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   ****EXCERPT****
 
    
 
   I was sitting in the kitchen with the lights out, watching my wife come through the kitchen door. 
 
   “Hello honey,” I whispered in the dark.
 
   Jen froze, her face contorted with a guilty pleasure, and an expression of surprise. 
 
   But curiosity also crossed her face.
 
   Her shoes were in her hand, and her little skirt had been put on in a hurry, so the seams didn't quite meet with her hips. I knew that underneath it, her panties were soaked with the cum that was dripping out of her freshly-filled pussy. The cum of two other men. Two big, muscled black men who had stretched her open at the same time. 
 
   My cock was aching and I started to rethink my plan of making myself wait until she got home. I probably could have jerked off and been ready again. As it was, I was going to come the moment I touched her. 
 
   In the time between when I said hello, and my next sentence, I imagined all kinds of things that I would do. How I would get to feel her soaked panties between my fingers, and smell them. How I was going to put my fingers inside of her every hole and feel how distended she was. 
 
   And then how I was going to fuck my own come into her while the images of her two black studs, their big cocks stretching her open until she almost split, was still fresh in my mind. 
 
   And then, we were going to have a talk about her dirty little pleasure. 
 
   I smiled.
 
   I raised my voice to a low rumble. “You've been a very bad girl.” 
 
   She walked toward me. Her clothes were all a little off: her skirt was misaligned, her blouse was crooked. Her hair was just slightly messed. Her makeup had been smeared and impatiently wiped away. All small details unless you knew my wife, and knew how proper and perfectionist she was. The second button down on her shirt was barely through the hole. My cock pulsed at the sight of it. 
 
   She gave her head a toss to get her hair behind her shoulder a little. 
 
   We stared at each other in the darkness. 
 
   But she must have seen a few things. One, that there was a little smile on my face. Two, that there was an empty beer can next to me, where I was still sitting. Relaxed. With a huge erection.
 
   My wife can size a situation up pretty quickly. 
 
   “Ah ha,” she said, and her voice was still in its deep, sexy mode. The one she used to lure her black bulls, the one she used to get what she wanted, when she wanted it. 
 
   And suddenly I could see what they all saw: the way she moved, the way she smiled. Her full figure, all of the soft curves that moved like some kind of cat as she moved. A woman who was going to get what she wanted, and what she wanted was actually – finally – the same, exact thing a man wanted. No chit-chat. Just hot fucking. 
 
   My groin felt like it was being kicked, there was so much cum building up inside of me. 
 
   Jen seemed to know I couldn't wait much longer. She dropped her eyes to my pants, where precum was soaking into my crotch and my cock was straining against the fabric.
 
    “Why don't we take care of that,” she practically moaned. “Maybe I need a spanking,”
 
   Before she even finished her sentence, I had stood up and was already fumbling with my belt. The idea of fucking her hard and good, in her used pussy, while she was bent over the table and I gave her the spanking she deserved, was too much for me. 
 
   She watched, an amused looked on her face, as I struggled to get my belt off and push down my pants, grab her, push her skirt up, pull her panties down – all at the same time. But I could tell that she liked it. She liked being turned over and pushed onto the table, her panties ripped off. 
 
   I had had plans to slide them off and feel them in my hands, and savor every moment of Jen's outing as a bad little hot wife, but I was way too hard to wait much longer. I wanted to be inside of her now. 
 
   I looked down at her ass. Both of her holes were dripping with another man's cum, stretched open and gaping wide. 
 
   I had never fucked my wife in the ass before. I looked at the red-rimmed black hole, the white dribbling out of it. 
 
   My own cock was about half the girth of the enormous dick she had just let in there. 
 
   I placed the tip of my cock in the very center of her gaping hole. It was wet and hot.
 
   And Jen had been a very bad girl. 
 
   Bad girls, I thought, deserve to get every part of their asses punished.  
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My Wife's Secret Pleasure
 
   Got Me Cuckolded On A Plane
 
   By the Black Billionaire
 
   By Arnica Butler
 
    
 
    
 
   I had been imagining things all day, all during the long flight. But I knew something really was up with Jen as soon as we sat down in the sleek black car sent by her company to pick us up from the airport. She sat down next to me, same as always, placing a hand on my thigh. She did it, though, without thinking, almost like a reflex. She then turned and stared out the window all the way to hotel, without saying a word. She had a pleasant, half-smile on her lips, and it was plain to see that she wasn't really looking at anything outside the window. She seemed to be looking through it all, to something, or someone, inside her own mind. 
 
   Usually when Jen sees a new place for the first time, she jabbers about it nonstop. She points out each and every little difference she can see: the stops signs are slightly larger, the curbs are really tall, there are stores devoted to crackers, people seem to have a disproportionately large number of sausage dogs. On and on. Whatever it is, she talks about it, pointing out the window like a kid. It's a very charming aspect of her personality, and until this particular trip, I had never once seen it fail to overtake her. It never mattered how tired we were, or how terrible the flight had been. 
 
   In this case, it was ever stranger: we had never been to Dubai, or for that matter, anywhere in the Middle East. The city was certainly not lacking in exotic details to be pointed out. And Jen's flight, at least, had not been terrible. There was no reason for her silence. 
 
   But she just looked out the window and said nothing. 
 
   I was left to ponder it on the other side of the large car. I figured, angrily, that she was fantasizing about John Hudson, the tall, debonair black man she had spent so much time with on the plane.  I assumed that she was lost in thought thinking about how much more interesting he was, how much richer, how much more attractive. 
 
   Lurking in a dark corner of my mind, also, was the thing I had seen on the plane. I didn't want to really think about it, so I tried to keep the image buried. But deep down, I worried about what I had heard and what I had seen, just before I had been ushered out of first class and threatened by an air marshal with prosecution if I got out of my seat again. 
 
   I worried because I was pretty sure it was my wife's skin I had seen.
 
   And her skin had been cradled in an enormous black hand, and I was pretty sure that the hand belonged to Mr. Hudson. 
 
   It turns out: I had no idea how bad things were. I had no idea that in the car, she was sitting there with her panties soaking up his cum as it dripped out of her. But that wasn't the worst of it. I had no idea that in just a few hours, my life would be turned upside down and inside out. I had no idea that I was going to get an intimate portrait of what happened in first class on the flight that day. In less than an hour I would be watching that man's big, thick cock close up, with my wife's pussy wrapped around it. That I would be listening to my wife's voice, telling him to move the camera closer, so she could see it going in and out of her. She would say this between moans and pants while he pleasured her, his dark snake of a cock slamming into her, his big thighs slapping against her ass. 
 
    
 
   When we arrived at our hotel, my wife headed off for her meeting immediately, and left me in the hotel room to contemplate the strange desert city: every building glowing with light, sculpted from glass, blinking in the setting sun. It was modern to the point of looking almost absurd. Buildings rose out of the city like spikes of broken glass, a few of them impossibly high. I folded my arms over my chest and squinted into the draining light. 
 
   My cheeks were flushed, and my pulse was racing. I was still...what? Furious? Betrayed? Angry?
 
   Turned on?  
 
   I wasn't sure, I reminded myself, if she had actually done anything or not.
 
   I could have been very wrong about what I had seen. It could have been someone else. 
 
   I had no right to be angry about something I wasn't sure about, I tried to tell myself. 
 
   “True,” I said aloud, to no one. 
 
   This explanation satisfied one part of me, the part of me that didn't want what I had seen on the plane to have been my wife with Hudson. Some of the anxiety and anger drained out of me.
 
   But there was something else, left over from our strange flight here. I couldn't put my finger on why I was so ticked off about everything else that I knew had transpired. The well-dressed, polite black gentleman who had offered her a seat in first class had, in fact, saved the day. There was no reason for me to be upset that Jen had accepted his offer. This was, after all, Jen's business trip and not mine. I would have had to stay behind for several days if he had not gotten us both on the plane by giving her a seat. 
 
   A seat next to his. 
 
   A first-class seat next to a first-class gentleman, whose muscled torso made light ripples in his very expensive shirt. A first-class seat where she would be sipping champagne the whole flight, laughing loud enough to be heard all the way back in economy. A first-class seat which they called an “apartment,” which closed up like a secret hideaway, a prime place to join the Mile-High club...
 
   And I was mad because she had deboarded with that black stud, and spent another twenty minutes laughing intimately with him, exchanging a phone number, patting his arm – all while I stood there looking like an idiot with her bags in my hands. 
 
   Waiting, while my wife flirtatiously said goodbye to the man she had spent so much time on the plane with.
 
   Maybe, I reminded myself. Maybe she had spent so much time on the plane with him. 
 
   She claimed to have remembered some work that she needed to do, and then to have fallen asleep. It was possible. It wasn't an improbable story with no possibility of being true. 
 
   But then the silent car ride. The distant stare.
 
   The image I had seen on the plane rose up from the corner of my mind again. I tried to push it away. I tried to make excuses for it. I tried to think of the passengers on the plane, racking my brain for a memory of another huge black man who could have had his hands all over a white woman in one of those first-class cabins. There were hundreds of passengers on that flight, I told myself. I had not actually seen anyone's face. It was entirely possible that I had acted like a moronic, jealous husband, and almost burst in on an innocent couple enjoying their private cabin.  
 
   I made myself a drink, which I had been informed was an exception made specifically for foreigners in this hotel for foreigners. I was thankful it was there to be made.  
 
   I sat down in a plush seat and tried to calm down. I'm an analytical person by nature, and my emotions were getting the best of me. I went through what I had seen, and what had transpired, step by step. 
 
   I kept returning to her final exchange with Hudson at the gate. It dug at my chest. Of everything that had happened, this bothered me the most for some reason.
 
   She had probably just exchanged phone numbers with him after the flight to be polite, my sensible mind told me. He had, after all, just given her a first-class ticket on a very expensive flight. 
 
   I took another gulp of whiskey to dull the gnawing pain, and sat wondering what to do with myself. In a few minutes I would get on Jen's computer, and discover the whole truth.
 
    
 
   But let's back up to how this all began:
 
    
 
   The day started off terribly. We were late leaving the house because of forgotten details: the coffee maker, the trash, leaving a container for the house-sitter to water the plants with. All of the hopeless miseries of adulthood. For some reason the officialdom of our lives got under my skin as we were leaving and put me in a sour mood. I glared out the window of the taxi, longing for a time when we traveled carefree, with only one bag, leaving our plants to die because we had never even thought of getting a house-sitter. Coming home to a refrigerator of stinking food and laughing about it, opening a bottle of wine and getting drunk to keep the vacation going. Now everything was meetings, leather briefcases, insurance forms, held mail, silent meals at expensive airport clubs. 
 
   We got stuck in traffic, giving Jen just enough time to comment on all of the bureaucratic things she had forgotten, and ponder aloud whether or not she had brought her tan leather pumps. I sighed, looking into the windows of the buildings across from us, with mismatched curtains and young kids just starting off in life. They were probably still sleeping, still naked. They would wake up in an hour and have sex. My mind wandered back to the time in our marriage when we couldn't keep our hands off each other, when we laughed a lot more and everything was exciting. I must have been agreeing to things that Jen was saying without listening to them, because after a few minutes of talking, she got made and huffed at the window.  
 
   We were bickering by the time we arrived at the airport, about whose fault it was that we were late. I couldn't even remember how the conversation had started. 
 
   But for all of the doldrums in our marriage, Jen is still a great wife. She is sexy and can be very funny from time to time. Most importantly, she never wants to fight for more than fifteen minutes. She also doesn't like to look unseemly. 
 
   Jen is a Southern Belle, and she has never lost her lovely drawl or her mannerisms. She is always classy. She stopped me at the airport curb by extending her hand and pressing against my chest. 
 
   “Darling,” she drawled. “Let's not go in there like this.” 
 
   She patted her hair down and smiled at me. Then she started laughing. We both did. As with all bickering that we do, and which I suspect most people do in their marriages, it was all just so stupid. She pulled me by my tie (which she had made me put on because, she insisted, we were flying business class and I needed to look the part) and kissed me on the lips affectionately. I savored the flirty kiss, the feeling of her hands on me with fun tenderness. She so rarely touched me like that anymore. “Don't pout, honey. Soon we'll be relaxing on this world-class flight...headed to the 130 degree weather...” she was peppering my face with kisses. I smiled and forgot the troubles from the car.  
 
   So we were all smiles when approached the check-in counter, and all smiles as the woman clacked away on the keyboard. We paid her no mind as she typed away for what was obviously too much time, even for an airline. We were lost in our own silly conversation, and didn't see her frowning. 
 
   It is only in retrospect that I remember (now that I know what my wife is really like, and now that I know what happened) that as I was saying something to Jen, her interest wandered for just a moment. Her eyes were distracted by something (it turns out: somebody) who passed through her field of vision. And I think I saw her bite her lip. 
 
   At the time, I thought it was because I was charming her. I was excited to have my wife's interest, to have her twittering and bubbling next to me and and grasping my arm to tell me things. 
 
   Of course I know better now. I know what Jen's mind was really on when she bit her lip.  
 
   However, at the time, she flicked her eyes quickly back to me and smiled again, so these thoughts – the thoughts I have now – never even surfaced in my mind.  
 
   Meanwhile, the woman at the check-in counter excused herself and walked hurriedly to another station, where she leaned in to whisper to another terse flight attendant. I followed her with my eyes, turning to see where she was going. It was only then that I began to think about the amount of time it was taking her to check us in, and the fact that it might be a sign of a problem. 
 
   “Uhhhh...” I groaned. “Not good.” 
 
   It was as I followed her and her officious walk down the counter that I saw Hudson: an athletic man about two heads taller than everyone around him, in a very expensive suit. His suit was the kind of well-tailored, gleaming suit that gives off a sheen of money, even to the untrained eye. His skin was dark and he had the face of a movie actor: stern, chiseled features and an immaculate beard. His eyes captured and held everything they beamed upon with an intense, almost frightening scrutiny. He held his bulk erect with an effortless, athletic grace. He was the kind of man that you cannot not notice, and the kind of man you know your wife, and every other woman in the room, notices. He moved with that smooth, alpha-male calm that attracts everyone to him. 
 
   He was the epitome of masculinity, and he was also obviously very rich. 
 
   I felt a pang of insufficiency as I stared at him, but at that moment, our own attendant returned, with a helper. My attention returned to our unfolding predicament. They clacked away on the keyboard for a few minutes. 
 
   “We...have...” the attendant who had joined her began, in a laborious voice, without looking up at us. She hit a few more buttons, and then her eyes snapped up to ours. She smiled, a very saccharine smile. Her eyes cut through us, indicating that she was going to be very no-nonsense about whatever she was about to say next.
 
   “A problem,” she finally declared. “It's out fault and we are willing to compensate you for it, of course, but we've overbooked the flight and your reservation was somehow...I don't understand...” she clicked a few more buttons. “I simply don't understand what happened. We will, naturally, reserve a free flight for you on the next available flight. Or you may attempt to fly standby if you wish, though typically -”
 
   “You don't understand,” my wife interjected. “I can't be a full day late arriving there.” 
 
   She was using her very pissed off voice.  I sighed, noting that Mr. Gorgeous Black Man was gliding away with no baggage, a cellphone to his ear, probably making a trade worth millions before he relaxed with a martini in a private club that people like us didn't even get to know existed. He glanced in our direction, and my eyes met his. His eyes swept over the scene with disinterest as he walked away, the kind of intimidating, detached glance that men who are more important than you give everything. But I believe now that I saw his eyes linger, for just a second, on Jen's ass. 
 
   At the time I dismissed it with only a prickle of irritation.  
 
   When my attention came back to the scene unfolding at the counter, my wife's voice had gone to hysterical. Personally, as I understood it, we were getting a good deal, because this was an ultra-expensive flight and free tickets on this airline were worth a ton of money. But I knew better than to interrupt Jen. She was just getting going.
 
   At the end, though, they offered to let us fly standby and use their private club. It was the best they could do.  
 
    
 
   An hour later, it was pretty obvious that we were not getting on the plane. The manifest was printing, the departure was imminent.  
 
   My wife was pleading with the woman at the counter. “Please,” she said. “Can't you even just ask anyone in economy if they can give up their seat?” 
 
   I was leaning against the counter, checking my phone for other flights. But it was a long international flight during a peak season, and everything seemed to be booked or prohibitively expensive. 
 
   It looked bad for Jen, and I felt terrible. She had a very important, stressful meeting tomorrow – which was first thing in Dubai time - and if she was late, it would look bad even if she had proof-positive that it wasn't her fault. 
 
   She was growing more hysterical by the minute. 
 
   I helplessly swiped at my phone, trying to look like I was doing something to help. She kept turning to me, her face getting redder, and looking more an more exasperated. My inability to do anything sliced at my heart. I started to get hot under the collar.  
 
   Just as her voice reached the fever pitch that indicates she is either going to start crying or throwing things, a cultured, calm voice from behind rumbled over all of ours. 
 
   “Excuse me.” 
 
   The voice was baritone, and it reverberated in such a way that it felt as though we were all shaken by it, like being next to the speakers at a club. 
 
   We all turned to the sound, the way any animal would. It was one of those assured, calm, alpha-male voices that people instantly listen to and trust. 
 
   It was the good-looking – great looking – guy from the check-in counter. 
 
   The huge black man. After all eyes fell on him and his enormous physique, everyone attentive and silent, he smoothed his tie even though he didn't need to. 
 
   “I've been advised of your predicament by my assistant,” he said. He sounded like Barry White. His eyes were holding us all in a trance, the way that dominating men do. But his eyes were also most fixed on my wife, and he was unapologetically looking at her and her alone – and more intensely than a stranger should. 
 
   We all stared at him expectantly, like a pack of dogs who had just been approached by their leader. 
 
   “I assume that the airline has accepted responsibility for the mistake that they've made, and offered this couple reimbursement in the event that they do not make it on the flight?” 
 
   I moved my eyes from the man to my wife to the flight attendant in disbelief. 
 
   The open-mouthed air hostess nodded. “Of course, Mr. Hudson.” She was utterly subdued by him. 
 
   And she knew him by name. 
 
   “Wonderful,” he said, without changing his tone or giving any tonal indication that it was wonderful at all.  “My assistant has no need to be in Dubai until tomorrow, and so I suggest the following solution,” he turned to me, and leveled me with his eyes. I fought to maintain eye contact, because he was scaring the bejesus out of me. He was that kind of guy. 
 
   “Your wife, who I've gathered is the passenger most in need of traveling today...” he let this last bit hang in the air, and while his face did not seem to physically change in any way, it looked like he was appraising me with scorn. Heh, his look seemed to say. She's the breadwinner? 
 
   I wanted desperately to inform Mr. Hudson that we were equally paid for completely different jobs, but instead I just nodded. 
 
   “Can take my assistant's seat. The airline can charge whatever difference there may be between the cost of the seat and the reimbursement they would have provided, to me.” 
 
   He looked at the stewardess now, who had her mouth open as if she wanted to say something. Of course we all knew what it was: the seat he had just offered my wife was worth about $15,000. Whatever compensation they were planning to offer us would not be that much. There was a discernible shudder of discomfort in the air. 
 
   But Mr. Hudson shook his head lightly, and smiled at the attendant. “I feel certain there is some way to arrange this.” He withdrew a black card from his wallet, which I can only assume was some kind of hyper-fancy credit card. He slid it across the table to her.
 
   Then he looked at my wife. “I insist,” he said, before anyone could say anything. “The cost is negligible for me.” This was, his voice indicated, exactly what he expected the outcome of his conversation to be, and he knew that no-one would interfere with it. 
 
   We all remained where we we were, each of us with our mouths open to different degrees, stunned.
 
   “I'll be at the club,” he said, addressing the slight attendant. “Please have someone return my card to my assistant.” 
 
   And then he just turned and walked away. 
 
   The stewardess left to find someone to help her with the complicated transaction, and I turned to my wife, who was smiling pleasantly. 
 
   “Can you believe that?” she gasped. But her gasp, in retrospect, was a little less blown-away than it probably should have been.  
 
   “No,” I said plainly. “No. I really can't.” I looked at Mr, Hudson, retreating with a slow, professional gait, as though nothing of any importance had transpired here at the counter. He had produced, somehow, a newspaper, like a magic trick, and he was looking at it as he rose on the escalator. 
 
   I turned my attention back to Jen. “You're not going to do it, are you?” 
 
   My voice sounded a little pathetic at the end. 
 
   She looked at me, and a hint of annoyance crossed her face. “What do you mean, I'm not? I have to get to Dubai. If there's no other way, then...”
 
   “Jen,” I snapped. I realized that I had no way to finish this sentence. There were so many things I wanted to say, and images and thoughts crowding my mind: Hudson and his hulking black masculinity, the cost of thee flight, the way he had let his eyes linger on Jen's ass, the impropriety of giving a first-class ticket to a married woman. But most of all, the stone-cold expression in his eyes. The expression of a calm and patient predator.  
 
   “You never get something for nothing,” I blurted. I felt like a fool as soon as I said it.
 
   One thing my dear wife Jen really dislikes is when I am paternalistic toward her. 
 
   She arched an eyebrow. I waited for the fierce blow of her irritation with my tone to come for me. But instead, an expression I felt was strange at the time, and which I understand so much better now, crossed her face. It was lusty, and competitive, and...odd, on her. I had never seen her looking like that before. Instead of getting annoyed with me, she looked as if I had just challenged her to a dare. 
 
   “True...” she said, watching Mr Hudson. Her eyes glinted with what looked like desire. He was on the escalator still, unhurried, disappearing into the upper decks where first-class people waited for planes. He was striking even at a distance. I ground my teeth.
 
   Jen looked back at me. I was probably looking perplexed, or wounded: she seemed so strange. 
 
   Then her demeanor changed suddenly, and she hit me playfully on the shoulder and snickered. “I'm joking, pouty-face!” she half-yelled. 
 
   I was so relieved to hear her say that, and I so wanted her to be joking about her lusty expression, that I laughed with her. 
 
   In the meantime, however, the flight attendant had left the counter and returned with a manager. She apparently was not going to wait to see if we would take Hudson's offer or not. 
 
   The two of them were being noticeably nicer to us now. Fawning, in fact, over our needs. 
 
   Well, Jen's needs. They fluttered and apologized frequently for things taking so long, and smiled, which they had not been doing for the past thirty minutes.
 
   There was an enormous amount of clacking on the computer, and printing of things which were discarded, and whispered pointing at the screen. I stood there, watching it unfold, wondering if there was any way to stop it. So what would happen now? Would I just be left here, standing by the window, watching the pane depart with my wife and Hudson waving at me from the second tier of windows, laughing? 
 
   “Okay, here you are Miss Reid,” the attendant finally said, reaching over the counter with a piece of paper.
 
   “It's Mrs.,” I seethed, maybe a little too quickly. I regretted it immediately. 
 
   “Just – I wanted to make sure it's right on the ticket,” I said, to cover my eagerness. 
 
   The three of them looked at me for a moment, and then the stewardess continued. 
 
   “This is your boarding pass, you'll be in this section of the plane, and boarding for first-class will begin shortly. You have the option, of course, to use the club, and you may request that you be notified at the last minute to board the plane to minimize your time aboard if you so choose. Meals are served whenever you request them...”
 
   She droned on and on. 
 
   I wasn't sure what to do with myself.
 
   “Mr. Reid!” The attendant was suddenly screaming at me.  “It looks like there is one seat available, but it's in Economy. Would you like to take it? We will naturally refund the difference of your seat price.” 
 
   Economy. To Dubai. Twelve hours.
 
   While my wife was in a first-class cabin with the Idris Elba look-alike billionaire.
 
   Jen was looking at her ticket and was paying absolutely no attention to me whatsoever. 
 
   “Great,” I said, with a dry throat, doing my best to sound cheerful. “I'll take it.” 
 
   I felt like being on the plane was better than not being on the plane. 
 
   “We'd like to grant you access to the lounge on the plane as well,” the attendant said, cheerfully. “As you were originally scheduled for business class.” She handed me several pieces of paper, and smiled without feeling.  
 
   “Thanks,” I grumbled. 
 
   She gave me an apologetic look, but it seemed to have more behind it. Like that she felt sorry for me, crammed in the back of the plane while my wife would have her own, private compartment, so far away from me. 
 
   And so close to Mr. Hudson. 
 
   We boarded the plane.
 
    
 
   I had been looking forward to flying on Ethiad airline's new and almost unbelievable new jetliner. Even stowed away like apiece of luggage in Economy class (which was not especially economical); and even as concerned as I was about my wife flying first-class with Mr. Hudson, I had to cave in to being impressed with the amazing plane and all of its amenities. 
 
   Also, I assured myself, since I would be allowed access to the bar on the second floor, I would be able to see Jen. Probably, we would spend most of our time in the bar together. The flight would “fly” by, and we would be in Dubai in no time, putting Mr. Hudson the billionaire behind us forever. I tried to be upbeat and unaffected as I kissed her goodbye and she climbed the stairs to her own incredible section of the plane. I tried to act as though it was no big deal. 
 
   Inwardly, of course, my heart felt like it was being squeezed and my masculinity felt like someone had given it a beating. I wanted to shake myself out of my own skin. I hated feeling jealous, and I hated hating that I felt jealous. I also hated feeling inadequate. My thoughts went in endless negative circles as I sat in my seat and stared at the very near back of the seat in front of me.   
 
   As with any flight, it was about two hours before the annoyances of take-off and everything the stewardesses had to do – hand out hot towels, drinks, and a snack – were completed. I hated this part of a flight. I hated it even more now, because I knew that Jen was in a first-class cabin (these were really extraordinary on this flight) and that surely her cabin was located nearby Hudson's. She had received her drinks and her hot towel ages ago. She had probably had time for a nap.
 
   I couldn't help feeling bitter. 
 
   Finally, the pilot announced in six languages that we were settling in to our cruising altitude. I sent Jen a text message – because unlike American airlines, they allowed you to use your phone throughout the flight – and asked her if I could meet her at the bar. 
 
   I tried to be affectionate and cute. I tried not to reveal my irritation. I actually wrote three versions of the text, deleting and revising them like a teenager. 
 
   What is going on? I asked myself. I'm acting like a teenage girl.
 
   I settled on: Wanna hook up at the bar? 
 
   I waited, and the minutes ticked by agonizingly slowly. It seemed like an hour, but it was actually only fifteen minutes before Jen responded: 
 
   Maybe in an hour or so? 
 
   I stared at the phone. A cold knife of some unnameable feeling plunged from my chest to my groin.
 
   Why in an hour or so?!!!! I wanted to scream into the phone. You're having so much fun with Mr Hudson the black stud that you can't meet your fucking husband in the bar? Enjoying first class, Jen, you bitch?!!!!
 
   But I wrote back:
 
   OK.
 
   I then deleted the “O” and sent only “K,” hoping to come across as nonchalant. 
 
   I immediately regretted sending anything at all. 
 
   I sighed audibly in my seat. The man sitting next to me raised his eyebrows and turned away to the window, annoyed. A baby cried. My feet were already swelling and my legs felt cramped. 
 
   Fuck, I thought. There was no point not going up there myself. It was better than being smashed in here with all these people. 
 
   I worried as I approached the stairs that the stewardesses wouldn't be aware of my special arrangement, and that I would be stuck downstairs for the whole flight. But to my surprise, as I approached the stairs, the stewardess smiled at me. “Oh, Mr. Reid. Please, go ahead.” 
 
   I puffed up a little with satisfaction. It's always nice to escape Economy class on a twelve-hour flight. I knew that my fellow passengers were looking back, wondering what magic trick I had pulled to get up there. 
 
   The bar was located at the back of the plane, and was actually a bit of a disappointment. I had spent a lot of time, since Jen had announced our trip to me, looking at photos of the place on the Internet. As usual, reality was smaller than the pictures, and everything seemed a little less shiny than I had imagined it. The bar was also not teeming with hot, young hipster-people and nubile models, as the airline's advertisements had suggested. Instead, several fat businessmen crouched over their iPads and scowled with a drink in one hand.  
 
   But it was better than being crammed in an Economy-class seat. And there was plenty of booze. I stood in front of the bartender and ordered a martini. How civilized. 
 
   As the liquid anesthesia of expensive whiskey coated my throat and my mind, I started to relax. Jen was probably just taking advantage of her in-flight meal, or the fact that she could shower, or she was doing work, or taking a nap. 
 
   I sat on one of the bench seats, also disappointingly smaller than it looked in pictures, and struck up a conversation with an extremely twitchy man who claimed to be a software designer of world renown.
 
   I nodded politely at all of the unintelligible things he was saying, all the time thinking about Jen.
 
   After an hour, though, there was still no text from Jen. No sign of her in the bar, which was filling up with more people. 
 
   I resisted the urge to immediately take out my cell and text her. It had, after all, been exactly sixty minutes. I was angry at myself for falling so easily into a trap of worried thinking, of jealousy and suspicion. What kind of person starts freaking out exactly sixty minutes after someone says they will text you in an hour? Jen was my wife. 
 
   But the time dragged on. Bar patrons came and went. I talked to several businessmen, all of them very keen to explain their fortunes and their jobs to me.
 
   After half an hour passed, I finally texted Jen, unable to resist the urge.
 
   Hey. Where are you?
 
   I tried to keep the tone friendly. I stared at the people who were talking at me, counting down the minutes in my own mind, refusing to check my phone more frequently than every five minutes. 
 
   Another half an hour passed, glacially, like this. 
 
   Nothing.
 
   I ordered drink after drink, and my thoughts became less and less clear and more and more fantastic. Fantasies of Jen, sitting on Hudson's lap, eating a shrimp seductively with a martini in one hand, filled my head. Hudson asked her, What about your husband? She laughed and rolled her eyes. Oh that idiot doesn't know anything. They laughed together. 
 
   I needed, I decided, to go see what was going on. 
 
   It was a drunken decision, a decision that was completely irrational. I knew all of that as soon as I made it.
 
   But I didn't care. 
 
   I turned my attention to the man I was half-listening to. I could probe him about the setup of the plane, so that I could walk around with confidence to where I suspected Jen would be. 
 
   “You're in first class?” I asked, when he stopped jabbering to take a sip of his drink. 
 
   “Oh, I wish,” he said. And then he pointed up toward the end of the plane. There was a very obvious barrier between first and business class. 
 
   I took a sip of my drink, trying to be suave. I eyed the barrier. 
 
   Hello? I texted. 
 
   Another half hour went by. No text from my wife.
 
   I drank several martinis after that, which may have contributed to both my foul mood and my rampant imagination. I summoned more images of Hudson and my wife laughing together in first-class. At this point, I wasn't imagining anything too explicit: I was just angry that she would rather spend time talking up this guy, than to come back here and keep me company. I knew she was flirting. I knew no man could resist Jen. 
 
   The martinis, while helping my imagination and my indignation along, may also have been what gave me the courage, after the fourth, to proceed unsteadily through business class and very confidently into the first class section. 
 
   For some reason, there was no stewardess there blocking my way. I blinked at the unattended barrier, almost wishing that someone had stopped me. 
 
   But I barreled on. 
 
   First class was an absolutely amazing place, white and black decor with cabins that were, practically, their own apartments: doors went almost to the ceiling, with just enough room to see over the top. 
 
   I stood, frozen, for a moment. The hallway was slightly curved, and for a second I was so thrown off balance by the whole situation: my drunkenness, the first-class cabin's opulence, the fact that I was searching for my wife because I thought she was being seduced by a black man – that I just stood there. 
 
   I saw a flight attendant look at me, and frown. She turned and hurried the other way, though, so I figured I had a few seconds to look around. 
 
   “Jen?” I whispered loudly. 
 
   Nothing. 
 
   I began to peek over the tops of the cabins. I saw a sandy-colored head, a head of red curls, two head placed together and glowing tin the light of TV. A group of people laughing, and then:
 
   White skin. Black skin. A moan. A laugh. A giant black hand on a white shoulder. 
 
   But by then two flight attendants and a security officer were heading toward me. 
 
   “Sir,” one of the women began. 
 
   “I'm just looking for my wife,” I seethed. They began to push me back, away from where I could see what was happening. I tried to jump up and see what was inside. “Jen!” I hissed. 
 
   “Sir,” the woman's voice was two seconds from, you're-going-to-jail tone. She leveled me with her eyes. “This area is for first-class passengers and we request that you return to your seat immediately.
 
   “You guys,” I began, ready to begin a whole long story about how this was there fuck-up, but I saw that the security officer had a tag that read, AIR MARSHAL on it. 
 
   I had enough sense left to turn, and head back to the bar. But when I turned around, the air marshal was still following me, and I got the impression that it was time for me to head downstairs. 
 
   I sat in my seat, my face flushed and my pulse raging in my arteries. I was actually seeing red, and my ears had begun to ring. I took a deep breath, trying to get control of myself. 
 
   I couldn't get the image out of my head: the white skin, the color of Jen's skin...
 
   But that could be any white woman's skin. You only saw a glimpse. 
 
   The black hand, enormous, pawing at her like a wild beast...
 
   That could have been any other black man's hand.
 
   I felt sick. I was sure I was going to throw up, but the air marshal was still watching me, so I was afraid to get out of my seat. The man next to me was agitated, and kept looking at me as if I was going to eat him alive. I was sure the blood rushing through my body was turning my face purple. 
 
   There were still six hours on this flight. 
 
   I closed my eyes and tried to submerge the rage. The images kept floating into my mind. I was enraged and humiliated but...
 
   I noticed something else was happening to me. 
 
   I was turned on. 
 
   I realized the images weren't just floating into my mind without my permission: I was summoning them. I was elaborating on them. 
 
   Because there was nothing wrong with just a fantasy, right? Hudson placing his hands on Jen's ample breasts, his skin dark against hers. Grasping her with this mighty paws, turning her around like a rag-doll, and pummeling her with what was undoubtedly an enormous cock. I pictured Jen's face, her mouth open in passionate pleasure, looking surprised by just how big his cock was, and how much she wanted it. 
 
   Under the wary eyes of the air marshal, I got up and went to the restroom. My cock was throbbing so hard I couldn't wait for the rest of the flight to get myself off. 
 
   The stewardesses refused to bring me any more alcohol when I finally emerged from the restroom, so I closed my eyes and drifted off to a worried sleep, telling myself enough lies about what I had seen and what I had imagined to almost believe that I had just been silly. Jen probably took a nap, I probably had seen Hudson, but with another woman, and everything was going to be fine. The strange mixture of renewing sobriety, having seen something while drunk, and then the sheer preposterousness of the whole idea, calmed me, and I actually took a nap until the plane landed. 
 
    
 
   But then the silent car ride. 
 
   And then I was left alone, in the hotel room, questioning the plane ride all over again.  
 
   I made myself several more drinks and stared out of the window, trying to convince myself that I was imagining everything. 
 
   I was fairly drunk again when I decided to get on the Internet and look up Hudson and what he did. This really was my plan. 
 
   I took the computer out of my bag and almost had a heart attack: it was Jen's.
 
   It wasn't her work computer, thankfully...but I was confused. I looked down at the bag, blinking at it, unsure of what to do. Did Jen need it? My first concern, as always, was for my wife to be happy and to have what she needed. I must have been so drunk I had failed to notice that I had taken the wrong bag. It was so stupid that they were so similar. 
 
   She would have come back if there had been a problem, I thought.
 
   I sat back down and set the computer on the table. I eyed it.  
 
   I still wanted to find out about Hudson.
 
   I shook my head, to no one at all. That would be a very mistrustful deed, I advised myself. You would definitely be crossing the line...
 
   But now I sort of wanted to snoop around on her computer.
 
   I couldn't wait to find out about Hudson, either. I was tearing my hair out.
 
   I opened Jen's computer, feeling slightly guilty but slightly justified in breaking her trust by hacking her password. I made a mental note to tell her it was terribly weak, and a promise to only look at the internet.   
 
   I perused Hudson's information on the internet for a half hour, reading all about his holdings and companies and wealth, getting more and more furious by the second. I was also getting more and more tempted to look at other things on Jen's computer. I didn't know why. Everything that had happened that day was eating at me in ways I didn't understand. 
 
   I minimized the window, and I sat back, trying to resist the urge to keep going, reading more, looking up more information like a pouting, jealous husband. 
 
   And then I saw it: 
 
   A file, on the desktop. A video file.
 
   Titled: 
 
   Hudson Feb 23.
 
   I blinked in disbelief. I rubbed my eyes. I looked around the room. 
 
   My heart pounded audibly in my chest. 
 
   And then I opened it. 
 
   The first thing to reach my mind, which almost completely shut down as the video started playing, was the sound of the plane. It was the background noise that I had been subjected to in Economy, pounding at me with a high-pitched whine. It was the flight we had just been on.
 
   And then, cutting through that sound like a knife:
 
   “I like to film these things,” Jen, in a low, raspy tone. “You're not married, are you?”
 
   The camera was moving all over the place, so I could only see flashes of people, the oval plane windows, a sleek tabletop, a leather chair. Black and white. Black and white décor.
 
   My head was reeling. 
 
   I heard a deep laugh, low and full, which only could have come from Hudson. “You really are down-low,” he said. “Nah. You need to turn that thing off. I'm not married but you can understand why I wouldn't want any potential...bribery.” 
 
   The camera stopped moving, coming to rest on a table. It was facing the cabin, which was remarkable: white sheets everywhere, sunlight filling a fairly spacious room: spacious enough for Jen to be standing, leaning on a bed. I could only see her - 
 
   My chest grew tight. She was in nothing but her panties, it seemed. Her blouse was untucked, and her legs were bare. 
 
   I let this sink into me like a poison. Nothing but her bra and panties, Hudson...
 
   Hudson's bulk was to the left of the camera screen. Jen still hadn't turned it off. 
 
   She moved her hand along the trim of her blouse, seductively. It disappeared off-camera – the angle was terrible – and I strained to see more, as if I could expand the view by twisting my neck, now, after the fact, far away from where this had ever happened. Her blouse was open, exposing her creamy skin. She was not nervous at all. She had the posture of a practiced prostitute, in fact. 
 
   I wanted to scream at the camera. “No,” I felt my mouth saying. Jen, what are you doing? 
 
   “Well,” Jen was saying. “I'll sign any kind of agreement you like, and we can keep your face off camera. But if there's no film, I'm not doing it.” 
 
   I had never heard Jen talk like this. She sounded like a completely different person. She was hot and sensual, while cold and calculating at the same time. She seemed like some kind of seasoned professional in a Hollywood movie.
 
   What in the fuck was going on? 
 
   I sat down, partly because my knees were getting weak, and partly because I could see that there were still 30 minutes on this short film. My stomach was flipping around inside of me. 
 
   And curiously, through all of the disbelief, there was also attraction: my cock was twitching as I watched my wife behaving like a whore. 
 
   Hudson's laugh again. 
 
   “Oh yeah?” he said. I could easily imagine the expression on his face. And I knew exactly what he felt: he loved the challenge she had just thrown down. I could imagine him staring at her with those dark brown eyes, perhaps rubbing his neatly trimmed beard. Looking her up and down. 
 
   Jen shrugged. She gave a very seductive smile, and traced her pink tongue over her upper lip. She was looking right at him. She made a kind of clicking sound, one she had never made in front of me. “It's what I like,” she said. “If I can't have a video, it's not worth it to me.” 
 
   Another laugh from Hudson. 
 
   “I did not expect this,” he commented. 
 
   And then he started moving toward her. 
 
   “Okay then,” he said. “All right.” His black accent was coming out now. In the airport and the bar he had a very neutral accent. Now it was different. “Let's do what the lady likes, then.” 
 
   Jen's hand moved down her shirt. Hudson was blocking the view pixel by pixel as he moved toward her, so I saw one, two, three buttons, flick open, and inch by inch, Jen's skin sliding out from under her blouse. But then Hudson filled the camera – just the back of him. 
 
   Jen had it under control. The video went crazy again, flashing all different parts of the luxurious cabin, before stabilizing with a clear view of both of them. 
 
   “We have to be quiet,” Jen laughed, whispering like a vamp. Now her shirt was off, and she was standing in just her bra and panties. She was pushing Hudson's expensive silk shirt away from his enormous shoulders. 
 
   I started shaking my head. Could this actually be happening? 
 
   Have happened, I soberly reminded myself.
 
   It had already happened. 
 
   My mouth started to hang open. I could feel my pulse racing. 
 
   I heard my own hoarse whisper, barely audible. Hudson moved toward Jen at hat exact moment. He was smiling with malice. He put his hand on Jen's midriff, pulling her toward him. I heard the voice of the stewardess in the background, telling me to leave the first-class cabin.
 
   So I was there; I had been so close.
 
   And so right. 
 
   Jen covered her mouth and snorted as the scuffle faded away. 
 
   She was laughing at me. 
 
   But Hudson was absorbed now in getting what he wanted from Jen. He didn't even seem to have noticed the scuffle outside the cabin door, to have heard my voice, or to care about anything but putting his enormous hands all over my wife. He was unbuckling his belt with one hand, and with the other he reached behind Jen's head and worked his big, strong fingers into her hair. He pulled on her hair to tip her head back, to face his gaze. 
 
   Jen responded by opening her mouth lightly, and smiling. She loved it. She gasped in one of those hyper-sexualized, porno gasps, and her mouth broke open in a welcoming smile.  
 
   Hudson let his pants fall to the floor. 
 
   His cock was pressing against his boxers, and Jen reached down with her hands to find it. Her white hand squeezed his thick cock through the silky material, and she opened her mouth in an even wider, pleased smile. 
 
   I rubbed my eyes in disbelief. I could not believe I was seeing this. What's more, I couldn't tear myself away from it.
 
   Something about the fact that it was on the computer screen gave it a fake, fantastical quality. That's why, I reasoned with myself, my cock was getting so hard. Even though I knew this had really happened, even though I had seen Hudson with my own eyes, something about seeing it on the screen made it seem more like something I would fantasize about in my own mind. 
 
   I often did fantasize about my wife with other men. But sort of nameless, faceless men, who served their purpose quickly while I was in the shower. This was completely different, and though I didn't want to admit it, it was also turning me on even more that Jen was instigating the encounter and in control of it.  
 
   I was getting less and less angry, and more and more turned on. I knew this was silly. I knew that I should be filled with rage and slam the computer shut before I saw any more. I knew I would never be able to get the images I was about to see out of my mind. 
 
   But instead of slapping the laptop closed, I unzipped my own pants. 
 
   Hudson peeled away his boxers, and his thick, long, black cock sprung forward. Jen's hand immediately grasped it, and she gasped again, smiling. 
 
   Of course she would smile. It was the biggest cock I had ever seen or imagined, even after so many years of watching porn, and Hudson's entire physique was the model of masculinity and perfection: his muscles were huge, veined, enormous. He was like an ebony god. His dick was no exception to his physique: it was hard and seemed almost too large to be real. But there it was. Dark, thick, and in Jen's hand. 
 
   My eyes were glued to Jen's hand around Hudson's black cock. She was moving it now, rubbing it back and forth, from base to tip, making a neat little circle over his head like she did with me. I looked at her face. She was staring straight into Hudson's eyes, smiling with her mouth.  
 
   “You like that, little girl?” he growled. 
 
   Jen wiggled closer to him, flirtatiously. Her voice sounded like a young teenager's when she said:  “I love. Black. Cock.”
 
   And then I watched in horror as she seemed to crumple, and then before I could figure out what was happening, she slid to her knees. 
 
   I closed my eyes. I tried to tell myself again that the best thing to do was not to watch. Did I really want to see my wife suck on this man's enormous black cock? 
 
   But curiosity got the better of me, and when I opened my eyes my pulse raced, and all of my blood gushed directly into the tip of my own throbbing cock. Jen had her mouth open and all the way at the base of this man's huge dick. She had just opened up and taken it all in. 
 
   Her voice echoed in my mind. I like. Black. Cock.  
 
   I never got this kind of action from Jen. I had no idea she could deep throat at all, let alone such an enormous cock. Why would she do this for a stranger? Why would she do it without even being asked or seduced? She just fell to her knees and started in on him, without any effort on his part.
 
   Oh god, now she was bobbing her head back and forth and slurping and gulping, licking and sucking at his cock like it was the greatest thing she had ever put in her mouth. She bestowed so much attention on it I almost forgot that Hudson was even in the room. I just watched her mouth and her lips, working their way all along his shaft, kissing his thick black snake of a dick, licking at him like a kitten, swallowing him whole. 
 
   How long did this go on? It seemed like forever. I was dripping precum and slowly stroking myself, staring in disbelief at the screen. 
 
   Hudson grabbed her suddenly, and lifted her up by her hair to a standing position. He ripped her panties away, shredding the fine lace with a single jerk. He pushed her forward, so now Jen's face was close to the camera. She smiled again, and turned her head. 
 
   She looked right into the camera.
 
   Who was she looking at, I wondered. Herself? Or had she planned to make this for someone? Was I supposed to see it? 
 
   Whatever it was she was looking right into its eyes. She smiled, licking her lips.
 
   I could not believe it as I watched her. I could see Hudson behind her, playing now with her ass, her pussy, I didn't know. She closed her eyes and mewled. Then she opened them. “Fuck me,” she breathed. “Put that big black cock inside of me and fuck me full of your cum.” 
 
   I felt like she was looking right at me. I actually felt like she was talking to me, not like she wanted me, but like she wanted me to hear her talk to Hudson. 
 
   Suddenly she squinted her eyes and opened her mouth, crying out in agonized pleasure. “Oh!” she squealed. “Oh, oh, oh it's so big! This is just what I wanted!”
 
   She was whispering, to keep it quiet in the cabin of the plane, but she was moaning right into the microphone. “Oh, yes. Oh fuck, your cock feels good,” she said. Her voice scraped away at my insides, licking at the inside of my ribs with torturous pain. But my cock was so hard I thought it would split open. The two conflicting feelings made me feel too unsteady to even sit up.   
 
   The camera suddenly went berserk, and shots of the ceiling followed, all while Jen moaned and howled quietly underneath the sounds of the camera exchanging hands. “I want you to film it from where you are,” her voice said, breathlessly, and almost instantly the camera focused on the image that would be seared into my mind forever: her ass, and below it her sweet pink pussy, penetrated by the astoundingly large cock of one John Hudson.
 
   In and out, black against pink and white. Every sound of his uncovered cock moving through her slippery, glistening wet pussy captured over the sound of the plane.  
 
   “Make sure you get a good shot of your cock,” Jen moaned. “I want to watch your cock over and over again.” 
 
   This sent a shudder of almost guilty pleasure through me, as I imagined Jen sitting alone in a dark room watching this video, over and over again, slipping her fingers into her panties and stroking herself while she imagined how it felt to have Hudson's cock inside of her, and watched it again and again on the screen. 
 
   John Hudson, for his part, seemed to be very experienced at fucking someone while holding a camera. He didn't miss a bit, and for several moments there was nothing on screen but the steady pumping of his cock in and out of my wife, and the slippery sounds of her engorged, wet pussy as he slammed in and out of it.  
 
   Hudson dropped a hand to her ass and slapped it. A big red mark appeared on Jen's white skin. 
 
   Jen moaned. 
 
   She was delighted. She made all kinds of cooing, moaning noises.
 
   I sat back in the chair, amazed at the feelings I was having. I was enraged, sure, but I also had a rock-hard cock. I unzipped my pants, mesmerized by the sight of the gigantic black snake plunging into Jen's pussy, a pussy I thought had been all for me. And she was screaming quietly, trying not make too much noise in first-class, tossing her head back in ecstasy. Hudson slapped her again. 
 
   He started pounding her now, really hard. 
 
   The camera fell away, and landed on the bed, but in a choice position in which I still had a view of them both, from the side, blocked only partially by a bit of the clean white sheets. 
 
   Jen reached out to adjust it, practically winking at he camera as she did so. She seemed to have so much practice filming herself: there was no klutziness, no hesitation. She knew what she wanted and she knew how to get it.
 
   Then Hudson pushed her down, onto the bed, and all I could see was her open, panting mouth, turned up slightly in a pleased smile. And then his cock, in and out as he slapped into her harder and harder. The sound of his thighs slapping into her ass, fast and hard, was all I could hear for a few minutes until Jen opened her mouth and pushed a pillow into it. She thrashed around as she came.
 
   And then she said: 
 
   “Don't pull out. I want all that hot cum to fill my pussy!” Her voice was breathy and satisfied. 
 
   “Oh, you're gonna get it,” Hudson growled. He slapped her ass. “Take it. Tell me what you want again,” 
 
   “I want a pussy full of your cum,” Jen moaned, smiling.
 
   “Say it again,”
 
   “I want you to fill me up with your cum, Mr. Hudson,” she murmured. 
 
   And then Hudson's back arched, and his torso stiffened, all of his cut, perfect muscles seizing with an orgasm. 
 
   And he pumped his cum right into my wife's cunt. 
 
   I had been furiously stroking my own cock, and I came at the same moment. I was too shocked by everything I had seen already to even be surprised when Jen smiled and said, “Oh, fuck, that was so good. Just leave that big cock inside of me for a little bit, will you?” She squirmed in pleasure. 
 
   I was panting. I was in a rage. I had also enjoyed watching this whole thing. I was angry. I was sad. I had no idea what to do. My eyes could not have been peeled away from Hudson's still-hard cock, halfway in my wife's pussy, coated in her cum and his white frothy semen. 
 
   I was stunned. My wife's pussy was totally filled up with another man's cum.  
 
   As I stared at the two of them panting, letting that thought ricochet in my head, Jen reached for the camera, still panting against the bed with Hudson's cock inside of her, and that was all I got. 
 
   I don't know how long I sat there in disbelief, with my flaccid cock outside of my pants, my cum dripping all over them. 
 
   And I have no idea what compelled me to begin the search on Jen's computer after that time passed. Just a hunch. 
 
   Or perhaps a hope? I have no idea now.
 
   And what I found was an entire cache of videos: 
 
   Michaels Jan 23; Smith Nov 17; Train Guy Dec 15; Paul Aug 22....
 
   On and on it went. Dozens of videos. 
 
   I sat in silence, unable to open any of them. What would I see? And what the fuck was going on? My wife had cuckolded me, over and over, and I had never been the wiser. I really hadn't. And what  was this, with keeping the videos? She must watch them herself. But where, and when? Another image of her watching the films she had made of herself, alone in the dark, downstairs in the kitchen, her legs spread open on a barstool...flashed through my mind. 
 
   Who was my wife? I really didn't know her any more.
 
   But the most interesting, and perhaps frightening thing about this discovery, was that...
 
   I wasn't as mad as I should have been. 
 
   Thinking quickly, suddenly sobered up, I did something that might seem strange. I copied the files. 
 
   Not only that, I ran out of space on my USB key and without hesitation, in a zombie-like daze, I went down to the lobby and bought another USB key to copy them all. 
 
   I felt like a stranger to myself, operating mechanically. I was focused on only one thing: finding time to watch those films. I hid the USB key and put everything back as it should have been, and then sat, half-dozing, watching the Dubai skyline and musing about when I would have a chance to watch the next video.
 
   And then, when Jen came back from her meeting, I looked up from the bed, where I was sitting with a magazine, and smiled. “Hello honey,” I said. “How was your meeting?” 
 
  
 
  



My Wife's Secret Pleasure 2:
 
   Got Me Cuckolded 
 
   By Her Black Boss
 
    
 
   By Arnica Butler
 
    
 
   Not too long ago, I discovered that my wife had a very dirty, very naughty secret. It happened quite by accident. My wife  cuckolded me on a plane to Dubai, with a black billionaire. She did it in First Class, while I sat fuming in Economy. I only fantasized and fretted about what she might have done on that plane, until, in a twist of fate, I found her secret, on her computer.
 
   Not only did I get to see my wife's exploits with John Hudson, the rock-hard black man who had offered her a first-class ticket: I got to see them up close and in detail. But I also discovered that my wife was no stranger to straying. She held a camera (I wasn't even aware that she owned one) with the practiced expertise of a porno director. And it was my wife in that video who was coaxing and encouraging. My wife who was telling Hudson to take her hard, and fill her pussy full of his cum.
 
   Don't pull out, her exact words were. Fill my pussy up with your hot black cum. 
 
   I discovered that there was a whole side of my wife that I had never known about, or even suspected. A wife who sought out other men, and videoed her exploits with them. A wife who wanted a hard, black cock deep inside of her. A wife who apparently wanted way to watch herself and her lovers over and over again. A wife who wasn't afraid to get what she wanted, and who didn't hesitate when the opportunity arose.
 
   Then, I discovered the other videos. All of them labeled innocuously enough: Michaels Jan 23; Smith Nov 17; Train Guy Dec 15; Paul Aug 22.
 
   Just like Hudson's video had been labeled. 
 
   The most important discovery I made, however, and perhaps the most surprising, was this:
 
   I liked watching my wife. 
 
   So I copied all of her videos. Nothing gives me greater pleasure than to keep my own dirty little secret: I have all of her exploits on tape, and I like to watch them. My favorite part about watching them is remembering all of the interactions I had with these men. 
 
   Because, you see, my wife also likes to do these things when she is very close to getting caught. So if I think hard enough, I can remember the circumstances surrounding every one of these videos. When my wife cuckolded me right under my nose, with a big, delicious black man. Again and again. 
 
   And until now, I was never the wiser. 
 
   For now, I don't plan to say anything to her. She has her secret, and I have mine. And I like to watch.
 
    
 
   I didn't watch any of her videos in Dubai, because there was hardly any time to do so. I held on to the USB key I had copied them onto like it was gold. Or better put, like it was an illicit drug I was smuggling. I kept it in my pocket, and it burned through my skin and my thoughts. I touched it when Jen smiled at me from across a table at one of the many restaurants we dined at each evening when she finished her meetings. I savored thinking about her duplicity, and touching the key made it real for me. Here was my wife, smiling at me and doting on me as though nothing had ever happened on the flight here. And here – I rubbed the USB key gently with my finger – was the visual proof that she had been a very, very naughty wife indeed. 
 
   My feelings about my wife, and the new secret I knew about her, pulled at me from opposite ends of the spectrum. I was humiliated and infuriated that my wife had been such a liar and a cheat, running around behind my back and seeking out lovers to satisfy herself with something I wasn't giving her. I was angry that she had never tried to tell me what she needed, or that she wasn't completely satisfied.  
 
   And what was it that she needed from them? I wouldn't know until I watched the films. What did these men give her? Did she like the risk? Did she like a bigger cock? Did she just like doing something secret? Was I terrible lover and I didn't know it? I was left to ponder what it was that she was seeking in her exploits. 
 
   I was also enraged that she had violated the trust of our marriage. But more than that, I was infuriated that she had done it so well. If circumstances hadn't been exactly what they were on that plane, I never would have been the wiser. Who knows how long she might have gone on, doing what she pleased, without me ever knowing?
 
   On the other hand, and in complete opposition to these feelings of anger, I also found myself obsessing over what she had done – but in a hot way. I found myself thinking about it all the time. Not like a jealous, angry husband, but like an obsessed teenage boy thinking about a model in a magazine. I liked to sit across from her in those restaurants, stroking the USB key and listening to her talk about whatever it was she had done that day in her business meetings. I didn't hear what she was saying, I only heard her moan as John Hudson's black cock slid into her pink pussy. I didn't see her mouth forming words, but instead saw only how wide it opened when she swallowed Hudson's entire cock whole. I didn't see her walking in front of me on the nearly-empty streets near the beach, I only saw Hudson's black cock moving in and out of her pussy, slapping against her ass while she squirmed beneath him. 
 
   And these are the images that flooded my mind when we returned to the hotel room. I found myself particularly turned on and assertive. Jen walked across the large open suite to the window, and surveyed the Dubai cityscape while removing one of her earrings. It was signal that she used to indicate that she was tired. 
 
   Too tired for sex, it what it usually meant. 
 
   I thought of her playful smile, the one she used to beckon John Hudson toward her on the plane. Instead of discouraging me, or infuriating me, it arose in my mind like challenge. 
 
   I approached her, and slipped my arms around her waist. I kissed her neck. 
 
   She shrugged a little, and moved around in that way she always does when she wants to get away from my advances. She giggled lightly, also a cue that she was about to kiss me on the cheek and give me a bear hug, before saying she was “pooped” and locking herself in the bathroom for an hour. 
 
   But I didn't relent, as I normally did. I held her in such a way that she couldn't squirm out of my grasp very easily. 
 
   I never behaved like this. I wondered if this was what she wanted: for me to be more assertive. 
 
   “Honey,” she said, and her tone was impossible to figure out. It was playful and sexy, but also sounded like she wanted to get out of my arms. That appeasing, half-concessionary tone that wives get when they want their husbands to leave them alone, but they can't say it directly. 
 
   I didn't relent. I worked my fingers up into her hair, and moved my mouth over her neck. I moved my other hand under her blouse, grasping her breast. I couldn't get Hudson's grip on her out of my mind: his enormous black hands, strong and almost muscular, manhandling my wife while she squealed in pleasure. 
 
   Why not me? I spun her around, and she had an amused and interested smile on her face. 
 
   “Honey!” she exclaimed. 
 
   But I could feel her relenting now. She was not moving away from me, but staying put, where she could get some more. 
 
   I pushed her backward until she fell onto the bed. She let herself fall, keeping her eyes on me with an expression of mild disbelief. “What's gotten into  you?” she purred.
 
   I said nothing and tore away at her clothes, leaving only her panties. 
 
   I didn't waste too much time on foreplay. I moved right to her inner thighs, sucking her tender skin into my mouth. She wiggled and held on to my head, nudging me gently to the place between her thighs. I slipped my finger beneath the silky fabric of her panties, thinking of how Hudson had just ripped them away. But I decided against it, sliding them down to expose her. 
 
   As my lips touched her in her warm center, she let out a moan of pleasure and put her hands on the back of my head. She ran fingers through my hair and pushed my face toward her. She moved me deeper and deeper into her, and I just went for it, moving in and out of her sweet cunt, sucking on her clit, pushing against her with my face.  
 
   Her eyes were still closed when I found  the sweet spot, and her moan – almost a squeal - let me know I was in the right place. As I began working harder, Jen pushed my face towards her wet, open pussy. I could feel her wetness starting to drip down into her ass, onto the sheets. She was more wet than I had ever, ever seen or felt her before. 
 
   The images of her with John Hudson were filling my head, and I didn't feel the slightest amount of guilt about it. Why should I? In fact, they were keeping my cock at bursting, harder than it ever was when I was pleasuring Jen normally. She was purring and squirming, gasping like she had never gasped before. And I was imagining black cock, stretching her open, filling up the soft folds of pink pussy that were in my mouth right now. 
 
   I knew, in that way that a man can just tell when his wife's mind is a million miles away, that Jen had something else going on in her mind as well. She twisted and moaned, enjoying the physical pleasure I was giving her, but her eyes were vacant. She was not in the room with me. She opened her eyes wide and stared at the ceiling. I noticed her hands stop moving on my head.
 
   I was panting, and I just wanted to continue, but I felt that I needed to ask if she was okay. If you're imagining John Hudson, I wanted to say, go right ahead. So am I.
 
   But I didn't really want to tell her. In fact, the double layer of secret-keeping was turning me on. She was keeping her secret, and I was keeping the secret that I knew about her secret. It was like a form of mental voyeurism: she would never have imagined that I knew what she was picturing in her head.  
 
   “I'm fine, keep going...” she said, lazily, but by then I had forgotten what I had asked her, if I had asked her anything at all. It sent a jolt of ecstasy through my torso and into my stiff cock that she was so far away, and that I knew why. She closed her eyes, and I went back to work. I hoped to try to recapture the moment she was fantasizing about: being with John Hudson. Cuckolding me on a plane.
 
   She pushed my face deeper towards her center, and she relaxed. I imagined that she brought the image back into her mind: his bare, black chest, rippling with muscle and not an ounce of flab. His silk boxers, barely restraining his enormous cock. The feel of his thighs on her ass as he pounded into her. The hot burst of his cum as he filled her up.
 
   My cock was so hard by now that I thought it might split right down the middle. I could feel my precum on the inside of my thigh. I had never been so hotted up with Jen either. I hadn't felt like this since I was much younger. It was exhilarating. 
 
   I hoped she was imagining every detail of John Hudson's cock when she felt the flood of her orgasm start to wash over her. I picked up the pace, lapping at her clit, as I felt her muscles tighten. I wanted her to scream as she came. . 
 
    As pleasure ripped up and down her body, she convulsed, unable to control her own motions. A cry escaped her lips and the sound of her own voice reacting to her orgasm brought another wave ecstasy. Her hands pushed my face as close to her as she could get me. As the waves kept coming, she swayed her hips and rubbed her clit on my tongue trying to squeeze out as much of the feeling as she could. I couldn't have pulled my head away even if I wanted to. 
 
   Her arms fell to her sides, exhausted from the intense orgasm.
 
   “What was that?” I asked, coyly. I knew, of course, why her pleasure had been so intense. 
 
   She propped herself up on her elbows and looked down her body at me. I was crouched between her legs. 
 
   “I don't know. I guess you just did a really good job.” 
 
   A jolt of pleasure rippled through me. She was lying, I could tell by the way she was looking sideways at the floor. Jen rarely lied that I knew about. In fact, until now, I would have said that my wife was a terrible liar. Had I not known what was inside of her head – what was really inside of her head – I would have believed her. 
 
   I stared at her for a few moments. It had always taken at least ten minutes for her to get off, and her orgasms were never as dramatic as the one she'd just had. I tipped my head to the side, as though I were actually confused. 
 
   “Wow. I guess I'll have to do it that way the next time too,”  I said. I tried to capture bewilderment in my voice, to let Jen go on believing I did not know what or who she had been thinking about. To let her believe that I was still in the dark. 
 
   But my own cock was still throbbing with desire, and even more so now that Jen had lied to me. I started getting up. I am sure my eyes betrayed what I wanted to happen next. 
 
   As Jen lay back down on the bed, a faint feeling of irritation began creeping across her face. 
 
   I imagined her thoughts, for my own pleasure: 
 
   It wouldn't be fair not to let him have some fun too, but it's the last thing I want. I want a real man, a real big, black cock. 
 
   Her imaginary thoughts in my mind stung in my chest, and throbbed in my cock. I didn't bother to take my shirt off. I crawled in between her legs and probed for her opening with my cock. She reached down and helped me inside. She pretended to inhale with pleasure as I stretched her out. But I knew it was a fake inhale, a fake signal of pleasure that she was pantomiming just to make me believe that I was big enough to make her gasp. I knew better though, I knew that she could take far more cock inside of her than mine.  
 
   I started thrusting quickly almost right away, thoughts of John Hudson filling my head. Hudson touching Jen's breasts, Hudson stroking her clit, Jen telling Hudson how big his cock was and how much she wanted him to fill her pussy up with cum. 
 
   As I fucked her, Jen let out a few soft moans in a show of enjoyment, but I knew she was just being a good sport. Or an actress. 
 
   Actually, to be honest, I didn't really know what my wife was doing for me. I no longer knew her as well as I thought.  
 
   I came quickly, almost more so than usual, thinking of John and Jen together, black skin against white, slapping hard against each other. Wet, sticky cum gushing from her stretched pussy.  
 
   A mild sigh escaped her lips as I lay heaving on top of her, shuddering with my orgasm. She patted me on the back to get me to move. When I fell to my back on the bed, she rolled over and disappeared into the bathroom.
 
   I lay in bed, thinking about my wife and her secret. Her secret pleasure, that she had kept so well from me. Maybe I should confront her about it.
 
   But deep down inside, I didn't want to. Not because I was afraid of confrontation. I didn't want to admit it to myself, just yet, -not then. But my wife's secret pleasure had become my dirty little secret as well. I wanted to watch her, and something about the fact that she didn't know I was watching made it even more tantalizing for me. It was if I had managed to turn the cuckolding she was giving me on its head, by being a voyeur, by keeping it all a secret. And by knowing her secret. I think I liked that the power had been returned to me that way. 
 
   So I kept the USB key in my pocket, literally and figuratively. 
 
   Our flight back to New York was a normal one – no billionaire's offering to take my wife to First Class. We sat in the very comfortable business class, and when my wife asked me to join her in the bar, I declined. Instead, I looked out the window at the fluff of white clouds, a perfect canvas on which to paint my fantasies of her with all the men she had listed in her computer. 
 
   Smith: Nov 17 was my choice of fantasy. Derek Smith was Jen's boss. He was a tall, athletic man with a baritone voice and a quiet intensity about him. I had met him at an office party, and he had kept the entire place laughing with a comedy routine. He was affluent, cool, funny, and the kind of man every husband worries about.
 
   I was starting to pick up on a theme as well, perhaps the key to Jen's preferences was not so secret.
 
   Derek Smith was tall, athletic, and well-built.
 
   And he was as black as the night. 
 
    
 
   After we arrived home, Jen had a few days off. I ordinarily would have welcomed this time with her, but the USB key with Jen's extramarital affairs filmed on it was clamoring for my attention. I'm a freelancer, so I have a lot of time at home, during the day. I had so much time available the next week, when Jen would go back to work, and I would have the house to myself. I would sit in my office, with my giant screen, and see what Jen had been up to all this time. I was obsessing over it, and my balls were blue and aching with anticipation. 
 
   Jen claimed to have a lot of work to catch up on, and locked herself in her own office. I wondered if she was telling the truth, if she was working on reports and financial statements – or if she, like me, couldn't wait to open up a computer, and watch her dirty, secret films. I imagined her in there, her hands sliding between her smooth stomach and her sweatpants, underneath her panties...
 
   Who did she watch the most, I wondered? 
 
   I was so caught up in my own desires that thoughts about why Jen led this secret life barely occurred to me. Every now and then, I would think of those questions: why my wife never asked me to video us together; why she needed to seek another man; how long she had kept this secret – had she always done this, before we got married? Or was it new, a product of our marriage becoming stale? Was it an extra thing she did, or was she doing it because I was a terrible lover?
 
   But the pain that these questions brought up in me hurt a little too much, and I pushed the questions away for the more pleasant feeling of being deeply turned on by the thought of having the chance to watch her again, with another man. 
 
   At night, Jen claimed to be too exhausted and too jet-lagged for sex. She rolled over on her side, and went to sleep. At  those times, too, I found it impossible not to fantasize about what I would see when I finally had the chance to watch Jen's secret videos. I loved to wonder if she was thinking about them herself, as she drifted off to sleep. There was so much inside of her own mind that I was realizing I knew nothing about. Was she lying there, with her eyes closed, dreaming about the touch of another man? 
 
   And why did it turn me on so much to think so? To think that her pussy might be getting wet as she lay there, as she thought of John Hudson's cock filling her pussy until it ached?
 
   Finally, gratefully, Jen went back to work on a Monday. She left looking refreshed and untroubled, smiling at me as she kissed me on the cheek and set a cup of coffee next to me. 
 
   “Have a great, productive day,” she bubbled. 
 
   I tried to look as normal as possible as I agreed to do that, but I couldn't help feeling like a lecherous expression had taken over my face for the past two days, every time I thought of “working.” 
 
   I tortured myself a little more by making a nice breakfast and eating it at the kitchen table. I wanted to make sure that Jen was gone, for one, and wouldn't pop back in and surprise me. I also enjoyed savoring the fantasy a little longer: not knowing exactly what to expect, or what I would see my wife do on this video. I was already so shocked by the Jen I had seen on the plane. I wondered what she would get up to on this film. Where had she done it? The date, November 17, seemed vaguely familiar, but where? Did she go to a hotel with him? Was he a regular thing? Did he know she filmed him?
 
   I ate slowly. I wanted to drag out the anticipation a little longer. 
 
   I settled into my office chair around 10:00.
 
   The screen was black at first, and I felt a deep plunge of disappointment: maybe there was nothing to see. Then my pulse quickened: or maybe I would only get to hear what she had done, making it that much more torturous for me. 
 
   But the screen began to shift, and the blackness developed into shadows with specks of gray and light peeking through them. The sound of something scraping close to the microphone could be heard, and it became obvious that the camera was on, filming, but that something was covering the lens. 
 
   I waited. I could have skipped this part, to see if there was anything ahead, but I didn't want to miss a single moment of Jen's infidelity.
 
   A knock, as though on a door.
 
   “Oh hey Jen.”
 
   Smith's voice. Unmistakable. 
 
   Much closer to the microphone, the sweet tones of Jen's voice. Normal tone: 
 
   “Oh hi. Do you mind?” 
 
   “Uh..well, I'm almost out the door...I'm surprised you're still here.” 
 
   More scuffling, the sound of a door closing. Still, there was nothing on the screen. 
 
   “I just...do you mind if I set this here?” 
 
   There was a muffled bang on the audio, and then the black turned brown, and then tan, as Jen moved away from the camera lens she had been clutching to herself. She was wearing a tight tan dress that I remembered very clearly from her wardrobe. It showed off her full, beautiful curves quite nicely. 
 
   Smith was sitting down, busily signing a few papers, but he looked up as Jen approached him.
 
   My eyes widened. She was swaying her hips as she moved toward him. Suddenly, the facts of what I was seeing became clearer to me: Jen was sneaking around with this camera.
 
   Or was she? Did Smith know about it? 
 
   I watched, my mouth open. I could not believe this was my wife.
 
   “I think I've made a mess of this report,” Jen said, in a sultry voice. The entire scene, in fact, suddenly had the terrible quality and acting of a cheap porno, as though she were orchestrating it that way. I made a mental note to search the internet for this video, in case Jen was in fact posting her films to be seen by the whole world. 
 
   I couldn't tell if Smith knew she was taping this or not. He swiveled in his chair and looked up at her. His expression was more confused than knowing. Jen sat on the edge of his desk. A look of interest and shock washed over his face.
 
   “It's going to be a late night,” she purred. “For both of us. And it's all my fault.” 
 
   I really couldn't believe what I was hearing, or seeing. It;'s one thing to watch this kind of thing, scripted, on a porno. It's quite another to see your wife sitting on her boss's desk, cooing about how it's going to be a long night to another man. 
 
   Smith was silent. He appeared to be trying to gauge what she was saying, and what it all meant. Her demeanor had changed so suddenly, even I wasn't sure what she was going to do.   
 
   “You will need to think of some way I can make it up to you,” Jen continued. 
 
   Smith looked at her, and then his mouth turned up in a slightly unsure grin. Like he wasn't quite able to believe what Jen was offering him. I had a pang of sympathy for him, in that moment, incredibly. It seemed too good to be true, like a trap. But Jen was an inescapable trap. She tossed her hair over her shoulder.
 
   Was this the first time she had done this to him? It seemed to be. 
 
   The expression of insecurity faded quickly from Derek's face, because he wasn't the kind of guy to look a gift horse in the mouth. And Jen had her mouth open, smiling, and running her tongue along the edges of her teeth.
 
   Some signals from women are hard to interpret. Some are not. 
 
   My mouth was hanging open. Not as much as it had been in Dubai, but I was still shocked and racked by multiple feelings: betrayal, lust, incredulity. I cannot believe this is my wife, I thought again.
 
   On the video, Smith was still silent. He started to act, though. He moved a hand along Jen's thigh. 
 
   “Or maybe you need to think of some kind of punishment for a bad employee like me,” she suggested. She was really reeling him in. 
 
   Smith's eyes glinted with sudden interest. 
 
   Oh, how he liked that idea. 
 
   “Oh yeah?” he said. His hand was bold now, moving under Jen's skirt. She uncrossed her legs and crossed them again, and his eyes moved right between them. Right at her pussy. 
 
   I don't know why this was turning me on so much. I wanted to scream at the screen for Jen to stop – but it was done, it was over, it had already happened. At the same time, I was rooting for Jen, my wife. To sink her teeth into him. Her seductive powers were impressive. 
 
   I mean – any woman can pull this off, but Jen had just done it in like thirty seconds. Derek was married, and he was her boss, and she had made him forget all of that in a bold minute. She had him.
 
   My cock was throbbing in my underwear. 
 
   She reached out with her hands and began to untie his tie. “I think maybe I need to be bent over this desk and taught a lesson,” she said. 
 
   She loosened the tie, but left it in a noose around his neck, and swept it – again with a kind of stunning, practiced skill, over his head. Then she put it over her own neck, tie to the back.
 
   Smith licked his big lips. His eyes were very interested now. 
 
   “Let me see what you got in there again,” he said, pushing Jen's legs open in front of him. 
 
   Jen spread her legs open for him obediently. She held her own knees and spread them wider, wider. Smith's face lit up. 
 
   “All ready to go, huh?' he said.
 
   And then Jen leaned forward, and just the way she had with Hudson, she licked her lips and pronounced the words that sent a knife of agonizing pleasure through me:
 
   “I like. Black. Cock.” 
 
   There was a pause, while Smith surveyed the woman – my wife – on his table, her legs spread, her hands moving to the buttons of her blouse, her intentions made so clear. 
 
   He raised his eyebrows, a little disbelieving again. Who wouldn't be? 
 
   Or maybe this happened to him all the time. After all, he was a big, handsome black man. Women probably fell at his feet like this all the time. 
 
   Smith kept his eyes on Jen, and finally nodded. “So you do,” he said, with a laugh in the bottom layers of his voice. “I think I can help you out with that.” He was sucked in, and now he was going after her. Her seduction was no longer needed: I could see it all, how she reeled them in, and then let them take over... 
 
   Jen was already flicking open the buttons of her blouse, exposing her white skin and her full breasts to his gaze. She pulled her blouse off and left the tie around her neck, against her back. 
 
   Smith moved his hands beneath her, grasping her panties first and pulling them off violently, tossing them on the floor. HE moved his hands back to her ass, and pulled her forward with a jerk. 
 
   Then, agile and strong, he lifted her up with him as he rose from the chair. Jen wrapped her legs around him so that he could hold her. It almost seemed choreographed. 
 
   Then her moved his mouth very close to her ear, and whispered something to her. She dropped her feet to the floor, and smiled at him before turning around. 
 
   Smith placed his hands on her ass, over the fabric of her skirt, which had fallen down to mid-thigh again. HE looked down at his own hands on her ass, enjoying the view of her full figure in his hands. Then he said, 
 
   “Take that skirt off for me.” His voice was hoarse now, and I could see the bulge in his pants where his cock was pressing against his zipper, aching to get out. 
 
   To get at my wife.
 
   To get inside my wife.
 
   My cheeks were burning up. Jen was letting these men put heir huge cocks inside of her with no condom, and seemingly no thought of what would happen if they filled her fertile body up with their cum. 
 
   My lips parted, and I realized that I loved the thought of it. 
 
   Smith pushed Jen onto the table, using one hand to push papers and folders off of his desk. They spilled onto the floor with a loud clamor. 
 
   Jen placed her hands on either side of her, and turned her face so that it was captured in the camera. She was smiling, her mouth open, her tongue moving along her lips. Her eyes were turned behind her, straining to see what Smith would do. 
 
   He moved a hand over her ass, while his eyes appraised her. With his big, brown hand, he kneaded and squeezed my wife's bottom – watching all of her white skin in his hands like a nice, hard dough. His other hand was unbuckling his belt and freeing his cock from his underwear. 
 
   When his dick sprang forward from his boxers, my eyes widened. Perhaps the secret to Jen's forbidden desires was not so nuanced: perhaps she just liked an enormous cock, and she knew where to get it. Smith's cocks must have been ten inches long, and it was blacker than his skin, thick and veined and hard as a rock. 
 
   “Spank me,” Jen breathed. “I've been very, very bad.” 
 
   “Oh, I'm going to do more than spank you,” Smith breathed. “You've been a very bad girl.” 
 
   I heard the loud slap on Jen's ass before I saw his hand move. She made a gasping, squeal of a noise. Smith spanked her again, harder. She made a very sexual, pleased noise, something like uuhnaah. 
 
   “Very bad,” Smith said, and he spanked her ass again. The slap reverberated in the room and Jen smiled and squeaked out an erotic whimper. 
 
   Again and again he spanked my wife, and I watched in fascination as Jen not only took it, but seemed to crave it: she moaned and whimpered in pleasure and told him how very bad she was, and how much she needed to be punished. She was begging him to give her a good hard slap on the ass. 
 
   But Smith could not resist the pleasures of my wife's pussy for much longer. He moved a hand down between her legs, where even in the bad lightening and at the strange angle, I could see that her inner thigh was streaked with glistening moisture. She was so hotted up that her juices were dripping down her leg already. 
 
   Whatever he did to her, she squirmed and said, “Oh! Oh my god!” She lifted her ass toward him, letting him move around in her pussy like it was his own and she was merely an object for his lust. 
 
   Then he placed two big hands on her, one on each buttock, and he pulled her apart. I imagined his view from there – Jen's red and pink folds spread open, dripping wet, swollen and ready for his cock.
 
   Just then, Jen's phone rang. It was next to her on the desk. She picked it up and sighed with disdain. 
 
   “I have to get this,” she said. “Be quiet.” 
 
   She held the phone to her ear. “Hi honey,” she said. 
 
   The cold reality of what had happened was creeping slowly into my mind, but I still didn't quite get it. My head was spinning. 
 
   I also couldn't take my eyes off Smith, who was dropping down behind her, his hands on the outsides of her thighs, his face between her legs. 
 
   Jen turned to look behind her, a very adventurous and amused smile on her face. 
 
   “Uh,” she said into the phone. “I don't...I don't know.” She was out of breath now, and I saw Smith's head moving around. I knew his tongue was finding her clit, pinching it lightly against his teeth, doing something tricky to her. She closed her eyes. 
 
   “Huh?” There was a pause. Impatiently: “No, I'm just...I'm walking, and I'm...in a hurry,” she lied. 
 
   And she was lying to me. I knew it without remembering the conversation. 
 
   “Oh god,” Jen continued, and it wasn't clear whether she was saying Oh God to Smith or to me. 
 
   And then I remembered. I remembered the conversation. It had been the day of a friend's birthday party, and I had been calling Jen to remind her that she had agreed to get a present on the way home.
 
   I remembered the way she had said, Oh God, at the time. Thinking it was strange. Then she had said – and the video caught up with my memory, and they both met together in the horrifying scene playing out before me: 
 
   “That's what..I'm doing that right now, it's why I'm in such a hurry,” she panted. 
 
   And on the other end of the line, there was me. I remember believing what she had said. I had begun talking to her about something, something banal and unrelated, and she had just repeated, over and over; 
 
   “Uh huh, uh huh,” in a queer voice. 
 
   I had thought she was distracted. I had believed she was on the other end of the line, briskly walking down the street. Out of breath from hurrying.
 
   When in fact, as it would seem, she was panting because she had her boss's tongue in her pussy, licking at her hardened knob, lapping up all of her sweet drippings.
 
   I could remember the day now: November 17. A buddy's birthday party, organized by my friend's wife. Jen had arrived late. Dressed in that tan dress. My buddy Steve had commented on how stunning she looked. You're a lucky man, he had said.  
 
   I stared at the screen, at Jen bent over the desk, talking to me on the phone with another man eating her out. 
 
   “Okay,” Jen said, almost breathless. “Yes,” she whispered. “Okay, I love you too, honey,” she said. 
 
   She hung up and tossed the phone aside. She was completely unperturbed by what she had just done.    
 
   “You ready for my cock little girl?” Smith growled, standing up. 
 
   “Yes, sir,” Jen moaned, twisting on the table.
 
   I mean, just completely unperturbed. She did not care. 
 
   Smith was whispering with a deep rumble. “You're going to get a real pounding, Jen. Are you ready for it?”
 
   But he didn't wait for her answer. He guided his enormous dick to her opening, and slid into her one inch at a time. Nice and slow. I had a perfect view of his thick cock plunging into her pink pussy slowly, spreading her open. 
 
   Jen was moaning, trying to edge herself back toward him, but he held her easily exactly where he wanted. “Don't worry, now,” he said. “You're gonna get what you want.” 
 
   In slow motion, in agonizing slow motion, I watched his big black cock submerge itself in my wife's pussy. All the way in, until I couldn't see anything but his black thighs pressed up tight against her creamy white ass. Jen cried out and gasped, but on her face there was still the faint smile. 
 
   Then Smith took his tie in one hand, and wrapped it around his wrist, lifting Jen up to a position with her back arched slightly, and her face turned forward. 
 
   I remembered, at that moment, that there was mirror on the side of the room that she was facing. Smith could see her face as she squealed and screamed. 
 
   He gave the tie one final twist, and gave Jen one more slap on the ass, before he began to move back and forth in her cunt. He pulled out with the same slowness, letting her squirm and anticipate what he was going to do, and then he waited, the tip of his cock at the very outer edges of her pussy. His black cock was glistening and stick with Jen's moisture, and I could see every inch of it, poised. 
 
   And then he slammed himself into her. Jen opened her mouth and sucked in, but no sound came out her mouth. Smith began to pump at her, hard. Jen still made no sound, almost as if she couldn't, while he thrust himself harder and deeper, faster and faster, into her. He was grunting like an animal now, looking down at his own cock moving in and out of her, flicking his eyes up to the mirror to see her contorted face. He rode her like this for some time, his thighs slapping against her ass. 
 
   Then Jen began to mewl and howl. Her fingers clawed at the desk and she twisted her head. “Oh god,” she screamed. “Oh fuck, yes, just like that. I'm going to come all over your cock!” 
 
   Jen screamed as she came, and her feet lifted off the ground. Smith was pumping furiously away at her now, making her shriek with her orgasm.
 
   A look of sudden sobriety crossed his face, and he stopped with his cock deep inside of Jen, while she twisted with the last shudders of her orgasm. He dropped the tie, and Jen fell to the table, panting. I could imagine her pussy throbbing around his cock, squeezing and pulsing. He could probably feel every shudder, every spasm. His cock was so thick her pussy must have felt as tight as a virgin's. 
 
   He started to pull out of her slowly, and I could see that it was taking all the control he had. 
 
   Jen pushed herself up to look at the mirror. She caught his eyes in the glass. “Don't pull out,” she complained. “I want you to fill me up with your cum,” 
 
   Smith looked confused for a moment. 
 
   “I mean it,” Jen said. 'I want a pussy full of your hot cum. I want you to fill me up.” 
 
   He was already pushing himself back inside of her. 
 
   “I want the whole load,” Jen said. “Get it deep inside of me.” 
 
   I had my own cock in my hand now, and I was near bursting. I could not believe what I heard my wife saying, what I saw my wife doing. 
 
   “Fill me up,” she kept saying, as Smith started pummeling her again. The sounds of his thighs slapping into her ass were so loud that I could hardly hear Jen's voice. She had her eyes turned back toward him, watching him banging her as hard as he could. She was getting turned on again, building up to another climax, I could tell. 
 
   Smith grabbed her thighs, his black hands digging deep into her skin, and lifted her up so that he could pound his load into her. He yelled loudly as his seed burst deep inside of my wife. I came at the same time, furiously tugging at my own cock, incredibly turned on. I had to bite my hand and stomp my foot on the ground to keep from yelling – it just seemed so inappropriate in the late morning on a Monday, in my office. What if the neighbors heard? I was so turned on by the thought of Jen's pink pussy filling up with a load of frothy white cum from the huge black man who was thrusting the last of his cum into her like a barbarian. I shuddered as my own orgasm died down. 
 
   On the screen, the two of them panted quietly for a while. 
 
   “Don't pull out yet,” Jen said. She was close to coming again. She reached her fingers under her stomach, and rubbed herself into an orgasm, while Smith looked down, his cock still hard and still filling my wife. When she came, I'm sure his cum gushed out, warm and sticky, all over his still-hard cock. He grimaced, probably still sensitive. 
 
   I stared at the scene in front of me, my mouth open. Who was this woman? It wasn't even so much that she was cheating, it was that she was being so...dirty about it. She never talked to me like that. I never even imagined these words coming out of her mouth. Wasn't it crazy that she behaved like this with another man? It was like she had two personalities, and one of them was a hot, dirty-mouthed, filthy whore. 
 
   But it kept going!
 
   When Smith pulled out of Jen finally, she reached her hand behind her and grasped his cock. Smith looked slightly alarmed, unsure of what she was doing. She guided his cock to the small of her back, where she rubbed it up against her. His semen dribbled onto her skin, and she rubbed it into herself, like it was lotion.
 
   “I like to have your cum all over my skin. I like being covered in it.”
 
   My jaw, which was already dropped practically to the table, nearly split off of my face. I shook my head, as I had in Dubai, as if by shaking my head to no one in particular, I could shake away the scene I was seeing.  
 
   Jen stood up and pushed her hair out her face. Then she put her panties on and pulled up her skirt, while Smith sat in his chair, watching her, a little stunned. 
 
   You and me both, buddy, I thought. Who would ever have suspected the prim and proper Jen to turn into such a porn-class slut? Such a dirty mouth on her, too. 
 
   She put her clothes on quickly and easily, as if she were making a cup of coffee. Then she reached out a hand and patted his big lips. 
 
   “Don't worry,” she said, casually. Like it was a conversation about the weather. “I didn't actually mess up that report.” 
 
   Her torso filled the screen, as she approached the pile of papers or folders, or whatever she had used to film the scene. And then everything went black, and all I could hear was the sound of her footsteps, leaving the room.
 
   I closed my eyes as the video ended, trying to remember the party the best that I could. 
 
   Had she even bothered to shower before she went there? 
 
   I remembered putting my hand on the small of her back. Was Smith's cum still plastered to her skin?  Were her panties soaked with her juices and his cum the entire time she stood there at the party, smiling and holding a drink, looking the part of an elegant Southern Belle? 
 
   What a diabolical woman.  
 
   The thought hissed through my mind, scorching me. 
 
   I looked at the file manager on the screen. So many more videos. 
 
   The truth? 
 
   I loved her secret pleasure. And I loved that she had no idea that I knew. 
 
   I closed the computer, and went upstairs to take a shower. I would enjoy delaying the gratification of watching what else she had done for a few days. I like anticipating it.
 
  
 
  



My Wife's Secret Pleasure 3:
 
   Got Me Cuckolded 
 
   On Our Wedding Night in Vegas
 
    
 
   by Arnica Butler
 
    
 
   My wife Jen has a very naughty secret. I discovered it a little while back, after she cuckolded me on a plane to Dubai, with a black billionaire. I didn't know that I was getting cuckolded at the time, of course: I thought I was just imagining things, and playing out a dark fantasy in my own mind. Acting crazy, getting jealous and turned on by my own secret desires. Desires I had never really let surface in my mind until the situation came up and there was no way not to think about her with another man.
 
   After getting off the plane, though, I discovered that not only had my wife – a sweet, proper, curvy, soccer-mom kind of woman -  let the black billionaire fuck her brains out on the plane, and fill her up with his seed. No. Not only that, but my wife Jen has been cuckolding me for a very, very long time. 
 
   It doesn't stop there. She keeps a record of her cheating: she videos her encounters with her men. I found her little secret on her computer. Files and files, named and dated. Dozen of video files of my wife, moaning and begging for more with another man's cock inside of her.   
 
   At first, like any husband, I was furious and dumbfounded. I watched the first video in disbelief. It was the freshest of her secret pleasures, and I watched it with my mouth open, not knowing what to do: the black billionaire, his enormous cock moving in and out of my wife's pussy, and Jen licking his cock like a lollipop. 
 
   It didn't seem like it could be real. It was like watching a fantasy of my own creation, just in great detail.   
 
   As I watch more and more of Jen's videos, I remember back to the encounters leading up to her treachery, and how they took place right under my nose, without me knowing. I get more and more turned on. Turned on by the fact that my wife is actually a completely different person, for one thing. It's like being married to another woman now, and there's no denying that the idea infuses me with a new energy. 
 
   But I'm also turned on by what a dirty whore she is. The things she says, the things she's willing to do. By seeing another man take her so hard, and fill her up. In fact, I've become addicted to watching these videos. I think about them all the time, and I can't wait to watch the next one. Now I have my own secret pleasure: watching my wife with her big, black studs. Without her knowing that I'm doing it.
 
   The files I copied from her computer are full of tantalizing promises: my friend, the neighbor, names I don't recognize but dates that seem vaguely familiar. I watched her with the man on the plane first, and then I watched her with her boss. I didn't watch everything all at once, because I like to dole my fun out to myself. I like to savor the fantasies I have while I wait to watch the next one. I like to think about all the things I don't know about her, all the things she was doing behind my back. I like to try to figure out what it is that motivated her, and perhaps still does. I like trying to piece the mystery of my wife – who is like a new person to me – together.
 
   One thing that does seem to be a recurring theme is that my wife likes a big black man to take her hard – and she likes to get her pussy filled with his cum. And I like watching that. It's surprising to me, almost as surprising as Jen's behavior.
 
   The third video I watched, a week after watching her get pounded by her boss, had an intriguing title: 
 
   Vegas Apr 3. 
 
   Why so intriguing? 
 
   Jen and I went to Vegas to get married. We returned for an anniversary. 
 
   Our wedding date is April 3. 
 
   I hadn't noticed the file at first, or I would have watched it before any other. There were so many names, so many dates. Perhaps my mind read it like a person's last name the first few times I scanned the list.
 
   But it caught my eye as I closed the laptop after watching her with her boss, and then it sort of floated there until it connected with my memory. And ever since then, I've been savoring the anticipation of opening it to find out:
 
   Did Jen cuckold me on our wedding day? Or our anniversary? And how in the hell did she do it? 
 
    
 
   We decided to go to Vegas to get married because we had gotten drunk in some little Italian eatery in a sketchy part of town, where there were a lot of pawn shops and strip clubs. It had been raining and we had a view of the flashing neon lights on the wet pavement. Jen's eyes were damp and round and she was smiling and flirtatious, her hand on my knee, moving down my leg, closer to my hard cock. 
 
   “It looks like Vegas out there,” I had said.
 
   “I've always wanted to go to Vegas,” Jen had murmured. We were planning a wedding, but getting nowhere. We didn't even have a date.
 
   “We should just get married there,” I mused. I was fed up with the wedding, the family nonsense, the brochures and the decisions.
 
   I had been joking, but we were drunk and still very much in love. Spontaneous and fun. 
 
   Jen had laughed and leaned across the table, biting her lip. Her eyes were mischievous and she was so hot when she was like that. “Let's,” she had said.
 
   “Let's...what?” I really didn't even think she was talking about Vegas at that point.
 
   “Let's do it,” she had whispered. 
 
   I was sick of the wedding, but I was desperately in love with Jen and I wanted to get married and have her sealed up and contractually obligated to me. It turned me on to no end. So of course I pounced on this idea.
 
   We were living in LA at the time. We could drive and be there in no time! The tackiest chapel we could find!  
 
   We paid the bill and went back to our shared apartment, which was still littered with samples of fabrics and color swatches from wedding planners. In a hurry, we tossed things into suitcases and playfully made our escape...
 
   I suddenly snapped back to reality, to the reason I was thinking about all of this:
 
   Vegas. Apr 3.
 
   We packed so quickly, I thought, as I looked at the name of the file on my computer screen. We just threw things into suitcases, we were only there for five minutes. 
 
   No, it couldn't have been our honeymoon that Jen had filmed. Surely she couldn't be that...what? Terrible? Mean? She wouldn't have decided to get married in Vegas on a whim, and then, as we were running around and packing, thought to pack a video recorder so that she could film herself with another man on the same night. 
 
   Could she? 
 
   But by now, I knew that I had no idea what kind of person I really lived with, and so anything was possible. And strangely, I found myself almost hoping that she had done that very thing. 
 
   There was no way to find out except to watch it.
 
   I settled into my chair – ready with a box of tissues (and not for crying), comfortably sprawled in front of the screen, to find out what exactly she had done. 
 
   I opened the file. 
 
   The screen filled with a dim, amber color. I watched, already rapt with attention even though nothing was happening. I watched for several minutes, trying to place the scene (anniversary or honeymoon?) but I could not. There was very little sound, and the camera was pointed at a wall. A hotel-room wall, judging by the art on it, the cream-color, the rich bareness of it. 
 
   Beyond that, I couldn't tell a thing.
 
   As I stared at the video, which displayed nothing except the wall, I racked my brains. I tried desperately to remember details of our anniversary and our honeymoon. There was a corner of a picture on the wall, with a red mountain on it – or was it a barn? It was useless, either way. I'm not a man who looks at paintings on hotel room walls. And I wouldn't have he memory for it anyway. Who remembers those kinds of things, and why? Just in case his wife turns out to be a cheating slut who fucks every black stud she can find? Just in case his wife happens to film all of these encounters and he'd like to know what the circumstances were? 
 
   I strained to hear some kind of sound, but only the dull static of an air conditioner made its way to the microphone. 
 
   That certainly didn't narrow it down. 
 
   I squinted. A light was splaying up the wall, in a flower-shape, as though from one of those tea-cup shaped lights that rested against the wall. 
 
   I closed my eyes and tried to ransack my own brain for any detail at all from our trips to Vegas.
 
   On our anniversary – our fifth, my mind offered up -  we stayed in Vegas for three nights. We went to a show, we had expensive dinners. 
 
   I remembered getting very, very drunk. I remembered winning and then losing a lot of money at roulette with Jen, who had laughed and thrown her head back and handed me another drink.
 
   I opened my eyes. 
 
   She wouldn't have drugged me, would she? 
 
   And then:
 
   Was that on our anniversary, or our wedding night? Or both? What had we done? 
 
   Of course we had sex...I remembered carrying her over the threshold, clumsily, making a big joke of it. And before that, in the elevator, when she had turned to me immediately and slipped her hand down my pants, and jumped up so that I had to hold her. I remembered almost falling over.
 
   Or was that our anniversary?
 
   So much time had gone by. I couldn't remember enough details. Everything was a sort of soupy mixture of images and voices. 
 
   The screen was still filled by the beige wall as I thought of all these things.  A new thought, and a new feeling surged up inside of me: maybe this was just a fluke. Maybe she didn't do anything at all. 
 
   I was confused by the feelings I was having, of both disappointment and relief, when I heard a knock at the door that made me jump. 
 
   My heart surged to my feet, and I looked around like a crazed rabbit before I realized that the knock came from my computer, and not my own door. 
 
   I barely had time to register that it was a knock on the hotel room door, before the room displayed on the screen began to move around. Pictures and bedspreads and hotel furniture – was that a naked arm? - splashed across the screen. The sound of someone breathing, a bang, a bright light and then a dimness. I could not make out what was on the screen at first, wherever the camera came to rest. I tipped my head, as though a different perspective would help. 
 
   What I was looking at rose to my consciousness at almost the exact same time I heard the door open on the audio. 
 
   A deep male voice rumbled, but it was incoherent. He was whispering, the way big men do: not really whispering, not really able to take the bass out of his voice. 
 
   I heard: “In here.” And a giggle.
 
   Jen's giggle.
 
   All of the sudden what I was looking at came to me with perfect clarity: it was the bathroom. 
 
   I squinted, trying desperately to figure out if it was the bathroom of the hotel room from our honeymoon or from our anniversary.
 
   It's a strange place to be, sitting in your office after ten years of marriage, your pants down and your hand around your cock, looking at the details of a beige tile wall to try and figure out if your wife fucked another man on your honeymoon, or your anniversary. Unsure of which you want it to be. 
 
   Now my cock was filling up my hand, getting hard as a rock. 
 
   While one part of my brain thought about when this had taken place, desire took over another part of my brain. I wanted the couple in the room to move into the bathroom. I found myself watching my wife's secrets with more and more obsession now. I wanted the action to move on, so that I could see some cock inside of her. I hoped she had positioned the camera well.
 
   I heard the smacking, slurping sounds of kissing off-camera. 
 
   Then, distinctly: “Shit!”
 
   “Ssshhhhhhh!” The ssshhhh was playful, ending with a giggle. 
 
   What a little whore Jen was. 
 
   “Don't worry about him, he's out for the night.” Jen's voice. Coy, playful. Laughing. Laughing at me? Laughing at the fact that she had somehow gotten me so drunk that I was about to sleep through her having sex with another man in the bathroom of the hotel? 
 
   I heard scuffling, probably the two of them smiling and slurping up each others' faces.
 
   Who was this guy? 
 
   “I dunno...” the male voice said, after a bit. But it sounded like he did know. 
 
   Now people moved onto the screen, blocking the camera for a moment with their shadows.
 
   The door closed. Loudly.
 
   Was I actually sleeping in the very next room? It seemed as though I was. When had this happened? 
 
   My mind was playing flashes and images of both vacations, of all the people we had seen and met, while I stared at the screen. It was dark now, the camera blocked by their close bodies. All I could hear was their lips sucking on each other's, little giggles, whispers - 
 
   The memory came to me suddenly.  
 
   “Hey. Jen? Jen Rogers?”
 
   The roulette table. 
 
   “Not anymore!” A laugh. 
 
   A tug on my arm. “Honey?”
 
   I turn. A tall, muscular black man looks me up and down. There is a huffy insolence about his expression. A slow smile crawls over his face.
 
   I am drunk, so I stand unsteadily. 
 
   “This is my..husband..Dave.” Jen's voice. 
 
   Her eyes are on the black man.
 
   The smile turns into a bigger one, but in that way that is sort of a sneer. 
 
   As I remembered this encounter, a cool feeling began to spread from my chest to my fingertips. I stared, open-mouthed at the images on the screen, struggling to remember which trip, anniversary or honeymoon, had been the one when I had turned around and seen this guy.
 
   They moved away from the camera, and the clear view of the side of his face, and his muscular body, matched my memory.
 
   Which trip?!!!!
 
   Did it matter?
 
   If it was on our honeymoon?
 
   The Jen on the screen had her hair piled loosely on her head, so her hair offered no clue to which Jen she might have been. The light in the bathroom was strange, and so her face offered no clue as to her age in the video. Not that Jen had aged much anyway in five years. 
 
   One thing was certain: the Jen in this video, as with all the others, had a healthy appetite for black men. I did not recognize the sexually-charged beast of a woman who was clawing at this guy at all, except that she looked like my wife.
 
   And if this had been our honeymoon?
 
   The question surfaced again, no matter how much I tried top push it down. Did that mean that my wife had been a brazen, cock-chasing cheater right from the start? I mean, right from the very start. If that were true, why had she married me? If all that could satisfy her was a black man's big cock, then why had she married a man like me? 
 
   When she had answered the door she had been wearing a white blouse and pajama bottoms. I tried to place them, but I could not.
 
   Now the man had worked his black fingers over the buttons, smoothly, and the blouse was open, exposing Jen's full curves, spilling out of a white lace bra. 
 
   Jen looked up at him, a grin on her face. He fingered the fabric of her blouse with his large thumb and forefinger. “Daddy like,” he said, in a low voice. 
 
   Jen put her hands on his chest, and moved her hands down to push his shirt up over his head. 
 
   His dark skin made a clear outline, black against the light beige tiles. His chest was heavily muscled, and his arms were as thick as one of my legs. Jen admired his biceps, letting her eyes wander all over his body. Her face had a particularly sexual expression on it now, and even though she didn't lick her lips, it seemed like she was. I could see on her face how much she wanted to lap up all of his hard, ebony, body. I had already seen her do it now, three times, and I knew that my wife was ravenous for her big bulls. 
 
   Even as I watched this scene unfold, and I was sucked into it as though the video itself had its mouth around my cock and was blowing me hard, part of my mind was still racing, looking for any clue to which night this had been. 
 
   Maybe, I thought, this wasn't even Vegas at all.
 
   Or maybe she went to Vegas by herself, on business, and I simply forgot.
 
   But the memory of Jen's voice (don't worry about him, he's out for the night) and the words at the bottom of my player (Vegas, Aug 23) reminded me of the nightmare: this was one of our special dates, and it was, indeed Vegas. 
 
   And my wife was fucking a black man in the bathroom, while I slept in the bed. 
 
   I cringed as Jen's tongue appeared and she began to trace slow, lazy circles all over the man's dark, hairless chest. She flicked her tongue quickly on his nipples, with an expertise that she had never used on me. My own nipples got hard as I watched it.
 
   And all the while, she was smiling. Smiling like a porn star, her mouth open and ready for whatever anyone wanted to put in it. Her tongue flicking in and out of her mouth, ready to lick and titillate whatever she could. All with that same smile.  
 
   Her hands were pushing down now, down between his belt and his skin, reaching into his pants to find what she wanted, what she treasured most. Apparently what she treasured above and beyond her marriage vows and her promises: a big, black, cock. 
 
   The guy turned his head slightly toward the wall behind him, which backed up to the hotel room. “Girl, you sure he ain't gonna wake up?” 
 
   Jen's hands found her prize, and I saw pleasure ripple through him as she moved around down there, massaging whatever she had her hands on. She was still licking him like he was a chocolate ice cream, but she flicked her eyes up long enough to roll them a little. 
 
   She shrugged. 
 
   It was clear that Jen's craving for a big cock in her pussy was not going to be detained by the little matter of a husband sleeping in the next room. 
 
   Obviously, her hands were working their magic, because he dropped the matter entirely and yanked her shirt down to her elbows. He grasped a handful of her creamy skin in one hand and kneaded it like dough until her tit burst out of her lacy bra.
 
   “Take your belt off,” Jen breathed. She was speaking softly but not whispering. I could hear every treacherous word that left her mouth. 
 
   Her stud did as she said.
 
   “Save that for later,” Jen said.
 
   My eyes almost popped out of my head. In every video Jen said or did something I had never heard or imagined her saying or doing before. In all our years of marriage. Even after two bottles of wine.
 
   It was like watching another woman. Except it was my wife. 
 
   Now her stud seemed to figure out that he had some kind of permission to have an upper hand, and he licked his own lips. “Oh yeah?” he said. “You gonna need some kind of punishment?” 
 
   Jen pushed a pair of silky red short-pajamas down her legs, and shook them off. “I'm a very bad girl,” she said. “I sometimes need a good, hard, spanking. But right now,” her eyes dropped to his crotch, where I was also looking, and where a chunky, large bulge was pressing against his boxers. She slipped her fingers under the fabric. “I need some black cock in my mouth.” 
 
   My eyes bulged again, and my won cock flopped in my boxers, filling to bursting. 
 
   She pushed his boxers down.
 
   I thought I knew what was coming, and kept my eyes glued to the screen, waiting for Jen to fall to her knees and begin to suck on his cock as I had seen her do with her boss. I was looking forward to watching her wrap her hands around the enormous hunk of black meat and open her mouth for him, to take him deep in her throat and really work on his cock, as I had seen before. The precum was squeezing out of the tip of my cock already, and I was afraid to touch myself yet, because there were still twenty minutes of this little film, and I didn't want to spoil it – if you know what I mean – before it was over. 
 
   Jen held him in her hands for few moments. With both hands she stroked his cock, which was just as long and dark, as thick and meaty, as I had expected. The expression on her face was one I had never seen until I watched her dirty videos: it was a hungry, insatiable look. She just really loved black cocks. She had a look of total absorption on her face as she held him in her hands. 
 
   “Mmmmhmmmm,” he said. “You like you some black cock, little girl?” 
 
   Jen looked up and smiled again, That same, sexual, hungry smile. The same look she had given her boss, and the billionaire on the plane. 
 
   Then:
 
   “You know how to throatfuck?” she said.
 
   He stood back a little, and the look on his face might have mirrored my own. I mean, no one usually expects a nice, classy, Southern Belle like Jen – even if she is in the bathroom getting ready to swallow some cock while her husband is sleeping in the next room – to say a thing like that. 
 
   But he recovered quickly, and a new kind of smile appeared on his face. “If that's what you want,” he said, “definitely can do.” 
 
   “That's what I want,” Jen said. “I want to feel your cock all the way down my throat.” She walked her fingers up his chest. “But don't you dare come yet. I want your cock in every. Single. Hole.”
 
   What in the hell?! My mind was getting totally blown. Jen never did this kind of thing with me – ever! Our dirtiest sex, and dirtiest talk – like I said, when we'd had a few bottles of wine – happened on all fours. In a bed. Sometimes she would grudgingly lick my cock. 
 
   It was almost as if every video somehow got more and more depraved, even though I was watching them in no particular order.
 
   I was on the edge of my seat now.
 
   Jen moved very expertly to the floor, getting on her knees but at the same time turning herself and her big bull so that his tight, black ass was facing the camera, along with his tree truck legs. I was just wondering what Jen's idea was with this . In the two videos I'd already watched, she seemed like an expert at her craft. She always had the camera in the right place at the right time, to give herself (and me) a perfect view of her exploits. Now it seemed like I wasn't going to get to see anything but this guy's ass.
 
   Then it became clear. As the enormous man tried to lower himself to get his cock all the way into her waiting, open mouth, he had to open his legs. 
 
   Now I had a view of something I absolutely could not believe. 
 
   My eyes widened.
 
   My cock started to scream at me for release. 
 
   Jen's throat was the only thing I could really see, ending at her jaw. Her face disappeared behind two low-hanging, enormous balls. 
 
   Her throat was full, stretched open visibly with a bulge. And as this guy moved his hips back and forth, shoving his cock in and out of her very compliant mouth and throat, the bulge moved visibly as well. I could actually see this gigantic cock moving in her throat. 
 
   I stared, transfixed, my cock ready to burst without me even touching it, listening to the sounds of Jen's throat gurgling, sticky and wet as he pummeled her face and her throat. Watching as the bulge of his big, thick cock moved up and down her creamy white throat. Her hands were along her sides. She was really just opening up wide for him and letting him have his way with her face, like she was a blow-up doll. I could even hear a slap as he rammed his thighs into her face, shoving himself as deep as he could go into her. I watched as she just opened wider and wider and swallowed it all, taking the whole huge black snake all the way to her chest. His hands held her by the sides of her face and he started to fuck her rhythmically, the bulge in her throat going up and down, up and down.
 
   Suddenly, however, the scene changed rapidly. 
 
   He stopped and they both dashed around. I could not understand what they were doing – some kind of weird sexual stunt hat I didn't know about at all? - until I heard a thump far away from the camera. The man jumped into the shower stall and pulled the door closed. It was frosted and his dark skin was blatant through the glass against all the other creamy, gray and beige shades of the bathroom. It was almost laughable. It was so obvious there was a black man in the shower. 
 
   Jen sat down on the edge of the tub and turned on the water. 
 
   And then, unbelievably:
 
   A man entered the room.
 
   I entered the room. 
 
   I was wearing a blue shirt, open to the bottom. No pants, no underwear. 
 
   My modest cock, shrunken up with sleep and alcohol, glared at me in stark contrast to the big snake of a black cock that had just been down my wife's throat. 
 
   I was stumbling drunk, and I held my hand up to the wall above the toilet to pee. I leaned and burped. “Hey babe,” I said. “Whatcha doin?” 
 
   The man in the shower was right behind me. I must have been within earshot of his heavy breathing – which I could actually make out on the audio now. 
 
   You fucking idiot! I wanted to scream at myself. 
 
   Jen was wiping her face, which had been smeared senseless with mascara and spit. Her hair was a mess, and it was also so obvious to anyone (apparently, except me) that she had just been doing something very nasty with her mouth. 
 
   She looked at me. “Just taking a bath,” she said. She was totally calm. There was, very obviously, a huge black man in the shower stall, and he had just been fucking her face, and she was sitting there like nothing at all was going on. 
 
   I stumbled over to her and kissed her. I put my own mouth right on hers, which probably still had the precum and scent of that stallion on it. She offered me that mouth with a casual smile, and put her hand on my neck. 
 
   “I gotta...” I mumbled something. I was pretty tanked, it was obvious.
 
   Humiliation stained my cheeks as I watched myself. I watched Jen's fake smile, her suppressed laughter. She brought a hand to her mouth and stifled her outburst. Her face was covered in spit and her mouth must have tasted like cock, not to mention that that guy was standing in the shower stall. What an asshole I looked like, with my skinny legs and my tiny cock. The pain of it and the humiliation burned through all the coolness of the surprise. 
 
   The door shut. 
 
   Jen held up her hand toward the shower door, and she stood up, approaching the camera and the door. I heard the click of the door. 
 
   Then she opened the shower stall. 
 
   Both of them were laughing dryly into their hands. But heir laughter soon turned to molten heat again, and Jen's hands found his still rock-hard cock. She guided him to the counter, leading him by the dick. Then she hopped up onto the counter and lifted her legs.
 
   Like a stripper, or a showgirl. She lifted them up, up, so that they were in a V-shape and spread open for him. She held her own thighs and looked him in the eye. “I want you to fuck me until I come hard all over your cock,” she said. “But you better be good and wait to come, because I want you to fill up my ass, and bad boys who fill up my pussy don't get to make me scream with their cock in my ass.” 
 
   Even this guy had to raise an eyebrow.
 
   My jaw was on the floor. It's true that each video I watched seemed more shocking than the last, but this was incredible. My wife was like a completely, totally different person.
 
   She watched his cock all the way to her pussy, eying it as he moved toward her. “Fuck me like you mean it,” she said. “I want to get fucked hard and good.” 
 
   Her stud was so happy to comply. He grabbed her ass, his big hands pressing into her white flesh and grasping it until it turned pink. His huge cock went into her and she gasped and wiggled, squealing in delight. 
 
   Loudly.
 
   Wasn't she worried I was going to hear her screeching in the next room? 
 
   And just like that, the secret of the video came to me: the blue shirt. A shiny, gray/blue material. My eyes tore from the screen and flicked to our wedding picture. Yep. That was the one. The shiny blue shirt I had worn at the silly chapel where we had married. 
 
   What I was watching on the screen was, in fact, our wedding night.
 
   The memories started to flood my mind.
 
   Jen and I had returned from an afternoon service at the chapel, laughing and horny as hell. I had been so turned on by the fact that she was my wife now: even though it was a paper, a technicality, something about the idea of her being mine, being mine to fuck whenever I wanted to, her pussy belonging to me, in a contractual sense, just got me hard before the service was even over. I had carried her clumsily over the threshold, and we had fallen into the bed. 
 
   Jen had dug her fingernails into my back and screamed so loudly that someone knocked on the door to make sure everything was okay. I had peppered her stomach with kisses and then made her come with my tongue in her sweet pussy. She had ridden on me, sitting on my lap, her breasts smashed against my chest, her skin glistening with sweat...it was all coming back to me now. 
 
   And then we had gone out to dinner. I could see the restaurant in my mind. But mostly I could see Jen.
 
   Jen, who I had thought was all mine. 
 
   Jen, who had married me, whose pussy was all mine to fuck, who belonged to me now.
 
   Jen, laughing and saying this was the best day of her life. 
 
   I couldn't remember how, but we had gone to the casino after that.
 
   And there he had been: the black guy. An athlete. “Dave, this is...”
 
   What had she said his name was? 
 
   Didn't matter.
 
   Then she had placed her hand on his chest, and smiled. “We were old friends in college.”
 
   And I, like an idiot, had let him stand there talking to her while I played roulette. I had been on one of those drunk highs. My wife looked great, I was winning at the tables: it didn't even occur to me that I should be concerned.
 
   What an idiot.
 
   And Jen.
 
   I watched her now on the screen, her legs held up over her head. My eyes went straight to the place on the screen where his black cock was thrashing against the pink folds of her pussy. The same pussy I had eaten out, the same pussy I had come in just hours before. The same pussy I so naively had been elated to believe was mine all mine. 
 
   Here she was, on our wedding night, her head against the mirror, her eyes trained on the cock moving in and out of her, her mouth open. “Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!” she was squealing on the video. He pumped into her harder, slapping against her ass. 
 
   She arched her back and made a howling sound as she came. 
 
   “Oh yeah baby, let me feel that cum all over my cock. Get it nice and wet. Let it drip down there. Get that ass all ready for me.”
 
   He slowed as she twisted with the last of her orgasm, and he gently let her legs, which he had been holding high above his head, drop to the counter. 
 
   She leaned forward and placed her arms over his neck.
 
   My mind was spinning. I had my cock in my hand but I was so close to coming that I was afraid to move it. I knew there was more: the words Jen had said earlier were still freshly printed on my mind and impossible to ignore: fuck me in every hole. 
 
   And at the same time, in the background of my mind, like a play behind a play, I was thinking of the evening as it had unfolded just hours before what was taking place in this video. How my duplicitous wife had urged to have drink after drink. How she had smiled and taken me to the bar. How the black man had disappeared, and she had spoken of him dismissively. An old boyfriend – not even really a boyfriend. 
 
   How she must have been making plans with him, right there at the roulette table. Telling this “not even really a boyfriend” to meet her back at the room.
 
   What had she said to him, I wondered? Give me a few hours to get this guy plastered and then come to my room and out your cock in my ass?
 
   And the one thing that nagged, more than anything at all, was the video camera.
 
   Why did she have it?
 
   Did she just take it with her everywhere, in case she got an urge to fuck a black man?
 
   She had never, ever so much as suggested to me that we film something together. I hadn't even known that she had a camera until the flight to Dubai.  
 
   These thoughts turned my stomach and sent cold shivers through me, but the images on the screen twisted me in knots of a different kind. 
 
   Jen was turning around. She leaned over the counter, so that she was supported by the counter itself, She placed her hands on her ass, and turned it up. Her hands were holding her cheeks away from her sweet hole for him! 
 
   Looking at my wife, in such a submissive position, giving herself in her darkest, most intimate place, to an old flame who had turned up on our wedding night, I got dizzy. I couldn't tell with what. Pleasure, a deep and dark one. I loved that her tight hole – the place she never let me go – was about to get pulled open and rammed by this hulking black bull. Something about the humiliation of it being our wedding night made it scorching hot.
 
   But I was also in disbelief.
 
   The image of myself on the screen, when I had passed through the bathroom like a dottering old fool, clawed inside my chest for a moment. 
 
   His cock was at her asshole now. I couldn't see what was happening in detail but I had no trouble imagining it from his perspective: the tip of his thick black member snuggled up against the pink ring of her anus, the tension on the end of his shaft as he pushed, pushed, pushed...then heat on the tip of his cock as it sank in, centimeter by centimeter. Still tight, too tight to go in..
 
   Jen moaned and cried out a little. 
 
   He didn't stop. He placed a hand against her back so that she would stay where she was. 
 
   “Oh, you're gonna get what you asked for, Jen-baby,” he snarled. “Pull that ass open for me. Daddy's been a good boy and now I'm gonna fill your tight ass up with my load.” 
 
   Jen inhaled sharply as his cock sunk in deeper. 
 
   I allowed myself a squeeze from my own hand. I wanted so much to put my own cock in there, to feel her asshole finally give way, opening up, and then have my cock deep in her hottest, softest flesh while she squirmed in discomfort, giving herself up to me totally.
 
   But instead it was this guy. This guy with the fucking hugest cock I had ever seen. 
 
   He thrust hard, suddenly, and Jen groaned and closed her eyes, crying out in agony. Her mouth was open, and she whimpered a little.
 
   “Too big for your little hole?” he said. “Take it. You can take it like a little slut, I know you can.” 
 
   But then Jen seemed to relax. I saw him smile. 
 
   “There we go, that's it. You just relax and enjoy that cock in your ass. Ima give it to you good and hard, just like you want it.” 
 
   Jen bit her lip. 
 
   He started to pull his long cock out. I watched it, snaking out of her tight hole as she squirmed and dug her fingernails into her flesh. She moaned. 
 
   “Ready? I'm going to fuck your ass full of cum now, babydoll.” 
 
   “Oh yeah,” Jen moaned. 
 
   “Say it!” he said, suddenly, and from the table next to him produced the belt. He slapped her lightly on the ass. 
 
   “Say what?” she said, sassily.
 
   He gave her another slap, and she smiled and whimpered. 
 
   “Say, I'm going to ride your cock, Big Daddy”
 
   Jen opened her mouth, but then she just smiled.
 
   He slapped her again.
 
   She shivered in pleasure. 
 
   'I'm going to ride your big, black, hot cock until you fill my ass so full of cum it blows all over the wall,” Jen said. 
 
   I started to stroke myself harder. What a dirty, dirty little whore, I thought.
 
   And how was I sleeping through this? What a chump. 
 
   Jen put her hands against the mirror, and she began to move herself back and forth, bucking and sweating and groaning as she worked her ass over his cock. He looked down at her, smiling and giving her a slap, just like a jockey to a horse, if she slowed. 
 
   Finally, he grabbed her by the hips, unable to take any more, and started to slam himself into her. All the way, all the long inches of his cock. His thick member had to be stretching her to her limits, pulling her apart and shredding her tiny hole, but she looked like she liked it as she held onto the mirror and let him pummel her. 
 
   I saw her hand slide down between her own legs, and she fingered herself as he thrust again and again, harder and faster, his skin slapping onto her ass and his big balls flying all around. He was moving so fast against her now that as she yelled it came out as though someone were thumping on her chest, broken into little bursts of yelling. And then he tipped his head back, and groaned loudly, as his seed filled my wife's ass. 
 
   I was disappointed that I couldn't see it dripping from her, or splashing against the wall, as she had described it. But my imagination helped me out. My imagination and the views I had on the other videos: white, creamy froth gushing from her stretched, red holes. 
 
   She held herself open for him to view what he had done: almost certainly, her ass was gaping wide, dark red and then black in the center, with his white cum bursting out of it as she was racked by final little spasms of her orgasm. Her sphincter squeezing closed in waves. He looked at it and admired his handiwork.
 
   And in the next room, I slept.
 
   Jen stood up, and nimbly found her shorts. She turned and planted a wet kiss on his big lips. “Okay, tiger,” she said. “You better go before hubby catches you.” 
 
   He laughed, low and mean, kissed her again, and left.
 
   Jen moved toward the camera, and the screen went black. 
 
   I was spent, and I leaned back in my office chair. As with the previous videos, I was in disbelief.
 
   My eyes rested on my next choice from the list. I would watch it in a week. This was the rule. 
 
   I only had so many left to watch. 
 
   But I was also thinking of something else.
 
   Jen seemed to take advantage of opportunities. 
 
   I wondered if there was a way I could make more of them happen. 
 
  
 
  



My Wife's Secret Pleasure 4
 
   Got Me Cuckolded On A Train
 
   By A Stranger
 
    
 
   By Arnica Butler
 
    
 
   By the time I settled in to watch my wife's secret video titled Train Guy Dec 15, I was no stranger to my wife's secret love for black men. I had already watched her get her sweet pussy filled up by a billionaire with an enormous, black cock on a plane. I had watched her get ridden hard and shot full of cum by her boss in her office. And then – almost unbelievably – by an old college friend on our wedding night. 
 
   She liked it hard. She liked it bareback. And she liked to film it. 
 
   My reaction to this news may seem strange to some. Sure – there was the first day in Dubai, the initial shock of her betrayal. Finding out that my wife was a completely different person than I had imagined her to be for so many years pained me. But it pained me in a certain way, a way that was also pleasurable. It didn't take me long to realize that I liked watching my wife with big, black men manhandling her. And every time she did it in such a way that a clueless version of myself, from the past, entered the picture, it made my cock that much harder.
 
   At first I was content to sneak away and watch her stash of videos. 
 
   But like any drug, or any addiction, my need to feed it with more and more powerful experiences grew.
 
   Ever since I watched the video of our wedding night, I had decided to find a way to watch Jen in real life. I wanted to catch her watching her own videos, or – and this was the real goal - I wanted to catch her actually making a video. The videos themselves weren't good enough for me anymore: I wanted to see the action myself. 
 
   Maybe I wanted to get in on it. 
 
   It was hard to explain, even to myself. I should have been angry after seeing myself made such a fool of on our wedding night. I should have felt betrayed, discovering that all along – from the very beginning of our marriage, literally - my wife has had other desires and no guilt about fulfilling them. Not only that, she liked to do it with no condom, even all these times we had been trying for a baby. 
 
   The thought of all the things that could have happened with that...turned me on even more.  
 
   I loved watching her take control the way that she did. I loved watching her take a huge cock and get fucked hard. She was like an entirely different person, and it made my cock harder than anything else we had ever done. 
 
   I also loved the fact that I had discovered her secret, and could keep it a secret. 
 
   But feeling the betrayal and the attraction in my own office while I watched a video was starting not to be enough. Now that I was hooked on her naughty videos, and I had a taste of what she was up to, I wanted desperately to take my own secret pleasure to the next level.
 
   I reasoned that she had taken the videos for a reason: she wanted to watch them. I didn't know how to catch her in the act of actually making the videos – and I wasn't sure I was ready for that step yet. But I wouldn't mind catching her in the act of watching them. It was just a matter of finding out when that was. 
 
    
 
   So I started spying on my own wife. 
 
   Sometimes I felt bad about it, but to be fair, she was cheating, serially, on me. I wasn't really doing anything worse than what she was doing.
 
   I started just looking through her day planner. But it wasn't enough. 
 
   When she claimed to be going downstairs, I started following her and spying on her in her own office. When she claimed she was going to the store to pick a few things up, I actually followed her in the car, once. 
 
   Something about the desperate things I was doing – hiding in a closet until my legs fell asleep, only to be disappointed, time after time – was actually getting me even more hot to watch Jen. I couldn't stop myself from sneaking around, spying on her habits, trying to catch her in the act of watching herself. This was my first goal. I knew that after I attained it, I would be going to crazy lengths to try and see her with another man – not on a grainy video, but in real life. 
 
   All I wanted for now was to know what she was doing with those videos she kept. She must watch them. And I wanted to be there when she did. I wanted to see her re-living her betrayal, placing her hand between her thighs to find her dripping wet clitoris. I wanted to see her make herself come while she watched herself cheat on me. 
 
   But for many nights, she just worked in her office. I started to doubt myself: maybe she kept the videos for another reason. Maybe she didn't watch them. 
 
   Finally, after weeks of disappointment, I got my reward. 
 
   She came to bed with me, which was unusual. I turned toward her and slipped my hand over her side. Instead of giving me a light, dismissive laugh as I was expecting, her body stirred and pressed up against me. 
 
   We've been married for a long time, so nothing mind-blowing happened here. But Jen seemed a little hungrier than usual. She slipped a hand into my boxers and grasped my cock, which was still not entirely hard because, well, no point getting all excited for rejection. She squeezed my balls so hard I almost winced. 
 
   Then she almost angrily jerked down my boxers and pulled me on top of her. 
 
   She was already wet, I discovered, as my fingers moved to pet her. She brushed my hand away and guided my cock to her opening. 
 
   By now I was ready to go. Mentally, I was still confused, of course, but my cock was hard and I plunged into her. She twisted and thrust herself up against me. 
 
   She had her eyes closed, and it was plain to see that she was thinking of something else. Of someone else. 
 
   She pulled me into her, her hands pressing on my ass. She turned her head to the side and moved her pelvis up and down, while urging me with her hands to thrust into her deeper and harder. She seemed almost annoyed with me. 
 
   Ordinarily, I would not have been so perceptive about her dismay. If I hadn't known what she had been doing, I probably would have just thought she had gotten really horny. Something about hormones, considered myself lucky, and not given it another thought after I came. 
 
   She pushed herself up against, rubbing her wet pussy all over me at the bast of my cock, squeezing me with her legs. All with her eyes closed, until she came. 
 
   Again, I wouldn't have noticed anything about her orgasm at all, had I not been paying more attention to how satisfied (or dissatisfied) she was. But she seemed to do it sort of perfunctorily. She wanted more. 
 
   She put up with me as I moved inside of her until I came, and she practically pushed me out as the cum was bursting from my cock. She turned over on her side. 
 
   “That was nice, honey,” she said. 
 
   I lay in the darkness, looking up at the ceiling, wondering who or what she had been thinking about. Her boss? Her black, billionaire lover? I wondered if she called him ever. But Jen seemed to be a one-time cheater. There were no repeats (so far) in her stash of naughty videos. 
 
   I started to doze off. I'm not sure how much time passed, but I felt Jen stir in the bed, and then a lightening of the weight on the mattress.
 
   She had gotten up. 
 
   She sometimes did this. She was a finicky sleeper. She often went downstairs to do work late into the night. 
 
   But this time, the way she moved was very sneaky. Like she didn't want to wake me up. 
 
   I almost didn't sneak downstairs to watch her. I had been staying up late, watching TV with the sound off, and creeping around in my own house for the past two weeks. I was tired. I had been disappointed by my efforts so many times.
 
   But there was something about the way she had left, and the way she had been so distracted during sex. 
 
   Jen's office, where I reasoned she would most likely watch her dirty videos, was a small room with no real door off the side of the living room. She didn't use it very often, because she didn't really work from home. It was there just for her nighttime insomnia. There was, conveniently enough, a closet that made up the wall dividing the room from the living room.
 
   The closet opened on both sides – the side facing Jen's office, and the living-room side. The closet doors were the type of double doors that folded out as you opened them, and they were, conveniently enough for my purposes, slatted. 
 
   This way, I could open my side of the doors, and push through the myriad of coats and sweaters and  sporting equipment (carefully!) to peer through the slatted doors on the other side and have a very convenient, very clear view of my wife and her computer screen. 
 
   I could also crawl on the floor, and have a seat. The view from there was not quite as good, and I didn't like not being able to free my cock. Because I knew that if I caught Jen watching herself, I would want to be able to get at my own stiff dick and enjoy the scene to its fullest. 
 
   But after night after night of sitting in the living room, watching TV with the sound down low and no real interest in what I was seeing, I was starting to give up hope that I would catch her. When I heard her typing stop, and she seemed to not be working very hard, I would sneak over to the closet and crawl into it like an insect. I peered through the slats, straining to see her computer screen. But there was nothing, time after time. Just Excel spreadsheets. 
 
   Once, my heart had leaped into my throat when I looked at the screen and saw a video playing. I wiped my eyes to see better, and my cock started to get hard just anticipating the sight, finally, of my desire. 
 
   It wasn't long before I realized that the video was just a You Tube video. Something dumb with a cat in it. Still, I lingered. I watched her face in the light of the video, smiling. I imagined her smiling for her dirty videos. Her lips slightly parted, her draped open, her hand in her panties. I imagined her fingers working quietly beneath them, moving in quicker and quicker circles while she panted lightly, sweat gathering on her upper lip. Her eyes greedy and wet as she watched some thick, black cock stretch her open, slap into her white ass. As she remembered how good a thick, full cock had felt inside of her, how wet she had been, how much of a fool she had made of her husband...
 
   My cock got so hard watching my wife watch the video of the cats, enhanced by my own wild imagination, that I had to rush to the bathroom and jerk off over the toilet. 
 
   I pretended to be asleep on the couch every time that Jen emerged from her office, so that she would think I was falling asleep watching TV. I started to write and enact ridiculous scripts about this very thing at breakfast. 
 
   I yawned and stretched. “Oh man,” I would say, like a terrible actor. “I really need to stop falling asleep on the couch.” 
 
   Jen would either give me a noncommittal “uh-huh,” which meant she wasn't listening at all and didn't care (who would?), or she would agree. “Yeah.” 
 
   Her disinterest in what I was doing out there only served to turn me on even more. Of course she had no idea that I knew her secret, that I was trying to see her at her cheating worst, that I was becoming obsessed with her own secret obsession. Sh e had no way of knowing that, but in my own mind it was almost as if she was flaunting her disinterest. Like she was saying that she didn't care if I was trying to catch her at it. She didn't care what I was doing out there at all. 
 
   Instead of making me feel saddened, it only added to the pain of the betrayal. And for some reason, I liked the idea of catching her in the act even more. 
 
   I decided that perhaps Jen was too secretive, and too in control of her secret pleasure, to risk getting caught by a TV-watching husband. She was, after all, watching more than just regular porn: these were videos of her own infidelity. 
 
   I sometimes fantasized about catching her in the act of watching the video and then using them as some kind of blackmail. Making her into my own sex slave. Getting some kind of sexual revenge. 
 
   Or joining in. I liked imagining Jen with my cock in her mouth, apologizing, while she took it hard in the ass from one of her studs. 
 
   But would I really do it? 
 
   I wasn't sure. I just wanted, for starters, to see what she did.
 
   I went back to “sleeping” upstairs. I made a big show of it at breakfast. “Oh god, I'm so tired. Tonight I'm definitely sleeping upstairs.” 
 
   Jen didn't have any work to do that night, of course. Or the next night. I waited impatiently.
 
    
 
   But now my chance seemed to have finally materialized. 
 
   I crept down the stairs, expecting to be disappointed. I enjoyed the tension of sneaking around in my own house. Suddenly everything made noise: the stairs, the carpet, my feet sticking to the wood floors at the bottom. All of the sounds seemed louder than they could possibly be in real life. 
 
   The doors to the closet. I had taken it so far as to grease them up with WD-40 a week before. I had also pushed aside and carefully stacked all of the things that could fall over and get me caught, looking like a pervert, in the closet spying on my wife while she worked. 
 
   I moved impatiently. My feet were cold and I was expecting to look through slats, find an Excel spreadsheet or a word document on the screen, and Jen starring at the ceiling, thinking – but in a very non-sexual way – and then creep back upstairs. I was getting exhausted staying up all night, trapped by my fantasies, going up and down the stairs, swearing that I would now go to bed. Then, like an alcoholic getting up to have one last drink, I would get out of bed again and again, and creep down the stairs, hoping to catch her.
 
   When I peered through the cracks there was only the desktop on the screen. Jen was bent over the side of her chair, putting something into her leather briefcase. It appeared that she was packing up for the night. 
 
   I almost turned and left at that point, not wanting to get caught in my compromising position. I had absolutely no explanation prepared in the event that Jen found me in the closet, and if she did, I could never possibly do it again. 
 
   She was wearing a white silk bathrobe with embroidered red flowers, and a red pajama set that reminded me vaguely of what she had been wearing on our wedding night in Vegas. A fact that I only recalled because I had watched the video recently of her, in which she dropped her red pajama short-panties to the floor just before swallowing a huge black cock in her pussy.
 
   Her thigh was exposed all the way up to her ass. I felt my cock twitch. My wife was really hot, which is something that I had kind of taken for granted the past few years of our marriage. Now, as I spied on her, I saw in a way as different woman. I noticed things about her that I had forgotten to take note of, or maybe just tuned out.
 
   She placed her hand on the top of the laptop, as though to close it. Yep. Definitely packing up. I lose again, I thought. I turned and started to move, now with practiced skill, out of the closet to hurry up the stairs ahead of her. While I hadn't come up with anything to say if I got caught in the closet, I had a plan for getting caught on the stairs. I knew it would come out too theatrical and seem suspicious, but I had at least planned it out. 
 
   Maybe I could roll over sleepily and convince her to have sex with me again. My cock was hard from just watching her in her silky underthings, spying on her, being tantalized by the thought of catching her watching a video. 
 
   But as I slipped out between the coats, carefully so that I didn't make anything bump up against the other door, I realized that I had not heard the click of the laptop shutting.
 
   I turned around. 
 
   In my mind, I was ready for disappointment again. I actually couldn't believe that, like a ceaselessly hopeful dog, I was turning around, desperate for a treat. I peered through the slats.
 
   Jen was just staring at the desktop, her fingers making lazy circles on the mouse pad. She was looking at the window, but the blinds were closed. She was daydreaming. Her robe had slipped off of her shoulder and I could see her arm, the outline of her left breast encased in transparent, lacy undergarments. 
 
   I got a cold, anxious feeling in my stomach. My brain struggled to keep up with the flood of ideas in my mind. I sensed that I was about to get what I had been craving for so long...
 
   She turned around in her seat. I froze. My veins filled with ice. 
 
   But Jen was just looking around. Listening. 
 
   Making sure she was alone. 
 
   I sucked in my breath. Was I finally going to get to see...?
 
   My questions were answered as she flicked on the file manager. Excitement was building up everywhere inside of me. I had stopped breathing and the pain of it built up in my lungs before I consciously realized it and willed myself to breathe normally. 
 
   The media player opened up. Blackness. 
 
   Jen slid her robe from her shoulders.
 
   It could not have been a better situation: she was seated close to the closet tonight. The screen was even turned in my direction. 
 
    
 
   The screen filled with a blur of trees and scenery through a window. 
 
   I squinted, trying to figure out what kind of window. What kind of window? It wasn't a plane.  
 
   Everything shifted again, and the screen filled with gray and more gray. 
 
   “You're going to have to hold it,” Jen's voice said.
 
   I was a little shocked that Jen – the real Jen, in the room – was so brazen as to leave the sound on. I mean, what would she do if I came down here? What would she say she was watching? 
 
   Face it, Dave, I told myself. When your wife wants something, she does it. 
 
   “Oh man. You're not gonna put this on the Internet or somethin'.” A male voice, A low, deep voice, but at the same time young. 
 
   Flashes of skin. Black. White. 
 
   I was used to this first part of the videos being choppy. I sort of enjoyed it. I liked guessing where Jen was, and waiting with impatience until I could see what I so badly wanted to see now: her big, black stud. 
 
   I shifted in the closet. 
 
   “Give it to me,” Jen's voice insisted. But when she gave orders to her studs, she was only sexy, not nagging. Everything she said on those videos hummed like a cat, was as silky as her little red shorts. 
 
   Jen, the real Jen in the room I was spying on, leaned forward, moistening her lips. 
 
   She was moving her hand down to her panties. Real Jen. 
 
   I went ahead and did the same for myself, moving my hand into my boxers. 
 
   On the tape, the lower torso of a man appeared. I still could not make out where they were, except that it seemed like tight quarters. They were squeezed together and seemed unable to move apart. It seemed like an airplane lavatory, but the window was too big. 
 
   The man pictured on the screen was a medium-dark black man – something that came as no surprise, as it was clear what Jen liked in her extra-marital affairs, and what it was that I couldn't give her. His stomach was ripped, and each of the six round, hard muscles of his stomach were clearly visible. He was a big guy, with a thick but entirely muscled chest. But he also seemed quite young. 
 
   Jen had the camera aimed at his lower torso, which for now ended where his dark blue pants were buckled neatly.
 
   Security officer of some kind? The blue was the kind of blue you see in uniforms and nowhere else. But his shirt was already pulled open and there was no way to see any decals or anything else. 
 
   “Take off your pants,” Jen said. 
 
   That voice. My cock was swollen already, and it pulsed fuller when I heard her. You have to understand, it was the kind of tone I never heard from my wife. It was fully in command. Trashy. Sexy. It was the kind of voice that said, I want to be fucked like a little whore, but I'm also in charge. Without actually saying much of anything.
 
   Her stud, whoever he was, and wherever they were, complied. Any man would, I conceded to him, almost as though he were a friendly character in a movie who I sympathized with. I wasn't sure why: I should have been angry at all of these men. Instead I found myself liking them, liking that they were giving Jen what she wanted. 
 
   The thick, dark member of her bull sprang out of his boxers. 
 
   The scene flew all over the screen again. I kept my cock in my hand and watched the real Jen in the room until it settled down. She was leaning back into her chair now, watching with a face she also never made for me, or around me. She was lusty as hell, and her hand had moved underneath her panties and was stroking herself lightly. Her cheeks were slightly flushed. 
 
   Something surged inside of me. I liked wondering what she was thinking about. If she had phantom sensations as she watched herself with a man with a bigger, better cock than mine. If her pussy ached when she saw it again, and if that's why she kept her record: so that she could feel the pleasure again and again. 
 
   I could hear her breathing, a little quicker and definitely more raggedly than before. 
 
   I took advantage of the chance to shift in the closet. Hopefully she was drawn in enough to what was happening not to hear the shuffle of the plastic dry-cleaning bags against each other. 
 
   The images on the screen at last settled into an image that we could both watch: Jen had found a way, as she always did, to position the camera and capture the most important parts of her exploits. Everyone from the waist down. 
 
   Her hand was around the stranger's cock. (At least, to me he was a stranger. I had no idea who it was). She was making a pleased noise, appreciating its girth. Her hand moved up and down the shaft, over the tip of it. She used one manicured nail to make little swirls over the tip of it. 
 
   “You like that?” her male companion mumbled. 
 
   Jen didn't answer; instead, her figure moved, and then her head was on the screen, right in front of the camera. 
 
   Real-Jen exhaled a small puff of air, and her mouth was open as she moved her fingers over herself and watched her own mouth open on the screen, her own hands guiding the thick black cock onto her lips. She grasped it and traced it over her lips, teasing him, looking up at the man with no face, her eyes taking in all of his muscled, hard splendor. 
 
   “Remember what I said,” she purred. 
 
   I had no idea what Jen had said, but it must have been something along the lines of “Fuck me senseless like a rag doll in every hole,” because after she said this, the black stranger grasped her hair firmly and jerked her mouth onto his cock. He pushed her all the way onto it.
 
   And Jen just opened up, wider and wider, swallowing it all.
 
   I had seen this before, of course. On other videos. I knew now that my wife, who would barely suck the end of my cock, was an expert deepthroater, and could take just about any-sized cock into her throat for as long as anyone wanted her do it. 
 
   She also, as the video evidenced, was capable of making pleased, sexy little noises as she did it. 
 
   “That's it,” the male voice said. “Oh, fuck, oh yeah, that's it.” 
 
   He pushed her head further onto his cock, and Jen clearly had no objection to this. Then he began to move his cock back and forth, fucking her lightly in the face. 
 
   “Oh fuck,” he was whisper-moaning. 
 
   I watched this in fascination, horror, and ecstasy, my eyes flicking back and forth from the screen to my real wife Jen, who was spreading her legs in the chair, moving closer to the screen. She was steadily stroking herself, and now she was making no attempt to look like she was doing anything else. She was so absorbed in it that I doubt she would have noticed if I had walked right into the room.
 
   Which I wasn't going to do, but what was her plan if I did? It was pretty hard to explain why her own mouth was totally wrapped around the base of black man's cock.
 
   On the screen, her “friend” pulled out of her mouth suddenly. Along, sticky trail of spit and precum clung to Jen's mouth and made a spindly web between his cock and her mouth. It hung in the air for a moment before falling onto the floor. Jen on the screen was panting, Jen in the room was panting. 
 
   “Get up. I want to have some of that pussy before I blow my load.” 
 
   Jen smiled, and her body stood up on the screen, turned around. 
 
   She was wearing jeans. 
 
   On the audio of the video, I heard a high-pitched screech.
 
   The sound of train wheels on a rail taking a sharp turn. 
 
   I looked at Jen's clothes: jeans. 
 
   She wasn't on a commute.  
 
   I let one part of my mind work on the problem of trying to figure out where she might be, but most of me returned to the scene at hand. The enormous black hands, attached to even more enormous forearms (the size of my lower leg), were gently pulling Jen's jeans down. Then her panties. He stopped when her ass was exposed, and palmed her white, round rump like a basketball. 
 
   I could see that his thumb was making its way to her pussy. Even from across the room, even over the noise of the train, I could hear the sticky sound of her dripping wet cunt as he fingered her with that big, stub of a thumb. 
 
   Jen squirmed, and moaned. 
 
   Jen in the room leaned over the side of her chair, digging in her bag. 
 
   My eyes went back to the screen, where the man's thick cock was teasing Jen's opening open. Her ass was pushing back against him. 
 
   And then I saw what Jen had leaned over to get: it flopped in her hand.
 
   A big, black dildo. 
 
   I mean, big. 
 
   I stared at my wife - my real wife - as she slipped her panties down to the floor and opened up her legs, pushing the whole, thick, long dildo inside of her. 
 
   All of it.
 
   It was at least twelve inches long. She took the whole thing as though it were nothing. And then she began to move it in and out of herself, her legs spread, her mouth slightly open, her eyes fixed to the screen.
 
   Where her black stranger was hammering her now. I could see only his black cock, in and out of Jen's pussy, his hand holding her in place so that he could better slam into her. 
 
   This scene – or rather, both of these scenes – went on for some time. I was trying to stroke myself in a way that didn't make me come too fast. I liked to come when everyone else did, and drag things out until the end. But my cock was actually completely wet at the end now. The precum was gushing out of it. I felt like I was going to explode. 
 
   Real Jen was pounding her enormous dildo into her pussy, trying to be quiet but not really succeeding. Her breath was so loud I could hear her in the closet like she was wild horse next to me. She was flushed and occasionally a moan escaped her.
 
   Or maybe it was the video. 
 
   And then something happened to make me freeze. It did nothing to Jen: she just kept right on fucking herself with her dildo. In fact, it seemed like she expected it.
 
   Knew it was coming.
 
   Wanted it. 
 
   And perhaps the reason that Jen filmed her encounters was revealed in what happened next; the thing that made me freeze and go cold. Only for a moment. 
 
   There was a knock. 
 
   It terrified me again, as though it were real. For a split second I imagined someone knocking on the closet behind me. “Mr. Reid,” the faceless bureaucratic suit would say. “You have to stop watching your wife now.” 
 
   But the knock, it was almost instantly revealed, came from the video. 
 
   And then, sending a jolt of pain and a strange ecstasy through me: from the video, my own voice. 
 
   “Honey?” 
 
   The black cock moving in and out of my wife stopped, embedded in Jen's pussy. 
 
   Jen, in the room, slowed a little but kept going. She tipped her head back, her eyes closed. She had a light smile on her face.
 
   She was enjoying this part so much.
 
   “You okay?” my voice said.
 
   My memory suddenly flooded with the answer: this was train trip to see her friends near Harper's Ferry. We had gone tubing and fishing on the river. 
 
   Jen had gone to the bathroom for a long time.
 
   She had later claimed to be sick. I racked my brains for the memory of what she had said.
 
   “I think,” Jen's voice on the video said, breathlessly, “I have a little bit of motion sickness.”
 
   The ripped stomach of the black man moved as he held in his laughter. 
 
   Ah yes, motion sickness. A thing Jen had never before, and never since, suffered from. And me, the doting husband, the fool – I had ordered her a bitters and soda in the dining car. 
 
   She had looked like a mess. Her hair was all out place. Her eyes watery. 
 
   I had believed she had been throwing up. But no: her eyes had been watery because she had been swallowing the big black cock of what seemed to be a perfect stranger in the train restroom.
 
   And then it came to me: the image of the bartender in the dining car. 
 
   The fit, athletic black man. A college student. So helpful. He had been the one to suggest the bitters and soda. Talked on for such a long time, shaking a martini shaker in his enormous hands. He had walked over to deliver it personally to Jen, smiling. 
 
   I had taken all of this for the typical flirtatious energy of young college men, especially black ones, toward any female around. 
 
   What a fool. It was him. The dark blue uniform.
 
   A complete and total stranger. 
 
   I wondered what she had said to him to get him into that restroom. She must have acted so fast.  
 
   “Anything I can do?” I said on the video, through the door. My voice sounded so whiny, So pathetic. The man inside of Jen started to move a little, unable to resist himself. 
 
   I was such a cuckold. I had been cuckolded so hard.
 
   “No,” Jen panted. “No, I'll be out soon.” 
 
   And my wife was such a horny slut! There was no end to what she would do. To how fast she would  jump on a huge black cock. 
 
   There was a pause. 
 
   I remembered myself, standing outside the door on the train. Genuinely concerned for poor Jen, who felt so sick.
 
   I had suspected nothing. 
 
   “Okay honey,” my cuckold's voice said. “I'll just...wait - “
 
   “Just go sit down,” Jen said impatiently. I remembered her saying that. I had assumed she just didn't want anyone bugging her while she was sick.
 
   “ 'Kay,” I said. 
 
   Another pause, while the two lovers panted and squirmed, annoyed at the interruption. 
 
   And then they resumed their fucking. I heard smothered laughter, but then they both quickly turned serious again. 
 
   The man grabbed her hips with both hands and began to slam into her so hard that she was nearly pushed off of the screen. 
 
   “Grab the camera,” Jen's voice whispered. 
 
   Her companion did not comply, so she hissed her command again. 
 
   “Film it from above,” she seethed. 
 
   The film job was poor, but Jen got what she wanted. She liked to see a big cock moving in and out of her. Up close. And then she liked to see all of his cum dripping out her pussy.
 
   Which is exactly what she said to him on camera. 
 
   I watched the thick member tearing into my wife's pink folds. Faster, faster. He was pounding her so hard that the slap could be heard, even on the poor audio, from across the room. Almost spanking her with his legs as he slammed into her. 
 
   I watched his muscles tighten, if that was even possible to say, as Jen on the camera began to moan more loudly. She whinnied like a horse as she came. 
 
   Then she barked at him, “Make sure to get a shot of your cum,” 
 
   Her stud on camera complied. 
 
   Jen in the room gasped and bent over, the dildo deep inside of her. I watched her feet twist as she came hard, leaning forward to grasp the desk in front of her. 
 
   I began to stroke myself, trying to time things so that I wouldn't come before I saw my favorite part:
 
   And there it was, on the screen. The man pulled his still rock-hard cock out of Jen's swollen pink pussy, and moved the camera obligingly, under her instruction, so that I could look at her cunt. 
 
   It was throbbing with her orgasm, and each pulse squirted a little drip of white cum out. 
 
   The orgasm building up inside of me exploded. It was so unexpected that I didn't have time to do anything about it: my cum shot all over the floor of the closet. 
 
   Jen in the room was pulling the thick dildo from herself with a squishy, plunging sound. A slurp just like the one that her train lover had made when he pulled his huge dick from her. 
 
   On the screen, her pussy still gushed with another man's cum. I watched it until it faded away to blackness. 
 
    
 
   I slunk back to the room. As always, my cock was still hard. All of the images I had just seen: Jen with her huge dildo (where did she even buy such a thing? My imagination went wild picturing her in some seedy sex store downtown); Jen on the train; the young man serving her a bitters and soda. 
 
   As I drifted off to sleep, I made plans. The next time we ran into someone I thought Jen might want to do – so, it seemed, any attractive black man around – I was not going to get passively cuckolded. I was not going to watch it all on a computer screen. 
 
   No.
 
   I was going to find a way to see it up close. I was going to smell it. 
 
   Maybe, my sleepy mind imagined, I would even get in there and touch it...
 
   


 
  

My Wife's Secret Pleasure 5
 
   Got Me Cuckolded 
 
   By the Bulls Next Door
 
    
 
   By Arnica Butler
 
    
 
   I reached into the fridge, and got myself a beer. The lights were all off in the kitchen and outside, but it was a full moon and a clear night, so I could see the yard really well. I trained my eyes on the door of the neighbor's basement entrance. I scratched my legs and tried to extract the rose thorns I had somehow gotten buried in my flesh. I didn't even remember a rose bush, but now they stung. 
 
   I sipped my beer.
 
   My cock was still hard as a rock and a tight, blue-balled pain was knifing my gut. I hoped Jen would hurry. It was 2:30am now, and I was ready to fuck my wife's distended pussy and tell her how I had just watched her from the closet. I wanted to pound her as hard as her two black studs had just done, and let her know that I was in on her little secret. 
 
   I would stay up as long as it took. She wouldn't stay out all night. Jen was a wham-bam, thank-you kind of ma'am. 
 
   I glanced back at the light coming from her office, and my weird fantasy feeling started to creep into my mind. It's hard not to let this happen, sitting in the kitchen in the dark, waiting for a cum-filled wife to sneak back into her own house.
 
   Maybe I was imagining things, and she was in there after all. Maybe the woman I had just seen, her white legs draped over the dark thighs of the neighbor's college-aged renter and his buddy, was just a woman who looked like Jen. 
 
   Right. And maybe all the videos I had watched before that had just been a woman who looked like Jen. Maybe there had been a woman who looked like her in First-Class on the plane to Dubai, who had filmed the black billionaire's cock moving in and out of her pussy at 35,000 feet. Maybe that same woman had somehow let herself be throatfucked in the bathroom of our wedding suite in Vegas, and maybe that same woman had found Jen's boss and let him bend her over his desk. 
 
   I took another sip of my beer, and images of the videos I had been consigned to watching floated into my head. They disappeared, though, as I remembered the scene I had just seen. A better scene, because it was all in real-time, because there was no shaky video. A better scene because I could smell Jen's skin, hear the sounds of their skin slapping together, see their cum dribble out of her pussy when they pulled their cocks from inside of her. A better scene because she had let two men take her hard and fill her up with cum.   
 
   And now, I was going to have the best part: when my cuckolding wife got home, I was going to let her know that I knew her secret. And I had a plan for how I was going to do that. 
 
   My cock twitched as I thought of what I was going to do to let Jen know that I had found her out. I hadn't let myself come while I was watching her. I was keeping it saved up for the next part.
 
   I wondered if she would come home and watch her dirty video. I had been wondering that for a long time. 
 
   The door across the moonlit lawn opened. 
 
   And there she was. My wife. Sneaking across the lawn like a teenager, her hair a mess, her blouse one button off, holding her shoes in one hand. The same way she had sneaked out...just more used. Smiling, because she had a pussy that had just been nicely stretched out by an enormous cock, because she had just ridden a big, black stallion, and she had a wet pussy full of another man's cum, and an assfull of another's.
 
   I finished off my beer. 
 
   She passed right under the kitchen window, with no idea that I was there. Outside, the night insects buzzed and a light breeze came through the window. Jen's head disappeared, and a few moments later I heard the sound of the door opening, and then closing. 
 
   My cock was so hard now it was starting to ache in my kidneys somehow. I couldn't wait to turn the tables on Jen. I had been savoring this moment for a long time. 
 
   I heard her feet in the hallway.
 
   She was headed to her office. 
 
   I leaned against the counter. If she passed through the kitchen, she would see me.
 
   And she did.
 
   She froze. 
 
   “Hello honey,” I said, a smile on my face. My erection was pressing painfully on my boxers. 
 
   I could see Jen's face in the moonlight. Her expression was caught between horror and contented surprise, pleasure and guilt. 
 
   It was exactly as I hoped it would be. 
 
   “You've been a very bad girl.”
 
    
 
   My wife's secret pleasure -of cuckolding me with black men, big, athletic, black men with enormous cocks – was well-hidden for the first years of our marriage. I mean, I had no idea. She had even managed to cuckold me on our wedding night, and I had never suspected a thing. 
 
   My wife is what a lot of people might describe as “very proper.” She's sort of a Southern Belle. She's curvy and blond - I think she looks a lot like Ashley Judd did before she got all skinny. She has every hair in place always, and doesn't cuss or use the wrong fork. 
 
   So it came as a surprise to me, and probably any of the gentlemen she knew in her daily life and fucked, that she was a real dirty-mouthed tiger who did quite a few “improper” things in the sack with men who were definitely not her husband. And filmed it all. Not for blackmail, not for anything: except her own dirty little pleasure. 
 
   It might come as a shock to some that my wife also had an enormous collection of big, black dildos that she kept in her office, for helping herself along when she watched her dirty videos.
 
   All of this certainly came as shock to me. 
 
   When I first discovered Jen's secret, I was pissed off. But the more I watched the videos, and the more attention I paid to my real-life wife, the more I liked what she was doing. I liked it because it was hot as hell, and I liked it because it became clear that Jen wasn't having real affairs. She was just enjoying something I couldn't give to her, and then going on with her regular married life.
 
   Something about that was just searingly hot. 
 
   At first, I was addicted to the videos. I couldn't wait until she left for work and I could settle into my chair in my own office and look over the obscure titles and choose the video for the day. I liked the blurriness and terrible filming at the beginning. I liked guessing where they were. I loved waiting for my own cameos, which almost always happened: Jen liked to take everything to the limit, and she pounced on whoever turned her fancy. She didn't care where it was: on a train, in a bathroom, on a plane. She would talk to me on the phone with a huge black cock inside of her. She would talk to me in the bathroom with a big black man hiding in the shower. She had no shame. 
 
   And she pushed the limits of her sexuality in all of these videos. The things she did! Whereas I could barely get a blowjob once a month, and she did it pretty half-heartedly – she would swallow these big cocks, all the way. She took it in the ass, she licked up cum. She was a very dirty little girl.
 
   But the videos started to be less satisfying. Like any addiction, the pleasure of them dulled a little. I wanted something stronger. 
 
   I started to seek out the times when Jen watched her videos herself. I liked watching her masturbate as she watched her exploits. She didn't just finger herself, either. She got out a big dildo from her secret stash, and filled herself up with a substitute cock. 
 
   I did this a few times, hiding in the closet and watching her, watching the video and watching herself.
 
   But like any addiction, I needed more. 
 
   By the time I got around to plotting to actually see Jen in action, I was pretty comfortable with her habit. I realize that probably seems strange, but it's true. I loved watching her with other men. It made me rock-hard in a second thinking about it. 
 
   The question was: how to catch her in the act?
 
   As I said, Jen was not shy to jump on any opportunity that presented itself. A perfect example of this was the guy she fucked on the train: a total stranger she had seen, doing his job in the train dining car. In probably five minutes she had pounced on him and made her plans to get him into the bathroom, and get his cock between her thighs. 
 
   Incredible.
 
   So I had to be on the lookout. 
 
   Luckily, the kind of man Jen would go for was easy to spot. In all the videos I watched, there was only one kind of man she wanted: 
 
   A muscled. Black. Stud.
 
    
 
   When my neighbor Jim had mentioned it to me, I had a feeling, somehow, that I was finally going to get what I wanted. 
 
   It was a sunny day, and we were both outside working on our lawns. We live in an older neighborhood not too far from the university, in the re-done houses that are too expensive for the college kids to inhabit and trash. The fences are chain-link, and you can see into everyone's small yard. We cut off our lawnmowers as we passed each other mowing, and I got Jim a beer.
 
   “You ever thought about renting your basement out?” he said. 
 
   I took a swig of my beer and shook my head. “Too much of a hassle,” I said. My mind was racing to the delightful possibilities of renting to a member of the university football team, however.
 
   “Yeah, might be. We got a renter this year. I'll let you know how it goes. He's a kid of a friend of Sally's, though, so it isn't like we're renting to just anyone.” 
 
   “Yeah,” I said. My mind was already elsewhere. His wife Sally was Jamaican. There was always a possibility that her friends were Jamaican too...my thoughts raced ahead to all the possibilities. 
 
   So I was already hoping, against hope, for exactly what I got.
 
   Maybe five days later, a small cube van was parked outside of Jim and Sally's house. A standing lamp was on the sidewalk, broken at the top by the journey, as all standing lamps seem to be. The head of the lamp dangled from the cord.
 
   I scanned the back yard. My stomach was turning with excitement. My cock was already pulsing lightly. 
 
   Get a grip on yourself, Dave. It's just a renter, moving into your neighbor's house. What the hell is wrong with you?
 
   But like I said, I was addicted. 
 
   I moved upstairs, to a window in a guest bedroom, where I could get a better view.
 
   Did I feel ridiculous? Sure. 
 
   I heard Sally from inside her house. It was a pleasant day in very early fall, and all the windows were open. “Hey Chris,” she called, in her lilting Jamaican accent.
 
   “Hi, Mrs. Markam.” 
 
   The voice was deep. That was all I could get from it. 
 
   Still, there was a chance. 
 
   And then I saw him emerge from the back door, holding a lemonade in his hand, a box under one arm, held there easily by his fit, muscled bicep. 
 
   Dark brown hair. Dark brown skin.   
 
   My pulse started racing. I almost couldn't believe my luck.
 
   If there was one thing I knew for sure about my wife by now, it was this: if there was a good-looking black man in her general vicinity, she was going to find a way to seduce him and get his cock inside of her, and she wasted no time. 
 
   So I finally knew who one of her studs would be. I knew where he lived, and I knew how Jen was going to “run into” him. I started to get that queasy feeling that extreme excitement gives you, and my cock was getting hard just thinking of the possibility that I would get a chance to see Jen in real time with one of her exploits. That I would be able to hear every delicious moan.
 
   My mind was racing faster than it had been for most things I'd worked on in years. I had to plan. I didn't want to miss my chance. 
 
   And so, almost before I could think of why I was doing it, and totally against the grain of my normal personality, I put on some tennis shoes and went out the back door. “Chris,” my wife's future lover, was hauling his boxes around the back of the Markam's house.
 
   When he emerged from the basement, I boldly asked him if he wanted some help.
 
   My voice was unusually assured. 
 
   He looked at me strangely for a moment, probably judging the weirdness of a middle-aged white guy not only talking to him, but offering to help him with his boxes. I expected him to say, “Nah man, I got it.” 
 
   But to my surprise, he looked back at the pile of things in the van, and in the same tone of voice as though he were telling me to fuck off, he said: “Uh...sure. Yeah man, I got practice in like half an hour.”
 
   This is how I managed to get inside the Markam's basement apartment, and get the layout of the place. Because something told me it would come in handy.
 
    
 
   Jen came home later than usual that evening, and I wondered if she had been with someone as I greeted her at the door. She looked at me in surprise. “Special occasion?” she asked. 
 
   It was a special occasion, in a way. I was on a high, thinking of the opportunity that was coming my way. 
 
   All afternoon, after Chris had given me a grimace and a brisk “Thanks, man,” and lopped off to “practice,” I had been weighing the idea of confronting Jen about her secret. Or perhaps not so much confronting her as letting her know that I knew about it, and that I wanted in on it.
 
   In the end, though, I had decided that I was too excited about the chance to see her in real time, having sex with a younger man, a black man, and all right in front of me. 
 
   I was excited about the prospect of being a voyeur. 
 
   I didn't want to risk telling her about it – not yet. Not if it jeopardized my chances of finally seeing what I wanted with my own two eyes.
 
   And then, after coming to that conclusion, I had sat around savoring the idea of seeing her. Imagining how she would make her approach. The low-cut shirt she would choose from her closet. The way she would lean over the garden, as if she did any gardening at all, and turn her full round ass toward his door, so it was there when he emerged. Or perhaps she would be more bold, more clichéd – in some of her videos, Jen had been quite clichéd – and lean over the fence on a hot day. Perhaps she would touch her chest, draw attention to her breasts, and fan herself with a flier from the mailbox. “Lord,” she would say, in that sultry southern accent. “It is hot. Can I get you some lemonade?” 
 
   I spent the afternoon thinking of her fingers digging into the hard, young flesh of his muscled back, while her held her easily against the wall and stuffed every inch of his enormous cock into her pussy, spreading her open, filling her desires...then filling her soft, pink pussy full of his hot white cum while she moaned and begged him for more. 
 
   I spent the afternoon with my own cock in my hand, thinking of all the dirty, dirty things that would come out of her very proper mouth as she encouraged her latest stud to fuck her in every hole. And maybe she would do something she hadn't before. Although to be honest, without getting off-the-charts-dirty, Jen had already done pretty much everything you could do with a cock. Swallowing, deepthroating, throatfucking, anal...
 
   I didn't know that I was in for a real treat. 
 
   At any rate, I stood in the shower, watching the door to the basement apartment, imaging all of these scenarios, and stroked my cock until I came. 
 
   Then I went downstairs, and arranged a lovely dinner, with candles and everything. When Jen was late, I just imagined where she might be: in a closet somewhere, having sex with a blue-collar worker she had seen on her way out of her building. 
 
   One of the things that turned me on so much about Jen being with all of these other men, and being such a dirty-mouthed, aggressive woman with them, is that it was so unlike her personality within our marriage. It was like she became a different woman. And so it was like having a new wife in a lot of ways. A new person to get excited about, to figure out, to get to know. Even whens he was doing the same old things that she had always done with me, she seemed different. She had secrets, and she was a different person. The electricity of getting to know someone came back into our marriage. 
 
   I watched her as she smiled, and set her briefcase down. As she folded her napkin neatly on her lap, making a face of surprise and delight for me. Ooohing and aaahing at the dinner I had cooked. 
 
   It was almost like seducing he except that I was kind of doing it for myself, and kind of for another man. 
 
   I poured her a second glass of wine. She had a faint smile on her lips and was leaning on the table, pushing a strand of loose hair behind her ear. She was telling me a story about work, but it was interesting this time, because I was seeing her with new and excited eyes. 
 
   When we came to a pause, I looked out the window, and then, as though it had only occurred to me because I saw the Markam's house, I remarked:
 
   “So, the Markam's have rented out their basement to a college kid.”      
 
   Jen took another sip of her wine. She wasn't interested. Yet. 
 
   I let it linger in the air for a minute. Maybe she would get to the possibility herself, if she only thought of Sally, of the fact that Sally was Jamaican.
 
   “I think about doing that sometimes,” I said, as though I were merely musing aloud, even though I had planned to lay this bait down all along, “but it seems like a lot of hassle. I think this kid is a relative of Sally's or something.” 
 
   Nothing for a second. Her eyes had followed mine to the side of the Markam's house. I could see that the information was sort of pooling in her thoughts, and she was thinking of something else. And then, an image of Sally must have flashed in her mind. The words “college kid” and “relative” and the image of Sally's dark skin must have all come together. 
 
   I could see the interest light up in her eyes. It was like she suddenly surfaced from a dream.
 
   But she hid it well. She shifted in her seat, and smiled. 
 
   “Yeah,” she said. “It seems like a hassle otherwise.”
 
   A long pause. I took a sip of my wine and she ate a bite of salad. 
 
   “Did you meet him?” 
 
   “Hmmm?” I said, as though distracted. 
 
   “The...Sally's relative, or whatever. The kid.” 
 
   “Oh. Yeah. Seems nice. I helped him with some boxes. Didn't have much time. He said he had practice or something.” 
 
   Ah yes. I could see it all happening behind her eyes now. I really was enjoying knowing what she was thinking about. Where I had always been clueless I now had control, in a way, of the situation. 
 
   Probably I was taking it too far, but I didn't care:
 
   “I think he's on the basketball team or something,” I ventured, watching Jen's face as she created her own fantasy in her own mind. One she thought I didn't suspect or know about. I could see her face changing, her eyes glazing over as she imagined her own version of Sally's relative, black and athletic. 
 
   “Or...I don't know, maybe not. He's a pretty big guy. Might be football.” 
 
   I wondered if she was getting wet just thinking about him. 
 
   She was looking down at the table. I wondered what I would have thought before, in a conversation like this, when I hadn't know about her secret. She took a sip of wine. 
 
   I couldn't stop myself. 
 
   “Like a linebacker or something...oh, maybe not. He's tall, and big, but not fat like those guys seem to be.” 
 
   It was amazing to me that Jen did not think anything was weird about this conversation. Instead of asking herself why I was going into so much detail about football – a sport I didn't even watch – she had let herself get absorbed by her fantasizing right in front of me. 
 
   I smiled. The table was set. Now I just had to keep an eye on my wife. 
 
    
 
   Jen moved quickly. I knew she could see the neighbor's yard from the bathroom window, and that she was taking a a lot of time in there. For the next few days she did a lot of walking around outside in her shortest, silkiest bathrobe. She fetched the mail, and then remembered the newspaper. Then she did, actually, go outside to garden in the front yard. 
 
   She did it all with the practiced ease of an expert liar. 
 
   I watched her like a hawk. I didn't want to miss any part of her seduction of Chris. Especially the best part.
 
   She was picking up the newspaper on the third or fourth day of her religious dedication to that activity when she finally ran into Chris. I saw him emerge from the basement door and my heart gave a hard thump against my chest. I was dizzy with anticipation, and I didn't want him to miss Jen.
 
   But I had little faith in my expert honey trap, who must have choreographed her whole routine perfectly so that she was just turning around from bending over, and tossing her hair over her shoulder, with her silky robe hanging off of one shoulder, almost down to her bare breast. 
 
   She opened her eyes in mock surprise. 
 
   It was even better than my imagination had been. I saw Chris slow, probably appreciating his good luck to see a hot neighbor in barely any clothes picking up her newspaper. 
 
   “Oh!” exclaimed Jen, as though she were surprised to see him there.. But she made no move to cover herself with her robe, the way a truly surprised woman would have. 
 
   I strained to hear what was happening from the kitchen window, which looked out to the side of the house. By leaning awkwardly, I could see the two of them, but if anyone looked in my direction it was going to be very, very obvious that I was spying. Still... 
 
   I leaned out, and put my hand on a small flower pot, as if there were something I was doing with it. Just in case anyone looked back.
 
   I needn't have feared anything. Jen tossed her hair again, over the bare shoulder, and touched the hem of the robe. Her voice was low. I could only make out, “You must be Sally's...” 
 
   He responded something, but his voice was too low to make out the words. 
 
   Jen worked quickly. There was a short conversation, a little bit of laughter, and Chris seemed to get caught up, snap! 
 
   “Get going,” I heard Jen say, reaching out her arm and touching his. She moved it up and down his tight bicep. “Weren't you on your way to school?”
 
   The kid said something, and looked back in semi-disbelief after he took a few steps.
 
   Probably also appreciating Jen's scantily clad ass.
 
   He sucked on his lower lip. 
 
   I wondered what she had arranged. What she had said to him. Knowing Jen as I did now, or knowing, rather, her alter-ego, she probably dove right in: 
 
   “You're a nice stallion of a man. I like fucking hot black guys. Want to fuck me tonight?”
 
   Actually, it was probably even more salacious than that. 
 
   Can I come over and suck the cum out of your cock tonight? 
 
   I imagined her saying that while he tossed her hair over her shoulder in the innocent morning light, and my cock thudded to life. 
 
   I made sure to pretend to enter the room from my office as she came in. I didn't want her to know that I knew just yet. I was enjoying my own secret. 
 
   She entered the house with the paper in hand, looking at it studiously. She passed me without even looking up. She pured a cup of coffee, with the newspaper still in hand. “They're finally building a shoulder on Greene Street,” she commented. “About time.” 
 
   As if that were the news she was actually thinking about. 
 
    
 
   Even though I hadn't heard the conversation, and I had never caught my wife n the act before, I knew she had made her plans for that evening. I just knew her. I knew the way she worked. She had an enormous appetite, and she acted on it fast. 
 
   So when she claimed to have some work to do in the office, I claimed to want to go to bed early. 
 
   Then I waited, sweating in the dark with the light spring heat, my fantasies, and anticipation. 
 
   I sat in a chair facing the window, which was over the kitchen and also had a view of the neighbor's downstairs entrance. 
 
   I thought about all the things Jen might have said to lay her trap. 
 
   I imagined her now, putting on lipstick, looking at her face in the mirror. I wondered if she had chosen special underwear for tonight, once she knew she was going to go over there. If she had shaved her legs in the shower to make sure she was all ready for her adulterous ways. 
 
   All of it turned me on. 
 
   I sat for a long time, but my patience for this activity was unparalleled. It was like I had become a hunter or something. I had never understood activities like that: ice fishing or sitting around behind a cameo-stained cardboard box to hunt a duck. But now I did. 
 
   It was almost one in the morning when I heard voices – male voices – underneath the window. They were doing that strange combination of trying to be noticed and not to be too loud.
 
   Not to be noticed, by me.
 
   To be noticed – by Jen.
 
   I leaned from the chair to the windowsill to confirm what the voices already told me: there was not one college-aged, black stud entering his basement apartment. No, there were two. 
 
   Jesus. Had Jen actually managed to talk this guy into a gangbang in under three minutes?
 
   Did people actually go around doing this kind of thing? Was I out of the loop? 
 
   I shook my head, and peered over the window ledge to see the two of them, in great spirits, go through the door, talking in their baritone loud-whispers. Bottles clanked. 
 
   I harrumphed. No need to get my wife drunk, boys.
 
   I sucked in my breath. Was I really about to do what I was about to do? 
 
   I waited, my heart pounding in my chest. And then I heard it. A sound I would not have otherwise heard. The opening of a door. The closing of a door. The soft change of air pressure, like a tiny breath through the house – almost unnoticeable. Except to me. 
 
   Jen had left the building.
 
   I heard her bare feet on the pavement. 
 
   The door opened for her before she even arrived at the back door. I wondered how she managed to get such coordination out of her prey. 
 
   But never mind. I needed to act on my own plan. 
 
   I went out the front door as well, and to the other side of the Markam's house. This way, I could make an approach from the opposite side, avoiding the window on the door, or the window I planned to watch through, or – if luck was on my side, enter the apartment through. I had unlocked it when I was helping Chris with his boxes. I couldn't even believe how quickly I had thought and acted on it. 
 
   I didn't know if they would be in the small front room, which was a small living room and kitchen, or in the back, where there were two small bedrooms. But I was hoping it was the latter, and betting that it would be, because the bed was the only piece of furniture in the place for now. 
 
   When I peered in through the window, crouched under the Markam's porch like a Peeping Tom, I saw that my assumptions were correct.
 
   And then, I had this thought: 
 
   Dave. Dave Reid. You fucking skinny, four-eyed cuckold, are you actually going to sneak into a house in the middle of the night where two huge black college kids are gangbanging your wife? 
 
   An image of one them seeing me in the shadows, charging at me, and breaking every bone in my body before I could say, Stop! That's my wife! Fluttered briefly through my mind. 
 
   But something else besides reason was in charge of me now. That's how addicted I had become. I didn't even think for more than a second about the danger of that very real possibility. 
 
   In fact, a dark part of my mind went to another place...a place where they caught me, and laughed at me, and sat me down in a chair and told me to just keep watching. 
 
   And my cock got even harder. 
 
   I didn't dwell on any of this, because the three of them had already moved to the back of the house. Jen might indulge in one of whatever bottle they had scraped together (could these guys even buy alcohol yet?) but if I knew her like I thought I did, she'd set it down and get down to business in short order. I didn't want to miss a second of it. 
 
   I started to lift up the window, which was very uncomfortable, and threatened to make a lot of noise, when I had another idea.
 
   Who locks their door in college anyway? 
 
   I pulled myself to the steps, knocking a bunch of mulch onto the walkway and not caring, and slid down to the cement. I had such a delicious feeling of excitement in my veins. I couldn't hear anything, and the lights were out in the front room. 
 
   But once I went in, there was nowhere to hide until I got to the hallway. The hallway at least had a small closet that I could use in an emergency. Beyond that, I was just relying on..what? No one noticing someone creeping around in their house? 
 
   I shrugged. My cock was so hard now, and precum was seeping into my underwear already. There was no going back. 
 
   I grasped the doorknob and turned it very, very slowly. 
 
   I could actually feel my heart in my chest. Thud, thud, thud. 
 
   From there, it was like a dream as I entered the apartment, closed the door, and crept stealthily across the living room. It gave me a high, moving like that. I was actually good at this. 
 
   I could hear the voices in the larger of the two back rooms. Right where the bed was. 
 
   I moved into position. I only had to get into that closet, and leave it open a crack, to have a perfect view of most of the bedroom.
 
   It all came together, as preposterous as it sounds – perfectly. 
 
   Jen had already captured the rapt attention of the two guys, who were facing her and hanging on her every word a gesture. I didn't stare at what she was doing until I got myself safely into the closet. 
 
   “...oh yeah?” I heard Jen's voice. 
 
   My heart and my own breath almost drowned her out. I was dizzy with excitement, fear, and..excitement. I wiped sweat from my forehead. This was it. I finally had a live show in front of me. 
 
   Then I focused. 
 
   Jen had her mouth open slightly, and her jaw cocked to one side. 
 
   She was unbuckling the pants of Chris, searching with her hand for his cock. 
 
   That was Jen. Right to the point. 
 
   The friend – even larger, also dark, also young, had his arms folded over his chest and was staring at her. He arched his eyebrows in disbelief, but kept his eyes on what she was doing. 
 
   I heard Chris say, Something that ended in: “...for real?” 
 
   But Jen was for real. One hand held Chris's cock, which I could only see half of, and she began to stroke him, Up and down his entire shaft. Her other hand reached for his friend's shorts, and began to push them down. 
 
   My eyes widened. Everything went silent for a few minutes as my wife pushed her own mouth over the tip of Chris's cock, and then down, all the way down his shaft, all the way to the base. And then she bobbed on it for a few wet, sticky gulps, before she moved over to his friend. 
 
   The friend's cock was the biggest cock I had seen so far. Jen smiled at it and held it in her hand like it was a found treasure. I think her eyes were actually twinkling. 
 
   Then she opened up her mouth, wide, wider still, and looked up at him just before she plunged her wet mouth over the tip of his cock, all the way down. 
 
   While she swallowed his big cock to the base, her left hand kept perfect rhythm on Chris's cock.
 
   Then she switched.
 
   Then she switched again, opening her throat up and taking the whole of each man's cock as deep as she could get it. All the way down her throat..
 
   I took my own cock out, and stroked it carefully, not wanting to come too soon, as I watched my wife take turns sucking off the two big cocks in front of her with a mechanical precision that would make a Swiss watch jealous. She bobbed on each one, her mouth puffing up with the big piece of meat, her jaw opening further and further. My cock seemed to be splitting open with the almost painful erection I was getting. One of them put a hand on the back of her head and pushed her even further onto his cock. She just kept going at it.
 
   Then I saw it, and I got even hotter. 
 
   The camera. 
 
   It was et up on a tilting bookshelf with no books. I saw the red light, blinking. 
 
   And it was pointed right in my direction. 
 
   I didn't process what that would fully mean at the time. I just thought instead about how great it would be to watch this video and know that I was behind the closet door. The fact that my entrance into the closet had been filmed didn't even occur to me. 
 
   Now that Jen had been sucking on those huge black cocks for a few minutes, they were wet and sticky with her spit, and every suck was making a slurping sound that seemed to fill the whole room. 
 
   But Jen pulled back from both of them, and licked her lips. “Mmmmmm,” she purred. She looked over at the friend's cock and made an appraising face. “Your cock is so big,” she said, moaning her words. “I don't know if I can take it all.” 
 
   The guy licked his lips. He seemed to have no idea what to say. 
 
   Jen smiled. She looked from cock to cock, her eyes widening and gleaming. “I want all the cock I can get in me, boys,” she said. “And you two look like you're ready to go. So you,” she pointed at the guy with the bigger dick. Then she paused, while all of us hung on her every gesture to see what she would say, “are going to fill my pussy up with your cum. And you,” she reached stood up and held Chris's cock in his hands, “You're going to get the lube out of my purse. Because I want your little cock in my ass.” 
 
   The cock she was holding in her hands was anything but little. 
 
   She was completely naked except for her heels, which she must have put on when she got inside. 
 
   The big guy got on the bed, as she had ordered. Chris disappeared – I suppose to wherever her purse was. I no longer cared. I couldn't take my eyes off the delicious scene in front of me. 
 
   Jen climbed on to her guy, and straddled him. His huge cock – it must have been twelve inches long, was so hard that it stood straight up, and she held in her hand and rubbed between her open legs. She was so wet that her pussy juice could be seen from across the room, dripping onto the tip of his cock. 
 
   But better yet, here in the darkness, I could smell her. I could smell her sweet cunt, her sweat, and everyone else as well. 
 
   I watched her tease him, sliding herself over a few inches of his cock and then stopping. Moving her hips in circles, pulling herself off of him and rubbing his cock, which had to be aching, around on her clit. I imagined with delight how this would look on the video: Jen's big tits on display for him, her eyes on her prized giant cock as she used it to please herself. 
 
   Chris came back into the room, and she turned toward him and watched as he stroked the lube onto his also very long shaft.
 
   I licked my lips. 
 
   I couldn't believe I was going to see her do this. I couldn't believe my luck, the way things were panning out, I would have a perfect view of her two holes getting stretched out. 
 
   She pushed herself onto the big boy's cock, and I watched as her pussy stretched wider and wider to accommodate him. 
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck that's big,” she gasped. “Oh god!” She was using her hyper-sexual voice, the one that would make your cock hard even if you weren't watching her fuck someone right in front of you. 
 
   I closed my eyes, trying to keep myself from coming. And that's when I had the idea, staring at my wife's pussy engulfing that enormous black cock, thinking already about how it would look when all of his cum gushed out of it: I was going to fuck my wife when she got home. 
 
   I released my cock, and, just to be sure, tucked it back into my pants. 
 
   Then I watched as Jen leaned forward and moved her body up and down on the thickest black cock I had seen, even from all of her videos. She put on a show for Chris, who thankfully was not in my way. 
 
   And then she pushed all the way down, and turned back to Chris. “I want more cock,” she said. “I want both my holes stuffed with cock.” 
 
   Was it possible that I was going to come with touching my own cock? It felt like it as I listened to her. She was such an animal.
 
   Chris moved onto the bed, and for a moment all I could see was his ass, and Jen's high heeled shoes spread on either side of the tangle of dark legs. Her feet tossed and turned with the motion of the two men fucking her. Twisting, tangling in the sheets. I loved that she put those shoes on. 
 
   “Uhhhhhhhhhnooooh,” Jen moaned. “Oh, oh, oh, oh it hurts! It hurts so good. No, don;t stop, get it all in there. Oh, it's so tight!” 
 
   Fuck. 
 
   I watched, my eyes drying up from not blinking, as she moved her legs out further and guided the guy underneath her to close his legs so that Chris could spread his open. This done, I had a perfect view of everything: the cock in her pussy, the balls beneath the base of the cock that was sliding, slowly, slowly, into her ass. 
 
   “Damn, that's tight girl. You sure - “
 
   “Just get that cock all the way into my ass,” Jen moaned. “Oooooh. Oh, fuck!” 
 
   A perfect view.
 
   Chris's cock moved with agonizing slowness, until it finally made it all the way to the base. I felt a shudder move through me and worried for a second that I had somehow actually jizzed without even touching myself, but a hand on my pants revealed that it was just a shudder of intense pleasure unlike any I had ever felt before. And my cock was still like a stone. 
 
   “Now fuck me,” Jen panted. “Fuck me with that big cock and fill my ass full of cum.” 
 
   Chris complied, his dark snake of a cock moving in and out of Jen tiny ass. 
 
   “Grab that camera,” she said after a few thrusts. Get a good shot of your cock pulling my ass open.” 
 
   He obeyed, but did it clumsily, more interested now in giving her a nice hard pounding.
 
   “Oh,” Jen moaned. “Oh fuck, oh, just give it to me a little harder.”
 
   I watched, licking my lips, as the two cocks moved in and out of her, sloshing sounds coming from her wet pussy and ass.
 
    “Oh god,” Jen screamed. “Oh, god!” Over and over again while her hair bounced behind Chris's fit body, and her head bobbed and Chris thrust and thrust into her. I could hear his skin slapping into her ass, and she screamed and moaned. I imagined how it must feel to have my ass stretched like that, and it made me even harder. I could see all of her skin stretched and open, with all of that black cock pushing her to the limits. She looked almost like she would rip apart. 
 
   Behind her, finally, Chris said, “Oh fuck,” and bent over her, panting, sweating. My eyes filled up with a swarming red mist, and all I could see or imagine was her asshole, pink and distended, gushing out his white cum. It was going to happen, any second. My own cock was throbbing and my balls felt like they were in a vice. I wanted nothing more than to grab my cock and jerk off, but I was determined that I was going to put my cock inside of her filled-up pussy, and feel all of the leftover come, and fuck my load into her. 
 
   Chris yelled and tossed his head back as he came, and Jen purred at him, coaxing him, “Yes, yeah, I can feel all that hot cum!” 
 
   Make me come, she started moaning to the man underneath her, twisting herself up in the sheets and begging like a whore. Please, make me come, she was saying. Chris pulled out of her and gave me a clear, unobstructed view of her gaping asshole: a pink-ringed black hole, stretched open, and gushing white frothy cum down to her pussy with every thrust that Chris's friend, now moaning and close to orgasm, gave to her. 
 
   When Jen came, her ass opened and closed and she squealed in the most animal way. There was only the guy underneath her, with the largest cock any of us had probably ever seen, holding her in big hands and pounding her from below, while her orgasm squeezed cum from every hole and she spluttered and gaped until at last he thrust and yelled. Filling my wife's pussy full of his cum. 
 
   Chris had collapsed on a chair, and Jen rolled over onto the bed.
 
   I knew I had only one chance to get out of there, and that was it, so I just went for it. If anyone saw me, I guessed I would have to run. I moved swiftly, and left the door open, scrambling into the night. My cock ached so much it was painful to walk. 
 
   But I knew Jen. I knew she would be home soon. 
 
   And when she got home, I was going to fuck my load right into her stretched out, cum-filled pussy, and tell her all about my own secret pleasure. 
 
   Things were going to be different from now on. 
 
  
 
  



My Wife's Secret Pleasure 6
 
   Got Me Cuckolded 
 
   In My Own Bed
 
    
 
   By Arnica Butler
 
    
 
   My wife's latest conquest was worried. He checked with her one more time.
 
   “Girl, you sure your old man ain't gonna come home?” 
 
   I could almost see him looking around the house. 
 
   Jen laughed. “Please,” she said, dismissively. “Even if he did, he's nothing to worry about. He's a real pussy. Come on.” She was purring in her sultry voice, the one she used whenever she cuckolded me. 
 
   Except this time, I was going to see everything happen, right when it happened. From the comfort of my own home. No more videos in the office all alone for me. Now that I let Jen know I knew her dirty little secret, and I had caught her in the act, she had to obey my rules. And my rules were that I needed a front-row seat. 
 
    
 
   But let's back up a little bit, to almost a week ago. 
 
   I was sitting in the kitchen with the lights out, watching my wife come through the kitchen door. 
 
   “Hello honey,” I whispered in the dark.
 
   Jen froze, her face contorted with a guilty pleasure, and an expression of surprise. 
 
   But curiosity also crossed her face.
 
   Her shoes were in her hand, and her little skirt had been put on in a hurry, so the seams didn't quite meet with her hips. I knew that underneath it, her panties were soaked with the cum that was dripping out of her freshly-filled pussy. The cum of two other men. Two big, muscled black men who had stretched her open at the same time. 
 
   My cock was aching and I started to rethink my plan of making myself wait until she got home. I probably could have jerked off and been ready again. As it was, I was going to come the moment I touched her. 
 
   In the time between when I said hello, and my next sentence, I imagined all kinds of things that I would do. How I would get to feel her soaked panties between my fingers, and smell them. How I was going to put my fingers inside of her every hole and feel how distended she was. 
 
   And then how I was going to fuck my own come into her while the images of her two black studs, their big cocks stretching her open until she almost split, was still fresh in my mind. 
 
   And then, we were going to have a talk about her dirty little pleasure. 
 
   I smiled.
 
   I raised my voice to a low rumble. “You've been a very bad girl.” 
 
   Jen dropped her high-heeled shoes on the floor. I could see that she was sizing up my reaction, and wondering how I knew about what she had just done. Maybe she was wondering how much I knew, and what she could get away with saying. She tipped her head to one side. 
 
   I liked that she still seemed to be the woman who cuckolded me: the confident, hungry woman who got what she wanted and made no apologies for it. I liked that she seemed like another woman when she was like this. It invigorated me to see my wife through a different lens, almost like getting a chance at a new person myself. 
 
   She walked toward me. Her clothes were all a little off: her skirt was misaligned, her blouse was crooked. Her hair was just slightly messed. Her makeup had been smeared and impatiently wiped away. All small details unless you knew my wife, and knew how proper and perfectionist she was. The second button down on her shirt was barely through the hole. My cock pulsed at the sight of it. 
 
   She gave her head a toss to get her hair behind her shoulder a little. 
 
   We stared at each other in the darkness. 
 
   But she must have seen a few things. One, that there was a little smile on my face. Two, that there was an empty beer can next to me, where I was still sitting. Relaxed. With a huge erection.
 
   My wife can size a situation up pretty quickly. 
 
   “Ah ha,” she said, and her voice was still in its deep, sexy mode. The one she used to lure her black bulls, the one she used to get what she wanted, when she wanted it. 
 
   And suddenly I could see what they all saw: the way she moved, the way she smiled. Her full figure, all of the soft curves that moved like some kind of cat as she moved. A woman who was going to get what she wanted, and what she wanted was actually – finally – the same, exact thing a man wanted. No chit-chat. Just hot fucking. 
 
   My groin felt like it was being kicked, there was so much cum building up inside of me. 
 
   Jen seemed to know I couldn't wait much longer. She dropped her eyes to my pants, where precum was soaking into my crotch and my cock was straining against the fabric.
 
    “Why don't we take care of that,” she practically moaned. “Maybe I need a spanking,”
 
   Before she even finished her sentence, I had stood up and was already fumbling with my belt. The idea of fucking her hard and good, in her used pussy, while she was bent over the table and I gave her the spanking she deserved, was too much for me. 
 
   She watched, an amused looked on her face, as I struggled to get my belt off and push down my pants, grab her, push her skirt up, pull her panties down – all at the same time. But I could tell that she liked it. She liked being turned over and pushed onto the table, her panties ripped off. 
 
   I had had plans to slide them off and feel them in my hands, and savor every moment of Jen's outing as a bad little hot wife, but I was way too hard to wait much longer. I wanted to be inside of her now. 
 
   I looked down at her ass. Both of her holes were dripping with another man's cum, stretched open and gaping wide. 
 
   I had never fucked my wife in the ass before. I looked at the red-rimmed black hole, the white dribbling out of it. 
 
   My own cock was about half the girth of the enormous dick she had just let in there. 
 
   I placed the tip of my cock in the very center of her gaping hole. It was wet and hot.
 
   And Jen had been a very bad girl.
 
   And I had been a very understanding husband.
 
   Jen turned her head, and there was a little smile on her face. “Fuck me in the ass,” she said. “Show me how a bad girl gets every part of her ass punished.” 
 
   I didn't wait for more. I pushed in.
 
   Even stretched out, her ass was so tight it was all I could do not to come right then. Her scorching hot flesh squeezed around me like a mouth that was sucking furiously on my cock, but softer. Tighter. I groaned. 
 
   And then, I surprised even myself as I raised a hand and brought down my open palm on her ample asscheek. I slapped her hard and her asshole tightened around my cock. Fuck. 
 
   “You have been. A very. Bad. Girl,” I hissed. 
 
   Slap, slap, slap. I punctuated each sentence with a hard spank, and the thrust of my cock even deeper into her wet, dripping asshole. 
 
   And then my orgasm, which had been building up for so long, shuddered through me. I yelled as I pounded inside of her even deeper, even harder, and my cum exploded into her ass, filling her up to overflowing. She whimpered and lay down on the table, taking everything I gave her. 
 
   I stood, my still-hard cock inside of her still, panting and looking down at my wife. 
 
   “Now,” I breathed. “We have a talk.” 
 
    
 
   That's how we came to our new arrangement. I told Jen all about how I discovered her videos, and watched them. How I had plotted a little to get the view that I got in our neighbor's basement. She had listened to me talk first, and as she did, she seemed to like what I was saying. It seemed to turn her on that I had gone to such dangerous lengths to watch her. She shifted in her chair and looked at me – for the first time in a long time – with hunger. 
 
   Watching her as I told her my side of the story, I liked how turned on she got by what I had done. And then it became clear that we both wanted our new relationship, that both of liked the new side to ourselves. It makes me hard any time I think of the look on Jen's face as I revealed what I had done. It was the look she got when she found a black cock that she wanted, but she was giving it to me. After so many years of our sex life getting slowly stale, it was exhilarating to see that look on her face. She wanted me to watch her.
 
   “There's a guy at the gym I've had my eye on,” she said, slowly, rolling the words around in her mouth the way she sucked on a big, black, cock. 
 
   I smiled. “Oh yeah?” 
 
   “The trouble would be...getting him somewhere you could watch me.”
 
   Talking about it was getting me almost as hot as watching her. She was looking at me, almost challenging me. But she was also inviting me in, in to what pleased her so much. Inviting me to take part. 
 
   “You could...try to get him back here,” I ventured. 
 
   Jen had a devious smile on her face. “Up to the bedroom,” she half-whispered. 
 
   Yes, where I would be waiting in the closet. 
 
   She leaned forward, wetting her lips. I looked at them, imagining them opening up to swallow a thick, dark cock. A shudder went through me. 
 
   “You could hold the camera for me,” she said. She put her hand on my stiff dick. She moved it lightly, stroking me just enough to get me slavering for her. “You could get a good shot of me sucking on his big black cock,” she said. “You could zoom in, get really close-up. I could really, really, use the help.” 
 
   She grinned, and stood up suddenly. It was morning. “I need to go to work,” she announced. Then she winked at me before trotting up the stairs, leaving me with an aching cock for the whole day. “I'll stop by the gym, though. I'll text you if it's a go.” 
 
    And so began three days of waiting for Jen to trap her man and get him back to our house. I watched her in the morning, choosing her underwear, packing her gym bag. Would she be wearing her sports bra and her sweaty workout clothes when she brought him here? Or would she shower and put on her thigh-high stockings, like she was now? 
 
   The anticipation was agonizing and wonderful. 
 
    
 
   Back to my closet, in my own bedroom. I was in the dark, anxiously awaiting the two people who were slowly making their way up the stairs. My cock was hard, and I had my pants down around my ankles already. While i liked that I could relax a little, I had to admit that I preferred pretending that I was still spying on my unknowing wife. It was easy enough to imagine, because Jen did a very good job of acting out that role. She knew what I liked.
 
   The fact that she knew what I wanted, that she sensed that I wanted her to talk about my small cock and how unsatisfying I was, made me even hotter. It was a strange kind of submission to my will: she was doing what I wanted now, saying her lines for my pleasure. 
 
   I held my cock but tried not to move. As always, I wanted to save it up for Jen. 
 
   The two of them were taking a long time to get up the stairs. I imagined Jen peeling away his shirt and appraising his large muscles. Rubbing her hands over his big chest in approval. 
 
   She had found her latest man at her gym. She had been working on him for a week, trying to coax him out to lunch, back to her house. I knew that normally, Jen would have made short work of this guy by just jumping on him at the gym. But with our new arrangement, she had to get him back to the house. 
 
   I was a little disappointed that I never got to see Jen lay her trap from start to finish. As much as I enjoyed watching her pleasure another man, I also enjoyed the sight of her reeling them in. It was at those times that she seemed the most different, the most new. While she flirted, while she did the subtle dance of seduction: touching her collarbone, showing her neck, moistening her lips and batting her eyes, while another man ached to touch her. 
 
   The voice got closer. I held my breath. The anticipation was almost too much to bear. I wondered if she had intentionally slowed him on her way up the stairs, playing with his cock with her hand, teasing him so that she could tease me. 
 
   And then there he was. His name was Darrel. She had told me all about him, describing him in excruciating detail over the kitchen table while we had a romantic dinner, right before I had swept all the dishes off and had her, right there. He has the biggest arms, she had gushed. He looks like he could hold me up and fuck me standing up, His ass is perfect. And I've seen the size of his cock, through his shorts...
 
   And here he was, finally, in my bedroom, backing up with my wife in his big, strong hands. Headed to my bed, where he was going to make her scream as he fucked her with that same huge black cock. 
 
   His chiseled black back was entirely carved of muscle. He was an enormous specimen of man, and his ass was already bare, his jeans lost somewhere in the house. I strained to see his cock, but could not. 
 
   He threw Jen easily onto the bed, like a rag doll. She gasped in delight and squirmed on the bed. Now her eyes were surely where mine were: on his big cock, pointing directly at her. Thick, big, and black. She couldn't wait to have it inside of her. 
 
   She licked her lips as she smiled and put her hands between her legs, beckoning him to get it inside of her. 
 
   “I'm already wet,” she purred. 
 
   He reached down and pulled her by the legs to the edge of the bed, and then flipped her over. She got onto all fours, knowing that he wanted her like that. Wanting him to take her like that. 
 
   I could see that her pussy was already glistening. She was ready for him. 
 
   She looked up, toward the open closet, and smiled for me. She couldn't see me, I the dark, but she knew I was there, watching. 
 
   Darrel moved his hand to her pussy, but he wasted no time on coaxing her – there was no need. He slipped two fingers into her pussy, and then he moved one of them up, to her tight pink asshole. With his hand splayed like a fan, he boldly pushed in, fingering her so that one finger was in her ass, one in her pussy, and one on her clit. He held his thumb erect, like his hand was a gun. 
 
   Jen made a slight whimper as his finger opened up her hole, but she was no stranger to taking it in the ass, and so I'm sure she opened up like a hot, dark flower. Darrel stared at his enormous hand and started to pump her hard, pushing into her so much that she feel forward a little with each thrust. 
 
   Getting her ready. 
 
   Jen was so wet that I could hear a slippery gushing from her sweet cunt. I moved my hand slowly up and down the length of my own cock, biting my lip. My eyes were fixated on Darrel's hand, and the punishing finger-fucking he was giving my wife. 
 
   I wondered if he was going to fill up her ass with that huge cock. I wondered if he knew that my wife would be willing to do just about anything. 
 
   “Mmmm,” he said, pleased with the sight of hand in her pussy. Jen pushed back against, moaning softly. 
 
   He took his cock with his other hand, unable to keep himself out of her any longer. He moved his right hand so that his thumb went into Jen's tight ass, dry – making her squeal a little. Then he crammed his wide slab into her waiting, throbbing pussy. 
 
   “Oooooooohhhhuuuhhhnnn,” Jen moaned, and thrust her ass backward to push him into her even deeper. Darrel went in, all the way in, his black cock disappearing between Jen's full, white buttocks. He twisted his hand, delving his thumb into her ass harder.
 
   I watched the scene, speeding up my own pleasure, my mouth open.  
 
   Jen tossed her hair around, and then she turned to look back at the man who was inside of her. Her mouth was open, she was panting and her eyes were half-closed in an expression of deep sexual pleasure and delight. The kind of look women get when they are really satisfied. I had seen it so rarely on Jen's face until we shared this secret, and that thought flitted through my mind and burned painfully in my chest, while  turning me on at the same time. 
 
   It occurred to me that my conflicting feelings arose because I knew I shouldn't be, but I was so happy to see her enjoying herself. 
 
   I watched, forgetting I was even in the room. A few minutes went by like this, and it was almost as if time had stopped, or I was watching a video, or my own imagination made 3-D.
 
   Jen began to slam herself backward a little harder against Darrel's thick, tree-like legs. 
 
   She started yelling just a little bit louder. Dirty, sweltering screams and mewls. 
 
   And then she yelled, loud enough for anyone in the neighborhood to hear if they were home. “Oh god, fuck me, do me like that, I haven't been fucked for such a long time like that. Oh yes, yes, yes. Oh god, you're so much better than my husband!” 
 
   My mouth was dry. I realized as she shouted this, that it was exactly what I wanted her to say. It was almost as if she was reading my mind, delivering only what I wanted to hear. I looked at the dark meat inside of her, completely wet with her juices, making a slick sound as she slammed her own ass against his thighs, taking him all in. 
 
   The scorching pain of her words was sending jolts of sexual electricity through me, and they converged to swell into a delicious, molten ache in my cock. I was now pulsing and so sore I could barely touch myself without nearly falling over in pleasure. 
 
   Then Jen pushed back and panted, sitting up on him a little. She kept rocking but it was clear she wanted to slow him down. “Baby,” she said, and her voice sounded like a tongue swirling around the tip of a cock. “Will you do something for me before you fill my pussy up with cum?”
 
   My cock spasmed and I let go of it to keep from coming all over myself off just yet. 
 
   His voice was so low and gravelly that it almost turned me on as he agreed. “Whatever you want, babydoll.” I could tell he didn't want her to stop thrusting herself against him, squeezing his cock with her pussy, but he was going to do what she wanted. 
 
   Jen pulled herself off of him, and almost as though they had orchestrated the whole thing right from the beginning, she dipped down onto the bed, turning herself ever so slightly so that I could see her face and her upturned ass better. 
 
   Darrel, without needing any more explanation, pried open her asscheeks and began to lick at her wet, swollen pussy. 
 
   Jen emitted more catlike purring and bawling like a wild animal, her red mouth open and wet and  panting. “Oh that's it,” she squealed, while she squirmed in front of him. “That's it!”
 
   Her eyes had been closed, but now she opened them just slightly. 
 
   She was looking at me. A shiver wen through me as I watched my wife, watching me watch her, while Darrel the stranger from the gym lapped at her throbbing clit.  
 
   Her muscles were flexing and she was shaking in her thighs, and she was panting in that way that everyone pants just before they come, when they can almost think of nothing else. 
 
   She squirmed and moaned and looked right at me. Her eyes met mine. 
 
   “Right there,” she whined. “Oh god, oh, Dave could never make me come like this. Oh fuck, make me come, and then I want your big, hot cock inside of me!” 
 
   Then she screamed and threw her face into  the pillow. The big stud lifted his head and smiled down at her in satisfaction, lifting his cock with his hands. I could see it now, and it was thick and long, dark and dripping with precum and shining with Jen's wetness. It seemed almost like he needed both of his hands to lift it to her dripping pussy, it was so thick. She was still panting into the pillow as he slipped into her – gliding, really, she must have been so wet. Jen howled again, in ecstasy, and then she sat up to all fours. 
 
   “Oh, it's so big!” she cried. “Oh, your cock is so much bigger than my husband's!” 
 
   I began to stroke myself now, ready to come all over my underwear and stand there, dripping with my own quick cum and humiliated for a few moments while the big beast thrust himself and all of his seed inside of Jen.    
 
   Her toes curled under and she dug them into the sheets – our sheets, soiled with sweat and soon to be stained with another man's cum – and she tossed and turned her head on the bed and squealed in pleasure. 
 
   So big, so big, so big, she panted. Oh, fill me up with all that hot cum! So much bigger than Dave, oh I can't wait to feel all that cum in my pussy! 
 
   I felt my own orgasm threaten to erupt, and I clutched the wall for a moment, as Darrel kept thrusting and slapping into Jen's ass. I had to let go of myself to stop it. Jen had been specific in her instructions not to come. She had a reward for me if I didn't. 
 
   Jen was yelling yes, yes, yes! and flapping her feet around on the bed. Darrel letting out a deep, steady groan and ramming into her with a final push. I closed my eyes, fighting to keep myself from letting myself have a release. My cock was so hard my entire torso ached.  
 
   And then, again almost as if they had planned it, he withdrew from her and pulled open her asscheeks. I knew it was for his own pleasure, to look at her swollen red lips and watch his white cream drip out of her, like cream-filled donut broken open. But I could see it as well – the seemingly endless stream of his frothy white load that was gushing out of Jen's pussy. She was still moaning and her cunt was spasming with the second orgasm, which sent little spurts of her cum and his cum out of her pink-hot slit, dripping onto the bed, down her thighs. 
 
   I tried not to make too much noise as I propped myself up on the door. I was a little disappointed that she hadn't sucked his cock, but I suppose I couldn't be picky.
 
   Then I had a thought, and Jen made it happen. 
 
   I had never gotten to see the moments after she took what she wanted from her men. She rolled over and slipped on her shirt, very business-like. 
 
   She pushed her hair out of her face, and looked at Darrel with a smile. 
 
   “Okay,” she sighed. Her tone was courteous but firm. “You have to go before my husband gets home.” 
 
   I liked that Darrel was a little knocked off his game, if only just for a moment. He turned and looked for his clothes. “Uh...all right then.” 
 
   “Just let yourself out,” she said, turning over on the bed, plumping up the pillows underneath her as though she were going to take a nap. 
 
   I thought she looked at me, and winked, as she did. 
 
   I stayed in the closet, breathing heavily, and listened to the sounds of Darrel leaving my house. Footsteps, the jingle of change in a pocket, some of it falling to the floor. “See you around,” he called, from downstairs.
 
   The door closed. 
 
   A puff of air traveled through the house. 
 
   “You gonna come in here and let me suck your cock?” Jen said. 
 
   I pushed the door open and sort of tumbled out of the closet. Jen looked at my cock in satisfaction. I wondered if it was so full it actually looked bigger. She beckoned me with a finger, and slid her body to the edge of the bed. Her feet dropped to the floor, then her knees...
 
   My mouth was open and I made a little noise as she looked up at me and opened her mouth. 
 
   “Are you going to spray your cum all over my face?” she said. She was smiling. 
 
   I almost came right then and there, as the image of my white cum splashing all over her lips and her cheeks flashed though my head. 
 
   But I wanted to feel her take me inside of her, all the way, like she did with her black bulls. It shouldn't be a problem for her: she had swallowed some huge cock from what I had seen. 
 
   Her red lips parted, and her mouth opened. Wider, wider, and then it closed, all of her hot flesh sealing up tight around my cock. She went down, down to the bade. I looked down to see her big lips sealed around the base of my cock.
 
   Then up.
 
   Oh god, I wanted to enjoy it more but I was bursting.
 
   Down again, all the way to the base. I could feel the tip of my cock against the hard back of her throat. 
 
   “Oh god,” I said, involuntarily, as she began to pump her mouth over me. I reached down and placed a hand on her hair. 
 
   “I'm going to come,” I said, not sure of why. 
 
   She didn't stop, though. She just kept sucking, until I could feel it erupting inside of me, slashing out.
 
   Only then did she pull my cock away, her hand moving swiftly to take its place on my shaft, pumping me for cum. She sprayed all over her open mouth, onto her face and her cheeks. Her eyes were open and she was smiling, extending her tongue to get more of it. 
 
   Fuck. It was so incredibly hot, marking my territory after another man had just filled her up. I watched her tongue licking at the cum on her lips. 
 
   “That's it,” I said. “Good girl.” A good girl, making it up to her husband for letting a black man satisfy her deep desire for a huge cock. 
 
   I couldn't wait to see where this was going to take us next. 
 
    
 
   As always, thank you for reading. Please tweet or contact me if you like a series and want it to continue, have suggestions for plots, or just enjoy a story. I love to hear from readers, and I want to write what you want to read! I hope you enjoyed my story as much as I enjoyed writing it.
 
    
 
   Don't miss out on a chance to get the next title in this series for only 99cents!
 
   Subscribe to our mailing list at Thirteenth Line Publications or follow Arnica Butler on Twitter @ArnicaButler.
 
    
 
   Here are some other titles about cheating hot wives and cuckolds who love to watch them from Arnica Butler:
 
    
 
   Coffee in Her Cream
 
    
 
   Mike and Christy have a mild little swinging "game" going, but Christy is taking it a little further than Mike expected with a big, black bull named Tony. When Christy starts crossing the line, Mike thinks he's already had the biggest surprise - but Tony's hot, busty wife Michelle shows up and heats things up in a way he couldn't imagine. Find out what happens in the approximately 7,000-word, explicit, interracial wife swapping story. 
 
    
 
   Watching My Wife Get Trucked!
 
    
 
   When Steve and his wife get stuck in a snowstorm, some truckers are there to offer more than just a lift. What starts out as a thank-you dinner gets really creamy, really fast. What will Steve do when he catches his wife in the act of taking it every hole from all five of the dirty, beefy truckers?
 
    
 
   The Cuckold Cleans Up After the Cowboy
 
    
 
   Wife Claire wants an outdoor vacation with a real-life cowboy as a guide, but she's going to ride more than just horses, hard and unprotected. After he watches a real man give her what she craves, tied up and dirty, her husband knows he has only one choice: that's to clean up his dirty, fertile wife - before it's too late. 
 
    
 
   Cuckolded On My Vacation
 
    
 
   Meet Steve. He's at the end of his vacation at a Dominican resort, and it looks to him like his wife is pregnant. Steve muses about what went wrong while he was on vacation, starting with his cuckold fantasy, and his wife's choice of a big, black, bull from the resort's free dance lessons to fulfill Steve's dream. But this dance instructor won't stop teaching her...and Heather is going to learn her lessons - hard and unprotected.
 
    
 
   How My Wife Became the Town MILF
 
    
 
   Mike has fantasies about his MILF wife with other men. But he's too much of a wimp to even tell her about them, let alone act.
But when he has a little too much to drink at a barbecue, he finds himself in jail. Luckily for him, Kate is ready to do her duty to get him off the hook. Mike is humiliated as his wife obeys Officer Jim's every command while he watches from a jail cell. Will Mike get a happy ending, or will he have to clean this mess up himself?
 
   
 
 
    
 
   My Husband's Boss: The Complete Series
 
    
 
   Kelly is an average woman, with average desires...until she meets her husband's boss Anthony Scarpetti. Anthony knows what he wants, and what he wants is Kelly. He won't stop until he has dominated her in every way - and every place - he can think of. Don't miss Kelly having an orgasm at a dinner table, right in front of her husband and his boss and colleagues, with a dildo in her...

Enjoy the complete series: First Time Cheater; Public Cheater; and Bent Over Cheating, in this set of three hot stories of cheating with the boss - and loving it.
 
    
 
   Cuckolded by My Hot, Lying, Cheating Wife
 
    
 
   Mike gets a text from his wife's phone. She's being ransomed off by two big black men, one entryway at a time. But when Mike hacks into the feed from the kidnapper's computer, he discovers that Samantha is already being sampled - and what's more, she appears to be liking it.  Mike watches in a mixture of humiliation and ecstasy as his hot wife willingly complies with her kidnappers' every suggestion when she thinks he can't see what she's doing. Includes first-time anal with a big, black cock and DP. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Gambling Debt Cuckold
 
    
 
   Gambling-addicted John has a big problem: he owes a lot of money to his smug boss Brad, and his gorgeous wife Jen doesn't even know he gambles. But Brad has an idea that will pay off John's debt, and it's very creative. He won't stop until he gets every cent's worth of John's debt out of fertile, unprotected Jen. And worst of all, John suspects that Jen and Brad might already be familiar with each other...
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