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A little taste…

MY WIFE & THE BIG BLACK RAPPER Part 1

Also by Francis Cuckold


A little taste…


He continued kissing down her neck, taking his time. Amy’s eyes were closed and her head was thrown back giving him easy access. Her breaths became heavier and heavier.

That’s when T-Rap made his move. His big black tattooed hand cupped her breast. Amy put her hand on top of his. At first I thought she was going to pull it away but no. She held his hand there on her boob, letting him touch her.

When T-Rap slipped his finger under the edge of the dress, Amy stopped him. “Not here,” she said. “Bedroom.”

T-Rap licked his lips and wiped his mouth with his hand. He stood up and helped Amy stand too. They held hands like newlyweds as he led her out of the living room and down the hall to the master bedroom…
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Come on Inside for more…


MY WIFE & THE BIG BLACK RAPPER Part 1


“Are you sure you want to do this?” Amy, my wife of ten years, still looked doe-eyed innocent at 33.

Was this my last chance to turn back? Probably. I mean, I mean we were pulling up to the hotel. It was pretty swanky, even by South Miami Beach standards. Much more expensive than we could afford on my stagnant salary.

“Uh, I don’t know. What do you want to do?”

Amy grimaced. My indecision always drove her crazy. A grown man approaching the big 4-0 should be able to make decisions. Even big ones like this. “Just pull up to the valet station.”

“The valet? That’s too expensive. Besides what do I tip? You know I hate the whole tipping thing.”

Amy shook her head and looked away from me out the window. Her fingers clenched at the hem of her mini skirt. The bright yellow fabric had ridden up her tanned, toned thighs. “Just pull up. I’ll handle it. You won’t even have to talk to them.”

We pulled up to the valet station in front of the hotel and a young, dark skinned Latino guy stepped up to my window. He smiled and I rolled my window down. But I was flustered. The car lurched forward and the kid staggered back.

“Put the car in park,” Amy said. “Jeez, Francis you make us look like idiots.”

“Welcome folks,” said the valet, still smiling even after I nearly ran over his toes. No doubt expecting a big tip. “Are you checking in?”

Amy leaned across the center console towards me. The scent of her perfume was pleasingly familiar. Her low cut top stretched across her chest outlining her hard nipples. The valet had a great view of her cleavage. Quite a tip for him. “No, we’re just visiting a guest.”

“Oh, that’s cool,” said the valet. “Which room?”

Amy blushed. It was noticeable even with her tan and makeup. She even shivered a little. “The penthouse suite.”

“Penthouse?” The valet grinned and raised his dark eyebrows. His eyes darted to me.

Did he know why we were here?

“Yes, uh,” Amy started stammering. Her knees were bouncing and she was breathless. “T-Rap’s, uh, I mean, Mr. Jones’ room.”

“Mr. Jones?” Who the hell was Mr. Jones?

Amy elbowed me. She hissed at me. “That’s T-Rap’s hotel alias, silly. All the big stars have them.”

“Big star.” I rolled my eyes. “He’s a rapper.”

“Mr. Jones, of course.” He nodded like he knew what was up. Like he knew we were there so this famous rapper could bang my wife.

My unease grew as we got out of the car. The valet opened my door and took my keys. Amy grabbed my wallet. The valet must have noticed because he hustled around to her door and opened it.

Amy slid out of her seat. Her skirt rode up even higher on her long legs. A group of bellhops and valets stopped to stare at her as she stood up. All I could picture was somebody taking an upskirt photo of her and splashing it all over the internet. Was she even wearing panties? I don’t know. Let me check the internet.

She tore my wallet open and pulled some bills out. She handed them to the valet who thanked her profusely. How much did she give him? Not only was I letting some famous rich guy fuck my wife I had to pay to park for the privilege. Maybe after he was done using my wife for his pleasure he could validate my valet ticket.

Amy seemed awestruck as we walked into the grand hotel lobby. But ornate gold statues and shimmering fountains and waterfalls couldn’t distract me from some of the snickers from the onlookers.
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There was a time not long ago that my wife and I made a striking couple. But years of stressful office work had sucked the life out of me. It really struck home at the beach. While Amy stripped down to her bikini, I felt so out of place, I wore a swim shirt.

It was our second day of vacation at South Beach. I’d been the one to push for South Beach. The thought of sitting in a lounge chair while a parade of bare breasted young women marched past for my enjoyment was too much to pass up. Should have known it would come back and bite me in the ass.

That afternoon we carved out a little space on the crowded sand. Amy was quick to slip off her robe while I set up our chairs and wiped the sweat from my forehead. That’s when my wife caught the attention of one of T-Rap’s entourage. Or posse, I guess. Amy was flattered to be noticed out of a beach filled with topless wannabe models. I was suspicious at the invite to their cabana, which was really just a tent, but Amy dragged me over against my better judgement.

T-Rap was easy to identify. For one thing the dozen or so hangers-on surrounded him like he was Caesar or something. Plus he was the only one sitting in a full recliner. Like from someone’s living room. Right there on the beach. The rapper grinned at me. All I noticed was his mouth filled with gold. It gave off a menacing vibe.

T-Rap didn’t bother standing up or shaking my hand or introducing himself. He was too busy eying my wife. He made no attempt to hide it either. He lowered his sunglasses and gazed at her over them. Licking his lips the whole time. Practically eye fucking her.

He mumbled something but I couldn’t understand a word he said. Next thing I knew I had a drink in my hand. Amy wasted no time in fitting in despite us being the only two white people. She was laughing right along with everybody else. Somehow I suspected I was the butt of most of their jokes.

Despite the gangster vibe, there was something attractive about T-Rap. Nothing I could put my finger on. He just seemed to have that allure that famous people have. He was a big guy and fit. He was wearing baggy jeans and construction boots but with a tight white tank top. Not exactly my idea of beachwear but it showed off his six pack and his arms were buff like he worked out a lot. Anyway he was somebody I wouldn’t want to cross.

T-Rap shooed a couple of girls away from the chair next to him. He waved Amy over and patted the empty seat. Without looking at me, Amy giggled and cozied up to him. Within seconds T-Rap had his hand on Amy’s thigh just above the knee. Amy didn’t even pretend to brush him off. She just laughed at everything he mumbled.

How could he be any good at rapping if no one could understand what the hell he was saying?

His hands got mighty comfortable on my wife’s thigh. Not that he could feel anything with all of those gaudy rings on. Even with her new tan, Amy’s thighs looked so pale compared to his dark skin. Amy kept gabbing about how she had all his albums and listened to them all day. Which was a lie. The Camry radio was programmed to 101.5 The BOB, which played all the great hits from the 80’s, 90’s and Today. No T-Rap. No rap at all. Except occasionally that Vanilla Ice song.

After about an hour or so and more than a couple of drinks, T-Rap waved me over to him. He kept his hand on Amy’s thigh as he looked up at me from behind his shades. Since I couldn’t see his eyes all I could make out was my tiny reflections in the lenses.

He mumbled something and I couldn’t make out a word. We both looked at Amy. Amy stared at me. Then her eyes went big, like she was trying to send me a message. Finally she nodded. It occurred to me that T-Rap might have asked me a question. And for some reason I started nodding.

My nod caused T-Rap to start laughing. Amy and everyone else joined in. He raised his hand off of Amy’s thigh which I thought was a good sign. Only he brought it back down slapping Amy’s thigh. Amy didn’t seem to mind.

In hindsight, I probably should have said something. Like, “Hey, get your hip hop hand away from my wife’s vaj, you damn, dirty rapper.” But I didn’t. Instead I kept sucking my beverage through the straw like a puss until Amy stood up.

T-Rap grabbed her by the hand and pulled it to him. Amy stumbled and twisted, nearly falling backwards and onto T-Rap’s lap. But she caught herself. Everyone but me laughed. T-Rap pulled Amy’s hand to his mouth and kissed it like she was the queen.

He said something to her that was completely unintelligible to me. And laughed. Amy looked at me and then grinned back at him.

“We’ll see,” she said to T-Rap. She slurred her words.

Apparently we were dismissed. Amy and I said our goodbyes and headed back to our beach chairs. The sun was setting behind the hotels and a line of cruise ships was heading out to sea past the breakers. Amy couldn’t stop smiling.

“Remember that thing we talked about?” She was drunk.

“What thing?” I was buzzed but even so I should have known something was up.

“When we talked about being with a celebrity?”

“Uh, could you refresh my memory?”

She rolled her eyes. “You know,” she said. “If one of us ever had the chance to, you know, meet a celebrity.” She was squirming in her beach chair. Crossing and uncrossing her legs. Jeez, there was a wet spot on her bikini. Between her legs. And we hadn’t even gone in the water.

“So you want to go in the water?” The beach crowd was quite a bit thinner. The water looked pretty sweet.

“No,” she said and stood up. She started gathering our stuff. “Let’s head back up to the room.”

“Now?”

“Yes, now.” She reached out and touched my arm. There was a glint in her eye that I hadn’t seen in a long time. Years even.

Someone was getting lucky.
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Amy practically sprinted ahead of me as we were leaving the beach. Every few steps she looked back at me over her shoulder as I staggered behind with the beach chairs. Sweat was pouring down over me but Amy kept urging me on.

We made it back to the room and Amy practically jumped me. But just as quickly as she jumped on me, she jumped right back off. “Eww, you need a shower.”

So much for me getting lucky.

While the water flowed over me, I started thinking about all those girls I saw on the beach. Young and pretty and topless. Their small tits bouncing as they walked past with smiles on their faces. Without a care in the world. Within seconds I was so hard. I closed my eyes and fantasized about them. What would it be like to bring them back to the hotel room and peel their skimpy thongs off?

Just as I shot my load, Amy came into the bathroom. Oh shit, I turned my back to the clear glass shower door so she wouldn’t see me.

“Don’t you knock?”

“Seriously? You’re taking a shower.” Amy stood in front of the mirror and stripped off her bikini top.

“A little privacy please. I don’t barge in when you’re in the bathroom.” My dick was shrinking back to normal but was still a little sensitive.

“We’re in a hotel,” Amy said. “There’s only one bathroom.” She grinned in the mirror apparently pleased with her new tan lines. “Besides, in a minute you’re going to be happy I came in.” She pulled down her bikini bottoms and stepped into the shower behind me.

“What are you doing?”

“What does it look like I’m doing?” She pressed her body into mine. Her soft breasts against my back. She reached around with both hands and fondled my dick.

Shit.

I closed my eyes and tried to think about those hot topless girls again. But no luck. It was too soon.

Amy kept rubbing but nothing was happening. She lathered up her hands and started massaging my balls. Still zip.

After a few minutes she gave up. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, sure,” I said like we were back home and talking about whether the mail had come yet.

“How come you’re not getting, you know, excited?”

“I don’t know. Just not in the mood, I guess.” Oh man. She knows.

“You don’t think it’s serious?” Amy angled herself around to look me in the face.

I pretended to have soap in my eye and ducked under the spray. “Serious? No, it’s nothing.”

“It’s not nothing. If I can’t get you hard then something’s wrong.”

All I wanted to do was get off this subject. “What were you talking about earlier? About the celebrities?”

Amy frowned and shook her head. Then her eyes lit up again. “Oh, yeah.”

Whew, dodged a bullet.

“Are you okay if we go over there?” She asked with a sly grin.

“If we go over where?” What the hell was she talking about?

“To T-Rap’s hotel.”

“What?” I turned and faced my wife now. She had my soft cock in her hand. “What are you talking about?”

“You don’t remember? Are you sure you’re okay?”

“I’m fine. Why would we go over there? We’re not exactly part of that crowd.”

“He invited us.” Amy kept stroking me.

“What? When did that happen?”

“You were standing right there when he asked.”

“When he was mumbling? I couldn’t understand a word he said.” I felt like I was on a hidden camera prank show. Except we were naked in the shower.

We just stared at each other for a few seconds. “I’m getting out,” I said and brushed by her. I grabbed a towel and left the bathroom.

The cold air on my wet skin had me shivering. I dried off and noticed my dick had shriveled up and was smaller than ever.

Amy said something from the shower but I couldn’t hear her. I was too busy trying to figure out the controls to the air conditioning. Anything to take the chill out of the room.
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Amy came out of the bathroom in a white hotel robe while I sat on the bed and watched CNBC. She climbed onto the bed next to me and gently pulled the remote away from my hands. She turned the TV off.

“I’m not sure what’s going on between us,” she said. “We came to South Beach to put some spark back in our lives.” That’s not exactly how I thought of it but I was busy working while she made all the arrangements.

“Well, I don’t know how going to some rapper’s hotel party puts anything back into our marriage.” I crossed my arms over my chest. Sometimes Amy just didn’t get the big picture.

“Francis, do you remember that marriage counseling we did a few years ago?”

“Yeah,” I said. It was Amy’s idea. She thought it helped. Me? Not so much.

“Remember after we got home. We talked all night? Just talked.”

“Vaguely.”

“We talked about fantasies we had. Like how you always wanted to sleep with two women?”

Uh oh. I didn’t see another girl in the room. Where was this headed?

“Vaguely.”

“And do you remember what I said?”

“As a matter of fact I do. You said there was no way in hell.”

Amy made a frowny face and jokingly punched my arm. “Not that, silly.” She shook her head and ran her fingers through her damp hair. “But if I recall I said if we ever had the opportunity I’d consider it.”

“So,” I said, “is tonight my lucky night?”

Amy rolled her eyes. “I was talking about my fantasy of sleeping with a celebrity.”

Just then everything clicked for me. “Trap? You want to sleep with Trap?”

“It’s T-Rap.”

“It might as well be C-Rap for all I care. You can’t be serious.” I jumped out of the bed and started pacing around the room. “He’s not a celebrity. He doesn’t count.”

“Yes, he does,” Amy said, keeping her voice calm. “He’s the most famous person I’ve ever met.”

“Not me. I’ve met lot’s of people more famous than Trap.”

“Like who?”

“I don’t know. Dan Quayle.”

“Who?”

“Dan Quayle. The former Vice President? Ringing any bells?”

Amy rolled onto her back. The robe opened exposing her tanned legs all the way up. The tan lines from her bikini bottom looked sharp. Her pussy was neatly trimmed. She looked like a living airbrushed Playboy centerfold from the 90’s.

And I got hard instantly just looking at my wife’s pussy.

Amy closed the robe and glared at me. “You know Francis, I think we should do it.”

“It wouldn’t be both of us,” I said but the anger was fading fast.

“If it was just for me I wouldn’t do it.” Amy sat up and crawled across the bed to me. The robe showed off her cleavage. “I think it will help us. Our marriage.”

Amy sat on the edge of the bed and shrugged out of the robe. She reached out and hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down.

“And I’m not doing anything without you.” She grabbed my stiff dick with one hand and rubbed up and down.

I swallowed hard. “What do you mean?” My voice cracked like I was going through puberty again.

“You’re coming with me.” She leaned over and took my cock in her mouth. It was warm and wet and felt so good. Even though I’d jerked off less than an hour earlier, she would make me cum again in no time.

“Why?”

My wife pulled my dick out of her mouth and raised her eyes to me. “Because you’re my husband and I think you’ll like to watch.”
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The quiet insults continued as we walked through the busy lobby. Older men practically dripping with money in light Florida suits escorted pretty young ladies in skimpy, clingy cocktail dresses. Maybe the members of the peanut gallery that were mocking me just couldn’t believe a couple could be relatively close in age.

The whole South Beach scene just seemed so phony to me. Like nothing was real. Probably just like what Hollywood was like.

We walked over to the corner of the lobby by the elevators. In the mirrored walls, I got a full length look at my wife and I. The same view others in the lobby were snickering at. Amy looked incredible. Her long blond hair, curvy body in the clingy yellow dress, and long, shapely tanned legs would turn heads anywhere. She could have been on the arm of any other guy in there and no one would have questioned it. But she wasn’t.

She was with me.

And I looked like a total schlub.

Amy leaned into me. “What are you staring at?” She whispered.

“Nothing,” I said. Not far from the truth.

There we were, waiting for the special elevator to the penthouse in a hotel so exclusive I couldn’t even afford to park in it. Waiting to hand my gorgeous wife over to some nasty two bit rapper so he could use her body for his pleasure. While I, the limp dicked husband, watched from the corner like a pervert.

Amy stepped in front of me and held my hands. She looked up at me with her big bright brown eyes. “Do you want to leave?”

Of course I did. But I had to look away from her. Fucking tears welled in my eyes. What was wrong with me? Ready to bawl like a baby.

Somehow I managed to blink without tears streaming down my cheeks. We made eye contact again. And I tried to respond but the words choked me. After I cleared my throat I managed a hoarse whisper. “Should I just wait down here?”

Amy made a face. “No. That’s not what I meant.” She shook her head and her long light fine hair caught some of the gold from the lobby. The thought of T-Rap’s dark fingers getting tangled in my wife’s beautiful mane as he pulled her head back drove me crazy. It made me want to bury my face in those golden locks and cry.

“I’m not going up without you.”

Despite my anguish and anxiety, one look at how excited Amy was practically forced me to go through with it. Plus I was getting hard just thinking about them together. Even if it hurt. “Ok, then,” I said.

She bit her lip and locked her fingers with mine. We kissed and she bounced up and down just enough for me to notice. It was special to see my wife so excited. Even if it was to have sex with another guy.

The elevator door opened and we stepped in.

Together.
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Wow. So this is how the other half lives.

The penthouse suite was even more incredible than the lobby. The foyer was dominated by a huge statue of a group of dolphins. Expensive looking paintings of palms and sailboats lined the walls. Amy’s shoes clicked on the immaculate shiny marble floor. The aroma of fresh cut flowers calmed me down a bit.

The view out to the Atlantic through the open sliders that spanned nearly the entire wall drew me to it. It so mesmerized me that I stumbled down the two steps from the foyer into the living room.

A strong hand caught me by the upper arm. It was the only thing that prevented me from being sprawled out all over the marble floor. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. With a sheepish grin, I looked up at my savior and stammered a thank you.

Of course it was T-Rap. He’d emerged from a dim hallway to the side of the stairs.

“No problem, brother,” he said. The first words from him I understood. He grinned at me with his gold teeth as I tried to collect myself.

T-Rap quickly turned his attention to my wife. “Miss Amy. A pleasure, as always.” He took her hand and bowed to kiss it.

Amy batted her eyes and stepped within a suggestive whisper of him. She arched her back which had the added effect of thrusting out her ample chest. Her fingers brushed her exposed neck. Could she throw herself at him more?

At least T-Rap had the decency to clean up a bit for our visit. The gangster thug get up he wore at the beach was replaced with a loose white button shirt, completely unbuttoned, and sharp looking white pants. He didn’t even have shoes on which bothered me more than anything. He was as comfortable as I was uncomfortable. He looked ready to hit the sack. With my wife.

Out of nowhere a devastatingly pretty young black woman appeared with a tray. She was dressed in a skimpy maid outfit that caught my eye. Why couldn’t T-Rap bang her instead of my wife?

On the tray were three flutes of some special champagne that T-Rap referred to by a name I couldn’t even pronounce. Amy smiled at our host as she picked one up. I grabbed one and sniffed it. Maybe alcohol would make me feel better. I took a sip just as T-Rap raised his glass and made a toast to Amy. The taste was nasty and I spit it back in the flute.

Amy glared at me as she brought the glass to her lips.

T-Rap escorted Amy to the living room. Amy sat down on the end of the couch and T-Rap slid in next to her. Very close. My choices were to sit next to T-Rap or sit by myself in the easy chair to the side. The way T-Rap was leaning into Amy I’d never see what was going on if I was next to him. So the chair it was.

While I twiddled my thumbs, they talked like I wasn’t even there.
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They spent about twenty minutes getting closer and closer on the couch. T-Rap mumbled to Amy and she ate it up smiling and giggling. They started kissing. My focus was on T-Rap’s big black hand inching up my wife’s thigh. Her yellow dress offered scant protection.

Just as he was about to reach her pussy she pushed his hand away. Not with any anger or seriousness. Just a “slow it down” type gesture.

T-Rap wasn’t discouraged. He continued kissing down her neck, taking his time. Amy’s eyes were closed and her head was thrown back giving him easy access. Her breaths became heavier and heavier.

That’s when T-Rap made his move. His big black tattooed hand cupped her breast. Amy put her hand on top of his. At first I thought she was going to pull it away but no. She held his hand there on her boob, letting him touch her.

When T-Rap slipped his finger under the edge of the dress, Amy stopped him. “Not here,” she said. “Bedroom.”

T-Rap licked his lips and wiped his mouth with his hand. He stood up and helped Amy stand too. They held hands like newlyweds as he led her out of the living room and down the hall to the master bedroom.
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“What the hell is this? A video camera?”

“Take it easy big man,” T-Rap said with a broad smile. “It’s just for protection. Security. You know what I’m saying?”

Security. For break ins, I guess. Like if a large black man broke into my wife’s pussy we’d have excellent footage.

“I’m not comfortable with this,” I said pleading with Amy.

Amy pursed her lips. She waved her hands urging me to calm down. She turned to T-Rap. “Help me understand T.” She called him T. “This is for security?”

He grabbed Amy’s hand and squeezed it. “It’s just a precaution. A man in my position has to protect himself. You understand, right?”

I rolled my eyes. “Protect yourself from what? Bedbugs?”

Amy furrowed her brows and grit her teeth as she stared at me.

“Naw, man. It ain’t like that. It’s protection from allegations, man. Shit.”

I didn’t hear him. “What are you talking about? Alligators?”

“Naw, man. Allegations.” He stretched out the word. AL-LE-GAT-IONS. Like I was an idiot. When he was the one with the mouthful of precious metal.

“Allegations? Of what?”

T-Rap threw his hands up and glanced at Amy for help. “C’mon man. Allegations of a sexual nature.”

“Seriously? That’s your reason?” I laughed. Well, wWhat happens to the rec-”

T-Rap waved his hands at me. “Man, I don’t need this shit.”

Amy grabbed his hand. “It’s okay T,” she said. “Francis is okay with it too. Right, Francis?” Amy nodded at me. She mouthed the words, Don’t ruin this.

“Fine,” I said. My hands were up like I was surrendering. Amy stepped over to me and placed her palms on my chest. It sent a jolt through me. Just her touch.

But it wasn’t for me. Not really.

She just pushed me backwards and into a big chair in the corner of the room facing the huge bed. I flopped into it and Amy kissed the top of my head. “Just do this for me,” she said.

Before I could even look up and into her eyes, she turned away and rushed back over to T-Rap. He was pouting and slouching like he was being neglected.

Amy put her hands on his bare chest just like she did to me. Only she wasn’t pushing him away. She popped up on her tiptoes and kissed him under the jawline.

His arms enveloped Amy. His hands rested on her back. Her lower back. They kissed and I watched his hands and they slid lower and lower down the bright yellow skirt.

All I could do was bite my lip as he squeezed my wife’s ass. Amy peppered his neck and jaw with kisses. Not a thought about me anymore.

He lifted the back of her skirt. Amy’s bare butt was showing. What the hell? She wasn’t even wearing any underwear?

The skirt went higher and higher. Then I saw it. She was wearing a thong. Didn’t even know she owned a thong. Not like it mattered. T-Rap’s hands roamed all over the bare skin of her butt.

At least she stopped kissing him. She was looking down. Between their bodies. One hand was still on his chest. But where was the other hand?

Amy took half a step back and that’s when I saw it. My wife’s hand was sizing up the huge bulge in T-Rap’s pants.

I slumped back in the chair and sighed. Neither one even glanced in my direction. It was like I wasn’t even there.

T-Rap shrugged out of his shirt and dropped it behind him. Damn. He was ripped. His chest and abs were sculpted. His arms were muscular. His whole body had a threatening vibe to it. Maybe it was the menacing tattoos on his dark skin. If he wasn’t a rapper I would have pegged him as a gangbanger.

His whole appearance sent a shiver through me. Maybe I’d better be more careful in how I address him. Last thing I wanted was to get the crap kicked out of me. He could seriously hurt me if he wanted.

All his attention at the moment was on Amy though. They were kissing again. Mouths open. Tongues out. Pretty sure Amy and I never kissed like that.

His big black hand was on Amy’s shoulder nearest me. He pulled the yellow spaghetti strap of her dress to the edge and let it slide off. He brought his hand down and Amy’s bare breast popped out.

The shock of seeing my wife’s exposed nipple caught my breath short.

He cupped her breast and squeezed. Amy threw her head back and moaned. She leaned into his touch pressing her boob into his palm.

T-Rap toyed with her hard nipple between his fingers. He was driving her wild. Her knees were shaking.

He leaned over and kissed down her neck. She leaned away arching her back for him. His mouth trailed down her body leaving a trail to her nipple. His tongue circled it, teasing it. Finally he sucked her nipple into his mouth.

Amy wrapped her hands around his head and held it to her breast.

Something was stirring deep inside me. Despite my anguish there was a desire growing within me. My brain wanted them to stop. But something more primal wanted them to continue while I watched. My dick was getting hard forcing me to shift in the chair.

T-Rap stood up and yanked Amy’s dress down. It slid over Amy’s curves to the floor.

Amy stepped out of the bright yellow fabric pooled around her feet. She stood nearly naked dwarfed by this huge black stranger. Tiny yellow thong underwear barely covered her most private parts.

T-Rap’s eyes widened as he took her in. “Damn, girl,” he said as he wiped his mouth. The bulge at his crotch was more pronounced. He made no effort to hide his excitement. In fact he even reached down and rubbed it over his pants.

Amy watched him and licked her lips. Her eyes darted up to his and she bit her lower lip like she did when she was nervous about something.

T-Rap grinned and flicked his head back, urging Amy to come for him.

Amy pushed her long hair back over her ear and sunk to her knees in front of T-Rap. Her head was lined up with his crotch. Just inches away.

T-Rap looked over at me and said something. It startled me and I hunched over trying to hide my own much smaller bulge. Whatever he said didn’t register with me at first so he repeated it. “Throw me the pillow.”

Behind me on the chair was a small pillow that was supporting my lumbar area. I grabbed it and tossed it over as he commanded. But not far enough. The pillow flopped a foot short of T-Rap. He shook his head and chuckled at my weak throw.

Amy grabbed it and handed it up to T-Rap.

“No, girl,” he said. “It’s for you.”

Amy smiled and sat back placing the pillow so she could kneel on it. “Much better,” she said. “Thank you.”

She wasn’t looking at me when she said it either. She was thanking the big black guy she was about to go down on.

Amy, newly comfortable, reached for T-Rap. She pulled him to her by the waistband of his pants. Her hands ran over his cut six pack, tracing her fingers over every rippled muscle.

She leaned in and kissed his stomach. And further down. His cock strained against the fabric of his pants. Amy rubbed the outline with her hands and mouth. She undid his pants and pulled them down.

Amy and I both gasped when T-Rap’s cock was revealed. It was enormous. “Whoa,” Amy said and giggled.

T-Rap stepped out of his pants and stood naked. His massive cock curved right into Amy’s face.

Amy rubbed her hands on her thighs before she reached up and circled her fingers around his length. She tried it with her other hand too and I realized her fingers didn’t reach all the way around. Her wedding ring sparkled in the dim light.

With two hands Amy slowly stroked him up and down. “You’re so big,” she said.

“Damn right,” T-Rap said. “Put it in your mouth.”

“Okay. I’ll try.” Amy giggled again.

She leaned forward and puckered her lips. She kissed the large head of his cock first before kissing down the length of it. When she reached the base she stuck her tongue out and started licking.

T-Rap smiled. He reached down and pulled his erect dick back. “Suck my balls.”

“Okay.” More giggles. Amy tilted her head and sucked on his dangling balls.

T-Rap groaned. “That’s it, baby. You know what I like.”

My jaw was clenched. How does my wife know what he likes when she doesn’t even know what I like? She never does that for me.

When T-Rap had enough he stepped back. Amy tugged on his ball sack for a playful moment before letting go. She straightened up and grabbed his cock again. This time there was no hesitation. She pulled his big black cock into her mouth.

Her lips closed on the shaft just past the head. There was a slurping sound and she pulled her head back. “You’re so big,” she said. Again.

She took him into her mouth again and sucked on him while she stroked his shaft with her hands. T-Rap placed his hands on her head and watched.

He was so big her mouth barely made it past the swollen head of it. But it wasn’t for lack of trying. She sucked his cock with more enthusiasm than she ever did mine. To the point of gagging herself.

T-Rap held her head still and started thrusting himself into her mouth. Like he was fucking her in the face. Amy’s eyes watered but she didn’t push him away. Her hands were wrapped around him, grabbing his ass.

After a few brutal minutes, he pulled out of her mouth. But he held her face and rubbed his wet cock all over her face. Her nose, her cheeks, her forehead. Like he was marking her.

He helped her to her feet and guided her over to the bed. He positioned her so she was on her back with her head hanging off the edge of the bed upside down. She opened her mouth and he guided his long cock inside. He pushed his cock deep inside her mouth. Her pale throat bulged as she took so much of him. His balls bounced against her nose.

While he was throat-fucking my wife his hands were free to fondle her big bare breasts. He squeezed them and smacked them around like they were just for him. Just for his enjoyment.

When he got bored with my wife’s tits he slid his hand down her flat stomach and under the front of her panties. Helping himself to my wife’s pussy. His fingers were busy down there before he pulled his hand back. He brought his wet fingers to his mouth and tasted her juices.

Amy’s eyes were watering and she coughed. She pushed back against T-Rap’s long lean thighs and lifted her head. She wiped her mouth and rolled on her side. “Fuck me now,” she said.

T-Rap stepped to the side and smacked her on the ass.

“Hey,” Amy said like she loved getting smacked on the ass.

“You’re a filthy little slut aren’t you?”

Yes she is, I thought.

T-Rap had Amy flip around so she was on her back in the center of the bed with her head on the pillows like she was going to take a nap. He crawled on the bed by her legs and peeled the panties off of her, making a show of sniffing them. He tossed them aside and they fell at my feet.

I scooped them up. They were hardly anything, so little she might as well have been naked the whole time. The little strip that ran between her thighs was drenched. Did I ever get my wife that wet? Pretty sure I didn’t want the answer.

The tiny landing strip of dark hair stood out against the untanned bikini line. And it aroused me instantly.

T-Rap reached out and stroked my wife’s pussy with one hand. He stroked his enormous stiff cock with the other.

T-Rap climbed on top of my wife. Amy looked up at him, eyes wide. The size difference between the two of them was nearly as striking as the contrast between her light skin (even with her tan) and his dark skin.

She reached between her legs and grasped his stiff cock. She rubbed it with her hand as she pulled him to her.

Wait. Where was the condom? What the fuck? She was letting him fuck her with no condom?

“You’re so big,” She said. “Go slow, okay?”

T-Rap just grunted as he pushed himself into her.

Amy winced and cried out as he entered her. She clawed at his biceps as he pushed forward. “Oh god. It’s so big. I’ve never been with anyone as big as you.”

“Damn, girl. You so tight. Is you a virgin?”

I wanted my wife to say, “No, I isn’t.”

“No,” my wife said with a nervous laugh. And another wince.

My own cock was so hard it was hurting me. Nothing I did could make it feel better. Besides the shame of being aroused while my wife gets fucked by another guy kept hanging over me.

Amy kept whimpering as T-Rap’s huge cock stretched her tiny cunt. Soon he was balls deep and left it there for a moment as he admired my wife’s body. He reached down and started stroking Amy’s clit.

Amy moaned and writhed underneath his powerful body. I’d never seen her like this in my life. Her cheeks and chest flushed red. Her nipples poked up rock hard.

When he started to pull out, she clenched, reluctant to let him go.

Her reaction to him was driving me crazy. What was it about him that drove her wild? Besides a freakishly large cock?

T-Rap worked up a rhythm. Each time their bodies slapped together Amy’s big breasts bounced around.

That was it for me. I reached down my pants and started stroking my own dick. The last thing I wanted was to cum in my pants but I had to do something. It was an emergency.

T-Rap grabbed Amy by the ankles and held her legs as far apart as they could go. He kept thrusting himself into her as she begged for more. He slowed down taunting her.

When he let her ankles go, he pinned her legs back so her cunt curved up to him. He was really on top of her allowing him to drive down into her. His deepest penetration yet. Amy’s moans echoed around the room. She sounded like a porn star.

Just when I thought they had to be done, he pulled out of her and flipped her on her stomach. He reached under her and pulled her to her hands and knees. He entered her from behind.

Doggy-style was always Amy’s favorite position at home. But she looked to be enjoying this on a whole new level.

T-Rap slammed into her again and again. The sound of their bodies slapping together was shockingly loud. When he wasn’t gripping her ass he was slapping it. Hard. Leaving red handprints on the pale flesh that was inside her tan lines.

It was about then I realized T-Rap had stopped thrusting into her. Instead it was Amy ramming her ass back into him. She couldn’t get enough.

T-Rap was obviously enjoying himself. He placed his hands on Amy’s ass. His thumb stroked her asshole, a place I was forbidden to touch. T-Rap was getting more of my wife than I ever did, that was for sure.

T-Rap pulled out again. Amy looked back at him over her shoulder with a frown. T-Rap flopped down on the bed next to her on his back. “Ride me,” he said.

Amy lifted her leg and straddled him. Her hand held his stiff cock upright as she lowered herself down on him. His enormous black cock disappeared inside her stretched pink cunt.

Somehow she made it all the way down. Her little white ass sat in his lap and he was all the way inside her. She wiggled around on him while he reached up and played with her breasts.

She leaned over him, resting her hands on his chest as she started up and down his shaft. Her big bare breasts danced in front of his face. He reached around and spread her ass cheeks. Every once in a while he probed her asshole with his finger. She didn’t seem to mind at all.

When she eventually ran out of steam he held her by the hips and thrust up into her, fucking her from below. Then he would lift her up and down so she could ride his shaft. Amy was swaying side to side. Exhausted by this marathon fuck session.

Then without warning he pulled her close so their bodies were tight. Her breasts pressed against his slick body. He rolled them over while his dick stayed inside her.

He was back on top. His dark body glistened with sweat. He was getting quite a workout rolling around in the sack with my wife.

He pinned Amy’s legs back again and pounded her with everything he had. Amy’s eyes were wide and her mouth gaped open but her body was limp. This had to be the end.

T-Rap’s body quivered. He kept thrusting into her but he was spasming. Finally he groaned and his whole body shuddered. Amy reached around and pulled his ass towards her. He kept pumping inside my wife until he collapsed on top of her.
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T-Rap finally pulled out of her. His cock was still semi hard and still dwarfed my own even when I was hard. His dick was slick with my wife’s juices mixed with his own and it left a trail along her upper thigh. He pushed off Amy like she was a toy he was finished using.

As he stood up and admired his conquest, he said, “She’s all yours, man.” T-Rap grinned at me, his gold teeth sparkling.

Thanks for giving me my wife back. That’s what I wanted to say but I was afraid T-Rap would beat my ass. So I just nodded instead.

Then T-Rap said something to me I didn’t expect. “You’re a lucky man, bro.”

He left the bedroom and I stood up. I was sort of numb. What just happened?

Amy was sprawled on the bed on her back with her legs still spread wide. Her skin glistened with perspiration, some of it hers. Her cunt gaped open after being ravaged by that huge cock. Whitish fluid drizzled out of it and flowed down over her asshole.

Despite that I had an irresistible urge to fuck my wife. Right there and then. On the same bed another man just came inside her on. My erection was so painful and I didn’t want to jerk off. Didn’t think that would take care of it.

I closed the bedroom door and undressed. Amy squinted at me as I climbed on the bed next to her. “Francis, what are you doing?”

“I want to have sex,” I said. “With you.”

Amy closed her eyes and her head slumped back down on the bed. “Okay.”

Great. Just as I was steering around the wet spot on the bed and about to get on top of her she continued.

“But first I want you to do something you haven’t done in a long time.” Her voice sounded sleepy. Like she was out of it. Her middle of the night voice.

“What?”

“Give me an orgasm.”

I looked down at her spent body. T-Rap’s load was still dripping out of her.

Oh, man. The only way I’d ever given my wife an orgasm was by going down on her. “Right now?” I asked eying the mess.

“Yes,” she said. “If you want to fuck me.”

“But-”

“Will you just do it, please?”

In that moment, I wanted it so bad I would have done anything. No matter how humiliating. Even this.

Despite the size of the bed there wasn’t enough room for me to spread out so I curled up into a ball at the foot of the bed. Just enough room.

Towards the top of the bed Amy was sprawled out. Her nostrils flared and her chest heaved with every breath. She was playing with herself. Her fingers swirled over her clit. Just below her opening was still gaping wide. Stretched by T-Rap’s big black cock. His cum continued to trickle down coating her asshole.

While I was somewhat disgusted, I was also turned on beyond belief. Was it possible that I wanted my wife more than ever after seeing her fucked hard by another guy?

What was wrong with me?

As I inched closer, I breathed in the steamy aroma of sex. The heat off her body was intense. Nothing else mattered. I had to have her.

I grabbed her hand and pushed it aside, replacing her fingers with my tongue. I lapped up her juices forcing everything else aside. It was just me pleasuring my wife.

Laughing erupted behind me. T-Rap was standing at the bedroom doorway with the pretty girl who served us the champagne. T-Rap had a white towel around his waist and he didn’t bother concealing his laughter. The girl at least covered her mouth.

I wasn’t sure if they were laughing at my pathetic naked body or the sight of me eating my wife out while another man’s jizz dripped out of it. Probably didn’t matter much either way. Fortunately the girl pulled T-Rap out of the room and closed the door.

My humiliation was complete. I closed my eyes and licked and sucked my wife’s clit until she writhed and gripped the pillows. She shuddered and her hips bucked as I brought her to orgasm.

When she was satisfied I wiped my face and climbed between her legs. My cock had softened though. Amy reached down and stroked me until I stiffened again. She put me inside her.

Her cunt felt so loose to me. Like T-Rap had stretched her so far as to ruin it for me. But her cunt was warm and wet. I rocked back and forth on top of her until I came. It didn’t take very long but longer than it usually did.
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We cleaned up in the bathroom and got dressed. We didn’t speak or even make eye contact. T-Rap wasn’t to be found as we left the penthouse. Just as well. I hoped never to see him again. My shame would always be with me but I didn’t need anyone else rubbing it in my face.

Once we were alone in the closed elevator, Amy took my hand. “You know this wasn’t about T-Rap, right?”

My wife had been a mystery to me since the day we met. Unfortunately I still didn’t have the slightest clue about her or what she really wanted. If this was a painful lesson for me, I was sure there were more lessons ahead for me. So I just nodded and she smiled and kissed me. Her mouth was open just like when she kissed T-Rap.

“Thank you,” she said. “I love you, Francis.”

“I love you, too,” I said back to her. Not like all the other times where I just said it out of habit either. This time I really meant it.
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We had a couple of more days on Miami Beach. And I noticed a change in Amy. Her confidence soared. She even dared to take her top off at the beach. A little surge of pride rose in me when I noticed men of all ages checking her out. They would never know what it was like to be with Amy. Sucks to be them.

But something tickled the back of my mind.

That damn video.

I should have put my foot down. Someday I knew that video would come back and bite me in the ass.
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A little taste…

MY WIFE & THE BIG BLACK RAPPER PART 2
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A little taste…


In the third room, I finally found my wife…

She was sitting on the couch across from the doorway. Well, not exactly on the couch. The big black guy was the one technically sitting on the couch. My wife was sitting on his lap. Giving him a lap dance…


MY WIFE & THE BIG BLACK RAPPER PART 2


The doorbell rang and since I wasn’t expecting anyone I proceeded with my usual caution. The front door has a peephole because these days you can never be too cautious. The distorted view was clear enough for me to make out my elderly next door neighbor, Sandra. She had something in her hands.

Sandra and I weren’t exactly on speaking terms these days. Ever since I caught her walking her little Shitzu on our lawn. The appearance of the little turds on my precious green grass was a mystery to that point. Sometimes they were small enough I could pretend it was from a large squirrel. Or a raccoon. But I always had a suspicion it was Sandra. Or her dog.

Too bad she was the neighborhood busybody, gossip and president of the homeowners association. Too busy to keep her husband (though he was kind of a dick too). Now she lives with her even more elderly mother.

“Who is it, Francis?” my wife Amy asked, her voice echoing through the house. She was in the tub in our master bathroom. She’d been taking a lot of baths since we got back from our vacation in South Beach. My suspicion was she was playing with herself in there. Probably fantasizing about getting banged by that big black rapper, T-Rap back in the Miami Beach penthouse.

“It’s Sandra,” I yelled to her. Then I winced because Sandra could hear me through the door. She wasn’t that elderly.

“What does she want?”

“I don’t know.” Fuck. Amy usually answers the door. It’s not my thing. I’m not great with people.

There was a loud bang on the door again. That’s when I realized Sandra didn’t have a gun in her hands. She had a box about two feet long and maybe six inches across. It was a plain brown shipping box. There wasn’t a logo on it or anything but the flaps were up like it had been opened.

Against my better judgement, I eased the door open and peeked out, leaving the security chain intact. “Oh, Sandra. Hi.”

Sandra glared at me. Beady little eyes and a general stoop in her appearance made her look like the evil queen handing Snow White the apple. “Francis, we have a problem.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

“We do?” Besides your little rodent dog crapping in my yard? Besides my having to have contact with you?

“Yes,” she said with a huff that she’d been perfecting for decades. “Are you going to open the door or not?”

I wasn’t planning on it you old cunt.

“Sure. Just give me a second.” I closed the door, ostensibly to undo the security chain. But I seriously considered just leaving it closed and letting Sandra go fuck herself on my front step.

Against my better judgement I opened the door fully. “So what’s the current problem, Sandra?”

“This box was accidentally delivered to my house,” she said. She was giving me some serious stink eye.

Immediately I thought of the movie Seven with Morgan Freeman and Brad Pitt. What’s in the box? What’s in the box?

She shoved the box towards me. Unfortunately I was half in the doorway and only had one hand free. The box was too big and awkwardly shaped. It balanced on my one free forearm. Hanging there for just a moment. Until it flipped over and fell upside down between us. The contents of the box spilled out for all to see.

A big black erect penis lay at my feet.

It was at least a foot long and anatomically accurate. Right down to the enormous mushroom shaped head, ribbed veins and an impressive pair of testicles. For a bull.

My eyes locked with Sandra’s. Eyes wide in horror. Both of us gasped.

My mind immediately splashed the image of the only big black cock I’d ever seen in person. T-Rap’s. The giant black rapper that banged my wife in South Beach as I sat by and watched.

It just sat there as neither of us made a move to pick it up. Finally Sandra sputtered, “Aren’t you going to pick it up?”

“Um, why would I do that?”

Sandra’s brow furrowed and she grit her teeth. She picked up the empty box and fumbled with it. She turned it over and thrust the box into my chest with the address label showing. “Because it’s yours.”

Sure enough, it was addressed to me personally.

Amy.

With a heavy sigh, I reached down and grabbed the big black dildo. It was so wide around my fingers didn’t reach all the way around it. The monster fake shaft had a spongy, leathery softness that felt a little too good.

It had some heft to it as I lifted it off the step. Sandra eyes looked like they would pop out of her skull. The thing was bigger than my forearm. If I was a violent person, which I’m not, I could have beaten Sandra to death with this thing.

A Toyota mini van drove by the front of the house slowly. It was Mandy, a neighbor from down the block. She waved to me and, out of habit, I waved back. With the hand holding the monster fake cock. Mandy squinted at me and stopped the car with a screech. She pointed her phone at me before driving off and laughing hysterically.

I tried to stuff the dildo back into the box. The packing paper was all scrunched up and the whole thing wouldn’t fit. The mushroom head stuck out. Pointing directly at Sandra’s face. She backed away cringing. Like she was afraid of getting a huge load shot in her craggy face.

“You’re disgusting,” she said and staggered back down the step.
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Back upstairs, I smacked the head of the dildo against the bathroom door. The dull thud was a little too fleshy. “Can I come in please?”

“Sure,” Amy said from inside.

I pushed the door open and there was Amy in the large whirlpool bathtub. Only her head was visible above the foam of the bubbly surface. “What’s up?”

My blood pressure. “We got a delivery.”

Amy looked up and I pulled the giant dildo out of the box. I held it out in front of me like a sword. Amy laughed and grabbed it out of my hand. “Finally. I’ve been waiting for this.”

She held it up to her face like she was going to start sucking it. It reminded me of her just before she started sucking T-Rap’s cock. I shuddered even as I felt a twinge of excitement in my pants.

“You know,” I said, “you could have given me a heads up about this.”

Amy set the dildo down on the edge of the tub and sat up. The bubbles clung to her big bare breasts. Her nipples were hard. “I wanted to surprise you.”

“Well, mission accomplished.”

“What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? I’ll tell you what’s wrong. You just had a giant black penis delivered to the house. I mean how would you feel if the situation was reversed?”

Amy grinned. “How would I feel if you ordered a big black penis? I don’t know. I guess I’d-”

I rolled my eyes. “You know what I mean. If I ordered a fake vagina, or something, you’d be pissed.”

She laughed at me. She had a great laugh but I wasn’t in the mood to appreciate it. “Francis, are you jealous?”

“Jealous?” I stepped back and crossed my arms across my chest. “It’s a toy.”

“Exactly,” Amy said. “You have nothing to be jealous of. It’s a toy. So what’s the problem?”

“I don’t know.” I caught my pathetic reflection in the mirror. Amy was out of my league. It was something I always knew on some level but managed to suppress. But seeing how eagerly Amy took to T-Rap obliterated any illusion of confidence I once had. “I guess I thought you had gotten it out of your system.”

“Oh, Francis.” Amy tilted her head as she looked at me. She stood up and the bubbles dripped down her naked body. God she was beautiful.

“Wait for me in the bed,” she said. “And you don’t need your clothes.”
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When my wife walked out of the master bathroom naked and scrubbed and shiny and gorgeous, I was already undressed and under the covers. Her damp blond locks couldn’t cover her ample breasts from my view. The fading tan lines over her curves from our South Beach trip sent a shiver of desire through me. A shock of pubic hair at the joining of her thighs had me stroking myself in anticipation.

Amy smiled at the tented sheets over my excitement. Sure I didn’t have much, especially compared to the frighteningly large black dildo in her hand, but what I did have was ready and willing.

Amy bounced into bed next to me and nearly cold cocked me with the table leg sized fake cock in her hand. As excited as I was, part of me was nervous about what role another dick would play in our lovemaking.

“Are you ready?” Amy asked.

“What have you got in mind?”

She curled up to me and we started kissing like when we first met. Her body was invitingly warm. She was soft in all the right places and it struck me how lucky I was to have her all to myself again.

In the heat of the moment I was able to set aside the dark thoughts of my wife with other guys. Specifically that big black rapper, T-Rap.

At some point every day since they were together, rage and shame would suddenly consume me. T-Rap sliding his huge black dick inside Amy’s tight little cunt. His cock penetrating so deep inside my own wife — reaching places I never would. Making her moan like a whore as he used her body for his own pleasure. And I’ll never forget him laughing at me as I licked Amy’s cunt while his semen seeped out, coating her asshole on the way down.

“Hey. Are you okay?” Amy asked. She cupped my face with one hand.

“Yeah. It’s just work.” That was my standard lie. Blame work instead of telling her how jealous I was of T-Rap. Even if they only had a one night stand. Besides it wasn’t completely untrue.

Work was stressful. This big promotion was coming up and if I didn’t get it I don’t know what I’d do. And my new boss, who happened to be a big black guy, was riding my ass. Fucking me over just like T-Rap did to my wife.

“Well, maybe I can take your mind off it,” Amy said. She disappeared under the covers and she started stroking my cock with her hand. She planted a kiss on the head with her plump, soft lips. Her tongue teased me until she took my entire length in her mouth. Her warm wet mouth nearly made me cum right then.

Ever since her night with T-Rap, Amy has been much more enthusiastic when she goes down on me. Her head bobbed up and down on my shaft. Her deft fingers massaged my balls while she sucked my cock. It’s like my reserved wife turned into a porn star overnight.

Fortunately she stopped before I exploded in her mouth. She slid back up and kissed me with an open mouth. I pulled back out of fear of tasting my own dick. Amy didn’t seem to notice. Instead she handed me the dildo.

“What am I supposed to do with this?”

Amy grinned as she rolled onto her back and pushed the sheets away exposing her naked body. She parted her thighs. “I want you to use it on me, silly. What did you think we were going to do with it?”

I shuddered at the possibilities. The big black dildo felt heavier now. How did those guys walk around with something this big dangling between their legs? It seemed like it might be a disability. Giant Cock Syndrome. No cure. Only treatment is to bang little white women.

Amy grabbed the dildo with one hand and pulled it (with me holding on down by the balls) between her spread thighs. She rubbed the head against her clit and down over her opening. She was already dripping wet. The air was heavy with her desire.

She guided me as we teased her pussy, caressing her slick folds with the bulbous head and thick shaft. Amy’s breathing grew heavier as she closed her eyes. Her nipples hardened and she squeezed them with her free hand.

Finally she opened her eyes. “I’m ready,” she said in a breathless gasp. Together we pressed the head against her opening. For the life of me I couldn’t see how this massive thing was going to fit in her tight hole. Then I remembered T-Rap’s similar sized cock having no problems drilling balls deep into my wife.

Amy’s cunt resisted the massive head to the point I was ready to give up. But she persisted until the oversized head popped inside her. Amy gasped in pain and her entire body stiffened. She grabbed my wrist and held it still.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She shushed me even as she winced and nodded, exhaling deeply. She pulled my wrist towards her slowly forcing the dildo deeper.

I was so hard as I pushed the giant fake dick farther and farther inside my wife. My cock was so hard even though I was basically fucking her with someone else’s dick.

With her hand on mine, Amy let me know what to do. After it was about halfway in her she had me pull back until just the head was inside. Then she had me push into her again, going a little bit deeper.

Back and forth we went for I don’t know how long. Somehow her cunt stretched to take the whole freaking thing inside her. To the point that the balls pressed against her asshole.

“Now fuck me with it, Francis.” Her voice was raw and hoarse. Almost like she was possessed.

I did as I was told, drilling her with this crazy big dildo. I yanked it all the way out and drove it right back in. Again and again, while she moaned like she did in South Beach.

It was amazing to see how turned on she was. Her back was arched as her head slipped between the pillows, muffling her cries. A sheen of perspiration appeared on her skin. Even though I was doing all the work.

Finally she cried out and her hips bucked. She nearly kicked me off the bed. Her body clamped down on the dildo so hard I couldn’t move it. Which was good news because I thought my arm was going to fall off.

She curled up in a ball with the dildo sticking out of her as waves of pleasure rocked her. I flopped over to the side and stroked my cock as I watched her.

It gave me a measure of pride to bring my wife to orgasm but I really wished I could have done it with my own dick. But beggars can’t be choosers I guess. As emasculating as it was to have my wife introduce a dildo into our relationship, at least she could get her fill of big black cock without going outside for it. I’d much prefer me banging my wife with a fake big black cock to her getting banged by an actual big black cock attached to an equally big black guy.
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That was probably the best Saturday afternoon in my life. My life let me fuck her after she got off. It was a bit anti-climatic. For her, anyway.

Later that evening, while Amy had a glass of wine and watched an episode of Ellen on the DVR, I got on my computer and saw an email from an unknown sender. Normally I’d avoid opening a suspicious email like that but the topic sucked me in: Is your wife in this video?

My heart stopped and my mouth went dry.

I opened the email and the first thing I saw was a still shot from a video. It was high definition and the image was as clear as could be.

My wife on the beach. Topless.

Fuck.

There was a video attached. I clicked on it, for once disregarding all computer safety protocols. In that moment I honestly did not care if the file contained a computer virus planted by some Russian teen hacker that Vladimir Putin was corn-holing between swigs of vodka.

If the video of Amy getting fucked by T-Rap was out there I needed to know about it.

The video downloaded and I clicked play. Terribly loud rap music blared out of my computer speakers. I nearly crapped my pants. I smashed the mute button on my keyboard.

Usually I have my computer’s volume way down so my wife doesn’t hear the moaning and cursing from the porn. But since the South Beach trip my porn viewing has been way down because we’ve been doing it regularly. She was wearing me out.

The video was really choppy for a couple of seconds. The images were shaky and dark while someone was walking around with it. Maybe someone was testing out the camera or something at a concert. There was an abrupt cut in the video and the image of an expensive hotel bedroom appeared.

The bedroom was empty but looked familiar. My heart pounded in my chest and my pulse drummed in my ears. “No, no, no. Please don’t be that night. Please, please.” Religion really wasn’t my thing but I was praying right then.

My half assed prayers went unanswered.

The hotel suite bedroom door opened and T-Rap stepped into view with my wife at his side. Despite my horror at seeing the video, I instantly got hard. Amy looked so hot that night in her sexy yellow dress.

T-Rap looked even bigger than I remembered. How could I ever have agreed to let him nail my wife? Then I saw myself on the video slinking in behind them and whining about the presence of the camera. How could I have been such a wimp? I should have put my foot down about the camera. But confrontation was less my thing than religion. And now a high definition recording of my wife’s one night stand with a big black rapper was out in the world.

In the video, the night played out all over again. T-Rap stripping Amy naked. Amy on her knees sucking his big black cock. The two of them naked on the bed, writhing in passion, fucking like newlyweds.

Despite my horror, seeing Amy being fucked so hard drove me wild. Before long I couldn’t take any more and I pulled down my pants and jerked off watching the video.

Just before T-Rap shot his load deep inside my wife’s cunt, I finished up. Spent, I flopped back in the chair and watched the rest of the video.

With all of my excitement gone, I was left with the horror of it. The video continued as T-Rap left the room, done using my wife as a disposable fuck doll. After a minute or so of Amy spread on the bed with T-Rap’s jizz dripping out of her, I slink back into the frame.

It was so humiliating to watch myself undress and climb between Amy’s thighs. I wanted to look away as I went down on her just minutes after T-Rap’s big black cock exploded inside her. Even after we were interrupted by T-Rap and his beautiful assistant, I continued. The final shame came when I climbed on top of my own wife for pathetic sloppy seconds.

There was a knock at the door.

I panicked and nearly fell out of the chair.

“Everything okay in there?” Amy never entered my office without knocking. Thank God.

I scrambled to close the video and pull my pants up. In my hurry I nearly caught myself in the zipper of my pants.

“Uh, yeah,” I said. “Everything’s okay. Just…” I clicked on an emergency file I set up in case Amy ever walked in on me jerking off. It was photos of her in bikinis from summers past. If she ever caught me, my excuse would be I was looking at photos of her. Not the barely legal girls from Russia and Eastern Europe I usually liked.

“Ok,” she said through the door. She didn’t sound entirely convinced. “Dinner’s ready. Don’t let it get cold.”

As I ditched the video in a hidden file, I shivered thinking about the possible consequences. Whoever sent the video knows me and Amy and that wasn’t good. Not at all.
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The next week dragged by. Work was stressful as the date for announcing the promotion approached. Being sociable at work was never one of my strong points but things seemed even less friendly than usual. Of course I was extra paranoid. Whoever sent the video to me could literally be anybody.

Fortunately, my boss stayed in his office with the door closed for most of the week. So much for his “open door” policy. Just as well for me though. The last thing I needed was to see was a large black man stalking around the office all day. If I wanted to see a big black dick I could stay home.

My boss and I didn’t exactly hit it off at first. But I think I’ve been able to win him over even though I still can’t stand him. What killed me was he had me by the balls over this damn promotion. Amy and I needed the raise that came with it so I swallowed my pride and sucked up to him.

On Wednesday I came home and found Amy enjoying herself. Naked. And alone. In bed. A glass of red wine sat nearly finished on her nightstand. She was on her knees with her ass up in the air. Furiously she worked the big black dildo in and out of her cunt. The shaft of the monster fake cock was shiny with her juices. She was so into it she didn’t even notice I was home.

I backed out quietly with a hard on. Maybe some husband out there would have jumped into bed with his wife if he happened upon the same scene. However that husband was not me. Instead I tiptoed back out of the room, gritting my teeth at the very idea a footlong length of plastic or rubber or whatever it was fucking my wife instead of me.

My home office was where I went whenever I wanted to be alone. So I made my way in there and got on my computer. The first thing I checked was my email. After quickly scanning the dozens of new messages, mostly junk mail, I relaxed a little. No new messages from my mysterious tormentor. A small mercy.

Almost without thinking, I clicked on the video again. As much as it pained me, I couldn’t stop watching it. Over and over. Each pelvic thrust from T-Rap into my wife’s pussy inflicted a new wound to my heart. His big black cock satisfying her in a way I never would.

My own dick throbbed painfully in my pants. Normally I would have jerked off but this time I welcomed the pain. The physical pain helped to distract from my deeper hurt.

Just as T-Rap was filling my wife with his seed, a notification popped up on my screen. A new email. From the same account as the video.

My fingers trembled over the mouse. A pressure built in my chest when I saw the subject line:

SECRET’S OUT

My mind raced with possible implications. Who else knew about the video? How many people knew about my wife’s carnal desire for big black cock? How many have seen a famous big black man

Inside the email there was no message. Just a link. Without a second thought I clicked on it. My browser popped up and a free porn video site opened up. A thumbnail shot of the video expanded to full screen.

It was titled CUM EATING CUCKOLD WATCHES BIG BLACK RAPPER FUCK HIS WIFE.

Oh, fuck no.

Below the video was a number.

1,069,034.

It was the number of times the video had been viewed.

A pain in my gut exploded. Like I had gotten punched and had the wind knocked out of me.

Somehow I managed to click the video and it began to play. For the one million sixty-nine thousand and thirty-fifth time.

Over a million guys had watched my wife being fucked by T-Rap. Over a million guys had jerked off watching my naked wife get banged by a big black guy.

It was so overwhelming, tears formed in my eyes. Even as I unzipped my pants and started stroking myself. Despite the emotional pain, I was so turned on I came in seconds. Just moments after Amy started sucking T-Rap’s big black cock. Her lips gliding along T-Rap’s massive shaft.

After I came I stopped the video. Below it was string of comments from viewers.

Damn she’s hot!

Takes big black cock like a champ

If she was my wife I’d never let her out of the house.

LOL that pussy husband so whipped he lapping up T-Rap’s jizz out of his wife’s cooch!

On and on it went. I nearly smashed my computer as I read the disparaging words. The video humiliated me and now it was out there for anyone to see.

There was a noise from the kitchen so I knew Amy was done playing with herself. I cleaned up my own mess and shut down the computer. When I walked out of the office, Amy was startled.

“Oh Francis, you scared me. I didn’t realize you were home yet.” She bounced over and hugged and kissed me. She was practically glowing. I guess being screwed by big black cocks, even fake ones, had that effect on her.

“Yeah,” I said. “I just had to check my email.”

“What’s wrong?” She took my hands in hers.

“Nothing. Just the usual. Work. My boss. You know.”

She pulled me into the kitchen and sat me down at the table. “I’m making your favorite dinner.” She grabbed some wine out of the fridge and poured a glass for me. “Try not to let work get to you. You’re going to get that promotion and everything will work out.”

“I don’t know,” I said and took a swig of the wine.

“Well, I have some exciting news,” she said. She pulled a chair out and sat right in front of me.

I nearly spit the wine out.

Oh my God. She’s pregnant. That’s why she’s glowing. And horny as fuck.

What if the baby isn’t mine? What if T-Rap impregnated my wife? What if the baby is black?

“What is it?” My voice was a hoarse croak. The wine went down the wrong pipe and I sputtered.

“Are you okay? Your face is white,” she said.

“What’s the news?”

“We’re invited to a party.”
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So my wife’s big news wasn’t to tell me she was pregnant. It was about some party we were invited to. Immediately my anxiety dropped. At least to normal levels. The horrific image of a happily married white couple giving birth to a black baby drifted from my mind.

A party I could deal with.

Everybody loves a party, right?

Well, I should have been more suspicious. Should have asked more questions. Maybe I would have known what this party was going to be about.
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Saturday night came around and my first clue that something was up was Amy herself. She was horny all day long.

It started in the morning when she woke me up by climbing on top of me. She rode me until she had an orgasm. All the while practically threatening to kill me if I came before her.

But that wasn’t enough. Twice later in the day she slipped into the bedroom and had a solo session. Well, not exactly solo. Her big black penis shaped friend was with her.

Still as we got dressed she was obviously up to something. She must have changed panties four or five times before settling on a lacy black thong. Then she poured herself into her little black dress that hung in the closet since well before our wedding day. The sheer material incapable of hiding her hard nipples.

But even that wasn’t as weird as what she handed me.

A mask.
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She insisted on driving leaving me to fumble around with the maps app. Even though I was focussed on the stupid app I couldn’t help but notice Amy’s free hand dropping to her crotch at every red light.

We arrived at what I could only describe as a mansion. We pulled through the gates and drove up the driveway. We were met by a valet and I noticed what could only be security guards eyeing us from the perimeter.

Amy handled it all in stride. Like she belonged there. All I could do was follow her. Tagging along like something less than her husband.

“What kind of party is this?”

“It’s a special party. Very exclusive.” She answered me without even looking at me. A stern looking doorman who was twice the size of me and impeccably dressed opened the door for us. He was wearing an earpiece like Secret Service agents use. He instructed us to don our masks.

“What’s so special about it?” The question sounded dumb even as it came out of my mouth. A young masked woman looked us up and down as she walked past. Her cocktail dress clung to her lean body and I fantasized about pulling it off of her.

“Are you serious? Just look around. Everyone is gorgeous.”

That I noticed. We were escorted down a hallway and into a large room crowded with gorgeous but masked people. A reception. Sexy waitresses crisscrossed the room with trays of champagne. “So what’s with the masks? Why is everyone hiding? It’s not like it’s Halloween.”

“Just be quiet and be sociable.”

“But my mask is uncomfortable.”

“Shhh.”

Amy pulled away from me and started mingling leaving me to fend for myself. A waitress offered a drink and I grabbed one and quickly downed it. It burned my throat. I grabbed another drink from a passing waitress. This one had a mask on that matched her French maid outfit. Right down to the black stockings. I was smitten.

Someone grabbed my arm from behind. Not violently. A lady’s grip. “Is that your wife?” The voice sounded even sexier from behind the mask. Somehow it was more seductive. Evan vaguely feline.

I spun around and nearly spilled my drink. The woman in front of me was in a revealing black cocktail dress similar to Amy’s. But this woman had a more athletic build and she was taller than me in her heels.

She gestured towards Amy, who was the center of attention of another group with her back to us.

“Oh yeah, that’s Amy and I’m-”

“Shhh. No names. That’s one of the rules.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. It’s my first time and…”

“Don’t worry,” she said, placing her hand on my arm again. It sent a surge of desire through me. “I won’t tell. But I have to know-is your wife into threesomes?”

I nearly fainted. Just the thought of having sex with this woman had my dick throbbing. And with Amy too…”Uh, I don’t know. Maybe. Why don’t you ask her?”

“Okay,” she said. She pulled her hand away and looked past me over my shoulder. “My husband will be thrilled.”

My spirits sunk as a big strong guy brushed past me and took the mystery woman’s hand.

Even with a mask on I could tell he wasn’t Amy’s type.

For one thing, he wasn’t black.
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I shuffled to the outside of the room. Alone. Like I was back at a middle school dance.

At some point the doors opened to a grand staircase and couples started making their way upstairs. I caught a glimpse of Amy being swept up in the crowd. She didn’t look back for me.

Then I saw why.

She was arm and arm with a big black guy.

Well, that didn’t take long. I made my way after them. Upstairs there was a long hallway with doors open to several large bedrooms. Peeking in the first one, my eyes nearly popped out of my head. There was a huge bed in the center of the room and couches along the walls.

The room was filled with naked people having sex.

An orgy.

I’d seen my fair share on the internet but seeing it happen live right in front of me was something else. It was a mass of men and women, all still wearing their masks but nothing else. It was impossible to tell where one person ended and another began. Women were moaning and men were grunting. Cocks and asses and tits bounced all over the place. It was like something out of Nero’s ancient Rome.

I was tempted to strip down and try to just slip in. Fear held me back though. A terrible fear that I would be called out as an imposter and dragged outside by security and beaten.

So I just watched for a minute or so. But I didn’t see my wife anywhere in the writhing mass. So I moved on to the next bedroom. It was much less chaotic. The room was set up the same. But instead of a group sex thing there was five sets of couples. Fucking a lot more intimately.

But still no sign of Amy.

In the third room, I finally found my wife. Three couples were fucking in the room. Thankfully Amy wasn’t part of that. Not yet anyway.

She was sitting on the couch across from the doorway. Well, not exactly on the couch. The big black guy was the one technically sitting on the couch. My wife was sitting on his lap. Giving him a lap dance.
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Things looked fairly tame as Amy kept grinding her ass onto the big guys crotch, compared with the fuckfest going on between other couples in the room.

But then two big black hands slithered under my wife’s arms. The two massive paws cupped her breasts, squeezing them over her flimsy dress. Her nipples were hard and stuck out between the dark fingers. Amy threw her head back and moaned. Loud enough for me to hear across the room and over the sounds of other couples screwing.

Someone jostled me from behind nearly knocking me onto a couch and into the middle of a couple going at it. I looked back at my assailant and it was another big black guy.

He looked at me and said, “Hey, sorry man.” He grabbed my arm to help steady me. His grip was powerful and I felt like a total wimp.

“No problem,” I said. At least he wasn’t groping my wife.

“You better get in there and get some,” he said. He grinned with a mouthful of brilliant white teeth. “That’s why I was in a rush. I see what I want. The girl from the video.”

He turned and headed straight for my wife.
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What the fuck?

The girl from the video? Was that what my wife was now? Some whore on the internet taking any big black cock she can get?

Besides, everyone had masks on. How did he know it was Amy?

Whatever else was going to happen it was clear that video was becoming a problem. My wife was attracting a lot of attention. Whoever’s party this was knew exactly who Amy was and I had no doubt that she was invited specifically because of the video. For all I knew there was a secret social media app for big black guys with huge dicks so they could share their conquests.

It was clear my wish that she satisfy herself with her table leg length dildo in the privacy of our home would not be coming true.

Some part of me wanted these two black studs to fight over my wife. Just come to blows right there and the winner could take her.

Unfortunately it didn’t turn out that way. The only blows to be delivered were by my wife.

She stood and greeted the second man with an open mouth kiss. Like they knew each other for years.

The first guy stood up behind Amy and took his shirt off. He towered over her. His powerful build intimidated me from across the room. His face looked familiar. That chiseled jaw. He was an athlete. A famous one if I could recognize him. His name was Derek something. Or maybe his last name was Derek. He could have been a football player. Tall enough for basketball too.

Derek put his hands on my wife’s hips and spun her around to face him. They kissed too while the second guy took off his shirt. His broad muscular back had numerous tattoos. One was the name “Xavier” which I immediately associated as his real name, though I never met anyone with their own name tattooed on their backs.

Amy and Derek quit making out and Amy angled her body so she could run one hand on each powerful bare chest. The men grinned at her in apparent anticipation of what was to come. She looked so out of place. A light skinned beauty between two big black studs.

Amy didn’t make them wait long. Her hands dropped, running over their ridiculous superhero abs. To their belt buckles. And below.

Both men had obvious bulges in their trousers which Amy further encouraged by massaging. Her fingers traced the outlines of their constrained cocks. She bit her lower lip in that way that makes her look so irresistible.

She sunk to her knees between them as they undid their belts and unzipped their flies. Amy couldn’t wait and tugged their pants down. Underwear, too. Two semi hard big black cocks dangled on either side of her face. She smiled and blushed like she’d never seen a dick before.

“They’re so big,” she said. She grabbed them at the same time and started stroking. Her hands slid along their shafts, delicate white fingers dwarfed by their massive size.

A stupid thought popped in my head. Which one would she start sucking first? Right side was my guess because she’s right handed. Derek was on the right and she pulled his cock to her mouth. Bingo! Finally I guessed something correctly about my wife.

Amy planted a kiss on the large mushroom head before she swirled her tongue around it. Meanwhile she kept stroking Xavier.

She was so sexy going down on that big black cock. The way she pushed her hair back behind her ear as she made eye contact with him. Her plump lips teasing his massive shaft. The long languid strokes of her tongue up and down the full length of him.

Somehow my wife had become an expert at giving blowjobs. Without practicing on me. She lubricated Derek’s entire cock with her saliva using her mouth and spread it with her hand. Just like the porn stars in the videos I watch online.

Just when I thought she’d forgotten about the other guy, she took Derek’s cock out of her mouth and turned her attention to Xavier.

She was warmed up at this point and she went down on Xavier much more aggressively. She deep throated him and gagged. Tears started forming in her eyes but she kept at it. Xavier placed his hand on the back of her head and pushed her down his shaft. My wife took his cock like a champ.

Derek reached down to Amy’s chest and slid his hand under the edge of her dress. He squeezed her breasts as the strap slipped from her shoulder. He let her go and pulled the strap down so her boob was exposed.

Xavier followed Derek’s lead and pulled the other strap off her shoulder. The slippery dress flowed down and collected at Amy’s knees. My wife was practically naked. Except for her tiny black thong.

The guys went for her bare ass cheeks. First fondling them before giving her sharp slaps that turned her skin red. Amy didn’t seem to mind though. She kept sucking their cocks, switching every minute or so from one to the other.

When she was sucking Derek’s cock, Xavier reached under the thong in the back and stuck his finger between her cheeks, like he was fingering her asshole.

Amy spun around and looked up at him. For a second, I thought she was going to tell Xavier that her asshole was off limits. But I was wrong again. Instead she rewarded him by sucking his balls while she stroked his shaft.

Derek took advantage and pulled Amy’s panties down to mid thigh. He stuck his hand down to her pussy and fingered her.

Amy took a couple more pulls from their cocks and stood up. The guys helped steady her as she stepped out of her clothes. The sight of my wife, completely naked between two black studs in a room full of strangers gave me such a hard on. It pressed against my pants and hurt so much I had to adjust myself.

Since I was momentarily distracted I missed Xavier picking up my wife. Not only did he pick her up, he turned her so she was upside down. He buried his face in her cunt. Her face was lined up right with his cock so she took it in her mouth. They were in a sixty-nine position, only standing.

My wife and I sixty-nined exactly once. On our honeymoon. And it was the regular kind too, not this standing bullshit. Amy said she hated it and we never did it again. Now this big black guy she just met, if they even did actually meet, just does some super sixty-nine with her. What the fuck? It wasn’t fair.

Not only was Amy doing it, she was into it. She wrapped her legs around his head so tight I thought she’d suffocate the fucker. I was afraid he’d drop her.

When Amy finally came up for air and took Xavier’s cock out of her mouth, she moaned and cried out, “Oh, fuck.”

Derek had been standing there watching just like me, only he was rubbing his cock. When Amy’s mouth was finally free, he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head back so she could suck his cock even while Xavier ate her out.

When Xavier had enough, he staggered over to the big bed in the center of the room. Two couples that had been fucking saw him coming with my wife dangling by her pussy from his mouth. They scrambled out of the way and Xavier lowered Amy onto the bed.

Derek grabbed her and rolled her on her back. He pulled her to the side of the bed and spread her legs apart. He remained standing and guided his cock between her thighs.

Amy watched him as he rubbed his dick against her cunt lips. She nodded and clutched handfuls of sheets as he entered her. Her head rolled back and she cried out as his massive shaft plunged into her tight pussy.

Since her mouth was open, Xavier stuck his cock in it. He held her head and fucked her face until she actively started sucking him off.

So there she was, my wife with two big black dicks in her. One in her cunt and one in her mouth. If a midget porn star with an oversized cock ran in and started fucking her in the ass, I wouldn’t have been the least bit surprised. Shame and desire swirled inside me. All I could do was watch from the sideline.

Derek may have penetrated her slowly but he ramped up quickly. Lust over my wife’s bare naked body spread wide for him drove him to pound her. It wasn’t lovemaking. It was pure carnal fucking.

He grabbed her ankles spreading her legs as wide as they would go. Then he leaned over her, pushing her legs back so her foot brushed against Xavier. Derek drove his huge cock down into her gaping cunt.

Her moans were muffled by Xavier’s cock in her mouth. She wasn’t doing much active sucking so Xavier held her head and fucked her mouth. He fondled her bouncing breasts with his free hand.

On the couch, another guy, much smaller, a normal sized white guy, pulled his still hard dick out of the petite girl he was fucking doggy-style. He stepped over to the side of the bed and pulled his mask up over his head, revealing his face. He eyed me and seemed to make the connection between me and my fuck doll wife. He snickered and shook his head before grabbing two big handfuls of my wife’s tits.

All I could do was stare. It was one thing for my wife to crave something I didn’t have. Namely a big black cock. But I sure wasn’t going to stand for a guy like me doing her too.

Derek and Xavier didn’t seem to care about this other guy. My wife was just a piece of ass to them.

Amy didn’t notice him at first. At least until he started sucking on her nipple. She cast a lazy glance at this third guy with Xavier’s stiff shaft still in her mouth. Then she looked up at me and our eyes locked.

She must have thought, (or hoped) the third guy was me. Because when she realized it wasn’t, she pushed him away. The asshole didn’t get the message. He sucked hard on her nipple and rolled it between his teeth. At least he did until Amy grabbed a handful of his hair and yanked his head back.

He backed away and laughed, stroking his hard on. He pulled his mask back on and turned back to the girl he’d been fucking on the couch. But she pushed him away too and left the room. She brushed up against me and I felt her small firm tits against my chest as she passed. The asshole shrugged and walked out too. Fortunately he didn’t get as close.

While I was distracted, Derek and Xavier changed places. Amy was on her hands and knees on the bed. Xavier was behind Amy, holding her by the hips as he slammed his cock inside her. The slapping of their bodies together echoed around the room.

Derek was doing just about the same thing to my wife from the front. His dick was in her mouth, still glistening with her cunt juices.

Xavier reached around and cupped Amy’s hanging breasts. Amy must have liked how it felt because she pressed one of her hands on top of his, encouraging him. He pulled away though and smacked her across the ass, reddening her skin. Amy spit out Derek’s cock and cried out.

Xavier held up his hands and stood still. Amy felt him stop and she looked back. His cock was still halfway inside her. She watched him as she slowly slid back on him. He grinned and nodded as my wife started fucking him.

Derek walked around the far side of the bed to the pile of clothes. He reached down for something I couldn’t see.

He handed the thing to Xavier and that’s when I saw it. A small bottle of lube. Xavier opened it up and poured half the bottle on my wife’s ass. He massaged the liquid between her cheeks, with his thumb going deeper. He was fingering my wife’s asshole.

Amy gasped. Xavier’s meaty thumb was bigger than my dick. Amy never let me go anywhere near her ass and now she was going to let some fucking stranger get in there?

Xavier kept probing her, stretching her. Amy’s upper half slumped down on the mattress. Her hand slipped between her legs and she played with herself. Derek grabbed a pillow and placed it next to Amy’s face.

“She’s a screamer, I bet,” he said looking at me. She never screamed when we had sex.

Xavier pulled out, both his cock and his thumb. He poured some more lube on his cock and rubbed it around. He pressed his cock against my wife’s virgin asshole. Amy screamed into the pillow as the massive shaft penetrated her.

Anger and resentment welled within me. He was hurting my wife. As her husband I should do something. But Amy didn’t seem to mind. Not one bit. When I looked closer I saw that she was pushing her ass back to him.

“Come on man,” Derek said. “Give me something.” He was talking to Xavier, not me.

Xavier responded by scooping Amy up while his cock was still in her ass. He picked her up and stepped back from the bed. Derek stepped in front of them between Amy’s spread thighs.

There was only one thing they could do. Something I’d seen in the porn videos. I couldn’t believe they were going to do it to my wife.

Xavier raised and lowered Amy up and down his shaft. He paused when he was deep inside her ass and that’s when Derek stepped right in and shoved his cock into Amy’s still gaping cunt. These two big black guys were double penetrating my wife.

Amy threw her arms around Derek’s broad shoulders. Between the two of them they had no problem pumping my wife up and down on their huge cocks.

Amy’s face was buried in Derek’s chest. She made noises that sounded like a combination of grunts and moans. Sounds direct from a porn set.

Xavier started to shake. His powerful legs seemed to weaken but he still thrust himself into her asshole. He cursed and pumped wildly into her as Derek held her steady. Xavier tilted his head back and closed his eyes with the last few spasms. He was coming in my wife’s asshole.

When he opened his eyes his dark skin was covered in perspiration. He slowly pulled his cock out of my wife’s asshole and gobs of his load dripped out.

Derek had my wife all to himself. His powerful arms pumped my wife up and down on his long shaft. Amy whimpered as she clung to him. While he fucked her, he stepped over next to a couch and braced Amy against the wall. He pounded Amy against the wall. Her ass slammed against it but she had no complaints.

“Oh, God.” Her words came out as breathless gasps.

Derek kept fucking her until his entire body stiffened. “Fuck,” he said as he shot his load deep inside her. His whole body shook as he pumped his cum into her.

While he was still trembling inside her, he managed to spin them around and stagger back to the bed. They collapsed in a sweaty heap sprawled across the sheets.

For several minutes they clung to each other, neither one willing or able to move. Finally Derek pushed up off my wife. His cock was softening but still huge as he pulled it out of Amy. His massive load dribbled out of her stretched cunt and down along the curves of her ass.

Xavier was long gone as Derek gathered his clothes. He smiled at me as he left the room. I turned to face him and saw that a crowd had gathered in the hallway and had watched the whole thing.

“Francis.”

I turned back at the sound of my name. Amy’s voice was little more than a whisper.

Fear gripped me as I ran around to her. “Are you okay?”

Her eyes were closed and she didn’t answer right away. I started freaking out. Should I call 911? Did she need an ambulance? What would I tell the medics? My wife got double penetrated by two big black men while I stood and watched?

“I’m okay,” she said. “Would you do something for me?”
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If I live to be a hundred years old, I’ll never understand it. I’ll never understand why my wife asks me to eat her out after she’d been fucked by two other guys. I’ll also never understand why I’d agree to do it.

What the hell? Everyone else in this place was naked. Might as well join the crowd. I stripped off my clothes and positioned myself between her thighs. Her skin glistened with sweat and cum. The sweet scent of her recently used cunt had me rock hard.

I gently lapped at her swollen folds. She tasted sweet and salty and I soon buried my face in her pussy. In moments her hips started bucking. She grabbed a handful of my hair and pushed my face into her. Her breaths became ragged and when she came she squeezed my head between her thighs.

As her quivering and trembling died down, she released me. A broad smile greeted me. “That was awesome,” she said.

“Really?” I wiped my face with my hand.

“Really,” she said. “Now do you want to fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“Well, come on.”

I climbed on top of my wife. She wrapped her hand around my stiff cock and guided me into her. My dick slid in easily and I started fucking her as hard as I could. There was definitely a difference. Her cunt had been stretched and felt a lot looser. It was hard to get any… well, traction, or friction.

It didn’t help that I could see the crowd at the doorway still watching. The women were giggling. The men, outright laughing.

Amy cupped my head in her hands and forced me to look down at her. Her body. Her wonderful naked body that attracted so many men. And I focused as hard as I could.

But out of the corner of my eye I saw the girl who brushed by me. The feel of her perky bare breasts against me. Even as I was fucking my wife I fantasized about fucking that pretty young thing. And just like that I came in my wife.
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On the drive home I’d hoped to get some details about the invite to the party. But she fell asleep as soon as I pulled out of the driveway. I didn’t blame her for being wiped out. Fucking three guys in one night including her husband must be exhausting.

She still looked beautiful slumped in the passenger seat. Her skirt had ridden all the way up and she wasn’t wearing her panties because they were still soaked.

Just looking at her gave me another hard on. Part of me was grateful for having such a hot wife. But a growing part of me just knew there would be more drama to come over that fucking video.
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To be continued in My Wife & The Big Black Rapper Part 3.
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A little taste…

MY WIFE & THE BIG BLACK RAPPER PART 3

Also by Francis Cuckold


A little taste…


A video was playing.

The video.
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It was so much worse than I expected. It was one thing to know the video was out there and to play it in the privacy of my home. But to see it at work, in my boss’s office… The dread I’d been feeling turned into a tidal wave. It sucked me under and I couldn’t breath.

The two of us just sat there watching as my wife, clearly identifiable thanks to the high definition footage, had sex with T-Rap.

“I don’t know Frank. This type of thing can really sabotage you. It’s a higher profile position and, well, you know how people can be.” He shook has head. But he didn’t take his eyes off the screen.

“Please turn it off,” I said. The idea of denying everything crossed my mind but who was I kidding? There was no way I could pull it off. Marcus didn’t exactly rush to stop the video. His hand slid the mouse in slow motion while his eyes stayed glued to the screen. He even licked his lips. Finally he paused the video. The still image of my naked wife taking a big black cock locked on the screen. He’d probably make it his home screen.

“So you see the problem,” he said.

Oh I saw it all right. And now everyone else could too. “Is there anything you can do?”

Marcus leaned back in his chair and his eyes leveled with mine. “Maybe if your wife came in and, you know, explained this…” He gestured to the video. “Maybe we could work something out.”
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MY WIFE & THE BIG BLACK RAPPER PART 3


It was the middle of the night when I climbed out of the cozy warm bed. My wife, Amy was sound asleep. She’d fallen right to sleep just minutes after I came inside her.

Ever since our vacation in South Beach, we’ve been going at it like newlyweds. Unfortunately, my wife’s recent horniness can be traced back to her night with T-Rap, the big black rapper. She let him fuck her while I watched.

When he was done with her, it was up to me to clean up the mess. Not my proudest moment.

Among the many bad decisions that night, one stood out. We never should have let T-Rap video the whole thing. We should have known the video wouldn’t stay private.

Sure enough, some anonymous asshole emailed me a copy of it. Whoever it was knew exactly who we are. Worse they know exactly what happened that night.

Ever since, I haven’t been able to sleep much. It affects everything. My home life. My job. Somehow I’ve managed to keep it together. My wife is so horny she hasn’t even noticed. But I can’t even keep up with her. She pleasures herself with a big black dildo the size of a table leg. Like every day. Doesn’t even hide it.

Usually when I can’t sleep I find my way into the den, my home office. I lock the door and get on my computer. First I check to see if I get any more emails from the anonymous jerk. Fortunately I only got the one.

Next I cruise around the free porn tube sites. Where I once used to go for videos to jerk off to, now I search for video of my wife and a big black guy. Numerous copies of the video are all over the place.

The thing that bugs me the most is the number of views. The total is in the millions. Millions of lonely horny losers have watched my naked wife get fucked by a famous rapper. They’ve seen her take his big black cock in her mouth and into her formerly tight cunt. There’s probably someone jerking off watching her right now.

My biggest nightmare now is that someone I know will see the video and recognize her. Besides the anonymous guy. Somehow I just know that the goddamned video is going to blow up in my face. And I don’t know how I’ll deal with the shame and humiliation.

Just as I started to close the laptop, an email came in. My heart nearly stopped. It was bad news, I just knew it.

My hands shook as I moved the cursor to check the mail. My mind raced with awful scenarios. Whatever the consequences of my wife’s dalliances with large black men, they were sure to be terrible.

So at first when I saw who the email was from, I slumped back in my chair and exhaled a deep sigh of relief. It was from a local department store. It was nothing. Junk mail.

Maybe things wouldn’t be so bad after all.

I opened the email to unsubscribe.

And my heart sunk.

It wasn’t junk mail. My wife had signed up for it.

She signed up for a baby registry.
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Monday morning and I was back at work. With puffy eyes and zero drive. My sleep was non existent. Sunday night blues was the norm for me. More like every night blues these days. Like everyone else, I hated my job but I was usually pretty good at faking it. That’s why I was in line for the biggest promotion of my life.

The pressure to make more money weighed on me. Even before I suspected my wife was pregnant. With the possibility looming that I would soon be supporting an actual family, the weight was crushing.

At some point I must have nodded off at my desk because one minute I’m scrolling through a spreadsheet and the next thing I know, my boss, Marcus, is looming over me. Of course, I jerk my head back and blink at him.

“Rough weekend?” His voice was deep like Barry White or something. Like so manly it was over the top. He was a big black guy though, so he could pull it off, I guess. Aside from being a total asshole, he was a huge dick. Like to his employees.

“No, no,” I said as I pretended to be entering some data. “Just need some coffee.”

Why did he have to come over to my desk this morning? Why couldn’t he just let me ease into the work week like a normal person? What could he possibly want?

“Black?”

“Huh,” I stared up at him in horror. What did he mean by that? Did he know something? Did he think I was a racist? Because I’m totally not. I mean, I like black people. I don’t have any black friends but that doesn’t mean anything. I don’t really have any white friends either. Besides I let big black guys fuck my wife and her favorite dildo is black so just back off.

He grinned and his teeth were so blinding white contrasted to his dark skin. It was off-putting. His teeth were whiter than mine.

“Your coffee,” he said. “The blacker the better. To wake you up.”

He had this annoying habit of half sitting, half slouching on my desk. He opened his legs and his crotch was eye level with me. The lump in his khakis was so obvious I had to look. Like my eyes were drawn to it.

There was no way he was aroused. Not just by talking to me. It was just the ridiculous size. And he was oblivious. Or he acted like that. Maybe he used it to intimidate his workers. At least we were out in the main cubicle area. It was much worse when he called you into his office.

“Let’s go into my office,” he said.

An avalanche of dread filled me as I followed him through the cubicles. Whatever this was about, it couldn’t be anything good.

[image: ]

He had me sit in one of the two chairs in front of his desk, while he closed the door behind me. Closed door. Not an encouraging sign.

Instead of circling around to his own imposing chair on his side of the desk, he did his crotch in my face thing right in front of me. “Why do you think I called you in here?”

Slouching as far back into the chair as possible, I mumbled something about the upcoming promotion. It didn’t help that the chair was so low. It’s like he intentionally put chairs in front of his desk to make people feel smaller. Probably how he got his jollies.

He nodded and grabbed a folder from the pile on his desk. “Ah, the promotion,” he said. He opened the folder and flipped through it. My name was on a worn little sticker on the outside. “To be honest Frank, it’s not looking great. I mean there’s nothing that really distinguishes you from the other candidates.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The lack of sleep and all the worries that had been building inside me threatened to explode in a stream of tears. Not a good look for any guy. “Is there anything I can do?”

He shook his head. “I’m afraid the die is pretty much cast on that.”

“Please Marcus, you have to help me. I need this promotion bad. You have no idea.”

“I’m sorry Frank-”

“Please Marcus. I’m on my knees begging here. There has to be something you can do.”

“Look Frank, I can’t really stick my neck out here…”

“Please, Marcus.”

“I mean it’s not just your performance. There’s another problem.”

Another problem? “What is it?”

He went around his desk, sat down and started typing. His monitor was facing him and I couldn’t see what he was typing. He hit Enter and sat back in the chair. “Maybe you could explain this.”

He turned his monitor so we could both see it.

A video was playing.

The video.
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It was so much worse than I expected. It was one thing to know the video was out there and to play it in the privacy of my home. But to see it at work, in my boss’s office… The dread I’d been feeling turned into a tidal wave. It sucked me under and I couldn’t breath.

The two of us just sat there watching as my wife, clearly identifiable thanks to the high definition footage, had sex with T-Rap.

“I don’t know Frank. This type of thing can really sabotage you. It’s a higher profile position and, well, you know how people can be.” He shook has head. But he didn’t take his eyes off the screen.

“Please turn it off,” I said. The idea of denying everything crossed my mind but who was I kidding? There was no way I could pull it off. Marcus didn’t exactly rush to stop the video. His hand slid the mouse in slow motion while his eyes stayed glued to the screen. He even licked his lips. Finally he paused the video. The still image of my naked wife taking a big black cock locked on the screen. He’d probably make it his home screen.

“So you see the problem,” he said.

Oh I saw it all right. And now everyone else could too. “Is there anything you can do?”

Marcus leaned back in his chair and his eyes leveled with mine. “Maybe if your wife came in and, you know, explained this…” He gestured to the video. “Maybe we could work something out.”
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Marcus actually sent me home from work to talk to my wife. My knuckles were white as I sped home. The horror of it all hit me. My boss had seen my wife naked. And fucking another guy. A guy that looked just like him. And he could watch it anytime he wanted.

Plus my one chance at the promotion was shot. Not only would I not get the promotion, I’d probably have to quit my job and look for a new one. And interviews were not an area I was especially strong in.

Amy was walking along the sidewalk in front of our house when I pulled up. She was wearing skin hugging black yoga pants and an aqua blue tank top. If she wasn’t my wife I would have leered anyway. She looked that hot from behind. She turned as I pulled into the driveway. She was hot from the front too.

But I couldn’t think about that now. She did this. She fucked this all up. Her terrible decision to fuck another guy.

Before I even took my seat belt off, she was opening the driver’s side door.

“Francis, what’s wrong? Why are you home?”

I couldn’t even look at her. “We need to talk.”
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Amy didn’t say a word as I explained the situation. My anger had dissipated when I saw the hurt in her eyes. Suddenly I wasn’t angry so much as frantic about all our plans falling apart.

Gradually my anger seemed to leave me and jump to her. She just crossed her arms and leaned against the kitchen counter. Her lips were pursed and her jaw was tight.

“So he wants me to come to his office?”

“He said it was the only way.” I was glad Amy wasn’t going to fight me on this, though I didn’t exactly relish the idea of Marcus seeing her face to face. The thought of him being able to picture my wife whenever he wanted hurt me deep inside.

“I’ll bet he did,” she said shaking her head.
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After Amy showered and got dressed, we drove in silence back to the office. She just threw on some jeans and a tee shirt. Casual clothes for anybody else but Amy made it look sexy. It didn’t hurt that the jeans were practically painted on and the plain white shirt had a v neck that showed off her cleavage.

It was lunchtime by the time we made it back. Marcus was alone in his office. He looked up and smiled as we came in. Not a warm welcoming smile either. More like a hungry, toothy grin. Like we’d fallen into his trap.

Amy brushed past me and entered his office without so much as a knock or a greeting. She closed the door behind us. And locked it.

She glared at Marcus. “So this is your game?”

Marcus sat back and winced. “Game? I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re referring to.”

Amy pursed her lips. God she was gorgeous even though she was pissed. “Blackmailing my husband? Forcing him to drag me down here-”

Marcus laughed. “Doesn’t look like he had to do too much dragging.” He turned the monitor on his desk so we could see it. “From what I can gather from this video, somebody like me is right up your alley.”

Amy crossed her arms and shook her head. “So what choice do I have? Let’s get this over with.” She stepped around the desk and pushed Marcus back in his chair.

“Amy, don’t,” I said.

“Stay out of this Francis,” she said.

Marcus grinned at me. “Yeah, Francis. Listen to your wife.”

Amy’s hand shot to his chin. She snapped his head back to face her. “Don’t disrespect my husband again.”

“All right. All right. Don’t get upset.” He wasn’t even looking my wife in the face. He was staring at her chest. “So now what?”

“So now I give you what you want,” she said and knelt down between his legs.

“No,” I said before they both glared at me. The two people that had the most control over me wanted me to keep quiet. So I did what I was told.

Amy rubbed the obvious bulge in Marcus’s khakis. The outline of his stiffening dick clear enough to make anyone in Human Resources go into cardiac arrest.

She unbuckled his belt and undid the button. Then she pressed her face to his crotch. What the fuck? It took a moment before I realized what she was doing. She eased her head back a little and she had her teeth clenched on the pull of his zipper. Slowly she unzipped it back before she tugged his pants down with her hands.

As she pulled his underwear back, Amy looked him in the eye. “Is this what you want? I assume this is why you wanted me to come down here?”

Marcus just nodded as my wife grabbed his big black cock.

The shock of seeing my wife with another guy’s cock in her hand, even a massive black cock, had diminished by now. But for the first time this was someone I knew in my real life. And not just that - Marcus was someone I’d grown to hate.

He was my boss and never let me forget it for one minute. Just the idea of my wife pleasuring him caused me more pain than all the other big black guys before him. Seeing it happen right in front of me had me doubled over in agony.

She stroked his cock slowly with one hand at first. Then she used both hands. Her anger seemed to wither away with each stroke.

Marcus turned his head and shot me a sly look. Like he enjoyed seeing me in pain. He nodded at Amy and said, “I could give myself a hand job.”

“Did you jerk off while you watched my video?” Amy talked to him like there was nothing wrong going on. How could she?

Marcus grinned. “You know I did.”

“How many times?”

Marcus grabbed by both wrists. “Enough to know you can do so much better.”

Amy tried to pull away but he wouldn’t let her at first. He squeezed her wrists just enough to let her know who was in charge. It was just like he treated his employees.

When Amy finally wriggled free of his grip, she still managed to smile. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll take care of it.” She turned to me and winked. It was so quick I barely noticed it through my watery eyes. She did it so only I could see and not Marcus.

Maybe she had something up her sleeve after all. Maybe she’d punch him in the nuts instead of sucking his cock.

My heart sunk when she grabbed his shaft and trailed her tongue down it. She kissed around the head. Her lips were so soft and sexy Marcus moaned. And she had barely even started.

She took the head into her mouth and sucked on it. Her cheeks hollowed out as she swirled her tongue around the tip.

Marcus sighed even as he eyed me. The smugness in his grin had me clenching my fists. I wasn’t much of a fighter but just then I was angry enough to take a shot. But I didn’t. Instead I just sat there hunched over as my wife gave my big black boss a sloppy blow job.

Amy’s head bobbed up and down in his lap. One hand rubbed the lower part of his rod. The saliva trickled down to the base. Amy’s other hand curled under his balls, massaging them. It was something she’s done with me. Pressing behind my balls to make me come faster.

Marcus reached down her shirt and fondled her breasts. Amy tried to shrug him off but he wouldn’t give up. He was stretching the neck of her shirt. She’d be so pissed when she got home.

It was like Amy was possessed. She sucked his cock with such enthusiasm I’d rarely seen before. Marcus enjoyed every second of it. He seemed like he couldn’t believe it was really happening. Couldn’t believe she would really do it. Or that she was really into it.

But I knew the truth. My wife wasn’t into it. Not really. It just looked that way. She was just focussed on getting him off as quickly as possible.

Marcus pulled his hands out of my wife’s shirt and placed them on the back of Amy’s head. Normally she didn’t like when guys pushed her head down on their cocks. There was no reason to think she’d be any happier with Marcus doing it. But she let him do it for a minute or so. He pulled her head almost all the way down. Until her eyes watered and she started gagging.

Amy held it as long as she could. Her lips sealed tight around his shaft. Finally Marcus pulled her by the hair until his cock was out of her mouth.

Amy sat back and wiped a string of saliva that had bridged between her lips and his cock. She caught her breath. “What are you doing?”

“I didn’t want to come to soon,” Marcus said. “It feels too good. You must have a lot of experience. Little slut.”

Amy stared right at him. Her lips pursed again. “Are you out of your mind? What the fuck is wrong with you? We’re in your office. What if someone realizes what is going on here? Both of you could be fired.” She shook her head in disbelief. “Just let me finish.”

Marcus seemed to consider what she’d said. Then he nodded and waved his hands for her to continue. So kind of him to allow my wife to finish giving him a blow job.

Amy took a deep breath and got right back to it. She took his big black cock into her mouth again. His luscious lips glided up and down his shaft. She tilted her head back and forth as she sucked him as hard as she could.

After just a minute or so, Marcus was barely holding on. His back arched as he strained against his executive chair. His powerful legs kicked out on either side of my wife. “Oh fuck,” he said as he started shaking.

Amy pulled his cock out of her mouth just as he shot his load. She flinched as it splattered her in the face. Her nose and cheeks and even her eyebrows were covered.

“Open your mouth,” Marcus gasped.

Amy did as she was told. His next spurt splashed on her tongue. He pulled her head back down and she took his cock in her mouth again as he finished.

“Swallow it,” he said.

Amy’s eyes were closed as she swallowed his load. Marcus kept pumping his cock in her mouth. “Lick it clean,” he said.

He pulled it back out and rubbed it all over my wife’s face. Her chin and cheeks. Even her forehead. He grinned at me as he did it. Showing his complete dominance over me. Every time I look at my wife I’ll remember that Marcus, my hated boss, rubbed his big black dick all over her face.

When he was done humiliating me, he sat back in his chair and stuffed his softening but still huge cock back into his pants. Like a gentleman he offered my wife some tissues to wipe his jizz from her face.

Amy cleaned herself up before standing up. She fidgeted with the neckline of her shirt but gave up when she realized it was all stretched out.

She glared down at Marcus. “So we’re done here, right? My husband will get the promotion now?”

Marcus looked at me and laughed. He twirled in his chair behind his desk. “Not quite,” he said.

“What?” Amy and I both said at the same time. This fucker was still going to deny me even after getting a blow job from my wife?

“This is bullshit,” I said.

Amy glared at me. Her eyes told me to be quiet.

Amy crossed her arms and stared at Marcus. “What else do you want?”

Marcus stared right back at her. “I think you know. If you’re desperate enough to suck my cock, I’m sure you’re desperate enough to…” He trailed off but his implication was clear.

“You want me to sleep with you? And then you’ll give him the promotion?”

“No, Amy. You can’t.”

“Francis, be quiet.”

“Yeah, Francis. Listen to your wife.” Marcus sat back in his chair pleased as could be. He turned to Amy. “So we understand each other?”

“I think I understand you, all right.” Amy looked down at the big desk. She stared at the photos of Marcus and his family. “It’s a deal,” she said. “My husband gets promoted if I have sex with you.”

Marcus smiled, a big toothy smile. “When and where?”

“Friday night at our house,” she said and stormed out of the office with me trailing behind.
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Amy drove us home. Her hands were shaking as she clutched the wheel. Her plump lips still glistened from the blow job. I didn’t know what to say so I just sat there quietly as she drove.

“Do you trust me?” She asked as we pulled up to a red light.

I avoided meeting her eyes. Afraid I might start bawling in front of her. In the last few weeks she’d been fucked by three different big black guys and sucked off a fourth, my hated boss, with the promise of a full on fuck to come. Plus she may or may not be pregnant already.

I had no answer for her.

She just sighed. The saddest sound in our marriage to date. The light turned green and she went ahead.
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We didn’t talk about it for the rest of the week. In fact we really didn’t talk at all. It was as though we were having a big argument but I didn’t know what about. Marcus left me alone at work for the most past. When I did see him I just pictured his cock in my wife’s face as he came on her. I spent much of those days imagining him fucking her. It turned me on as much as it disgusted me and I jerked off more times than I cared to remember. Even at work, which I’d never done before.

Friday afternoon as I was shutting down my computer, Marcus stopped by my cubicle. Most of the other employees had already gone for the weekend. No doubt planning to spend time with their loved ones. My normal Friday afternoon euphoria was absent. In a few hours my loved one was going to spread her legs for my boss.

He leaned against my desk with his crotch dominating my view. He was visibly hard already. “We still good for tonight?”

Good? There was nothing good about it. He had all the power over me and all I could do was smile and take it.

“As far as I know,” I said. How would I know? My wife and I weren’t exactly communicating.

He leaned down to whisper in my ear. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll be gentle with her.” He patted me on the shoulder with his big black hand. Like he was doing me a favor by fucking my wife. What an asshole.
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The silent treatment continued when I came home from work. Unfortunately I didn’t know whether I was giving Amy the silent treatment or she was giving it to me. Either way we weren’t talking.

As darkness descended on our house, the sense of dread inside me grew. It felt like I was about to go to the electric chair. As the appointed time drew closer, I hid in my home office. The infamous video ran on my screen though I muted the sound. The number of views had tripled since the last time I checked. TV shows had fewer viewers than Amy’s sex tape.

Headlights flashed through the window blinds. Marcus had arrived to fuck my wife. As I stood up, a framed photo of Amy and I on our wedding day caught my eye. Damn she was beautiful. But my mind wandered. Since Marcus was about to fuck my wife maybe I could somehow fuck his. I thought back to the photos he had of his wife on his desk at work.

Just as quickly as my revenge fantasy came to me it evaporated. How could I possibly hope to fuck his wife when I couldn’t even satisfy my own wife?

Then I had another idea. Maybe I should just let his wife know what Marcus was up to. That he was a cheater.

No, that wouldn’t work either. It would just stir up more trouble in my life. The last thing I wanted was more drama. Realistically I had no options. All I could do was turn the other cheek and take it.

Amy nearly ran into me when I stepped out of the den. She’d just had a shower and smelled great. She looked even better. She was wearing the yellow sun dress that she wore the night T-Rap fucked her.

Our eyes met. The awkward silence between us broke my heart. I couldn’t stand it and looked away. Amy put her hand on my arm and forced me to look at her.

“Francis, I will take care of this. I promise.”

It didn’t make me feel any better even though I really wished it would.

The doorbell rang twice in a row. The dickhead didn’t even give us a chance to get the door after the first ring. Like he couldn’t wait to come into my house and fuck my wife.

Amy took a deep breath before she opened the door. When she exhaled, a gorgeous smile flashed across her face replacing the grim line that had been there. She should have been an actress.

When she opened the door, Marcus walked in like he owned the place. Like it was his house.

Amy welcomed him and he just nodded at me when I didn’t say anything.

Amy lead him into the living room. Marcus took a seat in the middle of the couch. He stretched out like it was his couch and not mine. Amy glided in next to him. Already her skirt rode way up her thighs. I caught a flash of her plain white panties. There was a growing wet spot on the fabric right in the middle.

My heart sunk. No matter what she may or may not have planned for this encounter, her body doesn’t lie. She was turned on by him. My biggest enemy. He’s taken just about everything from me. Including my wife’s desire. Before long he’d have her body too and there’ll be nothing left for me.

They started talking. Inane gibberish. Like passing conversations you’d hear bits and pieces of as you make your way through a crowded bar to the restroom. Amy was flirting with him. No doubt part of her plan but it hurt me nevertheless. Marcus and his giant ego just ate it all up. Like my wife was coming on to him for real.

I covered my eyes at the stupidity of it all and when I opened them they’d mercifully stopped talking. Unfortunately they were kissing instead. It started off slow but within minutes they were making out like horny teenagers. It was hard to watch. Amy’s either a great actor or she was really into it.

Marcus ran his hands all over her body. He squeezed her tits and gripped her ass. Amy raised her leg and his hand massaged the front of her panties. His long black fingers pressed against the growing wet spot.

The kissing stopped and Marcus pushed my wife’s thighs apart. Amy’s eyes lit up and she smiled at him. Ignoring me. Like I wasn’t sitting a few feet away with a perfect view of her crotch.

Amy somehow slid closer to him. She lifted a leg so it draped over his, leaving her spread even more. Marcus reached down over her pubic mound. He hooked a finger under her panties and pushed it aside, exposing her glistening cunt.

Amy helped him out by pulling the thin strip of fabric to the side. Marcus rubbed her cunt with four fingers. Amy squirmed with delight. He stroked her clit and she arched her back.

“My pussy is so wet.”

A big black finger disappeared between the pink folds. Marcus slid his thick finger into my wife.

“Oh God,” she cried. “Don’t stop.”

But Marcus had to be difficult about everything. He pulled his finger out and pressed it against her tight asshole. “I’m ready for more,” he said. He pushed Amy’s leg off him and stood up thrusting his midsection towards my wife. “Suck my cock now.”

“Okay, but maybe we should take it into the bedroom.” Amy glanced out the oversized picture window over the couch. “No one else needs to see this.”

“Baby, your video is out there already. You can suck my cock here and we’ll fuck on your bed.” He cast a sideways glance at me. Of course he wanted to fuck my wife in our bed.

Amy shrugged and slid off the couch and onto her knees. She opened his pants and they fell down his thighs. She reached into his grey boxer briefs and pulled out his massive cock.

Amy’s eyes widened at the sight. She ran her fingers along the length of it. “Oh my god. It’s even bigger than before.”

She was right. It did seem bigger somehow. He was as hard as a man could be. His stiff cock was nearly as long as her forearm. And just as wide.

She held it to her face and gently licked the head. Marcus watched her as she took it into her mouth and began to suck on him. Her enthusiasm made me hard in spite of myself.

Marcus couldn’t just let her blow him at her own pace. Before long he palmed the back of her head like a basketball and pushed her halfway down his shaft. Amy’s lips pressed around him as saliva drizzled down. Her nostrils flared as she fought for breath. Marcus held her there until she gagged and coughed.

After he released her, Amy pulled back and gasped for breath, wiping her watery eyes. But she didn’t complain. Without a word she took hold of his cock as she stood up. She literally pulled him out of the living room and down the hall to our master bedroom. Marcus had to take short penguin-like steps with his pants by his ankles. Or maybe he was like a prisoner walking with shackles.

I had to wait a minute before I followed them into the bedroom. My own erection needed attention. I ducked into the bathroom and was about to jerk off when I caught my reflection in the mirror. The sight of me about to jerk off while my fucking boss did whatever the fuck he wanted with my wife in my own fucking house, in my own fucking bed, was so pathetic I couldn’t go through with it. I slapped the light switch off and went to the bedroom.

Marcus was already naked. He was splayed out on the center of the bed in all of his glory. The fucker just made himself at home. His cock twitched as he watched Amy slip her dress off at the foot of the bed. A little striptease for him. A lot of pain for me.

She climbed between his spread legs wearing only a white bra and matching panties. Plain but sexy as hell. The contrast between her light skin and white bra and panties and his deep dark skin was so stark. It had to be symbolic of something. Good and bad, maybe.

Amy picked up right where they left off in the living room. She sucked his cock and used her hand to help. The thick shaft was slick with her saliva. Her other hand was deep between his legs, fondling his balls. Or maybe playing with his asshole. Either way, Marcus was digging it.

The blow job got sloppier and sloppier as Amy continued to pleasure him. I was hoping he’d just shoot his load in her face again and be over with it.

“Lick my asshole.”

Amy nearly spit his cock out. “What?”

“You heard me,” Marcus said. “Do it now.”

For the first time since they started on the couch Amy looked at me. Our eyes locked. If she was looking for guidance from me, she didn’t get any. What the fuck was I going to tell her? This asshole may have had our future in his hands, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to tell my wife to lick his ass. This was on her. Besides there was no way she’d agree to it.

Amy turned away without a word. She dove down flat against the sheets and buried her face under his balls. Marcus grabbed her hand and placed it on his cock guiding her to stroke it. He pulled his legs back and I got a clear view of my wife licking his asshole. Amy’s tongue flicked at it at first but then she pressed closer and lapped it with her full tongue.

Marcus looked at me and laughed.

I staggered backwards and fell into my reading chair. The sight of my wife’s face in his ass hurt me like nothing else. It was total domination. The pain was so great I couldn’t feel anything else.

Marcus finally told her to stop. She sat up and wiped her lips with her hand. He sat up on the side of the bed and told her to take off her bra. She did and her big bare breasts bounced in his face. They seemed bigger than ever.

He had her lay down on her back and he peeled her panties off. Taking his sweet time as he ran his hands down her smooth bare legs. From the thighs and all the way down the calves. He leaned over her and pushed her legs up and back. She reached around and held her thighs as he slid his cock into her cunt.

As he penetrated her, she placed her hands against his thigh and stomach to slow him down. The look on her face was one I’d seen before. One of endured pain exchanged for impending pleasure.

Marcus seemed to change his demeanor as he entered my wife. He was so focussed on Amy it was almost as if he was the one committed to her. When his cock was fully inside her he actually kissed her. And to my surprise she kissed him back. Whatever animosity I thought she harbored was against him was gone. She kissed him as hard as he kissed her. No way she was faking it.

Amy always did see the best in everything. Even in me. So it shouldn’t have surprised me to see her just going with this crazy scheme and deriving the same pleasure she did from having sex with the other big black guys.

Marcus fucked her slowly, easing his long cock in and out of her. Almost like he was making love to my wife instead of just fucking her. Jealousy tore away my insides even as I was glad my wife wasn’t being abused by this asshole. But some part of me was afraid I could lose her to him. Not a rational fear but a primal one.

Amy cried out as he thrust himself into her. She clawed at his back and butt, demanding he give it to her. She was in ecstasy and I just wished I could give her that same pleasure.

They switched positions after a few minutes. Amy turned on all fours with her perfect ass presented to him. He mounted her and she squeezed handfuls of sheets as he pounded her from behind. His big black hands were all over her. First holding her hips, then smacking her ass to her squealed delight. Several times he reached around and cupped her swaying breasts. They were definitely bigger.

He spread her ass with his hands and stroked her asshole with his thumb. He may even have stuck it into her asshole.

Marcus was pounding her as hard as he could. Sweat appeared all over his athletic body. He reminded me of Apollo Creed working out in the Rocky movies. Another reminder for me not to tangle with him. Just sit back and let him have his way with my wife. Like a good wimp.

They finally got tired of fucking doggy-style. He pulled out of her and he flopped onto his back on the bed. Amy was climbing on him when he stopped her. “Reverse,” he said.

Amy knew what he wanted. Instead of facing him she straddled his body with her back to him, reverse cowgirl style. It gave me a good look at her cunt as she slid up and down his shaft.

Tiny beads of perspiration appeared on Amy’s chest, between her bouncing breasts. She worked hard squatting up and down on his cock. His big hands cupped her ass as she fucked him.

After a few minutes, Amy was panting. He had her spin around while his cock was still inside her so she was facing him. He thrust his cock into her while he groped her breasts.

Amy seemed to get a second wind. She started grinding on him. She arched her back and threw her head back. She was breathing heavily and started moaning. “Oh God.”

Marcus watched my wife’s orgasm with wide white eyes. Almost like he couldn’t believe it. He kept slamming into her from below.

Amy shuddered and collapsed into his arms. Marcus held her tight and they rolled over together so he was on top of her. He spread her legs wide and plowed into her. He started shaking and his movements became jerky.

“Fuck,” he said and his entire body spasmed.

Amy opened her eyes and watched as Marcus pumped his seed deep inside her. Her chest heaved as she tried to regain her breath.

Marcus kept fucking her until every last drop was deposited into her. When he finished he slowly pulled out leaving my wife’s overstretched cunt gaping open. He looked down at her, admiring his conquest.

He sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me. “Hate to fuck and run but I think we’re done here,” he said. He stood up in front of me flaunting his big dick wet with my wife’s cunt juices.

He picked his clothes up off the floor and turned back to me. “Actually there’s one more thing.”

“What’s that?” I said. Hadn’t he done enough?

He nodded at Amy. She was still spread out on the bed, spent. A trickle of white seeped from her cunt. It oozed down over her asshole. “I want you to clean up after me.”

“You want me to what?”

“You know what I mean. Clean up after me. With your tongue.”

“Fuck that,” I said. “That’s not part of the deal.”

“I just made it part of the deal. Do it or else.”

“Or else what?”

He grinned at me. That nasty grin I thought I hated before. But I really hated after what he just did to my wife in my bedroom. And what he was ordering me to do. “Do I really have to tell you?”

I made eye contact with Amy. Her eyes were slits and she appeared to be out of it. I was on my own.

What could I do? What choice did I have? My dignity as a man and a husband was already long gone. All I could do was do what he ordered and hope for the best.

I sighed and climbed on the bed between my wife’s spread thighs. The sheets were damp from their fucking. The aroma of sweaty sex filled my nostrils. I sighed and dipped my head between her thighs. My tongue sticking out like it was a dare.

Marcus snickered behind me. The anger swelled inside me. Fuck him. I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction.

Just as I decided to turn around to finally confront him, it happened. Before I knew what was happening his big hand was against the back of my head shoving my face into my wife’s dripping cunt.

My face was covered by the time he released me. I sat up only to see him disappear out of the bedroom and down the hall. Laughing all the way.

I was so pissed I started after him but Amy grabbed my arm. “Don’t,” she said. She pulled me away from the bed and into the master bathroom. She pulled my clothes off and we stumbled into the steaming shower. Fortunately, Amy prevented me from seeing my image in the mirror. From seeing my face covered in his cum.

I stood under the spray, shoulders down. Defeated. Amy’s gentle fingers lathered my face with soap. Then the rest of me.

After rinsing me off she knelt down and sucked my cock. I was hard instantly. Images of her being fucked by big black cocks flashed rapid fire across my mind. In seconds I shot my load in her mouth and she swallowed every drop. The first time my wife ever did that for me.

In that moment she did something for me that I didn’t think was possible. She made me feel like a man again.
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First thing Monday morning I stormed into his office without knocking and closed the door behind me. I was done taking his shit. It was time for him to give me what I deserved.

Marcus was sitting behind his desk working on his computer. The screen was cluttered with different windows and spreadsheets instead of the video of my wife being used as a big black rapper’s fuck doll. It looked like he was actually doing work for once.

His eyes widened in surprise as he looked up at me. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said. He cowered behind his monitor like he was afraid of me. Like I was barging in to shoot him or something. Although it gave me some satisfaction at seeing him scared for once, I wouldn’t do that. All I wanted was him to live up to his side of the deal. He got to fuck my wife and I get the promotion.

When I failed to produce a gun, his courage came flooding back to him. His face clouded with anger and he stood up and started towards me around the desk. “You’ve got some nerve coming into my office without knocking.” He got up in my personal space. It was his standard attempt at intimidation. And like always it worked.

I staggered back and plopped down in one of the chairs. He glared at me and I had to break eye contact. “I just want you to follow through, with, you know, the promotion.” Oh my God. I sounded like such a whiny little bitch.

Marcus shook his head and laughed. “Are you serious? You really think you’re getting the promotion because your pretty little wife digs big black cocks? That’s not how this works.”

What the fuck? He was screwing me again. I clenched my fists. Amy warned me about this. I wanted to scream and yell but all that came out was a squeaky little voice. “But you promised.” It sounded pathetic even to me. Tears welled in my eyes, I was so angry.

Before I could stand up or say anything else, the office door opened behind me. We both turned and saw Amy walk in and slam the door.

“What the hell?” Marcus backed away from Amy as she stepped right up to him. Marcus bumped into his desk and stumbled backwards around it to his chair. “I don’t know what you want but this is highly inappropriate. If you don’t leave I’m going to call security.”

Now who was the whiny little bitch?

Amy smiled and walked up to the front of his desk. She reached into her purse and Marcus flinched again. So did I. We both thought she was going to shoot him.

When she pulled her hand out, there was something in it. She slapped it down on the desktop. It was a small USB thumb drive.

“Don’t call anyone just yet,” she said.

Marcus stared at the thumb drive like it was a bomb. “What is that?”

“That is your copy,” she said.

“My copy of what?”

“Come on Marcus. Don’t play dumb with me. You know what it is. Full high definition footage of us from the other night.” Amy pulled out her phone. “If you want to call someone, you may want to call your wife. Or a divorce attorney.” Amy looked down at me and nodded. “Or you could just make good on the deal and promote my husband. It’s up to you.”

“You’re blackmailing me?” Marcus crossed his arms over his chest. He may have even stomped his foot.

“I’m doing the same thing you did to us,” she said. “You have until the end of the day or copies will be sent directly to your wife.”

Marcus smiled and shook his head. “Bullshit. You won’t do it. You probably don’t even know how to contact…”

Marcus trailed off as Amy held up her phone and pushed a button to dial. The three of us remained quiet as we heard the ringing on the other line. On the third ring, a woman picked up and said hello.

Marcus nearly leaped over the desk to get Amy’s phone but Amy pulled it back. Out of his desperate flailing reach. And just like that, all the fight went out of Marcus. He cupped his hands in a praying motion and mouthed the word, “Please.”

Amy’s face lit up. She held the phone to her mouth and said, “I’m sorry I must have dialed the wrong number.”

Marcus’s wife said, “Oh, no problem.” They disconnected.

Marcus slumped in his chair. “I don’t know if I can get it done today,” he said.

“Oh, you’ll get it done today or I will turn your life to shit.” Amy grabbed me by the arm and pulled me to the door. “Oh and my husband is taking the rest of the day off. He’s spending the day with me.”
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Nine months to the day after the big black rapper fucked my wife, she gave birth to a baby boy. It was a day I’ll never forget.

There I was in the delivery room “assisting” with the delivery of “my” son. Things got a little hairy towards the end and I kind of got shoved to the side. But I’ll never forget the looks in the eyes of the nurses and the doctor. Every last one of them avoided direct eye contact with me. Even as they congratulated me. Even as they handed the baby to me for the first time. This little baby. With the dark skin.

Every so often, in the couple of days we spent in the hospital, I would hear laughing just outside the room. I didn’t have to hear the specifics of the whispered conversations. I knew they were laughing at the poor schmuck whose pretty white wife just gave birth to a very black baby.

Even after we took him home I didn’t dare say anything to my wife. It was like this was the most normal situation in the world. Even if I did have the guts to say something, I doubt I would have. Amy was so happy with our new life as a family and I loved her enough that I would never think of ruining that for her.

But one thing I knew for sure. My humiliation would never end. It was just something I would have to endure for her sake. And my own. I loved my wife more than anything and I had no doubt she loved me at least as much right back. A lifetime of humiliation was a small price to pay. And if I learned anything about myself it was this: I was a strong enough man to bear it.
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The End
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