


   


  We got dressed in silence and headed for the local coffee place around the block where I ordered us some coffee and bagels.


   


  I ate my breakfast in silence as I waited for her to start the conversation, but Kim had no intention of doing so.


   


  “So, are we going to talk about last night or what?” I finally said.


   


  She took a sip of her coffee. “Do you want to?”


   


  “I think we have to.”


   


  “Okay, then go ahead,” she said, putting her bagel down. “What’s on your mind?”


   


  I searched for the right words. Where did I even start? I didn’t want to insinuate that she cheated on me, or crossed the line somehow, because I had been there every step of the way… but I worried about the precedent we had set.


   


  Jordan was going to be my roommate for the rest of the year, if not more, and on only the second night I spent with him he had already blown his load into my girlfriend’s mouth as I fucked her from behind.


   


  I had to nip this in the bud.


   


  Or else he would be cumming inside her every night.


   


  That thought, so wanton and lewd, actually made my cock hard. What would happen if I didn’t stop it? How long before Jordan would fuck Kim in front of me? A week? A day?


   


  What the hell is wrong with you, I scolded myself. Get it together! You don’t want to lose Kim to your roommate!


   


  “What’s on your mind, baby?” Kim asked me. “Why are you so quiet? Are you.. are you mad at me?”


   


  Kim interpreted my prolonged silence as anger. She cast her eyes down, staring into her coffee, aimlessly stirring it.


   


  “I thought it was what you wanted,” she said softly, her voice trailing off. “Stupid stupid stupid,” she muttered. “I’m so fucking stupid.”


   


  I couldn’t bear to see her hurt so much. I loved Kim with all my heart, and even though I did have some seconds thoughts, it wasn’t fair to take it out on her. If anyone was to blame, it as me. I should have put up clearer boundaries, and stopped it before it got so out of hand.


   


  Or just admit it was everything you wanted, a small voice in the back of my head nagged.


   


  I grabbed her hand. “Look at me. Look at me!”


   


  She glanced up, tears welling in her blue eyes.


   


  “I love you,” I said.


   


  She glanced away, wiping the tears from her eyes. I reached out and brushed her cheek with my thumb.


   


  “I love you,” I repeated, stressing the words. “That hasn’t changed a single bit. Okay?”


   


  Kim broke into a weak smile. “Okay,” she said. “You’re not mad at me?”


   


  “No, I’m mad at myself. I shouldn’t have let things get so out of hand.”


   


  “I don’t think you did anything wrong,” she said. “We just went with the flow. Don’t beat yourself up.”


   


  “I guess,” I answered, her casual attitude taking me off guard. In the back of my mind I wondered if she’d be so casual about it if I had ‘gone with the flow’ and kissed one of her friends, but I let that thought slink away quietly.


   


  “So you’re cool with it all?” I asked her. “I just want to us to be on the same page. I’m not mad at you, I’m just confused. You’re so… laid-back.”


   


  Kim laughed, a blush returning to her pale cheeks. “We’re in college, silly,” she answered. “It’s the perfect time for new experiences.”


   


  She glanced over her shoulder, making sure we were all alone, before she leaned in for a whisper.


   


  “It was fucking hot, baby. Every girl dreams of a threesome like that, just like I’m sure every guy fantasizes about two girls. I’m really happy you were so chill, and we got to experience it. Together.” Her two hands were holding mine as she gushed, her eyes beaming with genuine happiness. “I loved it. And I know you enjoyed it as well. Let’s not blow it out of proportion and make a big deal out of it. It was a harmless bit of fun. Like I said, college!”


   


  I had to concede it had been a very interesting and exciting experience, but her laissez-fare attitude to blowing my roommate, which was after all what happened, was a big surprise to me. Kim had always been very big on monogamy, and I agreed with her views, but it seemed times were a-changing.


   


  “You’re not afraid I’m going to leave you for Jordan, right? Is that it?” Kim asked, barely stifling a laugh, like it was the most ridiculous thought in the whole wide world.


   


  “No,” I answered. “Maybe.”


   


  Kim laughed. “Why would I do that?”


   


  “I don’t know. He’s supposed to be some kind of basketball prodigy, and… I mean, have you seen him?”


   


  “I don’t care about any of that,” Kim answered. “I love you, Eric. Yes, he’s easy on the eyes, but he’s also the biggest player on campus. Would you ever see him committing to anyone?”


   


  I scoffed at the thought, knowing exactly what Jordan would say. Something along the lines of I got too much dick for one pussy man.


   


  “So what are you worried about, baby?”


   


  “I don’t know. I think we should probably avoid seeing him, at least for a little while. Just, you know, to be safe.”


   


  “He’s your roommate, we’re going to see him eventually.”


   


  “I know,” I sighed. “I just feel like we’re going so fast, is all. I mean, yes, it was super hot, but I don’t want to risk our relationship for a sexual thrill.”


   


  “We haven’t risked anything,” Kim said firmly. “You know I’ll always be there for you.”


   


  Her words comforted me, alleviating my immediate concerns. I could tell, however, that she was keen on a repeat performance. I’d be lying I said I wasn’t interested either, but I was too anxious to do that right away.


   


  She ran her foot up my leg under the table. The conversation had left me hard and throbbing, a fact I did my best to ignore. I barely succeeded. The thought of my girlfriend’s lips wrapped around Jordan’s thick black cock made focusing very difficult.


   


  She pressed her foot into my crotch, smiling mischievously at me as she rubbed my cock under the table. I sipped my coffee, trying my best to keep a straight face. Kim grinned, enjoying the discomfort she was putting me in.


   


  This wasn’t like my coy Kim at all, but had to admit, I loved this new side of her.


   


  I walked her to class, doing my best to hide my erection. I’ve heard people say college changes people, and I could already notice Kim was quickly losing her inhibitions. She was greeted at her classroom door by her friend Leslie. She was a shorter, plump girl, with a pixie haircut and a nose piercing. A tattoo of a flaming heart adorned her left underarm. Leslie greeted me with an impish smile, and for the first time I realized she could be trouble. Did she know? Had Kim texted her and spilled the beans? Maybe Leslie had pushed her to do it…


   


  I mulled over these thoughts all day. Of course, Kim had been right. I couldn’t avoid Jordan forever.


   


  He came back to our room at around 10 that evening. He greeted me casually and changed his clothes. “I’m going out, I won’t be back till late,” he said.


   


  He was as nonchalant as Kim had been. Am I the only one who thinks having a bloody threesome is something of note?! I wondered.


   


  “About last night…” I said, my palms sweaty. I knew that if we didn’t have this conversation right now I would be anxious about it forever.


   


  “Don’t worry about it,” Jordan answered, cutting me off. “You and Kim got a good thing going, and I respect that.”


   


  His politeness caught me completely off guard.


   


  “I’d never mess with my bro’s girl behind his back. I want you to know that. But if you ever want a repeat performance.. I’m more than down. Kim is a total babe. But if you want space, I feel that. We cool?”


   


  “Yeah, we cool,” I answered, relieved.


   


  I was glad he was so understanding — even though he did flat out say he’d fuck my girlfriend if I just said the word. I climbed into bed and closed my eyes. He’s probably looking for a white girl to fuck right now, I thought. Lucky girl.


   


  My hand drifted towards my cock as I imagined Jordan running into Kim in some dimly lit club. They both said they’d respect my wished, but what if they were a little tipsy and a little horny, and bumped into each other. Both of them remembering what had transpired…


   


  I imagined my girlfriend hurriedly hiking up her short skirt in a back-alley behind some club and Jordan stuffing his unprotected cock right into her little pussy. “It’s just college baby, just a new experience,” she’d tell me when she stumbled into my room later with a pussy full of cum. “Now it’s your turn to have a new experience,” she’d giggle as she lowered her pussy on my face…


   


  I came quickly, blowing my load all over myself.


   


  What the hell, Eric, I thought as I wiped myself clean. Get it together…


   


  ***


  Chapter 8


   


  Kim


   


  A few weeks later…


   


   


  I couldn’t take it anymore.


   


  Enough was enough.


   


  I was happy for Eric his professor managed to get him an internship as a court clerk, but with the immense course load he had, it meant he didn’t have any time left for me. I’d only seen him in passing these last two weeks. A quick peck in the doorway was all the affection I had received for a fortnight.


   


  And that wasn’t enough. Not by a long shot.


   


  After the impromptu threesome with Jordan, my libido was at an all-time high. We’d relived that night many times through sexting, but no amount of sexts could replace a warm, hard cock.


   


  I marched towards his dorm, holding my trench-coat shut tight. The light drizzle was ruining my meticulously styled hair-do, worsening my mood. I shivered, it was fucking freezing out. All I was wearing underneath the thin coat was a strawberry-red corset, matching silk panties, and jet-black stockings. When I admired myself in my mirror half an hour ago, I felt drop-dead gorgeous. I imagined Eric ravaging me on the spot when he’d open the door for me.


   


  I knew Eric would be tired from working all day, but I hoped he’d get a kick out of my luscious outfit. Jordan was supposed to be out as well, and if he wasn’t, we’d just have to sneak off somewhere... In my mind it would all play out perfectly, like in the movies.


   


  Now, as I struggled my way through icy winds, wobbling on my high-heels, I felt more foolish by the minute. If he got held up in court again, all my trouble would have been for naught.. He still hadn’t responded to any of my texts, and I feared the worst.


   


  I knocked on his door, my hair wet and sticking to my face, shivering, hugging myself.


   


  Please, Eric, open up. Where the fuck are you?


   


  The door opened slowly… and an intimidatingly large figure loomed over me.


   


  “Hi Kim,” Jordan greeted me casually. “Whoa, you look cold. Come in!”


   


  My boyfriend’s roommate was wearing sweatpants and a grey T-shirt. Despite his casual wear, he still looked hot as fuck. His big biceps were straining against the fabric of his shirt, threatening to rip it all apart. It looked like he had gotten even more buff over the past few weeks — a feat I didn’t think possible.


   


  “Thank you,” I said as I walked in. I looked around the room, and I felt my heart sink when I realized Eric was still out.


   


  I knew in the back of my mind that being alone with Jordan while I was wearing nothing but lingerie was a bad idea, but I wasn’t going to risk hypothermia just because Eric was late once again.


   


  “Eric is still out?”


   


  “Yeah, I guess. Here, let me get your coat.”


   


  He gallantly reached for my soaking wet trench-coat, and I froze, clutching it close to my barely-covered frame.


   


  “N-no,” I stammered.


   


  His eyebrows rose. “You’re going to catch a cold.”


   


  I felt like a deer caught in the headlights as Jordan slid the beige coat from my shoulders, revealing my curvy, lingerie clad frame.


   


  He sucked in air through his teeth as his dark, commanding eyes drank in the sights. “Wow,” he said. “You look amazing.”


   


  I avoided his eyes, staring down at the floor, my cheeks burning bright red.


   


  “Thanks,” I said shyly. “It was a surprise for Eric… well, it was supposed to be…”


   


  I sat down on Eric’s bed, crossing my legs. My heart was thumping like a jack-hammer as Jordan’s commanding eyes drank in the sight of my body. Exposing my body to his roommate made my body burn with lust, and I felt my clit throb with sexual energy. It had been too long since I had felt Eric’s touch, and I craved attention.


   


  “That fool doesn’t know what he’s missing,” Jordan said.


   


  Damn it Eric, what’s keeping you?!


   


  I looked up at Jordan, unable to suppress a smile, and he handed me a towel to dry my hair.


   


  He looked so damn fine. My eyes were inadvertently drawn to the fine bulge in his crotch, the outline of his thick member clearly visible through his slacks. My mouth started to water as I thought back to how it tasted…


   


  “Here,” he said as he handed me a bath robe. “Don’t want to give Eric the wrong idea,” he smirked, “though I love looking at you.”


   


  I thanked him, but placed the robe at my side.


   


  “If he didn’t want you to see me like this, he should’ve been here,” I said defiantly. This was definitely my arousal talking. I didn’t want Jordan’s eyes to leave my body.


   


  “Hey, I’m not complaining,” Jordan said as he sat down across from me.


   


  “I’ll text Eric a picture so he can see what he’s missing out on,” I said with a mischievous grin. I sprawled out on Eric’s bed, trying to look as saucily as possible as I made a selfie.


   


  “Let me help you with that,” Jordan said as he grabbed my phone. “Show the camera some love.”


   


  A jolt ran through my body. I wasn’t just showing off for Eric, of course — now Jordan was taking control of the action. His eyes wandered over my exposed body, turning me on even more.


   


  I made a kissing face, pushing my shoulders together so my breasts threatened to spill forth from their confinements.


   


  “Yeah, that’s it,” Jordan said as he snapped a few pics. “If this doesn’t get him racing home, nothing will,” he said as he sent Eric the picture.


   


  We stared at each other in silence for a moment, both of us realizing we were at the crossroads. We could pull back… or keep going.


   


  My pussy grew wetter by the minute as I thought how easy it would be for Jordan to turn me into his plaything. A part of me feared, and another part hoped, that he could see my panties dampen.


   


  He had no idea about the dirty talk me and Eric had gotten into these past few weeks. If only he knew…


   


  I wondered how long it would take Eric to figure it the camera was too far away to be a selfie. When he realized I was all alone with his big black roommate, wearing so very little… ha, I bet he’d cum in his pants on the spot.


   


  All I had to do was mention Jordan by name to get my boyfriend hard and throbbing.


   


  The last time I sucked Eric’s cock, which was nearly three weeks ago, I had made him admit how much he enjoyed watching me suck a big black cock. I loved the power I had over him, the ability to make him cum at the drop of a hat.


   


  “Remember that one time,” I told Eric, his cock resting against my lips. “When I sucked your roommates cock?


   


  He nodded, his eyes shut tight, a stupid grin plastered on his face.


   


  “Say it,” I demanded.


   


  “I remember,” he gasped, his voice breaking. “I remember perfectly.”


   


  “Did you like it?”


   


  He remained silent and I leaned back, his cock falling out my mouth. “Say it,” I demanded once more.


   


  “Yes!” Eric admitted. “I liked it!”


   


  “What did you like the most?” I said with a cheeky grin as my tongue teased his shaft.


   


  “The way… the way your cheeks bulged when he slid into your mouth… the w-way he grabbed your head and forced his big black cock down your throa-aaaaohhgodd,” he grunted as he came, his seed spurting all over my face and outstretched tongue.


   


  I wasn’t even stroking him, he had cum with me barely touching me, the pure eroticism of it all overwhelming him, just like last time.


   


  Fantasizing about Jordan fucking me as Eric watched became a standard topic for us. I’d already joked several times that if Eric didn’t free up some time for me, I’d get Jordan to take care of my needs.


   


  It had been a joke.


   


  At the time.


   


  But now Jordan was staring at me, hunger in his eyes, a thick bulge in his sweats, and Eric was nowhere to be found. I squeezed my legs together, my clit thumping with every beat of my heart.


   


  My phone buzzed, breaking the silence.


   


  “Eric,” Jordan said. “He says ‘Holy shit! Sorry I’m running so late, will try to be home, but it can be another hour, sorry! X!”


   


  He glanced up at me, his dark eyes brimming with fire.


   


  “Seems we’ll be alone for quite some time.”


   


  I sat up on my knees, my heart beating in my throat. “I guess we haven’t enticed him enough,” I said with a sultry voice.


   


  “Then we’ll give him something he can’t ignore,” Jordan replied. “Turn around, and get on your hands and knees.”


   


  Fuck. This was really happening.


   


  I turned around, looking at Jordan over my shoulder. I got down on all fours slowly, enjoying the lustful gleam in his eyes.


   


  “Like this?” I said as I wiggled my barely covered behind at my boyfriend’s roommate. The strawberry-red silky panties I had on left very little to the imagination.


   


  “Exactly like that,” he growled as he took one picture after another. “That’s it, jut out that ass. Work it.”


   


  My pussy was now so wet I was sure my panties were soaked. I loved how Jordan commanded me, bossing me around, telling me exactly what he wanted to do with my body.


   


  “Do you love my big white ass?” I said as I reached back and pulled the fabric into my crack, exposing my entire creamy white cheeks to this black stud. A thin string of fabric was the only thing covering my wet, hot lips.


   


  “I love it,” he replied. “You’ve got the best fucking ass I’ve ever seen.”


   


  The bulge in Jordan’s sweatpants had grown to monsterous proportions. It reached down almost all the way to his knees. I licked my bottom lip in anticipation.


   


  “You know what’ll really drive Eric wild…?


   


  ***


  Chapter 9


   


  Eric


   


  This day just kept dragging on and on and on.


   


  When my professor told me he could get me an internship at the local court, I was ecstatic. Now, not so much.


   


  I was happy I had gotten this opportunity to see the legal system in action, but man, I had no clue it would be so fucking boring. I imagined flashy trials and glorious debates. You can’t handle the truth! That shit. Instead I was filing documents, answering phones, and filling up the damn printer all day long.


   


  Worst of all, I barely had any time left to see Kim anymore. I couldn’t half-ass this job, I didn’t want to let my professor down, but my course load didn’t leave any room for shenanigans.


   


  And I love shenanigans.


   


  I felt like Kim and I were reaching a breaking point of sorts. I knew, deep down, that this situation wasn’t sustainable. Something had to give.


   


  I just never expected it to be Kim.


   


  She had been texting me all week, wanting to meet up, flirting and teasing, but I was just so tired I blew her off. And now, she was blowing my room mate, and I was glued to my phone’s screen.


   


  Let’s back up a bit.


   


  My phone buzzed as I was examining a fresh bout of legal documents. Everyone else had already clocked out, but I, ever the diligent intern, had promised my superiors that I’d give them a concise summary in the morning. I just brewed myself a fresh cup of coffee when the first text arrived.


   


  It was Kim. “You’re missing out,” the text read, accompanied by a photo that blew my mind. She was sprawled out on my bed, wearing nothing but a red corset, matching red panties and jet-black stockings. Kim was ogling the camera, a come-hither look in her azure blue eyes. She looked good enough to eat.


   


  Holy shit!


   


  I noticed I had missed several other texts as well, all from Kim, asking what the hell was keeping me so long. I’d been so engrossed in my work I hadn’t noticed a thing.


   


  Fuck. She had gotten all dressed up for me, in gorgeous lingerie I had never even seen before, and I was still at work like a jackass.


   


  What if Jordan came home and found her like that?


   


  My cock throbbed in my pants at the thought, pictures flooding into my mind. I managed to keep the two apart over these last few weeks, but what would happen if she was dressed so scantly, all alone… it would only be a matter of time before they caved. The attraction between those two was electric.


   


  I knew Kim had joked that if I didn’t make time for her, she’d have to get Jordan to satisfy her urges. I laughed every time, but still, I hadn’t change my schedule. Maybe I wanted this all along, my sub-conscious steering us towards this outcome.


   


  My hands trembled like a leaf in the wind as I typed my response.


   


  “Holy shit!!” I started. “Sorry! I’ll try to hurry but it can be another hour!”


   


  I slumped back in my chair, sighing deeply. I ran my hand through my hair as I waited for her response. I barely understood why I lied. If I hurried, I could make it home in fifteen minutes, tops.


   


  I couldn’t resist tempting fate, however. I imagined what could happen, what, as far as I knew, was already happening, on my own bed…


   


  My phone buzzed a minute later, snapping me out of my day-dream.


   


  Another photo.


   


  Oh shit.


   


  Kim was on her hands and knees on my bed. Face down, ass up. Her panty-covered ass cheeks were captured in all their curvy glory by the all-seeing camera.


   


  With a sudden rush of blood I realized that there was no way that Kim could have taken photo herself.


   


  That could only mean one thing.


   


  Jordan.


   


  I jumped out of my chair, blood rushing through my veins, my vision blurry. I stumbled forward, clutching the table for support.


   


  Another buzz.


   


  Kim had pulled the fabric of her strawberry-red, silky panties into the crack of her round ass. Her creamy, white globes were completely exposed. Only a small, thin piece of string covered her pussy lips and asshole.


   


  The wetness of her panties were clearly visible, the camera catching every little detail.


   


  I gasped for air. My heart felt like it was going to burst out of my chest, arousal spreading through my veins like a wildfire.


   


  This was exactly what I had wanted, what my actions had caused. I had made my bed. Now I had to sleep in it.


   


  “What’s going on,” I texted back, my hands shaking. My mouth felt like it was filled with sawdust.


   


  “Do you want me to stop?” read the reply, accompanied by a picture of her panties pulled halfway down her glorious ass, her tiny asshole only a small tug away.


   


  Kim was glancing over her shoulder, a love-drunk smile plastered on her face. Her eyes were narrowed, her tongue slightly extended as she eye-fucked the camera.


   


  Maybe it was Leslie who was assisting her. Or maybe Kim rigged some complicated timer-selfie-stick contraption.


   


  I was grasping at straws.


   


  The next photo but an abrupt end to my speculations.


   


  Jordan’s black hand, as big as a boxing glove, was resting on my girl’s creamy white left ass cheek. His ebony skin contrasted beautifully with Kim’s pale skin. His fingers were digging into her soft skin. He wasn’t just copping a feel, he was full-on grabbing her ass.


   


  A bright red imprint of his hand adorned her right ass cheek, and to add insult to injury, Kim’s face was contorted into a look of pure ecstasy.


   


  My gut feeling had been right. Of course it had. Now my large, black roommate had his greedy hands on my girlfriend’s curvy ass, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.


   


  I just hoped the texts kept coming.


   


  Buzz. This time it was straight from Jordan’s phone. I guess he wanted to save the photos to his own phone.


   


  With trembling hands I opened the text, my cock pressing against my jeans. I quickly glanced over my shoulder to see if no one was there, but as far as I could tell, I was the only living soul in the desired building.


   


  “Don’t worry Eric, I’ll take care of your girl,” the text read, accompanied by a tantalizing photo.


   


  Kim’s panties were now dangling around her knees. Her hands were gripping her ass cheeks, spreading them, her glistening wet cunt and appetizing asshole on full display. Kim’s lips were swollen with arousal and dripping with juices. Jordan’s hand was in the picture as well, his index-finger extended, a strand of juices connecting his finger to Kim’s wet pussy. His ebony fingers gleamed with her fluids.


   


  Heat prickled my skin, my clothing feeling two sizes to tight as arousal ignited my whole body. I squeezed the bulge in my pants, pre-cum leaking through my boxers. I had never known I wanted this so bad, but now that it was happening, I craved more.


   


  “Tell me to keep going or the texts stop,” Jordan threatened. My fingers were a blur as I texted him to keep going as soon as humanly possible.


   


  “Okay :),” he replied.


   


  The next pic was so arousing I audibly gasped for air.


   


  Jordan’s big black cock was resting on Kim’s creamy white ass. The bulbous, purple head was glistening with pre-cum, some of it dribbling down on her soft, fluffy cheeks.


   


  It was a sight to behold.


   


  I waited for the next text, every second feeling like a lifetime, time dragging to a standstill. My mind ran rampant with filthy images as I imagined what was taking place on my sheets, the same one I had to sleep on tonight.


   


  Had Jordan already slid his big cock into her? Her wet, wanton pussy was only a few inches away, he could slide his member right in… maybe they had forgotten all about me, and Jordan was fucking Kim’s brain out at that very moment…


   


  I thought about racing home, but that would mean tearing myself away from my phone’s screen. Texting and driving don’t mix, and especially not when your roommate is sending you pics of his dick inside your girlfriend.


   


  The exact moment when I pushed my chair back to get up up, grab my things, and head out the door, my phone buzzed, reliving me of my grueling anxiety for a microsecond.


   


  Jordan had texted me a video.


   


  I hit download, and watched the bar fill up way too slowly, driving me up the wall. The small thumbnail accompanying the video seemed to be Kim’s face, kneeling in front the camera… but I couldn’t be sure.


   


  In anticipation I unbuckled my jeans and pulled my hard cock out of my pants. If anyone happened to walk into the office now I’d be fucked, but at that moment I couldn’t care less about this shitty internship.


   


  At the same moment I realized that I had been on the court’s private WiFi the whole time. If the court’s IT-guy was worth his salt my time was numbered. Our entire conversation was probably all saved somewhere, just waiting for a curious employee to stumble across it. If those pictures leaked, my humiliation would be complete.


   


  And if the local IT guy wouldn’t find them, I was sure the NSA would have saved them. They tapped everything after all, and I was on the government’s WiFi to boot. I vaguely remember some news article about the their employees passing around naked pics they stumbled across. If they found my texts, the pictures of my girlfriend with Jordan’s black hands all over her… they’d have a field day, for sure.


   


  The intense humiliation only fueled my erection.


   


  I pressed play on the video, holding my pulsing cock by its base as I held my breath. What I saw blew my fucking mind.


   


  Kim was kneeling in front of a totally naked Jordan. He was holding the phone, the camera pointing down at my lingerie-clad girlfriend sitting between his knees. His big black cock stood straight up, bobbing up and down like a menacing predator.


   


  Kim was looking up at his giant pulsing member, a look of sheer dedication and wonder gleaming in her Caribbean-blue eyes.


   


  “It’s so big,” she muttered under her breath.


   


  Jordan grabbed the base of his cock firmly, a large drop of pre-cum seeping out the slit on top, the juices glistening appetizingly in the fluorescent lights of our dorm room.


   


  “Say hi to Eric,” Jordan said, his voice thick with derision.


   


  I swallowed the large lump in my throat, my entire body pricking with the head of humiliation. He had said my name, so if he ever shared this with anyone else, they knew exactly what it was about. My own member bobbed up and down of it’s own accord, copious amounts of pre-cum dribbling down my shaft. I was afraid to touch myself, fearing that the slightest touch would make me cum on the spot, all over my desk and all the documents.


   


  Cum stains all over my boss’s legal documents would be hard to explain.


   


  “Hi, Eric,” Kim said, waving at the camera, a big smile on her gorgeous face. Her sexy, blue eyes were alight, dripping with pure lust. She brushed a strand of her blonde hair out of her face, tucking it behind her ears, as she licked her bottom lip in anticipation.


   


  I don’t think I’ve ever seen her look at me that way.


   


  “Do you love your boyfriend?” Jordan asked.


   


  Kim giggled. “Of course I do,” she answered.


   


  “But do you love black cocks?” Jordan continued, waving his cock in front of her for emphasis.


   


  Her eyes followed his cock faithfully, never moving away for even an instant. The corners of her mouth curled up into a naughty smile that made my whole body shiver.


   


  “Yes,” she hisses, her voice hoarse and low.


   


  “Open your mouth,” Jordan commanded. “Show me a good white slut you are.”


   


  I was rooted to the spot, unable to move, unable to tear my eyes away from the small screen in front of me. The court-building could’ve collapsed around me and I wouldn’t have noticed.


   


  My loving girlfriend opened her mouth wide, stretching her tongue out as far as she could, obediently surrendering her body to my roommate. Jordan grabbed the base of his member and slapped the big purple head against her tongue.


   


  “That’s it,” he grunted as he rubbed his cock all over my girlfriend’s face. “I love the way you look with a black cock on your face.”


   


  I had to agree.


   


  Kim tried to wrap her lips around the head of his cock, but Jordan wasn’t through playing with us both yet. He rubbed the head of his thick prick all over her lips and cheeks, spreading his pre-cum all over her face.


   


  Kim closed her eyes, purring softly like a kitten being stroked as my big black roommate rubbed his cock on her face.


   


  I had to pause the video and look away to stop myself from blowing my load on the spot. This was almost too much to handle. All my wicked dreams, all the dirty, naughty, forbidden fantasies I had tried to push away were coming to fruition in glorious HD.


   


  I took a few deep breaths, breathing in through my mouth and out my nose as I tried to calm my jittering nerves. I wiped my sweaty palms on my pants and hit play once again. I needed to see more.


   


  Jordan grabbed my girlfriends neck and placed his cock on her forehead. The big, purple head rested right on the top of her head, his big black balls resting against Kim’s chin. My girlfriend placed small, gentle kisses on the base of his shaft, her eyes closed and smiling, a blissful smile on her lips.


   


  “Would you look at that?” Jordan said, addressing me directly. “Kim’s face was made to hold my cock. Isn’t that right?”


   


  Kim grunted approvingly, nodding her head. She ran her tongue up his shaft, finally wrapping her red hot lips around the head of his giant member.


   


  Jordan grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and guided his immense cock into my girlfriend’s mouth. She struggled to take more than two inches of his thick monster, but that wasn’t enough to satisfy Jordan.


   


  Not by a long shot.


   


  “Take it all, slut,” he grunted as he forced Kim’s head down on his dick. “You want it all, don’t you?”


   


  Kim nodded, tears welling in her eyes as Jordan gagged her with his cock. Even though she was in obvious discomfort she didn’t struggle or resist him for even a second. She was a more than willing participant.


   


  Slowly but surely, Jordan worked his cock down her throat, inch-by-inch of his thick member sliding in.


   


  I was amazed, watching slack-jawed as my roommate used my girlfriend like I never dared to.


   


  Jordan let go of his firm hold and Kim came up for air, couching and hacking, saliva dripping down her chin, her make-up smeared as tears ran down her cheeks. She looked like a total slut — used and abused.


   


  My cock couldn’t be harder.


   


  “How that does that cock taste?” Jordan asked.


   


  Kim dried her eyes, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. To my surprise her face was beaming with joy. She seemed proud she could fit that much cock in her mouth.


   


  “So good,” she said, licking her lips. “I love your black cock.”


   


  “Anything you want to say to your boyfriend?”


   


  Kim looked directly into the camera, her eyes glistening with pure lust. “Hurry home, baby,” she said, planting a big, wet, sloppy kiss right on the head of Jordan’s throbbing cock.


   


  The last thing I heard before the video cut off was Jordan’s loud, taunting laugh.


   


  I was left sitting alone in the office, my cock pulsing with every beat of my heart. I gasped for air, not realizing I had been holding my breath for a while. I stuffed my cock back into my pants, grabbed my shit and sprinted out the door.


   


  I didn’t want to miss a thing.


   


  ***


  Chapter Ten


   


  Eric


   


  Traffic was a nightmare. Of course it was. A ten minute drive turned into a half-an-hour slog, the pouring rain turning every single driver into a fucking idiot.


   


  I cursed out every one of them as I sped my way home, stealing a few glances at my phone every few minutes like a total idiot.


   


  No new messages.


   


  It’s like they knew I was racing home and didn’t want to endanger me… or more likely, they were so absorbed in their activities, they had forgotten all about me.


   


  I pulled up to the dorms, jamming my car into the first open spot I saw, and sprinted home through the rain.


   


  I burst through the door, panting and wheezing, my clothes soaking wet. My eyes were wide-open and bewildered.


   


  “Hi baby,” Kim said. “What took you so long?”


   


  My loving girlfriend was sitting between Jordan’s legs in front of his bed, her hands gently stroking his half-erect member.


   


  She looked straight at me as she placed a firm kiss on the side of his penis.


   


  I had to grab the wall for support when my knees buckled. Everything hit me all at once. The intense smell, the wanton sight, the wet sound of her lips on his cock.


   


  Kim was as naked as Jordan was, except for her black stockings. Pieces of her lingerie laid strewn around the room randomly, as if he had literally torn them from her body.


   


  The room was thick with the poignant and familiar smell of sex, a potent cocktail of sweat, sperm and pussy-juice permeating the air.


   


  Kim was facing me, her legs slightly open, and I saw her pussy was red and swollen, and a trickle of what could only be cum leaked out her cunt, pooling on the floor.


   


  I searched for the right words, to say anything, but I was completely dumbfounded. All I managed was an infantile “Whhaaa?”


   


  “Hey, Eric. You’re just in time for round three,” Jordan greeted me.


   


  Round three?!


   


  What had round one and two been?


   


  Kim stood up and sauntered towards me, swaying her hips seductively with every step. I had to admit, she had never looked sexier than at that moment. Her blonde hair was tussled and wild, with that freshly-fucked look. Her nipples were as hard as diamonds, her chest red and bruised with what appeared to be bite-marks. Her jet-black stockings were torn and stained, and her pussy was all red and swollen, her lips slightly parted.


   


  Her cunt was freshly fucked. Jordan’s potent load was dripping out, her seed clinging to her inner thighs.


   


  “Hi baby,” Kim whispered to me as she helped me take my clothes off. I stood there, silent and unmoving, as I let my girlfriend disrobe me.


   


  Now that she was standing so close to me, the smell hit me like a truck. Being Jordan’s roommate, I had become familiar with the fragrance of his sweat. My girlfriend smelled like that, only mixed with the strong yet specific smell of cum. I felt the strong urge to kiss her.


   


  Kim smiled coyly, her hands cradling my face. She stared into my eyes, trying to read my thoughts. My mind was going a million miles a minute. Jealousy, anger, fear, they were all there, but all of them were drowned out by the overpowering force of arousal.


   


  I rested my hands on her naked waist, the touch sending jolts of electricity through my body.


   


  I kissed her.


   


  I planted my lips firmly on hers, full of pent-up lust and hunger, and I forced my tongue into her mouth. I tasted Jordan’s cock on her breath, and my cock surged with blood. My hands gripped her ass tightly as I pulled her close, the tips of my fingers feeling her wetness, the sensation driving me completely wild.


   


  Kim kissed me back, moaning as her hands fumbled with my jeans, unbuttoning them and pulling them down my hips. My hard cock flopped out, brushing against her stomach.


   


  She started to jerk me off and I quickly grabbed her wrist.


   


  “I’ll cum,” I whined between kisses. She guided my cock between her legs and the head of my cock parted her swollen lips.


   


  With the tip of my cock I felt how incredibly wet she was. I bit down on the inside of my cheek to stop myself from cumming on the spot.


   


  Kim leaned away from me, smiling devilishly. We barely shared any words, but we had understood each other perfectly.


   


  She turned on her heels and walked back towards Jordan. He was stretched out on his bed, his hands tucked behind his head, his big cock resting against his thigh.


   


  Now that I could see Kim from behind for the first time I saw her creamy cheeks were glowing a fiery red, Jordan’s paws burned into her pale skin.


   


  I sat down on my bed, across from Jordan, my eyes glued to my girlfriend’s body.


   


  Jordan swung his legs open, his big balls spilling out and hanging over the edge of his bed.


   


  “Come here and get me warmed up for round three, baby girl,” he told my girlfriend.


   


  Kim obediently sank to her knees in front of him. I’ll never forget the sight of my petite, white girlfriend, kneeling before my gigantic black roommate, his immense frame making her seem incredibly small.


   


  She looked over her shoulder at me, flashing me a bright smile, before she turned her attention back towards the throbbing black cock in front of her.


   


  Jordan grabbed his cock by its base, pulling it up so his big black balls were dangling in front of Kim.


   


  “Suck on my balls,” he said dryly.


   


  She sucked passionately on his chocolate, salty balls, lathering them up with her tongue and rolling them around in her mouth. His big black balls were royally worshiped by my girlfriend’s tongue.


   


  “That’s it,” my roommate grunted approvingly.


   


  To my surprise, he lifted up his left leg, placing it on the small table between our two beds.


   


  Kim got the hint before I did. She licked lower and lower, until she was tonguing his taint, his big balls resting on her forehead.


   


  “Ohh fuck, right there, oh yeah right there,” Jordan grunted as Kim licked lower and lower. His hand, as big as frying pan, grabbed the the back of her head and forced it down, deep between his legs.


   


  I watched open-mouthed, completely mesmerized, as Kim appeared to rim my roommate right in front of me. I could barely believe it, but there was no denying it. As if watching him suck his big black dick wasn’t humiliating enough, Jordan had to shove her tongue down his asshole.


   


  Kim moaned and writhed as she stuck her tongue up my roommate’s ass, seductively waving her naked pussy at me.


   


  I couldn’t resist.


   


  I dropped to my knees and crawled towards Kim. I grabbed her ass with my hands, spreading her cheeks open wide. Her tight, little asshole was staring me in the face, daring me, inviting me in.


   


  I had never licked ass before, but today was a day of firsts, apparently. I dived in, plunging my tongue right into her ass, as far as it would go.


   


  The smell of her cum-filled pussy filled my nostrils, making my mouth water. I traced my tongue down, until I reached her wet, creamy folds. I wrapped my mouth around her dripping wet licks, sticking my tongue as far into her well-fucked, stretched out pussy as it would go.


   


  Kim grunted approvingly, her voice muffled by Jordan’s hand holding her face down between his legs.


   


  I licked her pussy clean, the forbidden taste of her sloppy pussy driving me mad with lust.


   


  “That’s it,” Jordan said. “Get that ass ready for me, boy.”


   


  As I wasn’t already shocked enough. I didn’t think there were any boundaries left for us three to break, but right when I thought we’d done it all, Jordan managed to set the bar even higher. His giant black cock inside my girlfriend’s virgin, unused asshole?


   


  Impossible.


   


  Or so I thought.


   


  I had never, in all our time together, fucked her ass. Hell, I hadn’t even laid as much as a finger on her rear entry. And now my roommate was going to claim her anal virginity, right in front of me, just like that.


   


  I plunged my tongue back into her asshole with renewed vigor, getting her tiny, brown hole nice and wet for Jordan’s big, throbbing member.


   


  My roommate released his stranglehold on Kim, and she came up gasping for air. “Oh yeah,” she moaned like an animal as I licked her behind. “Lick me, right there, oh right baby,” she writhed as I pushed my tongue into her. She reached back, grabbing my head with her hand, forcing me down on her round ass. Her feet brushed up against my pulsing cock, and she rubbed me with them, tapping her soles against my sensitive ballsack.


   


  “Is she ready, Eric?” Jordan asked me.


   


  I looked up, my face dripping with Kim’s juices. Jordan ruled over us both, his dark, tall frame towering over us like a king, his immense presence filling the entire room. I loved serving him. Getting my girlfriend ready for him filled me with purpose. He deserved to be the first inside her ass.


   


  “Yes, sir,” I said.


   


  “Good. Get on Eric’s bed,” Jordan commanded my girlfriend.


   


  Kim hopped up, skipping towards my bed. “Do you want me on my knees or my back… sir?” She said, both of us taking on our new roles as Jordan’s servants with ease.


   


  Jordan smiled, content with our unyielding obedience, our total acceptance of his sexual dominance. He had conquered us both — though was it ever a contest?


   


  “What do you think, Eric? What’s the best way to fuck your girlfriend’s ass?”


   


  All eyes turned to me. “On her back,” I said hoarsely.


   


  “Excellent choice,” Jordan said as he slapped me on the back so hard I stumbled. “Hold your bitches’ legs for me.”


   


  Kim laid down on her back on my bed, pulling her knees up to her chest. She eyed Jordan’s big black cock, bobbing up and down between his legs, with a look of wonder mixed with terror. That giant, throbbing black menace was going to tear apart her virgin asshole, and we all knew it.


   


  I kneeled on the bed next to her, grabbing her ankles, so that her legs were nice and high in the air, her ass readily available for my roommate to use.


   


  Jordan grabbed his cock, rubbing the big, purple, slimy head of his member against her sensitive back door.


   


  Kim squealed in anticipation. Her eyes were as wide as saucers, looking at me for comfort.


   


  “Relax,” Jordan said authoritatively. “Eric got your ass nice and wet for me. I’ll take my time. Just relax.”


   


  He slid his big index finger right into her asshole, plunging it in. Kim jumped, trying to move away as she grunted, but I held her struggling body in place. To my surprise, Jordan’s finger seemed to slip in quite easily.


   


  “See, you’re nice and wet,” Jordan said. “Just relax, it’ll feel good in no time.”


   


  He added a second finger, her asshole already having to open up wide to accommodate him.


   


  “Oh god,” Kim groaned, writhing on my bed. “I can’t, I can’t—” she panted.


   


  “Eric, tell your girl to calm down,” Jordan addressed me directly.


   


  I stoked Kim’s face with my one free hand, passing her ankle to Jordan. I caressed her cheek, rubbing my thumb across her jawline. “Relax honey, it’ll be fine,” I re-assured her.


   


  Her deep blue eyes locked onto mine, tears welling in them.


   


  “You promise?” She whispered softly. “It’s so big.”


   


  “You can take it all, I promise,” I said.


   


  Kim bit down on her bottom lip and nodded. “Yes,” she said softly. “I can do it… I can take it… I can take Jordan’s cock in my ass.”


   


  I bent down and kissed her forehead, wiping the sweat off her brow, feeling proud of her determination.


   


  I didn’t stop for a moment to consider the strangeness of the situation. Assuring my girlfriend that my roommate’s giant black cock will, in fact, fit inside her ass? Before today I would’ve that that beyond ludicrous. Yet at that moment, it felt completely natural. It was what I was supposed to do. It was my role, and I fulfilled it with verve.


   


  Jordan, after letting Kim adjust to the feelings of his fingers inside of her, pulled them out and with one smooth motion replaced them with the purple head of his cock, spreading her ass open even wider as he slid the head in.


   


  “Oh GOD,” Kim screamed at the top of her lungs. Her face was contorted in a look of pure pain as a cock slid into her ass for the first time in her life.


   


  Jordan’s big burly black hands held her inner thighs tightly as he pushed forwards, the tip of his enormous penis stretching my girlfriend’s asshole wide open. Kim grunted and trembled, painful grunts leaving her lips.


   


  I held her hand, squeezing it for encouragement, coaching her through it.


   


  “You’re doing great,” Jordan said. I noticed his black, muscled body was glistening with a thin layer of sweat as he worked his cock into my girl’s ass. “This is the tightest ass I’ve ever been in,” he said, “but I can train it, just you watch.”


   


  He waited a moment for Kim to adjust as she groaned continuously. Slowly but surely, her sounds turned from painful whimpers into lustful moans. Jordan flexed his strong hips, an extra inch of his massive black behemoth forcing its way into her girlfriend’s ass, making her moan loudly.


   


  “Oh yessss,” she hissed, her eyes shut tight. This was no longer a cry of pain, this was a moan of pure, unadulterated pleasure.


   


  “You’re starting to feel it, don’t you?” Jordan said.


   


  Kim nodded vigorously. “Yes yes yes,” she said rapidly.


   


  I was astonished. Jordan’s big cock was half-way inside her virgin asshole, and Kim was now begging for more.


   


  Jordan wasn’t one to keep a girl waiting.


   


  He pulled his cock out, until only the head remained, before slamming back in, plunging half of his hard cock back into her virgin ass, tearing it wide open.


   


  “GOD YES,” Kim screamed, her face red, her mouth hanging wide open. “FUCK! OH! FUCK!”


   


  Jordan picked up the pace and started relentlessly pummeling my girlfriend’s ass, jack-hammering his entire length into her.


   


  I sat back in amazement as this black stallion used my girl’s asshole. I could never fuck her like that — I’d either tire quickly or cum straight away, the intense feeling of fucking her so fast overwhelming me.


   


  Jordan, however, had the stamina of a thorough-bred horse. And the cock as well.


   


  His cock was now so lubricated, and her ass so stretched out, that with every thrust he filled her right to the hilt, his balls resting against her ass as he filled her up more than she had ever been filled before.


   


  Kim was writhing and grunting, reduced to a wild animal as she was anally fucked. Her moans were low and animalistic, unlike anything I had heard before.


   


  Her breathing became more erratic and her eyes rolled to the back of her head. She grabbed my hand and squeezed it so hard it hurt as her body trembled fiercely, a lewd, prolonged moan leaving her lips.


   


  She was cumming. She was cumming from Jordan’s cock in her ass.


   


  I had never given her a vaginal orgasm before, my fingers or my mouth had to do the trick, but Jordan’s made my girlfriend tremble harder than I had ever felt her do, all from fucking her in the ass.


   


  “Oh yeah, milk that cock,” Jordan grunted. “I can feel you tensing on my dick. Fuck, I’m about to blow my load deep inside your ass.”


   


  “YES,” Kim screamed, opening her eyes. Her usually calm eyes were now wild, like a shark honing in on it’s prey. “Fill me! Fill my ass, Jordan!”


   


  Jordan slammed his cock into her, causing Kim’s entire body to quake and tremble, before unloading his patented massive load deep inside her anus.


   


  His entire body trembled and his balls pulsed, his thick black cock firing load after load of his potent seed straight into her bowels. My roommate was the first man to ever coat the inside of her ass with his seed.


   


  With a satisfied sigh, Jordan exhaled. He pulled out, leaving my girlfriend’s ass gaping wide open. A torrent of cum immediately gushed out, and Jordan pushed her legs up, so that his cum pooled inside of her.


   


  “Get in your place, Eric,” Jordan snapped.


   


  With horror I realized what he meant.


   


  This was the true moment of submission. If I followed his orders now, there would be no coming back. I would truly have surrendered my girlfriend to him, the bigger and better man.


   


  Having already gone this far, I didn’t see why not. Deep down, I had to admit to myself, I wanted nothing more than to drink his cum straight from her used asshole.


   


  I kneeled down in front of the bed, between Kim’s legs. She looked down at me, her eyes drunk with desire as she realized what we had in store for her.


   


  “Yessss,” she hissed. “Are you going to lick my ass?”


   


  I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. “Yes.”


   


  Kim slowly lowered her legs and I scooted up close, placing my outstretched tongue right in front of her red and raw asshole. Gravity ran its course and Jordan’s virile, potent cum started gushing out her ass.


   


  A trickle at first, but it quickly became a steady stream. I swallowed and swallowed as much as I could, plunging my tongue into her open hole, gobbling it all op. Kim stroked my hair, guiding me around as I licked her sensitive spots.


   


  I diligently swallowed the biggest load I had ever seen.


   


  “You’re as good a cumslut as your girl,” Jordan said with a grin.


   


  I looked up to see him standing next to me, one leg on my bed, and Kim’s mouth wrapped around his thick, slimy, dirty member. The same cock that had, only moments ago, unleashed a boatload of fresh cum inside her ass, was now inside my girlfriends mouth.


   


  She took as much as she could into her mouth, sucking it right clean.


   


  Jordan was right. He had turned both me and Kim into his personal cumsluts — nothing was too extreme, we’d follow every perverse command if it meant either of us got a taste of that beautiful big black dick of his.


   


  If only our parents could see us now, I thought. Kim and I both came from conservative families, who still frowned heavily upon interracial couples. If they only knew that we’d spent the rest of the year swallowing black cum on the daily…


   


  Jordan left to take a shower, giving me and Kim a moment to catch our breaths. I climbed up on my bed next to her, wrapping my arms around her.


   


  Both of us burst out laughing, the absurdity of everything that had just happened completely overwhelming us.


   


  “This was fucking crazy,” I said.


   


  “I know,” Kim answered. “I couldn’t believe you were so into it. You followed Jordan’s every word, you, you,” she blushed. “You licked my ass,” she whispered.


   


  I laughed. After everything that happened, Kim still managed to be embarrassed about saying it, even though she was begging for Jordan’s cum only a few moments ago.


   


  “I sure did, didn’t I?”


   


  We cuddled, both of us still reeling with excitement. My cock pressed against her tummy — I still hadn’t cum yet. I refrained from touching myself, I wanted to save it all, to cum inside Kim, to reclaim her.


   


  “Can I fuck your ass?”


   


  “No, I’m still too sore,” Kim answered.


   


  “B-but,” I stammered. Even now Jordan still outshone me. Even with him out of the room, my girlfriend still denied me her ass.


   


  Kim pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me, guiding my hard, throbbing cock into her sloppy pussy. My dick sank in right away, her fuckhole extremely well lubricated.


   


  She rocked herself on top of me, reaching back to squeeze my balls.


   


  “Cum inside of me, baby,” she moaned as she rode me. “Fill me like your roommate did… three times.”


   


  I sensed she was more than exhausted from Jordan’s marathon fucking. Our sex lacked the intense passion and fire Jordan brought to the table.


   


  Still, I came damn near instantaneously. I had held my orgasm all night long, and now, within a few strokes, my whole body tensed before unloading my cum, adding my load to Jordan’s.


   


  “Yes, yes,” Kim grunted as she felt my cock explode inside of her. “I fucking love cum, baby.”


   


  She collapsed on top of me, my cock still spurting, now dribbling against her inner thigh. Kim buried her head in my neck and closed her eyes. I held her tightly as I came down from this extreme sexual high.


   


  Within a minute I heard her snoring. I rolled her off me, and we both fell asleep quickly, though I had to sleep in the wet spot.


   


  *


   


  I awoke several hours later, startled by strange sounds.


   


  I heard labored breathing and springs squeaking.


   


  I rolled over, still half asleep but the spot next to me was cold and empty.


   


  Where was Kim?


   


  I slowly opened my eyes. The room was pitch black, and it took a few moments for my eyes to adjust to the darkness.


   


  “Oh yeah, baby, that’s it, right there, oh you’re so fucking big Jordan, god, I can’t get enough of this big fucking dick!”


   


  What the…?


   


  I saw what appeared to be Kim in bed with Jordan, straddling his lap, bouncing up and down.


   


  She had been too tired for another go with me, but apparently, not tired enough to wake in the dead of night and crawl into bed with him for another round.


   


  “Kim?” I asked. “Is that you?”


   


  “Oh shit we woke him,” she whispered.


   


  They talked in hushed tones, both of them giggling.


   


  “Go back to sleep, Eric,” she said. “I’m just fucking Jordan.”


   


  “Are you… are coming back to bed with me?”


   


  “Maybe, she said. “Go to sleep, baby.” I was too tired to argue, and soon drifted back to a restless sleep.


   


  *


   


  “Wake up, honey.”


   


  When I opened my eyes the next morning I was in for the surprise of a lifetime.


   


  Kim was kneeling over me, her cunt dripping with a fresh load of cum.


   


  “Breakfast is ready,” she grinned as she lowered herself on top of me.


   


  I didn’t even a chance to react. I opened my mouth to protest and I immediately felt Jordan’s warm goop sliding into my mouth. Instinctively I swallowed.


   


  Kim grabbed my morning erection and jerked me off, and I came right way, my cum flying halfway across the room.


   


  “See, told you he’d like it,” I heard Jordan say from the other end of the room.


   


  “I guess you’re right,” Kim answered as she ground herself on my face.


   


  What a start to the day…


   


  ***


  Epilogue


   


  Eric


   


  Later that year..


   


  Since that day, everything changed. Kim no longer spent her nights in my bed, preferring to curl up against Jordan’s longer, broader frame. I lost count of the amounts of nights I was woken up in the middle of the night by her piercing screams as Jordan pummeled her. I had no idea where either of them got the stamina from. It was seriously impressive. I was still her emotional bedrock, but Jordan took care of her physical needs.


   


  That didn’t mean I was cut off from Kim’s body in any way — they both involved me as much as possible. Most mornings I started my day with a fresh creampie. Jordan refused to eat her pussy, so that was my designated task, one I fulfilled with gusto.


   


  As crazy as it sounds, this has only brought us closer together. Jordan and I became good friends as well as Kim became as much his girlfriend as mine.


   


  She was out with him and his teammates right now, celebrating their latest win, while I was studying my ass off in the library. Jordan had a lot more free time in his schedule, so he often entertained Kim when I couldn’t. It made me very happy she didn’t have to suffer because of my strenuous studying.


   


  Where you at? Having fun? I texted her.


   


  We’re at the Sink :) <3 love you.


  


  When will you be home?


   


  Late ;) don’t wait up…


   


  My chest tightened — as well as my pants. What are you two up to?


   


  Jordan promised me to his teammates if they won :o and they did…


   


  Holy shit. How many?


   


  Six guys.


   


  I gasped for air. She was going to be gangbanged by six big black guys tonight. Six.


   


  Holy shit…six!!! have fun!!


   


  Thanks bby I’ll make Jordan take pics ;) love you! <3!


   


  Fuck… I tried to turn my attention back to the boring texts in front of me, but that was impossible, of course. There was nothing left for me to do than wait ‘till Kim came back home in the early hours, dripping with cum from every orifice…


   


  I couldn’t wait!


   


  ***


  The Best Man


  Chapter 1


   


  “Look, there he is! Oh my gosh, he’s even bigger than I expected!” My fiance Alina said as she clasped her hands in front of her mouth.


   


  Alex sauntered out of the airport gate, his bag slung around his shoulder, still dressed in his military fatigues. Alina was right: His service had made him even broader — and he was already a giant of a man to begin with.


   


  He grinned widely when he saw us. He held out his arms and grabbed me in a massive bear-hug, lifting me from the ground.


   


  “Derek!” He growled. “It’s so fucking good to see you, mate! How are you?!”


   


  His powerful hug knocked the wind out of me. I slapped his broad shoulders, and all I felt was pure, solid muscle. Even though it had been three years since I last saw my best friend it instantly felt like no time had passed at all.


   


  “Alex,” I said, gasping for breath. “I’m so glad you could make it in time for the wedding.”


   


  “I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” he said with a boyish grin. “I’m honored you want me there, bud. Speaking of which, you must be Alina,” he said, turning towards my fiance.


   


  She nodded shyly, her cheeks flushed. Her eyes fluttered as she looked up at him. Alex towered over her, with his nearly seven foot tall frame.


   


  I’d told her all about my best friend and college roommate, of course. I’m sure by now she’d heard every story about our college exploits three times already!


   


  Well… almost all of them.


   


  I hadn’t yet told her about how every girl I dated lost interest in me the moment they laid eyes on Alex.


   


  Not that I ever blamed him for it. It wasn’t his fault he was gifted with his impressive length, strong jaw and broad shoulders. Not to mention the immense size of his package, down below… hey, we were roommates, sometimes you see these things.


   


  And you can’t un-see them. Trust me.


   


  Alex never went out of his way to try and ‘steal’ my girl. If anything, he was apologetic, and he always tried to hook me up with a girl, whenever possible.


   


  Not that it worked. I’m no small fry, but compared to Alex, every man came up short.


   


  Despite this, we were best friends, and I counted myself fortunate to be his friend. He was loyal, funny, smart, and always had my back.


   


  So maybe he fucked a few girls I was crushing on back in the day. Okay, okay. Every girl I ever crushed on. Water under the bridge.


   


  Maybe I’d stood outside his door a few times, secretly listening in on them when he so easily got what I had pined over for years. Not that it mattered.


   


  It’s not like he ever fucked a girl I was seriously dating.


   


  I think.


   


  Looking back, there was that one time when I came home early from class and my then girlfriend Cindy surprised me by walking out of Alex’s room, her dark hair all tussled and her face red while she adjusted her tank-top. She grabbed me and kissed me firmly on the lips, slipping her tongue into my mouth. I distinctly remember the odd taste. It was something I couldn’t quite place. Before I had chance to ask her what was up, she pulled me into my room and tugged down my pants, and the moment she engulfed me with her mouth I instantly forgot all thoughts I had about her presence in Alex’s room.


   


  Anyway, that was all years and years ago. At this moment I was just over the moon that my fiance Alina finally got to meet my closest friend, Alex.


   


  “You’re even more gorgeous in real life,” Alex said as she shook my fiance’s hand. “Derek told me so much about you. God, you two are going to look so fucking good on your wedding day! Oh, pardon my language,” Alex said with a cheeky grin as he glanced over his shoulder. His voice was as commanding as his presence, and his jubilant outburst netted him some disproving looks from an elderly couple shuffling by.


   


  Alina blushed, wrapping a strand of her golden blonde hair around her finger. She knew how much Alex’s friendship meant to me — after all, I asked him to be my best man — so she wanted to make a good impression.


   


  “What did he tell you?” She asked.


   


  “Everything,” Alex answered. He grabbed me in a choke-hold, his large hand rustling my hair, wrestling with me like were still kids. “This guy has no secrets from me! Isn’t that right, D?!”


   


  I tried to fend him off, but to no avail, of course. He was as strong as a bear. Always been, and his years in the army only made him stronger. I punched his side, trying to wrestle him off, but it was like slamming my fist into a slab of granite.


   


  It warmed my heart to see — and feel — his tour of duty hadn’t diminished his upbeat personality and youthful exuberance in the slightest. We wrestled and tussled like a pair of young brothers right there at the gate, Alex tossing me around like a bear playing with his cub, me trying my best to get a good knock in but failing miserably, before airport security broke us up.


   


  Alina stared open-mouthed at us, her eyebrows raised. I was pretty normal, if somewhat reserved, guy, so seeing me suddenly wrestle with a big-ass dude in the middle of the airport nonplussed her.


   


  I’d warned her several times about Alex’s playful sense of humor, but I guess it’s one of those things you have to experience before you get it.


   


  “I knew you two were close,” Alina said to me as we were walking to our car, “but I didn’t realize you were going to act like brothers!”


   


  “Alex is my brotha’ from another motha’,” I quipped, the adrenaline still rushing through my veins.


   


  My fiance rolled her eyes, while Alex laughed and punched my shoulder.


   


  It was good to have him back.


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  I handed Alex his beer as we sat down on my deck. The elevated hardwood floor gave us a perfect view of the lush backyard, complete with outdoor pool. It cost me a small fortune, but it was my pride and joy.


   


  “Nice place you’ve got here, man,” Alex said, sipping on his drink. “Real nice.”


   


  “Thanks,” I said. “I’m proud of it. Built the deck with my own two hands. Well, my pops helped out, of course.”


   


  “I wish I’d been around to help,” Alex said, staring off into the distance. “I’ve been gone so long. Missed so much.”


   


  “Hey, you’re here now,” I said, trying to cheer him. “That’s what is most important.”


   


  Alex smiled briefly. “Thanks,” he said hoarsely. “That means a lot. I’m honored to be your best man, Derek. Truly am.”


   


  I knew that underneath his tough-as-nails exterior there was a kind and generous soul. His years of service hadn’t been easy for him. Being as extremely competent as he was, he quickly rose through the ranks, picking up a huge share of responsibility along the way. This meant he always traveling, always going from one place to the next, and we hadn’t had a chance to really connect in years.


   


  That’s why I was incredibly stoked he managed to get a whole two weeks off to celebrate me and Alina’s wedding.


   


  “Here’s to you,” I said, raising my glass for a toast.


   


  “No, to you,” Alex said. “To your wedding!”


   


  We clinked our glasses together before taking our sips. A silence enveloped us as we sat there, enjoying the setting summer sun. A warm feeling spread through my bones. Alex was back. It felt like home.


   


  “Dinner’s ready,” Alina called from inside the house.


   


  Alex smiled, bearing his teeth. “You’ve got it all figured out, my man.”


   


  * * *


   


  After dinner all three of us huddled around the fire-pit down in the yard, swapping stories while we drank wine. The fire danced in front of us, bathing us in it’s red glow. Alex looked older in the dim light. My friend was no longer that class joker — he’d become a real man.


   


  Alina told Alex the story of how we two met. The real story, not the one we tell our family. I got black-out drunk at a mutual friend’s party and threw up all over her shoes. I felt so guilty the next morning I asked my friend for her number and bought her a new pair, and by some stroke of luck, we hit it off, despite my terrible first impression.


   


  “Classic Derek,” Alex laughed, a warm, confident sound that felt like music to my ears. I had missed his burly laugh. I scooted closer to Alina, wrapping my arm around her waist.


   


  “What can I say, I’m glad I hurled all over you, baby.”


   


  “So am I,” she answered, “strangely enough. Just that one time though. Don’t make it your ‘thing’.”


   


  “I’ll do my best,” I grinned. “But I’m not making any promises. The night is still young…”


   


  “Just wait ‘till the wedding,” Alex interjected. “I’ve seen it happen before. You down a few drinks to calm your jittering nerves, and at the reception everybody wants to toast with you, and before you know it, the whole word’s upside down and you’re hanging on to a toilet seat for dear life. Great way to spent your wedding night, huh?”


   


  “Screw that! I’m planning on actually consummating my marriage, if ya’ll don't mind,” Alina giggled, her cheeks flushed a bright pink. The wine was obviously hitting the right spot. I refilled our glasses, the sweet drink fueling our conversation.


   


  “Luckily for us, we’ll have Alex to keep an eye on us,” I answered. “To make sure everything goes according to plan.”


   


  “I don’t think the best man is supposed to assist with the actual consummation of the marriage,” Alex said with a grin, “but I’ll gladly make an exception if you’re incapacitated, D.”


   


  Alina gasped, clasping her hands in front of her mouth.


   


  “Did you hear that?” She asked me. “How… I don’t even know what to say to that!”


   


  Alex and I burst out laughing. If any other guy had such a smart mouth I’d lose my cool for sure, but Alex was like a brother to me.


   


  The kind of brother that makes dirty jokes about fucking your bride on your wedding night when you’ve hit the sauce too hard.


   


  Hey, don’t judge, it works for us.


   


  “Alex is just playing,” I said, resting my hand on the small of Alina’s back. “He’s got a rather.. Unique sense of humor, you might say.”


   


  “Unique? More like crass,” Alina huffed, though she wasn’t actually upset, just surprised.


   


  “Not like it would be the first time,” Alex muttered under his breath right before he took a sip


   


  Alina’s eyes shot wide open. “WHAT?” She exclaimed. She scooted up closer, her eyes fixed on Alex. “This I’ve got to know!”


   


  Alex laughed, looking at me with a guilty expression. He hoped his playful quip would fly over my fiance’s head, but she had latched on for dear life.


   


  “What did you do? Did you actually… you know…”


   


  “You know what?” Alex said, teasing my wife.


   


  “You know,” she answered, blushing.


   


  “Say it.”


   


  Alina looked to me for support, her ears glowing bright red, but I just shrugged. “Hey, you wanted to have this talk,” I said to her. “You’re own your own here.”


   


  “Fine,” she huffed. “Did you actually… fuck… some one’s wife?” Her voice dropped down to an excited whisper.


   


  Alex quickly looked at me before turning his attention back to my fiance. “Something like that.”


   


  My cock hardened inside my pants, my swollen head pushing against the fabric of my jeans. Alina and I never talked about sex with any of our couple friends, so I was pleasantly surprised to see her so interested in Alex’s love life.


   


  I wondered if those quick glances he shot me had anything to do with Cindy, my college girlfriend.. Or any of the other countless girls I briefly dated before they joined the long lists of Alex’s conquests.


   


  If he did… that would only excite me more.


   


  “Tell me,” Alina demanded, her hand gripping my knee. “You can’t tease me like this! You’ve got to spill the beans now!”


   


  Alex looked at me for approval. I nodded. If she wanted to get the down-low on my best friend’s college exploits, she was more than welcome to.


   


  “Alright, but don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Alex said, scraping his throat. “Where to begin?”


   


  “At the beginning,” Alina said.


   


  “Well, as you know, Derek and I were roommates, back in the day.”


   


  Alina nodded. “What does that have anything to do with th— no way,” she said, the gears in her head turning. “No way!”


   


  “It’s not what you think,” I said. My fiance’s hand slid up my thigh, and I was afraid — and at the same time hoping — she’d brush her hand against my hard, throbbing erection. I wasn’t quite sure where Alex was taking this story, but I went along for the ride.


   


  “The girls Derek dated had the annoying habit of falling in love with me,” Alex said.


   


  “Yeah, that must’ve been really annoying,” I laughed.


   


  “I never asked for any of it,” Alex said in defense. “You know that, right?”


   


  “I know,” I answered. “But that never stopped you from fucking them.”


   


  Alina was watching our exchange with bated breath, her eyes darting from me to Alex and back again. Her perky, hard nipples were straining against the fabric of her top. Was it the cool night — or her arousal?


   


  “Hey, I’m only human,” Alex said, holding up his hands. “Who says no to pussy on a platter?”


   


  “Is that true?” Alina asked, scrunching her nose. “Did Alex… with your girlfriends? And you were… cool with that?”


   


  I chuckled at my fiance’s fascinated expression. It was like a whole new world was opening up for her. She’d attended a small, local community college, so she was a bit sheltered.


   


  I took a sip of my drink, savoring the moment for a little while longer. My fiance was looking at Alex with different eyes now, his muscled physique cast in a new light. I wondered what she was thinking at that moment. I detected a hint, just a small whiff, of jealousy in her voice… did she want to ride the Alex train as well? My cock pulsed at the mere thought. I’d never admitted to either of them how much it actually turned me on to listen in on Alex fucking girl after girl, night after night…


   


  “Yes and no,” I said, breaking the tense silence. “You have to understand that Alex was the biggest player on campus. He had girls fawning over him everywhere he went.”


   


  Alex shrugged, as if he couldn’t help it, but I knew damn well he worked out every single day to maintain that godlike body of his.


   


  “So when I brought a girl home, the moment they laid their eyes on Alex, well… let’s just say they’d suddenly get an emergency call and had to leave right away… until I saw them the next morning, sneaking out of Alex’s room, reeking of sex.”


   


  Alina’s eyes grew wide. “How could you do that to your friend?!” She chastised Alex. “How are you two still friends?! I swear, I don’t understand you men sometimes!”


   


  Alex shrugged, a guilty grin on his face. “Look at it from my point-of-view. I’m just chilling in my room, minding my own business, when a tight-bodied co-ed slips into my room, drops to my knees in front of me, yanks down my shorts and engulfs my member in her mouth — before I even know who this girl is. I mean, hey, I’m only human. You can’t expect me to start asking questions mid-blowjob.”


   


  “You’re messing with me,” Alina said. “That kinda thing just doesn’t happen. It doesn’t.”


   


  “Maybe not at your school,” Alex countered, “but that was a daily occurrence for me for four whole years.”


   


  “You two are both messing with me! You two are collaborating!” Alina said, pointing her finger at the both of us. “Tell me that story is made up!”


   


  I shrugged. “I wish I could… but I’m afraid it’s true, babe. Some people just get everything handed to them in life. And in Alex’s case, it’s pussy.”


   


  My fiance took a large swig of her wine, all the while shaking her head. “Un-fucking-believable. I missed out.”


   


  “It’s not too late,” Alex said.


   


  “Stop it, you pig,” Alina laughed. “I don’t want your dirty, used cock! Derek, say something!”


   


  “Hasn’t D told you? We’re best friends. And we share everything.”


   


  As much as I enjoyed the shock registering on my fiance’s face, Alex was really pushing it now.


   


  “Alright, alright, reel it in, cowboy. That’s my fiance you’re talking to.”


   


  “I’m sorry,” Alex said. “I’m just a little riled up. All this talk about the good old times got my juices flowing… and the last time I busted a nut has been… well, I won’t bore you with the details.”


   


  I couldn’t help but glance at his crotch. A sizable bulge had formed there, his massive cock threatening to break forth. I caught Alina glancing at it as well, her cheeks a fiery red. She missed out. It had been her words. Was she thinking at that very moment what it would be like to drop down in front of Alex and take that giant, massive, throbbing member into her own hands…?


   


  “Now, to answer your question,” I said, turning to my fiance, “No, I never blamed Alex. I mean yeah, I was a little miffed, for sure, but he never went out his way to steal my girl or anything. They gave themselves to him out of their own free will, meaning they weren’t right for me in the first place… so I never begrudged Alex any fun he had with them. I was never serious with these girls anyway.”


   


  Alina nodded, slowly coming around to my point-of-view. “I get it… sort of. But this would never fly around girls. Never. Could you imagine the cat fights that would happen if two girls roomed together and one of them kept boning all he friend’s boyfriends? There’d be hell to pay!”


   


  “Now that’s something I’d like to see,” Alex chimed in.


   


  “You’re drunk,” I laughed. “I think it’s time we all hit the hay.”


   


  * * *


   


  The moment Alina and I were alone in our bedroom she wanted to know every last detail of Alex’s love life.


   


  “Was all that really true?” She whispered excitedly as she removed her clothing. Alex was staying in our guest room down the hall, and she didn’t want to draw attention to herself.


   


  Her glorious naked body was as gorgeous as ever. I never got tired of seeing her curvy, gracious form. From her round, firm tits to her soft, round back-side, her entire body was made for fucking.


   


  “Yes,” I said, pulling my fiance’s body close and cupping her ass cheeks into my hands. “Every last word,” I growled into her neck. She unbuttoned my pants, letting them drop to the floor, and my erection pressed against her soft skin.


   


  Her nimble hand slid into my boxers, cupping my length into her soft hand.


   


  “Mmh, what do we’ve here,” she murmured. Her hands started working my shaft as we kissed, our tongues intertwining. I slid my hands between her legs, feeling her wetness. She was more wet than usual, and my finger slid in easily.


   


  “Hold on,” she protested. “I have to go the bathroom. Don’t go anywhere.”


   


  She turned on her heels and was heading out the door when I stopped her.


   


  “Uhm honey, your robe?”


   


  “Oh right,” Alina said, freezing in place, the bedroom door already half-open. “I forgot we have a guest,” she squealed as she slid a white bathrobe on, tying it loosely around her frame. She was still showing copious amounts of skin, but I didn’t want to play the overbearing husband and call attention to it.


   


  I waited on the bed, lazily stroking my erection, looking forward to having my wife’s warm lips wrapped around it.


   


  Alina walked back in several minutes later, a guilty, horny look on her face. She slammed the door shut behind her, threw her white robe down on the floor and pounced on top of me. She crushed my lips with hers, her tongue darting into my mouth. With one hand she grabbed the base of my cock, lining it up with her wetness before sliding down.


   


  I never felt her pussy so wet, so slick before. I slid in easily, all the way down to the hilt. A groan escaped my lips, the sudden pleasure overwhelming me.


   


  I grabbed her sides, and pounded my cock into her. Alina sat upright, her eyes closed and her mouth hanging slightly opened as she squeezed her own breasts, completely lost in lust. I fucked her like this for a solid ten minutes, our moans bouncing off the walls. She didn’t seem to care Alex was just down the hall, for she was moaning like a dog in heat.


   


  Meanwhile, my mind was filled with thoughts of the good old days. Waiting on my bed as Alina tip-toed down the halls felt eerily similar to waiting outside Alex’s bedroom as he fucked my date for the night. Not knowing exactly what was happening on the other side of the door… it was a thrill unlike anything I had ever experienced. Until now. I could tell from the strange glint in Alina’s eyes her thoughts were not on me… and I could only guess where her mind had wondered.


   


  My knees buckled, and Alina collapsed on top of me, the two of us forming a pile of sweaty limbs. I held her head against my chest, my entire body heaving with every breath.


   


  “What’s gotten into you?” I asked, running my hand down her back.


   


  Alina propped up on elbows, her deep blue eyes studying me. “I’m afraid you’ll get mad.”


   


  “I won’t,” I promised. “We’re getting married next week, I could never be mad at you.”


   


  “I walked in on him,” she blurted out suddenly.


   


  “Alex?” I asked, cocking my head.


   


  My fiance nodded, her eyes avoiding mine. “Uh-huh. I opened the door to the bathroom and he was there, taking a piss, and…”


   


  I sensed her body tense up — and my cock growing hard. My heart beat like a jack-hammer, and my palms were instantly slicked. “What happened?”


   


  “I stared,” she admitted, her eyes meeting mine. “I stared. I couldn’t look away. It was so…”


   


  Alina’s breathing was heavy, her stiff nipples pressing against the plane of my chest. I wanted to show her I wasn’t mad in the only way I knew how.


   


  I cupped her ass cheek with one hand, pressing my erection against her entrance, while with my other hand I held the back of her neck, keeping her gaze fixed solely on me.


   


  “So… what?” I asked, the head of my cock rubbing against her dripping wet entrance.


   


  “So… big,” she breathed — and at that moment I flexed my hips, the head of my cock sliding into her, my member bigger and harder than ever. “Oh fuck.”


   


  “Go on,” I insisted, my eyes searching hers.


   


  “It was huge,” she admitted. “I’ve never seen.. I didn’t know they could be that big…”


   


  “And then what happened?” I said, my voice drenched in arousal as I filled her with my cock.


   


  “OOhhh he-he, Alex,…”


   


  “Did he catch you?” I asked. I wanted it to be true. I wanted my proper fiance, my sweet and honest girl to have a dark side to her. A lust that she can’t control, brought forth by alpha men such as my best man.


   


  “Y-yes,” she grunted. I dug my fingers deeper into the soft skin of her ass as I forced my entire length into her. “H-he turned and saw me s-staring… he didn’t move or turn away… h-he just..s-smiled… and started s-s-stroking himself…”


   


  My moves became frantic, pure lust clouding my vision as I fucked my fiance harder than ever before. I kissed her roughly, imploring her to continue. She rattled on, her voice breaking every few words when I thrust inside of her.


   


  “I-I-OH-I couldn’t look away, I was mesmerized… he told me to o-open my robe… ahh… and in a haze I just… did it…”


   


  “And then what?” I breathed heavily. “What happened?”


   


  “Oohhh-oh k-keep f-ucking me,” she groaned. “H-he came over to me a-and, he, he…”


   


  “Did he touch you?! Did you grab his dick? Did you — oh fuck — did you suck him off?”


   


  “Is t-that what you wanted to h-have happened?” Alina said with a dirty smirk.


   


  “Tell me!” I grunted, totally lost in lust.


   


  “I s-sucked his c-cock,” she breathed into my ear. “I sucked your friends big fucking cock and he came down my throat!”


   


  She crushed my lips with hers and I came instantly inside of her, filling her pussy to the brim with my seed, my entire body trembling with pleasure. Alina collapsed on top of me and I kissed her passionately.


   


  “Was that true?” I asked, my body heaving with every breath. I didn’t even know what answer I really wanted to hear.


   


  “What do you think?” Alina said, looking up at me. “Do you really think I blew your friend I’ve just met?”


   


  “I don’t know,” I said. “It could happen!”


   


  Alina smirked. “No, it couldn’t, silly.”


   


  “Then why were you so horny?”


   


  “Because I did see his big cock… but I left before he saw me.”


   


  We fell asleep holding each other like that, and I was surprised, yet satisfied, with the passionate, magnificent sex we just had. Was this the start of a new level of role playing? Could I entrust her with my fantasies?


   


  …and had she told me the whole truth?


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  The next morning I awoke with the sun shining down on my face. I rolled around in bed, only to find the spot next to me empty. I hopped out of bed, eager to spend the day with my best friend.


   


  I slipped on something comfortable and made my way downstairs. The warm smell of bacon and pancakes greeted me, and I knew Alex was in the kitchen. It was all I’d ever seen him eat for breakfast for four whole years.


   


  “Morning sunshine,” Alex greeted me.


   


  I grunted a response as I sat down at the dinner table. Alex handed me a cup of black coffee.


   


  “Still not a morning person, huh?”


   


  “Some things don’t change,” I said, thanking him for the coffee.


   


  “Where’s Alina?” Alex asked as he flipped his pancakes.


   


  “I thought she was already down here,” I said. “Must be out for a run then.”


   


  Speak of the devil.


   


  The front door opened, and Alina stepped inside, breathing heavily. She was wearing her running gear: a tight hot pink shirt and matching tight shorts, that accentuated every curve in her shapely body.


   


  Her hair was pulled into a topknot, and her cute face was red and gleaming with sweat.


   


  I wanted to do nothing more than bend her over the dinner table, yank down those tight shorts, and unload myself deep inside of her, our nightly fuck still fresh on my brain…


   


  “Hi,” she said, still slightly out of breath, as she removed her knot and waved her hair around like a shampoo model. If I didn’t know any better, I say she was trying to impress someone. “Didn’t expect you two to be up so early.”


   


  “Want pancakes?” Alex offered.


   


  Alina hesitated. “Definitely, but I’m going to hop into the shower first. Save me some!”


   


  “Will do,” Alex said.


   


  Alina ran up the stairs, and we both watched her go, her skintight clothing leaving nothing to the imagination.


   


  Alex was still staring at the top of the stairs, long after my fiance had already turned the corner. He snapped out of it, and turned to me, a guilty smirk on his face.


   


  “Sorry,” he said. “On deployment we don’t see sights that nice very often.”


   


  “Don’t sweat it,” I said. “I’d be offended if you didn’t look.”


   


  Alex served us both breakfast, and he sat down in front of me. “About that,” he said with a mouth full of pancakes. “Did I go too far last night? I don’t remember everything to be honest, but I hope I didn’t make an ass out of myself.”


   


  I eyed my best man, Alina’s words from last night still running around my head. He sounded sincere. I still wasn’t sure how much she told me during sex was fact, and how much was fiction. Something had happened, of that I was certain, but what?


   


  Had she only caught a glimpse of his engorged member, and slammed the door shut in surprise? Or had he willfully exposed himself to my fiance, and jerked his big member for her enjoyment?


   


  The truth was probably somewhere in the middle, and the suspense thrilled me.


   


  “Nah, we’re cool,” I said, my eyes fixed on him, awaiting his response, hungry for any clue, any guilt. “It was a good night. Like the old days.”


   


  Alex exhaled, a load seemingly lifted from his shoulders. “Thanks,” he said. “I was afraid I had offended Alina.”


   


  “She’s my fiance,” I said. “Therefore, she cannot be easily offended. Have you seen me?”


   


  We ate our breakfast, and planned the rest of the day. My wedding was only four days away, and Alina and I had both taken time off to spend with Alex. We only had today and tomorrow to hang out, because the day after that, both our parents were coming into town, swamping us with family obligations.


   


  “I’m going to hit the shower,” I said.


   


  “I’ll fix Alina’s breakfast,” Alex offered. “How does she like her pancakes?”


   


  “With blueberries.”


   


  “Not a problem. Send her down, will you?”


   


  Alina was still in the bathroom, toweling down her dripping wet body. I removed my clothes, and wrapped my arms around her lovely frame, cupping her ass into my hands.


   


  “Breakfast is served,” I growled into the nape of her neck.


   


  Her hand circled my growing erection. “You mean this?” She said teasingly.


   


  “No, I mean Alex,” I answered.


   


  Her hands cupped my balls, the tips of her fingers stroking me, teasing my sensitive skin. “Does he have a sausage for me?”


   


  “You know that better than I do,” I grinned.


   


  “I told you, I only said those things to tease you,” Alina insisted, her cheeks flaring bright pink.


   


  “Sure, sure,” I said, tickling her sides. “Hurry up or your sausage will get cold.”


   


  She gave me a playful frown as she slipped out the bathroom. “If you don’t stop teasing me, I’ll have to go after that sausage you know. I’m not quite married yet.”


   


  “I like to see you try!”


   


  I couldn’t get the thoughts of Alina and Alex out of my mind while I showered. There was definitely a spark of attraction between them, which pleased me. They were both my best friends, I wanted nothing more to see them get along.


   


  I slipped my hand around my member, the large thing pulsing in my hands. Maybe I want to see more than just them getting along.. I stroked myself, Alina’s word from last night reverberating inside my skull.. No matter what really happened, it was clear that she was interested. All I had to do was create a situation where they could both explore their desires. I wanted Alex to tempt her, to take her, to chase and conquer her…


   


  I toweled off and got dressed, wondering what I would find downstairs. It would be something if Alina was straddling him right there on the kitchen table…


   


  Of course, that’s not what happened. My life wasn’t a porno. Yet.


   


  They were both eating blueberry pancakes and chatting. A warmth spread through my body as I watched the two people I cared about most in the world having a nice conversation. I wish Alex didn’t have to leave so soon. Heck, I’d let him move into the basement if he wanted to! Alina would have something to say about that though..


   


  I joined their conversation, feeling slightly guilty about my dirty mind. Why did I always have to sexualize every encounter? She was my fiancee and he was my best man. Nothing would ever transpire between them.


   


  Right?


   


  * * *


   


  After a day of sight-seeing activities we settled down on the couch, each of us with a beer in our hands.


   


  Alina and Alex had behaved all day, and I was just starting to think it had all been in my head when the perfect moment arose. I couldn’t resist. I was going to create a situation for them, common sense be damned.


   


  “My muscles are killing me,” Alina complained. “I’ve been working out like crazy for the wedding, but I’ve barely dropped a pound.”


   


  Alex scrunched his face. “Why would you want to? You look perfect.”


   


  “Not in a wedding dress,” Alina countered.


   


  “Bullshit,” Alex said. “Your figure is perfect. I’m sure Derek agrees.”


   


  I nodded. “That’s what I’ve been saying all along, but she won’t listen to me. Maybe you can talk some sense into her.”


   


  “Wedding dresses aren’t made for these,” Alina said, cupping her large bosom into her hands, “or these,” she sighed, squeezing her thighs.


   


  “On behalf of men everywhere, I’d like to say: never lose either of those,” Alex said. “I’m dead serious, too.”


   


  Alina smiled, cocking her head. “I’ll try. That said, I’m still sore as shit.”


   


  My mouth went dry. This was it. The moment I had unconsciously been waiting for. Lights went off in my head. All those nights I spent listening to my best friend with those girls… they had brought me to this very moment.


   


  “You’re in luck then,” I croaked. “Alex took some massage courses in college.” My hands were slick with sweat.


   


  Alina lifted her brow, turning her gaze towards my best friend. “Is that true?”


   


  “Sure is,” Alex grinned.


   


  “I’d have never thought of you as the sensual type,” Alina teased.


   


  “I take offense to that!” Alex smirked. “To be frank, I figured it was a good way to pick up chicks… but I did pick up some tricks in the process.”


   


  “And was it a good way to pick up girls?”


   


  “A gentleman never tells.”


   


  “So you can tell us then.”


   


  Alex laughed. “I did sleep my way through that class, yes, if you want to know that desperately.”


   


  “I don’t know if I want you touching me now,” Alina said, sticking out her tongue. “God knows where those hands have been.”


   


  I got up from the couch to grab us a new round of drinks, a sneaky plan formulating in the deep, dark recesses of my brain.


   


  “Ah man, we’re out of beer,” I lied. The fridge was empty, but I had a full case stashed in the garage “I’m going to do a store run real quick.”


   


  “At this time?” Alina said. “You have to go all the way down to Fairbrooks, it’ll take you forty minutes. And you already had a few!”


   


  “I’m good to drive. I’ll be right back, you’ll never know I left,” I said as I grabbed my keys. I slipped out the front door before either of them had a chance to protest or offer to come along.


   


  I stepped into my car, my hands shaking as I grabbed the wheel. What was I doing? Leaving on some flimsy excuse on the off chance that Alex will massage my fiance… I was really losing it. I couldn’t quite explain it to myself, but I just had to know what, if anything, would happen if they spent a moment without me.


   


  I pulled out my driveway, drove down the road, and parked my car in another street. I sneaked back, all the while questioning my every move. My rational mind was screaming at me, but I pressed on, my arousal taking charge.


   


  I had just about convinced myself that I was being stupid when I arrived back at my house. It felt stupid, and wrong, even though this was my own damn house. I sneaked into my own back yard, praying that they hadn’t been so smart to close the curtains.


   


  What I saw took my breath away.


   


  Alina was sitting on the couch with her back towards my best friend. She had slipped the top of her dress down her shoulders, and he was kneading her sore muscles with his big hands. He squirted some massage oil into his hands and rubbed it into her skin with slow and sensual strokes.


   


  He seemed to say something to my wife before his hands expertly unhooked her bra with one flick of his nimble fingers. The straps slid down her naked shoulders, and her hands cupped her breasts, covering them.


   


  My heart pounded like a war drum as I watched my best friend’s hands run over my fiance’s body. She had closed her eyes as he massaged her shoulders, his thumbs brushing the back of her neck.


   


  That was her weak spot. All I had to do was brush my hand over it, and she was putty in my hands.


   


  And now, my best man was hitting that exact spot.


   


  Even though a part of me expected, no, planned for this exact thing to happen, I was still shocked. Alex was more smooth than I had dared to imagine.


   


  His skilled hands moved further down her back, tracing her spine, feeling her soft, alluring skin. Her dress had now pooled around her waist, and I knew that underneath that were a pair of silky, see-through panties.


   


  Alex asked her something, and Alina turned back to him, shaking her head no, though she still had a big smile on her face. What did he ask her? Alex asked her again, and this time, she seemed to give in.


   


  She turned around and froze, and for a second I feared she’d seen me. I ducked back into the bushes… but then she stood up, and to my utter surprise, shimmied out of her dress, letting it drop on the floor.


   


  She was now standing in front of my best friend and best man wearing only a pair of silky, black, see-through panties. Her arm was covering her full bosom, but the rest of her glorious, naked frame was his to drink in. I couldn’t see his expression from where I was standing, but I could only imagine the shit-eating grin on his face.


   


  She laid down on the couch on her stomach, and Alex went to work. He squirted a copious amount of massage oil on his hands before he started working on her, starting way up on her shoulders, but I had no doubts his hands would soon travel downward.


   


  I had to see more. Alex’s body was shielding my view, and I simply couldn’t control myself.


   


  I sneaked into the house.


   


  I opened my front door as slowly as I could, channeling my inner spy as I tip-toed down the hall. If I made as much as a peep I’d be caught, and well, that would be extremely embarrassing. However, I wasn’t thinking with my brain.


   


  I slipped into the kitchen. Luckily for me there was a big chamber plant between the kitchen and living room, so I could peep through it’s leaves, providing me with a semblance of cover.


   


  Of course, that was assuming they weren’t looking straight at me, but I had an inkling they were pre-occupied.


   


  I heard the sounds of Alex’s wet, slicked hands moving over her skin, and Alina’s soft, murmured moans as he applied pressure.


   


  I peeked.


   


  And what I saw made my stomach flutter.


   


  Alina was sprawled out on the couch, totally naked except for her panties. Alex was running his hands on her lower back, his thumbs applying pressure to her spine as the tips of his fingers grazed her waist. He moved his hands up, until his fingers were brushing against the sides of my fiance's luscious breasts.


   


  Alina groaned approvingly, doing nothing to stop him. She wiggled her toes, exhaling deeply as Alex’s hand traveled down her back.


   


  Her large, round, white ass was staring him in the face. He was looking straight at it, his his hand hovering an inch over her soft skin. I could tell you want to do nothing more that the grab a handful of her plump booty… But he was taking his time.


   


  “I’m going to do your legs now,” he said, grabbing the bottle of massage oil and squirting it all over her thighs.


   


  He grabbed the firm hold of her thick juicy thighs, rubbing the oil deep into her skin. He massaged her all the way down to her ankles, before moving his hand back up again. He rubbed her thighs in a circular motion, the tips of his fingers reaching a little higher with every stroke.


   


  Within a few moments, he would be touching the cheeks of her ass.


   


  I watched with bated breath, afraid to move even a single muscle.


   


  Alina opened her legs slightly, providing him with better access. It was only a slight movement, but it meant a whole lot more.


   


  His hand dipped between her thighs, sensually stroking the sensitive skin. Alina’s breathing was so heavy I could hear it. There was no doubt in my mind she was incredibly turned on.


   


  Alex’s hands crept higher and higher, his gaze fixed solely on her ass that jiggled with every movement of his hands. For a second I feared he was going to cup her pussy, and I wouldn’t have known what to do if he did, but to my relief he placed his hands on the small of her back.


   


  “I’m sensing a lot of tension at the base of your spine,” he said hoarsely, his deep voice dripping with arousal. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties, slowly pulling them down.


   


  I was stunned by Alex’s boldness, and Alina’s willingness.


   


  Alina pushed her hips up, making it easier for Alex to slide her panties down her legs. He pulled them all the way down to her knees, her naked, wet pussy only a mere foot away from him.


   


  He squirted more oil on his hands before gripping the sides of her waist. His thumbs pressed against the base of her spine, sliding down excruciatingly slow.


   


  That moment, as I watched another man touch my fiance’s naked skin for the first time, seemed to last an eternity. He gently slid his hands down, until he was cupping the globes of her ass with his two big burly hands. He applied pressure, his fingers digging into her soft skin.


   


  Alina moaned as my best friend kneaded her ass. She jutted out her behind, and even from where I was standing, I could see her glistening wet pussy, her lips swollen, yearning to be touched.


   


  Alex reached for the bottle of massage oil and squirted it directly onto her naked ass, big drops of the oil dripping down her curves, sliding between her legs.


   


  He gave her naked as a deep tissue massage. His thumbs slid into the crevice of her ass, brushing against her two sensitive holes.


   


  Alina didn’t protest as Alex slid his left hand down, cupping her naked, soon-to-be-married pussy in the palm of his hand. He slid two fingers into her with ease, while his right-thumb teased her sensitive asshole.


   


  This man knew what he was doing.


   


  Alex fingerfucked my fiance right on my very own couch, bringing her right to the edge of orgasm with only a few deft hand movements.


   


  “Oh yesss,” Alina panted, speaking for the first time since I entered the house. “Oh god, oh-oh-oh-OH!”


   


  “That’s it, cum for me,” Alex said as he plunged his fingers into her pussy, pushing the tip of his thumb into her virgin asshole.


   


  My blood ran cold when my eyes met Alina’s in the reflection of the living room window.


   


  How could I have been so stupid?! The entire room was reflected in the large glass doors overlooking the back yard. Alina’s head had snapped up, and her azure blue eyes were staring right into mine.


   


  “I’m cumming,” she moaned loudly. “I’m cumMING!”


   


  Her eyes snapped shut, her face scrunching into a look of pure bliss as her entire body trembled. She came harder than I had ever seen before — her legs kicked out, shaking and all. Alex gave her no respite. He kept plunging his fingers into her wet cunt, bringing her to new heights.


   


  I swallowed the immense lump in my throat, having just watched my fiance cum harder than she had ever done with me. If Alex could fuck as well as he could finger, my fiance was in for a treat..


   


  I slinked back out the front door, my mind going a million miles a minute. I was eager to see what else unfolded, but I didn’t want to risk either of them walking into the kitchen and finding me there, spying like some peeping tom.


   


  I thought Alina had caught me for sure — our eyes met and everything — but maybe she had been so lost in lust she simply looked right through me? She had been midsts in the throes of passion, after all.


   


  By the time I had reached my car I was certain she hadn’t seen me after all, and I raced back to my own home, my hands gripping the steering wheel so hard my knuckles turned white. I pulled into my driveway, revving the engine a little bit to draw attention to myself.


   


  I hopped out of the car and quickly ducked into the garage, grabbing the case of beer right next to the door, before I headed into my own home, making sure to make as much noise as possible as I fiddled with the keys.


   


  “I’m back,” I yelled as I walked in the door.


   


  Alina was sitting on the couch with her dress on, her hands folded neatly on her lap. She couldn’t look more guilty if she tried.


   


  Alex was standing in the kitchen, washing his hands in the sink. “Let me help you with that,” he said as he grabbed the case out of my hands. He seemed totally calm and relaxed.


   


  I sat down next to my fiance on the couch, planting a kiss on her forehead. The entire room smelled like the vanilla massage oil.


   


  “You’re back soon,” Alina said.


   


  “Yeah, the roads were empty,” I said as I placed my hand on her exposed back. It was still sticky with oil, and her skin was hot to the touch.


   


  She gave me a playful smirk, resting her hand on my inner thigh. “I’m sure they were,” she said softly.


   


  Alex joined me on the couch, handing me a fresh beer, and Alina excused herself.


   


  “I’m going to take a quick shower and head to bed,” she said. “I’m exhausted.”


   


  Sure.


   


  I watched her walk up the stairs, very aware that Alex was sitting right next to me, watching my bride-to-be walk up the stairs.


   


  A few minutes ago, he had his hands inside of her.


   


  A fact that, perhaps, should have enraged me, but the uncomfortable strong erection in my pants thought differently.


   


  It was only a small taste of the things to come…


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  The next day, I watched my two best friends like a hawk, but I couldn’t detect a hint of guilt in either of them. They were such good actors, I started to feel like I imagined the whole thing. There were no quick glances, no innuendo’s, nothing that would’ve alerted me to the fact that my best man had fingered my bride-to-be right in my very own living room.


   


  Meanwhile, I spent most of the day with an uncomfortably hard erection, as all I had to do was look at either of them for the entire night to play out in my mind over, and over, and over again.


   


  That evening we stayed in and Alina made us her famous spaghetti. After dinner we sat down in the living room.


   


  “What do you want to do tonight?” I asked Alex. “Tomorrow our folks will be coming into town, so if we want to have some fun, it’ll have to be tonight.”


   


  “I know just the thing,” Alex said with a conspiratorial grin. “Wait here.”


   


  He got up to rummage through his coat, while Alina and I exchanged puzzled glances. Neither of us knew what he was on about.


   


  “Catch,” Alex said, flinging a little baggy my way. “Picked it up this afternoon at the market, while you two were busy shopping.”


   


  Perplexed, I looked at the small plastic bag that was filled with a familiar, odorous green leaf.


   


  “No way,” I said. “You scored weed? At the fucking market in town? How?!”


   


  “Look and you will find,” Alex said as he sat down on the couch. He pulled a pack of cigarettes and rolling paper from his pocket and started the process of rolling a joint on our coffee table.


   


  “What’s that?” Alina asked, snatching the bag from my hands. “So this is pot?” She opened the bag and took a large whiff. “Wow, that smell! It’s really… strong… and… good… in a weird way.”


   


  Alex laughed. “You’re not telling me you haven’t toked before, right?”


   


  Alina blushed. “I’m a good girl,” she protested.


   


  “This is going to be so good,” Alex smirked as he took the weed from her. “We’re going to smoke you up good.”


   


  “I had no idea you smoked,” she said to me.


   


  “In college,” I told her. “Haven’t since.”


   


  “I’ve been looking forward to this for so long,” Alex said as he rolled the joint. “Can’t smoke on the job, of course, and they test us too, so I haven’t touched the stuff in years and years.. But I’m off for two whole weeks, so one night of indulgence can’t hurt. One last night of sin before you two get married.”


   


  I grabbed Alina’s knee. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” I said.


   


  “Boo!” Alex said. “That’s not how peer pressure works at all!”


   


  Alina smiled. “No, that’s okay, I want to try it,” she said. “I never really had the chance, and to be honest, I was too chicken to ever ask someone… I want to see what all the hubbub is about. Besides, isn’t it legal now?”


   


  I was surprised by my innocent fiance… but then again, after yesterday, I shouldn’t be too shocked that she has a wild streak to her.


   


  If only I knew how wild her streak really was…


   


  “Some places, yeah,” Alex said. “There. Aren’t they gorgeous?” He proudly showed us the two fat joints he had rolled. “Still got the touch. Derek, do you want to do the honors?”


   


  “Don’t mind if I do,” I answered as I accepted the joint. I lighted up the end as I inhaled a large cloud of smoke directly into my lungs, filling them to the brim with the most potent THC money could buy. Seconds later I was coughing, the smoke leaving my lungs one cough at a time.


   


  “Rookie,” Alex smirked. “Let me show you how it’s done.”


   


  He took the joint from me and lit up, showing Alina the proper technique. I put on some Led Zeppelin and dimmed the lights, setting the mood.


   


  “Here I go,” Alina said as she accepted the joint. She placed the filter at her luscious, full lips, and inhaled. The ash lit up a fiery red as smoke filled her lungs. She leaned back into the couch, closing her eyes as she exhaled a cloud of dank smoke.


   


  “Whoah,” she said. “I feel it already.”


   


  “Look at you, hitting it like a pro,” Alex said. “You’ve got yourself a winner, D.”


   


  “I sure do,” I said.


   


  We passed the two joints around, and soon we were all higher than a kite. My fiance matched us toke for toke, not wanting to be outdone, even though she had absolutely zero tolerance to speak off. I tried to tell her to slow-down, but she waved my concerns away.


   


  Soon she was sprawled all over the couch, her eyes glazed over red, a goofy grin plastered on her face as she silently watched me and Alex talk about nothing at all. She was wearing skinny jeans and an oversized sweater that looked absolutely adorable on her frame.


   


  Alex and I were in the midst of a discussion about the best pizza we’ve ever eaten when Alina suddenly stood up, announced she was hot and lifted her sweater over her head, throwing it in the corner. She sat back down on the couch wearing only jeans and her lacy red bra as if this was the most normal act in the world.


   


  I stared at her, my mouth cork dry.


   


  “What?” She said with a kooky grin. She glanced down, realizing we were both staring at her chest.


   


  “These? They are just boobs,” she said, grabbing two handfuls of tits, and shaking them for our benefit. “Nothing special. Every woman has them.”


   


  “Not all of them have as pretty ones, though,” Alex said.


   


  Alina shrugged. “Maybe. Still… it’s my home, and I’ll be topless if I want to be.”


   


  To prove her point, my fiance reached back and unsnapped her bra, baring her breasts to us. She flung her brassiere over her shoulders, and laughed loudly when she saw we were both staring at her full, jiggling chest.


   


  “Nice,” Alex said.


   


  I didn’t know what to do, so I didn’t do anything. She was right that she was free to do what she wanted, and truth be told, it turned me on immensely that she exposed herself so casually, but I didn’t know how to express that. I turned back to Alex and tried to continue our conversation, but I honestly had no idea what we had been talking about.


   


  I stammered a few sentences, but Alex was paying absolutely no attention to me at all. I turned back to Alina to find her staring back at us, her eyes glazed over with lust as she squeezed her naked breasts.


   


  “Suck my tits,” she hissed.


   


  I didn’t know what else to do but oblige.


   


  I sat down next to my fiance and she ran her fingers through my hair, guiding my head down to her chest. Her nipples were hard and perked up, and I ran my tongue over them.


   


  “Ffffuck that feels good,” she breathed into my air. “They’re so sensitive… I have no idea what was in that stuff, but this… this is so good…”


   


  I sucked on her nipples, and she moaned deliriously. Her hand grabbed my crotch, rubbing me as I flicked my tongue against her sensitive buds. Alina wasn’t usually so forward, but the smoke had coaxed out a whole new side of her.


   


  From the corner of my eye I could see she beckoned Alex to take the seat on the other side of her. He did so without hesitation.


   


  “This one’s for you,” she said, offering her other breast to him.


   


  Alex didn’t need to be told twice.


   


  He latched onto her breast, sucking her soft skin into his mouth. I stared in amazement as he sucked on her breasts, much rougher than I had ever done. He squeezed her other tit hard, his fingers digging deeply into her skin, squeezing and tugging.


   


  I couldn’t believe I was watching my best friend suck on my bride-to-be’s tits — right in front of me.


   


  Alina stared into my eyes, her eyes drunk with arousal. Her hand rubbed my growing erection — my body giving me away — and I watched Alex’s hand slip up her leg. With one flick of his wrist he unbuttoned her jeans, and his hand dipped into them.


   


  I knew I had to do something, but I had no idea what. At wits’ end, I got up and went to the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face and collect my thoughts.


   


  By now, both of them would have cooled their jets. If anything, I probably ruined the sexual tension by suddenly wandering off like that.


   


  Or so I thought.


   


  I walked back into the living room and stopped dead in my tracks. Alina was laying on her back on the couch, her legs high in the air, her jeans hanging from one leg as Alex vigorously licked her pussy.


   


  This was happening.


   


  I walked up close to get a better look. Alex’s big, burly hands were all over her thighs as he licked her cunt with long, slow strokes, tasting her. Her hands were clutching his dark hair, guiding him around her most private area.


   


  “Grab a rubber,” Alina told me.


   


  I didn’t know what surprised me most: The fact that she was still lucid enough to think about protection, or the matter-of-fact way she acknowledged that our future best-man was going to fuck her.


   


  I went upstairs to grab a condom. Alina didn’t want to get pregnant until after we got married, but she had already gone off the pill, so we had been using condoms for the last few months. Unless when we’re exceptionally horny, like the other night when she caught Alex in the bathroom. I didn’t like it, but it was a small price to pay.


   


  As I rummaged through the box and grabbed a rubber, I stopped still to contemplate what I was doing. This one wasn’t for me: This one was for Alex. To slide onto his cock. To enter my fiance.


   


  Holy shit.


   


  I handed the small package to Alex, and he tore it open right away. Alina tugged his pants and boxers down, his immense cock springing free.


   


  I knew Alex was well endowed, but I had never gotten such a good look at his cock before. It was so… impressive. There is no better word for it. From the big, throbbing veins that ran up the length of his member to the big, purple head on top, everything about his cock was just impressive.


   


  He struggled to slide the condom on, and the rubber threatened to break.


   


  I was well aware that on me, they were a loose fit. But for Alex the rubber could barely contain his immense package, the material stretched to its max. For a second, I feared the material would break, and I wondered what would happen then.


   


  Would my fiance go bareback?


   


  To my relief, he managed to slip the condom on.


   


  Alina was lying on her back on our couch, her knees pulled up to her chest, her naked pussy wet and open, glistening with juices.


   


  I grabbed her ankle, helping her keep her legs open, as Alex positioned himself in front of her.


   


  Her eyes were transfixed on his member, as if it was the most important thing she’d ever seen.


   


  “You ready?” Alex asked.


   


  “Yes!” She said.


   


  He pushed forward, and just like that, he was inside my fiance. Alina grunted, her voice low and animalistic, as the biggest cock she’d ever seen stretched her out.


   


  “So big,” she groaned, repeating it like a mantra.


   


  “You’ll get used to it,” Alex said as he pushed the first few inches of his wide cock into my girlfriends tights cunt. “Derick’s girlfriends always do.”


   


  I was absolutely flabbergasted as I watched my best friend penetrate my other best friend. Alex’s words turned me on even more. He was right of course. He’d always been the better man, and subconsciously, I had always look forward to seeing just how quickly my girlfriends would fall for him.


   


  I was just happy I got to watch.


   


  Alina’s toes curled up as Alex bottomed out inside of her, all ten massive inches of his cock stretching her cunt wide open. I could see her lips grip his girth, clinging to him, begging him to stay inside of her..


   


  Alex pulled out, only to slam his member back inside of her. My fiance’s entire body jiggled as he pounded into her, relentlessly. He grabbed her tits firmly, squeezing them, as he fucked her like a jackhammer.


   


  I had never seen anything like it.


   


  This wasn’t making love.


   


  This was rough and hard fucking.


   


  Alina screamed and groaned, sounds I never heard her make before, as my best friend fucked her senseless.


   


  “Oh god, oh god,” she chanted.


   


  “You like that, don’t you?” Alex said, grabbing her by the neck. “You love it when a real man fucks you!”


   


  “YES!” Alina screamed. “I love it!”


   


  “You love my big fucking dick, isn’t that right?!”


   


  “Oh fuck yes,” she blurted out. “Just keep fucking me!”


   


  “I will!” Alex grunted. “I’ll fuck you whenever I want to! You’re my secret whore from now on!”


   


  My fiance nodded, her eyes rolling to the back of my her head.


   


  “Just imagine, when you’re walking down the aisle, no one will know your cunt was stretched out by me! No one knows what a fucking dirty slut you really are!”


   


  “Yes,” she hissed. “I’m a dirty, dirty slut!”


   


  I was perplexed by the sudden intense dirty talk. Having an impromptu threesome was one thing… being verbally humiliated by my best friend and my fiance was something else entirely.


   


  It was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever heard.


   


  “Turn around,” Alex said as he his cock out of my girlfriend’s pussy. Her lips were open, her pussy completely destroyed by my friend. “I want to watch your ass while I fuck your cheating cunt.”


   


  Alina did as she was told, hopping on her hands and knees, offering her gorgeous, round, white ass to my best friend.


   


  He smacked her booty, taking two big handfuls of her soft skin. “This is what I’m talking about.” He lined up his member and slid his cock back into her, filling her once more.


   


  Alina grabbed my shirt and pulled me down, kissing me on the lips. Her tongue darted into my mouth, her body moving forward with every thrust of Alex’s hips.


   


  “Tell him how good it feels,” Alex commanded as he fucked her from behind. “Tell your loser boyfriend what a real cock feels like!”


   


  “So good,” she moaned into my mouths, her eyes searching for mine. “He’s so damn big, baby,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt something like this.”


   


  “How good is it?” I asked excitedly.


   


  “The best I ever had,” she answered right away.


   


  That both crushed and elated me at the same time.


   


  “Have you ever been fucked in the ass?” Alex asked.


   


  “N-no,” Alina said with slight hesitation.


   


  “Want me to?”


   


  I almost mustered a chuckle. The thought alone! That giant big ass cock would never fit inside her ass, and even if it theoretically could, there was no way my fiance would ever agree to something so ludicro—


   


  “… yes,” Alina said.


   


  I was dumbfounded.


   


  “Get us some lube, boy,” Alex commanded me. In a daze-like state I went upstairs to rummage through our drawers for lube. I was floating on air, the reality refusing to sink in. This liquid was for Alex. To squirt on his cock. To fuck my fiance’s asshole. Which she had always refused me.


   


  “Here,” I said, handing it to him, my hands shaking from excitement.


   


  He squirted a copious amounts of it on my girlfriends asshole, rubbing it in with his fingers. She wiggled her bottom, her body reeling from his touch.


   


  “Just relax,” he told her, placing the tip of his member against her virgin asshole. “Relax.”


   


  He slowly started to apply pressure, and Alina let out a low, howling groan.


   


  “Relax,” Alex insisted, placing his hand on the small of her back. “Let it happen.”


   


  “Oh ffffffuuuuckkk,” my fiance grunted, grabbing my hand and squeezing it so hard it hurt. “He’s inside my ass,” she breathed. “Fuck!”


   


  “That’s it, just like that,” Alex said, and I watched with amazement as the big, purple, bulbous head of his cock slipped right into her unused ass.


   


  This was really happening.


   


  Within 48 hours of meeting her, my best friend was popping my fiance’s ass-cherry.


   


  Alex took his time, letting her adjust to his immense size, working in one inch after another. Alina, meanwhile, was squeezing my hand hard, her breathing heavy and labored, while she grunted continuously.


   


  “How does it feel?” Alex asked her. “How does it feel to get fucked in the ass?”


   


  “So good,” she blurted out.


   


  “The moment I saw you I knew I was going to fuck that ass of yours,” Alex said, slapping her cheeks for good measure. “I could tell you were a dirty slut right away.”


   


  “Uh-huh,” my fiance grunted. “I’m a dirty slut! Fuck my ass!”


   


  Alex grabbed her waist and picked up his pace, thrusting his cock into my fiance’s virgin asshole so hard I was afraid he was going to ruin her forever. His balls slapped against her cunt with every thrust, the wet sounds bouncing off the walls.


   


  “I’m going to cum inside your fiance’s ass, Derek. Is that okay?”


   


  I found myself nodding. “Yes,” I croaked, my voice barely audible.


   


  To my surprise, Alex pulled out… only to remove the condom from his immense, pulsating prick. Fully bare, he pushed his cock back into my fiance’s ass, the purple head sliding in with relative ease now.


   


  “I’m going to cum right in your ass, slut,” he breathed.


   


  “Oh yes, I feel it,” Alina moaned. “I feel you throbbing!”


   


  “This is how you do it!” He said it to me. “Are you taking notes? This is how you properly fuck a slut!”


   


  “Yes, sir,” I said, completely falling in line.


   


  “I ought to send you down the aisle leaking with my cum,” Alex grunted. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you, whore?”


   


  “Yes! Yes! Oh yes fill me Alex, fill my ass!”


   


  “Fuck here it comes! UGH!”


   


  Alex gave hard, final thrust before bottoming out inside my girlfriend’s virgin ass, his cock pulsating and throbbing as he fired a juicy, spermy load right into her ass. With a satisfied sigh he pulled his cock out and spread her ass open, providing me with a perfect view of her wide-open asshole leaking cum right onto our couch.


   


  It was gaping. I never thought assholes could stretch that far, but Alex had done the impossible.


   


  I had to feel it. I slipped off my pants (for some reason it hadn’t occurred to me to undress), took my place behind my wife and slid my cock right into her open asshole. It was extremely well-lubricated with Alex’s sperm rubbing against my member on all sides. Her ass still felt reasonably tight, and I could only imagine how that kind of grip must’ve felt on Alex’s much bigger cock.


   


  I lasted only a few strokes, the pure sex of it all overwhelming every single one of my senses.


   


  The smell of pure sex — a potent mixture of two familiar smells: My fiance’s juices and my best man’s sweat.


   


  The sight of my own cock coated in another men’s seed.


   


  The wet sound of his jizz slipping out of her ass with every thrust of my hips.


   


  I came so fucking hard. My entire body trembled as I blew my load inside my fiance’s asshole, adding my cum to Alex’s.


   


  I collapsed on the couch, absolutely spent. Alex was drinking a beer, smiling broadly at me. My fiance curled up into a ball, her ass still leaking juices, staining the couch.


   


  “That’s my pre-mature wedding-gift,” Alex said. “You’re welcome.”


   


  I thanked Alex for an eventful night and carried my bride-to-be to our bedroom. She fell right asleep, as she was totally physically drained. I cuddled up next to her, nestling my cock against her ass, warm juices clinging against me. I held her close, feeling absolutely elated that all three of us shared such an intimate moment.


   


  What a night…


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  In the bright light of the next morning, the world was very different. Gone was the pleasant, intoxicating haze, brought on by the smoke and drink.


   


  I was stone cold sober, with Alex’s dried up cum all over my crotch, and a head whirling with emotions.


   


  “Morning,” Alina said with one eye open.


   


  “Hey.”


   


  “…”


   


  “…”


   


  Both of us were silent, not knowing how how to start the conversation. In lieu of words, I kissed my fiance on the lips. She smiled, to my great relief.


   


  “How do you feel?” I asked her.


   


  “Sore,” she said with a lop-sided grin.


   


  “I can imagine.”


   


  “Last night was…”


   


  “…amazing,” I said, finishing her sentence.


   


  “Haha, that’s one way of putting it,” she answered. “Remind me to never smoke again.”


   


  “You don’t want a repeat?”


   


  “…do you?”


   


  She shrugged. “I’m afraid to say yes.”


   


  “Why?”


   


  “Because, what if I… do? Like… really… do? What does that mean for… us?”


   


  “Nothing,” I said. “It means the start of something new and extremely adventurous.”


   


  “How are you so amazing?”


   


  “I just want you to be happy,” I said. “If you’re happy, I’m happy. So if you want to… then we will…”


   


  “Are you sure?” She said. “Like, for real, SURE sure? Once we go down this road, I’m not sure there is a road back.”


   


  I swallowed the lump in my throat. If I understood correctly, my fiance was asking me for permission to fuck Alex, or any other guy for that matter, whenever she wanted. And once given, I wouldn’t be able to revoke that permission.


   


  I couldn’t imagine anything I wanted more than to my sweet girlfriend turn into a dirty slut, fucking anyone she wants to.


   


  “Yes,” I said, my voice nearly breaking. “We have to agree on some… guidelines, perhaps… but essentially… my answer is yes.”


   


  Her eyes lit up with possibility. She threw her arms around my neck and hugged me tightly, planting small kisses all over my face and neck. “I love you… future husband.”


   


  “And I love you, future wife.”


   


  * * *


   


  “Morning,” Alex said as we joined him at the dinner table, as he once again prepared us breakfast. “What is the plan for today?”


   


  His cool demeanor shouldn’t have come as a surprise to me — after all, he was my best friend — but it still amazed me how he could just totally act like last night never happened.


   


  “Well, Derrik has to go pick up my parents soon, plus I have to go see the florist, among other things,” Alina said. “The wedding is fast approaching, my god. Can you believe that in less than 48 hours we’ll be husband and wife?”


   


  The one thing I found hard to believe was that Alex went from stranger to ass-cherry-popper within that same timeframe.


   


  “I know, right?” I said, feasting on my pancakes. “It’s crazy.”


   


  “So, that leaves us very little time to have… the conversation.”


   


  All three of us fell silent at my fiance’s words. I was sweating bullets, while Alex was completely relaxed, as if he hadn’t just throw our engagement for a loop.


   


  “Go ahead,” he said.


   


  Alina looked to me for approval, and I gave her a small nod.


   


  “Last night was… interesting,” she said, starting hesitantly. “I’d like to hear your perspective, Alex.”


   


  He smiled cockily. “That’s one way to describe it. Personally, I’d call it mindblowingly amazing. You guys haven’t kicked me out yet, so based on that I’m going to assume you both liked it. Is that correct?”


   


  “I’m the one asking the questions here,” my fiance said, unable to suppress a smile. “I wanted your perspective.”


   


  Alex sat up straight, placing his elbows on the table, staring deeply into my future-wife’s eyes. “Fair enough. My perspective? Last night, I saw a good girl that really, really wanted to be bad, and a boyfriend that has always reveled in listening in on me fucking his dates… so one plus one equaled two. Or in this case, it meant my big cock inside your virgin ass.”


   


  Alina blushed, but he wasn’t wrong.


   


  “Am I correct?”


   


  “Maybe,” she conceded.


   


  “What about you, Derek? I want to hear your side. After all, it’s your bride I fucked last night.”


   


  My face was glowing red hot as all eyes turned to me. I was happier being a participant to their flirting, rather than the focus of attention. Alex’s brash moves were, however, extremely arousing.


   


  “I knew that you’ve always been standing outside my door whenever I brought someone home, you know. I’m not completely oblivious.”


   


  “Is that true?” My fiance interjected.


   


  I nodded, my palms slicked with sweat. “Yeah,” I uttered.


   


  “I knew you secretly wanted to be a cuckold.”


   


  Cuckold. Was that really me?


   


  “You know we both saw you the other night, right? When you went out for a ‘beer run’?”


   


  My heart skipped a beat, and my humiliation was complete. They both knew I had been right there?! I stammered a few words, but no coherent sentence came out of my mouth.


   


  Alina nodded. “Yes. Sorry about playing you like that, honey, but Alex told me all about your… sexual interests. I didn’t believe him at first, but he bet me he could finger right me in front of you, and you’d just sit there and watch. So he tried… and succeeded…”


   


  My mouth was as dry as the Sahara desert as I realized I had been played for a fool. Then again, Alex hadn’t been wrong… not at all. He knew me better than I knew myself, and had given me the greatest gift of all. He’d forced me to confront my deepest, darkest desires.


   


  As I sat there, stammering, trying to come up with a way to defend myself and failing miserably, Alex kicked his chair back. He grabbed my fiance’s hand and placed it on the giant bulge in his crotch.


   


  “We only have a short while before your parents get here… to prepare for your wedding… so I suggest we speed this along,” he said.


   


  Alina licked her lips, unzipping his fly. “I agree.”


   


  She dropped to her knees in front of him, tugging his jeans and boxers down. His cock sprung out, brushing against her lips.


   


  “God, your cock is so fucking big, Alex,” she said, her voice full of astonishment, as her fingers circled it’s base. “I’ve wanted to taste it since the moment I saw it.”


   


  I sat there dumbfounded as my girlfriend opened her mouth, leaned forward, and engulfed my best friend’s cock into her mouth. Alex grabbed a fistful of her hair, forcing her mouth down on his cock. There was nothing sweet about this: He used her mouth as a toy, forcing his length down her throat, and my girlfriend let him use her like that.


   


  “I… can’t believe t-this,” I stammered, but no one was listening.


   


  “That’s it, baby, suck that cock,” Alex said crudely as he pumped his cock into my girlfriend’s mouth.


   


  This all happened so fast. One moment we were eating pancakes and sipping coffee, planning our day as if nothing had happened, and the next, Alina was on her knees with Alex’s cock halfway down her throat, slobbering all over his meat. It felt very strange to go between those two worlds so quickly.


   


  “Your girlfriend is an excellent cocksucker,” Alex told me. “I’ll be sure to use her mouth every day as long as I’m here.”


   


  “B-but, the w-wedding,” I hesitated, jumbling my words.


   


  “Didn’t I tell you last night? I’ll send her down the aisle with a fresh load of cum dripping down her legs.”


   


  “Oh god,” I heard Alina gasp with a mouthful of cock. I realized that she got off on Alex’s dirty talk. The dirtier and meaner he got, the more she got into it… and I knew Alex. That man had no limits.


   


  “In fact, you’re going to kiss your mom hello with the taste of my cock still on your mouth, isn’t that right?”


   


  Alex held his cock by it’s base, pulling it out of my girlfriends mouth and slapping it against her outstretched tongue. She tried to catch it with her mouth, but Alex entertained himself by smearing his wet cock all over her face, coating her with his juices.


   


  “That’s it, baby, your whole face will smell like my fucking cock all day.”


   


  Alina closed her eyes, a wide, lust-filled smile on her lips as she let Alex smear his pre-cum all over her face.


   


  I never knew she had such a submissive side to her, but Alex really had full control of her.


   


  “Shouldn’t you go the airport to pick up her parents?” Alex said, turning to me, as he pumped his cock into my fiance’s mouth. “You get on that, I’ll keep your slut entertained.”


   


  “B-b-but—”


   


  “Yeah, go, baby,” Alina said, her lips resting against Alex’s cock. “Hurry, or you’ll be late.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 6


   


  I still had trouble believing it all on the drive to the airport. I had volunteered to pick up Alina’s parents — but that was before she and Alex had hit it off so well… more than I could have ever imagined, in fact.


   


  I could barely focus on the road, my eyes darting to my cell phone every few seconds. I texted my fiance, asking for updates, but I received none.


   


  I supposed they were too busy to text…


   


  Her parents were happy to see me, as Alina was their first child getting married, and my future mother-in-law took up all my available attention with her incessant questions on all the different wedding arrangements we had made. Henrietta was a kind woman, though a bit nosy at times, as mother-in-laws tended to be. Jeb was the silent type, and that suited me just fine.


   


  I texted on the drive home, warning that we were quickly approaching. If we walked in on them now, with her parents in tow…


   


  Well, that would be hard to explain.


   


  I did my best to make as much noise as possible as I opened the front door. To my relief, Alex and Alina were sitting at the kitchen table, sipping tea, fully dressed and everything.


   


  How fucked up is it that I was almost surprised at that fact?


   


  I helped them carry their bags in while Alina toured them around our home. Afterwards we all sat down in the living room for coffee.


   


  Her mother and father told us all about their latest vacation, but I barely heard a thing they were saying.


   


  “Are you alright, dear?”


   


  “Sorry?”


   


  Alina’s mother was looking at with a look of concern in her eyes. Alina had the same deep blue eyes… only a lot naughtier.


   


  “I asked you if you were alright, hun. You’ve been a bit absent all day. Have you caught a stomach bug?”


   


  “Oh, I’m just a little nervous, is all,” I lied.


   


  In fact, Henrietta, I’m thinking about the fact that your pristine daughter leaked our best man’s cum out of her abused asshole on the couch, right where you’ve got your fat ass parked right now.


   


  “I’m sure it’ll pass,” I laughed nervously.


   


  “Not having second thoughts now, are you?” She pressed on. Mother-in-laws..


   


  “No, no,” I said, raising my hands. “Not at all. I’m not looking forward to being the center of attention, that’s all.”


   


  My answer seemed to have sated Henrietta, and she turned her attention back towards her daughter. She still gave me an odd look once or twice, but I couldn’t care less. She had no idea what was really going on.. And there was no way she was ever finding out either.


   


  As I sipped on my coffee, I eyed Henrietta and Jeb. I wondered how many people really dabbled in this sorta thing. Wife swapping. Threesomes. Swinging. Cuckolding. Whatever you want to call it.


   


  Nobody thinks it’s their neighbors, their parents, their friends… but someone has got to be attending all those swinger-parties, right? Why not my in-laws?


   


  Of course, Henrietta was the shining example of a proper, god-fearing Southern house-wife… which would only make it all the more wicked if once a blue-moon they’d invite a black bull into their home to wreck her pussy…


   


  And Jeb. He worked on the land. Broad shoulders, strong jawline. He wasn’t Alina’s biological father — that man had passed away when she was only an infant. Jeb had stepped in and helped Henrietta raise her family, though. I wondered if he ever had any… thoughts about his wife’s daughter. Now that Alina and I seemed to be opening up our impending marriage, I wondered what she’d say if I offered her to her own…


   


  Fuck, what was happening to me? Was I seriously day-dreaming about my in-law’s sex life? My god. I needed a drink, and stat.


   


  * * *


   


  The next few days were all a blur. I felt like I was being lived at that point: My family was in town, Alina’s family all arrived, and we were so busy entertaining all our family and friends we barely had any time to spend with each other — or Alex, for that matter.


   


  As soon as the family had shown up, they had both behaved exemplary, much to my relief. For a second I feared Alex was going to continue to humiliate and emasculate me in public… but I was spared that cruel fate.


   


  This didn’t mean that Alex still didn’t tease me every chance he got. He knew exactly what to say to get under my skin.


   


  When I’d be in the kitchen brewing coffee, he’d whisper a little taunt into my ear, so softly I wasn’t even sure if I had heard him correctly — though his penetrating stare assured me I had.


   


  They were quips like:


   


  “Remember when I popped your wife’s ass-cherry on the couch her mom is sitting on now?”


   


  “I wonder how many guys at the wedding will have came inside her… do you think it’s just you and me?”


   


  “I guess I’ll be the last guy who blew a load inside Alina before she walks down the aisle… reckon I’d be the first to cum inside her married cunt as well?”


   


  Especially that last one got me so hard I nearly spilled my coffee as I ran towards the bathroom to jerk-off, attracting a few odd stares from my relatives. Sharing my newly wed wife, even before I had a chance to fuck her… that was the single hottest fucking thing I’ve ever heard of.


   


  As a fantasy.


   


  Nothing that lewd would ever happen in real life.


   


  Right?


   


  * * *


   


  The wedding went off without a hitch. Alina looked more gorgeous than ever. Seeing her walk down the aisle in her pristine white dress was the single most happiest moment in my life. I was ecstatic that this beautiful, strong, independent, intelligent, funny woman chose me.


   


  Even despite my flaws, my stubbornness, my moods, my kinks — she had always stood by me, and supported me every step of the way.


   


  I loved her.


   


  The rest of the day happened all so quickly I barely remembered a thing: There were too many smiling faces to greet, hands to shake and toasts to applaud. All throughout the day, however, all my attention was focused solely on my beautiful wife.


   


  My wife. That was what she was now.


   


  Alex gave a wonderful toast at dinner, straight from the heart, and I was once again reminded that I had made the right call in asking him to be my best man. I couldn’t ask for a better, more loyal friend.


   


  We ended the joyous day with a giant party. Alina’s parents had rented out a restaurant for us, and we danced the night away. Early on in the planning, we’d both decided that we were going to leave our party a bit early.


   


  We left at around 11.30, so the night ended on a high note. We’ve been to other weddings where the bride and groom stayed to the very end, and they’re always tired and drunk.. while we were both eager to celebrate our wedding, the old fashioned way.


   


  Alex drove us to our five-star hotel where we’d rented the bridal suite, as had always been the plan. It may be hard to believe me at this point, but I honestly hadn’t thought about Alex’s comments all day. Not even when he gave his toast did I linger on the fact that he was the last man to cum inside my wife.


   


  It gave me a little thrill, for sure, but it was only a side-note in what was the celebration of Alina’s and I’s eternal love.


   


  Sharing my wife on her our wedding night had been a hot, if extremely lewd, fantasy, but this was real life. A real wedding involved a lot of hand-shaking, a lot of talking, and very little fucking in a wedding dress.


   


  Until now.


   


  “Here you are,” Alex said as he pulled the rented limo up the hotel. “We’ve arrived.”


   


  “Thanks,” I said. Without thinking about it, I opened my big yap. “Want to come up for a nightcap?”


   


  Alex turned around, resting his arm on the seat. “Are you sure? I don’t want to impose.”


   


  Alina waved his concerns away. “It’s no big deal. I have to get out of this bloody dress anyway, and that’ll take me at least half an hour,” she laughed.


   


  Alex followed us to our room, and I opened a bottle of champagne for us as Alina excused herself. Her dress was beautiful, but intricate — a fact she had lamented several times today already. I wanted to rip it from her body, but she’d kill me, that thing was the single most expensive thing at our wedding!


   


  “To your wedding,” Alex said as we clinked our glasses together, in what felt like the eight-hundred toast of the day.


   


  “How do you feel?” He asked me. “Does it feel real yet?”


   


  I shook my head. “Not really. It’s weird. You’ve been planning and looking forward to this day for months and months, and it seems to take ages… then suddenly times seems to pick up, and the days fly by, and before you know it, you’re standing by the aisle, and then boom you’re married. And now we’re here… yet I can remember asking Alina to marry me like it was only yesterday.”


   


  And at that point, my marriage changed forever.


   


  ***


  Chapter 7


   


  “Hi boys…”


   


  Our heads swiveled in unison to the open bathroom door. The delightful image I saw there nearly made me faint right there on the spot.


   


  Alina had taken off her wedding dress, and stood there in nothing but her pristine white lingerie, with her hands cocked on her hips.


   


  “How do I look?”


   


  She turned around, showing off her beautiful attire. She was wearing a white corset, with matching white stockings.


   


  “Beautiful,” I gasped. Alex nodded. “Fucking A.”


   


  “Good,” she grinned.


   


  “You’ve been wearing that underneath your dress all day?” I asked.


   


  She nodded, biting down on her bottom lip. “Uh-huh. You have no idea how much I’ve been looking forward to this moment all day.”


   


  She sauntered towards us… and walked right past me. She grabbed Alex by his red tie and led him to our king-sized bed.


   


  “W-what,” I stammered, my mouth dry. This was my wedding night!


   


  Alina swiveled around to face me. Her beautiful blue eyes were burning with passion, a wicked smirk on her lips.


   


  “I’ve been unable to get Alex’s words out of my mind, honey, and I’m sure the same goes for you.”


   


  She walked towards me, swaying her hips with every step. Alex stared at her round ass from behind, squeezing the bulge in his pants. I couldn’t believe this was really happening.


   


  “I know you want this,” my wife whispered into my ear, her hands running over my body. “You want to watch me with our best man, don’t you? You want to watch your new bride get fucked… you want to see my freshly married pussy get creamed, don’t you?”


   


  She grabbed the bulge in my pants, squeezing my erection. My wife knew me better than I knew myself. I did want it. Secretly. But this was all happening so fast…


   


  “Please let me, baby…” she breathed into my neck as her hand slipped into my pants, circling my erection. “Please say the word… tell me it’s okay to be a naughty, dirty, slut wife…”


   


  How could I resist?


   


  “Y-yes,” I breathed. “I want you t-to.”


   


  “To do what?”


   


  She was really busting my balls.


   


  “To fuck A-alex,” I said. “I want you to fuck Alex.”


   


  She smiled widely at me, bearing her white teeth. “Good. You’re an excellent husband, baby. Take a seat… while your friend shows you how to really fuck.”


   


  I sat down as instructed, my hands shaking from excitement. Alina climbed on top of my best friend’s lap, his hands immediately grabbing her panty-covered ass, his big hands squeezing her round, firm behind.


   


  She bent over and kissed him, and he returned the passionate kiss, their tongues intertwining. My stomach fluttered as I watched them make-out. In a strange way, their kiss was the most intimate thing they’d done so far — and they’d done a lot.


   


  “I’m such a naughty wife,” Alina whispered as she slid down to her knees in front of our best man, tugging his pants down with both her hands. His boxers quickly followed, and his giant prick flopped out, brushing against her hot lips.


   


  She instantly wrapped her hot, red lips around the bulbous head of his cock, her tongue brushing against his slut.


   


  “Oh fuck, that’s it, you dirty little whore,” Alex groaned as my wife sucked him off. He grabbed a handful of hair and pumped his cock into her mouth. “Suck that big fucking dick.”


   


  “Mmmhmhm,” my wife moaned approvingly as she took inch-after-inch of his monster sized cock down her throat.


   


  “When I saw you walk down that aisle, all I could think about was how fucking good you looked with my cock inside of you,” Alex said.


   


  “Me too,” Alina grunted. “I fucking love your cock. I loved how no one knew what a dirty fucking whore I really am.”


   


  Alex grabbed the back of her neck and forced her mouth back on his cock. “Who told you you could stop sucking my cock?” He said.


   


  Only lewd sounds escaped from my wife’s mouth as she gagged on his fat member. One hand was stroking his erection while the other had dipped into her panties, rubbing her clit as our best man used her mouth.


   


  “Grab my phone,” Alex said to me. “Take some pictures of your wife sucking my cock.”


   


  I hesitated. If he had photo’s… he’d have even more power of us… I’d be at his mercy…


   


  I got up and fished his phone out of his pocket, my hands trembling from excitement at that prospect.


   


  “Smile for the camera,” he told my wife as he pulled his cock out of her mouth. Alina turned to face me, a wicked, sloppy smile on her lips. Strands of saliva connected her lips to the tip of Alex’s cock, and her happy smile erased any and all doubts whether or not she was a willing participant.


   


  She blew kisses at the camera as I snapped pictures, one after another. She kissed the top his prick, her tongue flicking out, dipping into the slit on his prick.


   


  “I want to see your wedding ring in the picture,” Alex commanded. “I need proof to show all the guys in my unit I fucked a wife on her wedding night.”


   


  “Oh fuck,” Alina gasped, her cheeks flushed with excitement. “Are you going to show these pictures to other men?”


   


  “You fucking bet,” Alex said. “A hot little slut like you deserves to be shared.”


   


  Alina closed her eyes, a naughty smile on her lips as she rubbed her clit. “Yes,” she hissed. “I do deserve to be shared.”


   


  She grabbed the base of his cock in a way that her wedding ring was pointed towards the camera, smiling blissfully at me. I zoomed in on the jewelry, my hands shaking so much it was hard to keep the camera in focus.


   


  I remember picking out our rings together. It was a symbol for our undying love.


   


  And now that symbol was pressed against our best man’s cock as her tongue ran up and down it’s incredible length.


   


  “You got it?”


   


  I nodded. “Y-yes,”


   


  “Good.”


   


  He roughly grabbed a fistful of my bride’s hair and pushed her down below his balls. “Now suck on my balls, you secret whore.”


   


  Alina did her job with gusto. She slobbered all over his immense ballsack, popping them into her mouth and rolling her tongue all over them, until his entire sack with glistening with her saliva.


   


  When he was satisfied with her ministrations, he pulled her up by the arm and threw her on the bed as if she was a rag doll. He grabbed her legs, pulled her close to him, and with one yank ripped off her expensive, lace panties.


   


  Her cute, just-married pussy was dripping wet, and ready for him. I kept taking pictures, even without being told to. I wanted to have proof of his wanton night, so I could relive it over and over again.


   


  However, one thing did worry me.


   


  “I-I don’t have any condoms,” I said.


   


  Alina looked straight at me. “I know,” she said as her hand grabbed the base of Alex’s cock. “I want him bare.”


   


  Without waiting for my response she pulled him closer.


   


  “B-but,” I protested, but to no avail. Alex’s bare naked cock slid into my wife’s married pussy, the big, bulbous head spreading her lips wide-open.


   


  That moment is etched into my brain. You can’t ever un-see your best man sliding his unprotected cock into your wife’s married pussy with her wedding-lingerie still on.


   


  “Oh god,” she groaned, throwing her head back in pleasure. “It feels even better without protection.”


   


  Alex slid his cock into my wife’s cunt all the way to the hilt, completely filling her. I was dumbfounded, rooted to the spot, the camera still clutched in my hands.


   


  “B-but,” I tried again. “You’re not on the pill.”


   


  “I know,” Alina said. “That only makes it hotter. Your best friend could knock me up right now…”


   


  My knees buckled. Alina really took to humiliating me like a fish takes to water, and just when I thought we’d gone as far as possible — surrendering her to my friend on my wedding night — she pushes it a bit further. Getting pregnant.


   


  Alex’s hands gripped my wife’s thighs, his fingers digging into her flesh. He pounded his massive cock into her, making her moan and scream. I just sat there on the edge of the bed, impotently, filming his massive cock fill my wife’s cunt.


   


  “Are you going to cum inside of me?” Alina asked, her voice thick with arousal. “Are you going to fill me with your cum?”


   


  “Fuck yes,” Alex grunted. “I’m going to cum deep inside that slutty little cunt of yours!”


   


  “Do it!” She said. “Fill me! Use me! Cum in my unprotected pussy!”


   


  “Fuck!” Alex groaned. “Here it comes, you hot little bitch! Oh yes!”


   


  He gave a few final, hard thrusts before he bottomed out inside of her, flooding her fertile pussy with his potent cum. His balls trembled as they fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum right into her freshly married cunt.


   


  “Oh god, I feel it, there’s so much,” my wife panted. “Fill me baby.” Her long legs were now wrapped around Alex’s waist, pulling him in closer, coaxing every last potent drop of fluid out of him.


   


  After dropping the biggest load I’d ever seen inside my wife, Alex pulled out. Her normally tight pussy was now gaping wide-open, red and swollen, creamy white semen dripping down her thighs.


   


  Alina looked at me with a look full of abandon. “If you don’t want your friend to knock me up, you’d better come here and eat my creamy pussy,” she said to me.


   


  I couldn’t resist. The smell of her sex drove me absolutely mad with lust, and I dove in. She grabbed the back of my hair, forcing my head down, pushing my tongue right into her used cunt. I licked and sucked as best I could, the combined juices filling my mouth.


   


  “That’s it, cuckold,” Alex said. “Eat my cum.”


   


  From the corner of my eye I could see Alex was taking pictures of me eating his load out of my wife. I didn’t even care at this point — all I wanted to do was drown in my wife’s pussy.


   


  Alina orgasmed on my face, and I was happy I could still please her. She held my head down tightly, nearly choking me with her pussy as she trembled with pleasure.


   


  I cuddled her used and abused body as I regained my breath. This was the best wedding night I ever could have hoped for…


   


  ***


  Epilogue


   


  “We’re pregnant!”


   


  Henrietta clapped her hands out of excitement. “How wonderful!” She said, tears welling in her eyes. “Oh honey, I’m so happy for you!”


   


  My mother-in-law got up and hugged my wife and me. “I can’t wait to tell everyone!”


   


  Exactly what we suspected. “We’re only a few weeks along, so please hold off until we’re sure everything is gine?” I said as tactfully as I could.


   


  “Oh of course child, I’m sorry,” Henrietta said. “I’m just so excited! I’m going to be a grandma! How far along are you?”


   


  “Six weeks,” Alina said proudly as she rubbed her tummy. She still had a tight stomach, but that would soon all chance…


   


  “Six weeks? So you conceived on your wedding night? The old-fashioned way,” Henrietta smiled. “Wonderful!”


   


  I swallowed the large lump in my throat.


   


  My mother-in-law wasn’t wrong. Our wedding night had been exactly six weeks ago… only I never came in my wife that night.


   


  Our best man, Alex, did. Just like he did the next day, and the one after that, and…


   


  The thrill of unprotected sex was too powerful to resist for either of us. By the third night I had conceded the fact Alex was going to knock my wife up. She was my wife, and he was my best friend. All three of us were now connected through a new, unbreakable bond.


   


  Technically, there was a chance it was mine, since I did get one in every now and then… but… it was a slim chance, for sure. “Our love-child,” is what Alina called our baby. The thing she loved being me… and Alex’s big, meaty cock.


   


  And I couldn’t blame her.


   


  “How do you feel?” Henrietta asked my wife.


   


  “Wonderful,” Alina beamed. She was positively glowing. “I love this feeling. I want to have a big, big family.”


   


  I knew what that meant.


   


  “Me too,” I said. “Me too.”


   


  ***


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading!


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.


   


  If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


  All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for?


   


  ***


   


  Did you love My Shared Wife? Then you should check out My Wife, His Toy!


  [image:  ]


   


  “She's your wife... but she's my toy.”


   


  Donald wants nothing more than to start a family with his hot young wife Mary, but when a test reveals he's infertile, his world comes crumbling down. Luckily, his fertile best friend Tony can solve all his problems - by knocking up his wife.


   


  Tony has lusted after Mary for years, but out of respect for his best friend, he has never made a move on her. But when Donald offers his wife to him, he can't resist turning the prim and proper housewife into his personal toy...


   


  Excerpt


   


  “Follow me,” she whispered as she led her husband upstairs.


   


  He threw her down on their marital bed, roughly yanking both of their clothes off. Donald was eager to re-claim his wife, prove his masculinity by fucking the everliving shit out of her. She wiggled her naked bottom at him, teasing him, daring him to roughly take her. He smacked her ass hard, the sound reverberating in the room, before he flipped her over, pushed her knees up to her chest and sunk his cock into her.


   


  Fueled by pure animalistic passion Donald slammed his cock into his wife, his mouth latching onto hers as her nails clawed at his back.


   


  “Fuck me baby, use me,” she moaned between strokes.


   


  Mary reached for the nightstand with one hand, and Donald knew exactly what this meant. She was reaching for her toy, for ‘Tony’, for the big, white cock that she loved teasing her husband with. The mere act of reaching for the stand made Donald’s blood run hot - he knew her hot moans, her teasing words about his best friend’s big cock were only moments away, and his cock swelled. He was close to cumming already.


   


  Suddenly, in a flash, everything became clear for him. Of course! It was all so simple.


   


  Their roleplaying, their sex life, their childlessness… all those problems could be solved by one simple solution.


   


  Ask Tony to impregnate Mary.


   


  That thought was so illicit, so naughty it made Donald’s head swim with emotions. Could he really him ask such a thing? Would he be on board?


   


  Mary slid the purple head of the toy into her waiting mouth, wrapping her thick lips around the engorged head. She stared her husband dead in the face, knowing damn well what kind of effect her teasing had on him. She saw a strange look on his face, like he just had an amazing idea.


   


  “What is it baby?”


   


  “I just had an idea,” Donald muttered, his cock still buried deep inside his wife’s wet cunt. As he looked down at the vision of beauty underneath him, he realized Tony could never say no. Mary was a blonde goddess, every man would be more than eager to fill her up with cum. If he vocalized his thought… he might never get the genie back into the bottle. His cock twitched with anticipation, eager to release its sweet juices.


   


  “Tell me baby,” Mary moaned, her voice raspy.


   


  Donald licked his lips. This was it. Jesus Christ.


   


  “We can get Tony to knock you up.”


   


  Mary’s eyes widened as her husband revealed his plan. He pushed forward as he talked, filling the young wife with his thick cock.


   


  “Oh God,” she moaned, lost for words. “You really want me to fuck his big tool?”


   


  “I want you to fuck him and his big cock, without protection. I want him to put a baby inside of you!”


   


  Mary wrapped her legs around her husbands torso, pulling him in closer. She fisted his hair, planting a firm, fiery kiss on his lips. Her body burned with desire, and every word that left Donald’s lips brought her closer to orgasm.


   


  “Will you do it for me, baby? For us?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” Mary nodded, a wicked smile on her lips.


   


  “I’ll fuck him baby. I’ll fuck your best friend. Bareback! For us! I’ll let him fill me up with that big, fat cock of his, I’ll make him cum deep inside of me, right in my pussy, until I’m pregnant with his baby!”


   


  Donald gasped for air as the sensations overwhelmed him. His wife embraced his dirty thoughts completely, and he was on the brink of unleashing an earth-shattering orgasm inside of her.


   


  “Do it baby, cum inside of me! Fill me up, just like your friend will!”


   


  Jesus Christ.


   


  Donald came hard, blasting his wife’s cunt full with his sperm. He collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily. Holy shit. Did that really just happen?


   


  The horny couple kissed passionately, getting lost in a sea of limbs and sweat as they cooled down. Mary stroked her husbands hair as she felt his cock slowly go softer inside of her.


   


  “Did you mean what you said, about Tony?” She asked. Instantly her husbands cock surged, giving her an answer.


   


  Maybe? I don’t know? Yes? Yes, I want my best friend to knock you up. Who says that? The whole proposition was insane, more than insane… but it was the only thing that made any sense to Donald. He was infertile, adoption was a long and expensive process, as was finding a donor and going the clinical route… while Tony was only a phone call away.


   


  “I want to raise a family with you, no matter how. And this makes sense, doesn’t it?”


   


  Mary’s heart fluttered as her husband basically gave her permission to sleep, nay, be impregnated by another man. Exploring this fantasy over the past few weeks had made her hornier than ever. Secretly she had always been curious about Donald’s best friend, but had pushed those thoughts far away. Now, with her husbands permission, they had been rekindled… with a passion.


   


  “I think you should give him a call.”


   


   


  Continue reading!


  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


   


  Watching my Wife Novellas



  My Wife, His Toy
Jamaica Mistaka
Hot Tub Hot Wife
My Wife & The Bully
The Auction
The Sauna Swap
The Roommate
The Best Man


   


  Watching my Wife Short Stories


   


  The Cabin
The Fantasy Fair
The Audition
Hotel Hotwife
Shared With My Boss
The Neighbor
The Pool Party
The Cruise
The Summer Job

  
 Taken in the Tub
Taken in the Sauna
Taken in the Stripclub
Taken by the Team
Taken at the Pool Party
Taken at the Resort
Taken at the Office Party
Taken at the Beach
Taken by the Billionaires
Taken at the Xmas Party
Taken while Camping
Taken at the Costume Party
Taken in the Cabin
Taken on the Island
Taken at the Fertility Clinic
Taken by the Best Men
Taken in the Club
Taken by the Bikers
Taken by the Neighbors
Taken at the Reunion
Taken by my Roommates
Taken at the Housewarming Party


   


  Cuckold Short Stories


   


  Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 1
Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 2


  Cuckolded by a Colleague


  Cuckolded by the Black Billionaire
Cuckolded by my Black Neighbor
Cuckolded by her Personal Trainer


   


  My Wildest Fantasy - Gangbang Short Stories


   


  Taken by the Cops
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