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CHAPTER ONE

Friday had finally arrived, and Lauren was dolling herself up to go out for the evening. It had been far too long since she blew off some steam, and that’s what her close friend Rebecca had promised the evening would be all about… in spades,
 she had said.

She spun halfway round in front of the mirror, loving the way the tight dress made her ass look; as if she had real curves. The Spanx she was wearing certainly helped, but the ass itself was a by-product of aging. And the bra she was wearing enhanced her cups by at least a size or two. Rebecca had told her she needed to make sure her ‘booty stood out’, and this painted-on dress was her best shot at achieving that.

Bill walked into the bedroom in his typical sweatpants and t-shirt, and looked at her with a frown.

“Wow, you haven’t worn a dress like that in a long time.” The comment probably wasn’t meant to sound as snarky as it did, but he raised her hackles nonetheless.

“Well, the last time you and I
 went out to a nightclub was about five years ago, I believe.” And her
 comment wasn’t meant to sound like a rebuke, but it probably did nonetheless.

Sure enough, her husband’s face told her everything she needed to know. He was hurt. And she was so tired of him wearing his emotions on his sleeve, especially the ones making him seem even more like the passive husband he pretty much was. He barely even spoke to her anymore about anything meaningful, and the spark in their romance by now was a faded memory.

Back when they had met, he’d been a confident, assertive salesperson. Two layoffs later even though they were years apart from each other, and his confidence had been shattered. She had to admit it really wasn’t his fault.

The first layoff was right after the housing crisis, and then the most recent was due to a slump in the entire software sector he worked in, neither of them about anything he could be blamed for at all, but the problem was that he irrationally considered a pink slip to be a pink slip, totally his fault, and afterwards, he couldn’t just pick himself up and get going again.

As his longstanding wife, she knew she needed to do her best to support him even in hard times, especially
 in hard times, but that meant relating to him at his most vulnerable, which was hard for her to take. Emotionally wounded was the last
 way she wanted to see him.

“What’s the name of the place Rebecca’s taking you to?”

“Not sure. Some club just off the main strip downtown. She says it’s really fun there.”

“Well, I’m sure she’ll
 have fun.” His words were dripping with sarcasm, just short of calling her close friend a slut. Which made her blood boil, and she couldn’t help but snap back at him.

“Listen bud, it’s been really tough lately. I need a night to relax and have fun with my friend, so you can keep the sarcastic comments to yourself.”

All he did was drop his eyes. “Sorry. I’ll leave you alone.”

The ironic thing was, Lauren often wanted
 him to talk back. It would tell her the spirited man she had married was still inside there somewhere. The guy who had convinced her they should join the mile high club, and then had made damn sure they did. The guy who introduced her to rave music.

All she wanted was for him to wake up and remember she wanted a real man
, not some quiet guy that spent most evenings in the basement playing video games and had to be wheedled into having sex with her.

When Rebecca had suggested they go to this new club she had discovered, promising they would be in for a really exciting night, Lauren jumped at the chance. It sounded so much more appealing than watching reality TV, or reading a book.

It was a dress she hadn’t worn for a few years, and she loved how it looked. A gorgeous almost flowery pattern that swirled across her hips and showed off her ass wonderfully, if she wore the right heels. Thin enough to breathe, but thick enough not to emphasize her bra underneath.

Her body had a few extra curves, but considering the attention she still got from Bill’s friends, and from other men when she was out, she knew she certainly didn’t look at all bad. Thankfully, lots of guys loved
 a few extra pounds.

When she walked into the living room, Bill was sitting there watching something on Netflix. He glanced at her and she saw his brow furrow, but apparently her earlier response to his interrogation was enough to keep him quiet. As soon as Rebecca pulled up in front of the house and gave her horn a brief little beep, she waved and was out the door.

Lauren knew he was disappointed. And part of her wished he would have just said something, or even better, had gotten dressed and decided to join them. Rebecca might have been a tad upset, but having her old husband back even for one night of partying, might have been fun. He just wasn’t the same person anymore.

“Ready for a wild night?” Rebecca had the freedom of being divorced, and her ex-husband kept her well supplied with alimony. She was also a very successful lawyer in her own right, but Lauren knew she still had a wild streak. When they were in college together, she was the friend that everyone was shocked had made it successfully through law school.

“Definitely. Bill was upset, though. Especially when he saw me in this dress.”

“Babe, Bill has been basically missing in action for the better part of a year. And when was the last time he
 took you out?”

Lauren nodded. Her friend was right. Her complacency with her humdrum married life had gone on for far too long, and she needed to give herself permission to enjoy her life again. Whatever
 that meant.

“You look smoking hot,” Rebecca smiled with a wink. “We won’t have to pay for our drinks all night.”

Lauren laughed. “What kind of place is this? I looked it up, but there weren’t any details on the website, except for a picture of the building from the street, and an address.”

“It’s my new favourite spot. Super hip, very cool and…” she paused. “Let’s just say the clientele is primarily of the darker ilk.”

Lauren knew Rebecca was really into black men. She always had been. Her marrying a rich white corporate raider had come as a surprise to everyone, although her divorce after only two years hadn’t been.

“So it’s a black club?”

“Well, it happens to be frequented by many men of the African-American persuasion, among other people. And a lot of them are really hot.”

In the back of her mind, Lauren had always harboured fantasies about black men. Or at least she had ever since one of their trips further down south than the South, where she had thrown herself into a two-day sex romp with a Jamaican man with shining ebony skin and the stamina to last for hours in bed. But that was over a decade ago. And before Bill.

“Sounds very different from a yuppie hangout, which is exactly what I need tonight.” Bill’s unkind remarks about Rebecca still stung in the back of her mind, and Lauren was ready to enjoy her evening by blowing off some steam. Who knows? Maybe I can come home having acted like Rebecca, and rub it in his face!


The two women approached a cordoned line, but instead of joining it, Rebecca walked right past the group of waiting people, and headed unfalteringly towards the other side, which was labelled VIP. She whispered something to the massive black man holding court over the outside area, and magically the velvet rope parted and they were waved inside.

Lauren giggled that two white women were considered VIPs in a place that obviously catered to other kinds of people. Or in other words, primarily to people of… to use Rebecca’s phrase… ‘the darker ilk’.

“How did you do that?” she asked. This exalted treatment was making the night look even more enticing.

“I know some of the regulars. And the bouncer wants to bang me,” Rebecca laughed. She strode confidently up to the bar and within moments, the bartender was serving them. Even though it wasn’t even nine o’clock, the place was already quite busy, and a low pulse of hard bass beats thrummed in the air.

“Drink it down.” Rebecca handed her a shot of clear liquid. Without hesitation, Lauren slugged it down her throat, and she felt the familiar sour burn of tequila. It was the perfect beginning. She was ready to cut loose, even though the unfamiliar environment made her slightly nervous.

“Are you sure we’re in the right place?” she asked. Even though the music was excellent, it was like that Sesame Street slogan where one of these things is not like the others.


Rebecca seemed oblivious to the way they both stood out except for a few other exceptions, who were also white women. She also noticed a few white men, and for some reason they were all hugging the shadows on the outskirts of the room.

“Relax. Let’s go dance and have some fun. This place is amazing, so you just need to have a couple of drinks and enjoy yourself.” She pulled Lauren towards the dance floor, where dark gyrating bodies had amassed themselves into a tight collection that almost appeared like a pulsing heart.

The bass vibrated through her body, and she felt warm from the tequila; Rebecca’s warmup had done its job. Surrounded by dark bodies on the dance floor, Lauren began looking around. And she realized very quickly that as a couple of the very few white women in the entire place, she and Rebecca were like chum to sharks eager to feed. And the hungry-looking sharks were circling.

Not appearing to notice anything unusual, Rebecca took her hand, and they began dancing together. A small circle of people formed around them, several of the black men staring and smiling at these two white women gyrating to the music.

A few of them closed in, and Lauren felt hands, more than two of them, wrap around her waist. She looked a question at Rebecca, who was being similarly accosted, and who simply replied sotto voce,
 “No worries,” so she just relaxed and went with the flow. Being touched by strangers was exhilarating, especially with that driving bass beat thrumming through her hips.

From beyond the boundaries of the dance floor, female-shaped daggers were being hurled their way, but Rebecca seemed oblivious to those too, as she turned around to face a massive black man, who slid his large hands around her waist, and pulled her solidly into his body. They started grinding slowly together, his eyes locked onto hers.

Accompanied by the thumping of the music, Lauren felt she was witnessing something primal. She began sweating heavily.

It was obvious the two dance partners already knew each other at least somewhat, because Rebecca was speaking into the large man’s ear, and they were exchanging words that made them both laugh. At one point Rebecca turned away and started pushing her ass into the man’s crotch. He grabbed her hips and his lips grazed her neck.

Lauren watched, almost wishing that she too had hands roaming all over her and a hot man kissing her neck. There were plenty of gorgeous dark men around her, writhing under the flashing lights. Hands were touching her, but unlike what Rebecca was experiencing, only from time to time, and never intrusively. She felt safe and free.

Rebecca’s partner, whose hands never stopped
 touching her, used his hands to turn her back around from behind, and she smiled up at him.

The two began grinding together sensually to the beat while Lauren found herself watching in rapt attention. The large black man dwarfed her friend, and she saw his massive hands travel down the bare skin on Rebeca’s back, and then gently roll across her hips. Big hands mean only one thing,
 she recalled Rebecca telling back in college.
 They obviously knew each other, from the way she was laughing at his words and allowing him to touch her.

When her friend turned back around, Lauren seized the opportunity and pulled her in. “Who’s your friend?”

Rebecca shouted over the din of the music. “His name’s Carter. He’s a regular. We met a couple of months ago. Isn’t he gorgeous
?”

Lauren had to admit he was. And he had no shame about smiling at her as well, even though his hands were still all over her friend. Rebecca turned back to her male companion, and they resumed grinding together on the dance floor.

Lauren could see Carter was getting bolder as time passed, his hands venturing into more intimate areas. It was honestly very attractive to see a man just being obvious about what he was looking for. Unless the girl said no of course, which Rebecca obviously hadn’t the slightest inclination of doing.

Rebecca’s massive black man leaned in and whispered something in her ear, then his hand snaked around her back (in full view of Lauren), and he squeezed her ass. Lauren saw her friend giggle. Looking around, Rebecca held up a hand to Lauren to signify she was leaving the dance floor. Be right back,
 she mouthed.

Lauren shook her head no, trying to tell Rebecca not to leave her all alone on the dance floor, but her friend was already gone, being tugged willingly towards the back of the club by her dance partner.


Goddammit, Rebecca!
 Lauren knew her friend was often impulsive, so she shouldn’t worry, but she still felt slightly uneasy being left alone in the midst of all these strangers. She walked off the dance floor and stood beside the bar. Several men approached her during the few minutes she was standing there, and politely offered to buy her a drink.

It was incredible how much attention she was getting, and mostly it was supremely flattering. She politely declined on the drinks, however. She didn’t know the rules here, and she wanted Rebecca’s guidance so she wouldn’t make any social blunders, or agree to anything unknowingly.

After about ten minutes, she felt the need to find where Rebecca had gotten to. Strolling casually towards the back of the club (or rather she did her best to appear
 casual), she spotted a cordoned off hallway. There was nowhere else the couple could have gone since this section of the club was lightly populated, so after looking around carefully, Lauren ducked under the cordon.

She crept down a hallway obviously meant for staff use, heading towards the rear of the club. On her left she saw a door that was slightly ajar, labelled Staff Washroom
. The area along the walls was littered with cases of alcohol and boxes of other supplies.

Then she heard it. A loud, low groan that could only be one thing: a man enjoying some sort of sexual stimulation. And it was followed by a sigh that sounded exactly
 like Rebecca.

Nudging the door open a bit further, she gasped when she spied her friend, and what she was doing. Crouching on the floor, she was eagerly giving her big black man a blowjob. And what really took Lauren by surprise was the sheer size
 of his organ.

She couldn’t get over how big he was, easily several inches longer than Bill, and noticeably thicker as well. The dark cock was glistening under the lights with the saliva Rebecca was generously coating it with. As she crouched on the soiled floor in front of her partner, Lauren could see his hands pulling her hair. She wondered how it might feel to have something that big stroking past her lips. How it might smell and taste.

Her friend took only his head in, swirled her tongue around it, and then slid her lips down the shaft as far as she was able, which wasn’t very far. Rebecca was making little moaning noises in her throat that echoed around in the small room, providing a disharmonious counterpoint to the bass in the background. They were sounds of pure enjoyment.

She heard Rebecca’s partner talking to her in a deep voice. “Yeah, that’s it, white girl. Fucking suck
 that big black dick. I know how bad you want it. Little white girl loves
 her big black cock.”

Rebecca wasn’t resisting in the slightest, in fact she smiled as he forced his cock into her mouth harder and deeper, until she had to remove her lips with a gasp to catch her breath. And she was still smiling.

“Fuck yeah.” The man grunted. “You’re gonna take my big fucking load, aren’t you, little white slut?”

She heard Rebecca make a moan of affirmation, and then she saw her licking up the underside of his long shaft, before reversing course and taking him back into her mouth and drawing it in deep. As she did, the man gripped her hair again and started slowly thrusting into her mouth.

“Don’t you go anywhere.” The man’s grip tightened on Rebecca’s head, and she saw her friend struggling unsuccessfully to pull her mouth away for a few beats, so that Lauren feared she might need to intervene, but then she relaxed and began gulping fiercely while the black stud let out a roar of satisfaction. Oh my God, he’s just cum in her mouth!
 “Fucking that’s it
, baby! Take that fucking black cum down that sexy throat of yours. Yeah!
”

The scene was so raw, so intense, and so incredibly dirty that Lauren was shuddering in excitement just from witnessing it. And she felt herself wet. Incredibly wet! Imagining herself with a sweaty, unfamiliar cock in her own mouth stretching her lips, and then experiencing hot spurts of a man’s semen bypassing her lips, was something she never thought she would ever even think
 about. But now that she had witnessed it her mouth was dry, and she was dying
 to know what it was like.

His hands finally released Rebecca’s head, and she gulped in air with a desperate gasp!
 then kept on gasping for a while. But the smile on her face, and a drop of white fluid clinging to the corner of her mouth, made Lauren go wide-eyed yet again.

The massive man pulled Rebecca to her feet, and he kissed her while he squeezed her breasts through the thin dress. That’s when Lauren noticed for the first time that Rebecca clearly wasn’t wearing any underwear, although she couldn’t recall whether or not she had arrived wearing any. “That was great, baby. Your mouth always takes such good care of me.” Lauren saw Rebecca’s knees buckle as he manhandled her and easily prevented from falling.

Lauren stepped away from the door just as another black man appeared, walking towards it. He glanced at Lauren with a knowing smile, and then knocked rapidly. “You guys done in there?” he asked loudly.

The door opened and Rebecca’s black man walked out, pulling her by the hand. “We’re done, brother. All yours.” The two men exchanged smiles.

Incredulous, Lauren stood in the hallway as Rebecca spied her, and let go of her man’s hand so she could join her.

Lauren decided she needed to know more about what she had just witnessed, so lowering her voice, she asked, “Holy shit, Becca. What were you doing? I mean I could see it was an intense blowjob, but why?”

“The intensity was
 why. Isn’t he spectacular? I told you, these guys are something else!”

“You just blew him kneeling on the floor of a filthy bathroom!?” Lauren hissed into her ear.

“And you just watched me do it. Didn’t you? Did you see
 how big his dick is? Doesn’t it just make you crazy
 to imagine yourself doing what I did?”

Lauren knew where this was going, and she then realized the entire evening had been some kind of setup. Rebecca was trying to entice her into such a horny state, that she would want to be her partner in crime on nights like this, so that perhaps side by side, they could give men blowjobs together, and perhaps even do much more!

And Rebecca wasn’t entirely misguided about that possibility, for by now Lauren was completely turned on. Watching her close friend and a complete stranger in the throes of sexual adventuring, had her libido primed and ready for anything.

But she was still a married woman. She wondered if Bill would still be awake when she got home, and whether he would even be willing to have a go at satisfying her.

The two friends resumed dancing together, and continued until Lauren was becoming exhausted. It wasn’t only from the exertions of dancing or even primarily that, it was mainly from dealing with the multiple men who approached the pair and started touching them. Hands roamed around Rebecca and Lauren’s waists and hips. Some men coasted their hands up their bodies to cup and squeeze Lauren’s or Rebecca’s breasts if they were particularly brave.

She had to push some men away more than once, but she wasn’t especially diligent about doing so, and she always did it with a wry, apologetic smile. It was hot to know the two of them were desired so much, especially by these gorgeous dark men surrounding them.

By the time Rebecca signaled that they should leave Lauren was buzzing with desire and completely turned on. She had managed to bat aside every approach, even though by the time the evening had ended she almost didn’t want to. Rebecca didn’t engage any more with any of the other men either, obviously having saved herself for the man Lauren had watched her with.

During the drive home, Rebecca remarked, “You know, Carter asked me about you.”

“Is that… the guy you were with?” Lauren recalled the massive size of the man Rebecca had serviced in the bathroom.

“He’s such a stud. And let me tell you, he’s incredible
 in bed. So sexy.”

“You’ve had sex with him?”

Rebecca laughed. “I wouldn’t even call it having
 sex. He’s fucked me. As in just thrown me down on a couch and fucked
 me! It was in an office upstairs once. And then he’s also had me over to his place a few times.”

Lauren shivered. She had wondered how her friend had succumbed to the pleasures of darker men. But now that she had witnessed first-hand the incredible difference between the man she had sucked off tonight and her husband Bill, she could fully understand the attraction.

“So is he like… your boyfriend?”

Rebecca laughed. “Oh my God, no. I know it makes me sound like a slut, but I just enjoy having different guys once in a while. Like friends with benefits, you know? Except this is acquaintances with massive
 benefits. Once you’ve experienced a really well hung black guy, it’s hard to consider bothering with anyone else.”

“Jesus, Becca. Just be careful.”

“Oh, Lauren. Always the cautious one,” she giggled. “Judging from what you’ve telling me for months and  months, you need to get some excitement in your
 life too. And Carter would be just the ticket.”

“I’m not going to cheat on Bill.”

“Okay, I can respect that. But it’s not cheating if he knows about it, especially if he knows beforehand.”

“What do you mean?” Lauren’s ears perked up. What on earth was she talking about?

“Listen, no offense, but I get the impression Bill is a bit of a…wimp?” She grimaced apologetically when she said that, but Lauren couldn’t honestly disagree.

“Lately he pretty much has
 been. I think that’s why I’m trying to revitalize myself a bit. But he’s still a wonderful husband in many ways.”

“There are lots of wonderful husbands out there, but who aren’t all that great in the sack. But some couples manage to come to arrangements that allow each other to have some fun outside of their marriage.”

“Like an open relationship?”

“Exactly. In fact, I’ve even heard that some husband are into it. Like just knowing about their wife being with someone else turns some of them on, but others go even further, finding it exciting for their wives to give them blow by blow descriptions when they return home. A few brave souls, who are either into humiliation or just love cheering their wives on, even like to go along and watch.”

Lauren had heard about arrangements like Rebecca was describing, she had just never thought in a million years she might contemplate having an agreement with Bill like that.

“So all I’m saying is you could maybe test the waters. If Bill seems receptive, then expand on the subject, and once you learn what activities Bill will and won’t consider acceptable, you can just remain within the boundaries you two agree on, and you can have fun with nothing to worry about.”

“How the hell would I even begin
 a conversation like that?”

“Not something I have to worry about.” Rebecca laughed. “But just drop a couple of hints, and see how he responds. If you like, you can tell him as much or as little you decide about what you watched me
 doing tonight… you have my full permission to do so, if you don’t mind Bill looking at me with different eyes, going forward. After all, you have nothing to lose, and one or more nice big black men to gain.”

Lauren knew she was right. And the way she felt after having all those strange men touch her told her that she had a need that something had to be done about.


CHAPTER TWO

She walked into the house, still feeling slightly tipsy from the alcohol and her lustful thoughts of Carter. It was quiet and the lights were off, which meant that Bill had chosen not to wait up for her. Walking upstairs to the bedroom, she saw his body under the sheets, facing away from the door.

The problem was that she was horny. Really
 horny. Picturing a massive man touching her body and forcing her to her knees, like she had witnessed at the club, had her trembling with need. The need to feel some pleasure, or at least give some to someone else.

Bill, it’s your lucky night.

Sliding her dress over her head, she let it drop to the floor, and in the moonlight she saw her almost naked body in the mirror. Taking her panties off was a relief, due to them being stuck to her damp crotch ever since she had watched Carter and Rebecca together.

After disposing of her bra, she climbed onto the bed naked, following her impulse to give Bill something he hadn’t experienced in a long time.

He groaned as she pulled the covers off of him. His pyjama pants were always easily adjusted, and without any hesitation she grabbed his elastic waistband and pulled them down. As he tensed, almost appearing to be in shock, she grabbed his soft cock and quickly slid it into her mouth. Her tongue slid up and down his shaft, and she felt it start to grow in her mouth.

“Mmm… Lauren… what…?” She continued sucking and licking, feeling almost urgently that she needed to show both Bill and herself that she could please a man just like her friend had done earlier in the evening.

Within a few moments Bill was panting, and his cock had achieved full hardness. His hand went to her head like it always used to, and she loved feeling his fingers in her hair one again, as she pleasured him.

“Ooh… wow, that feels really good!”
 Bill exclaimed. His erection was solid as a rock, but somehow, now that Lauren had seen one as big as she had, it seemed almost… well… small.
 She had always considered her husband average, and he knew how to use it when he was in the mood, but now she knew that men existed who could dwarf him in the package department, and she knew where to find them.

She was a tad insecure though, so she wanted to know she was just as good at what she was doing to her husband, as Rebecca had been while performing with Carter earlier that evening.

Taking him all the way down, she felt his shorter length almost reaching her throat, but he wasn’t quite long enough. Which was disappointing in one respect, but it also meant she had no difficulty in taking all of him into her mouth, something that men really liked.

Wrapping her lips firmly around his shaft, she sucked hard and slid them slowly away. Closing her eyes, she imagined this was Carter’s thick black staff gliding between her lips, although it was a stretch, because of the size disparity.

“Jesus, Lauren… what’s going on…” his hips began to quiver. She knew he wouldn’t last long, so she backed off her suction slightly, squeezing the base of his cock. “Holy… oh, wow…” he sighed, as he started panting for breath. Diving back down once she felt him relax, she ran her tongue up the bottom of his shaft, and then sucked hard on the head.

“Holy… oh my GOD… oh SHIT!” Bill cried out, and without warning, he ejaculated hard into her mouth, his salty seed splattering onto her tongue. Completely the opposite of what she normally did, Lauren swallowed it right down her throat.

“Jesus fucking Christ… oh wow…” Bill continued gasping. Lauren felt a certain satisfaction that she had given him such a massive orgasm.

The problem was, the itch she still felt wouldn’t be satiated by him; he was obviously done for the night. And besides, all she could think about was large, powerful black hands on her body, or feeling a massive rigid rod rubbing against her ass, and what it might be like to have many hands and thick lips devouring her. It was impossible to set aside her lurid thoughts, although they would come in handy once she had a chance to slip away for some alone time.

What have I gotten myself into?

Bill rolled over with a groan and turned on the bedside lamp. He was breathing hard and stared at Lauren with incredulous eyes. 

“Holy crap, babe. What the hell was that
 all about?”

How typical. Instead of saying or doing anything affectionate, or making any attempt at all to reciprocate perish the thought, Bill sounded almost upset because he had sucked him off better than she had done in years.

“What do you mean? I thought you’d enjoy a nice blowjob.”

“Well, I did. But you just came home from a nightclub all horned up and crazy, so I have to wonder what you were doing all night.”

Her libido instantly deflated. But she saw a possible opportunity to do exactly what Rebecca had suggested. “We danced and we had a few drinks. It was actually lots of fun.”

“And? What got you all fired up?”

“Well, it’s not like the guys weren’t paying any attention to me. I mean, I look pretty good for my age.”

“So were guys trying to pick you up?”

This was an opening, that was for sure. But if she admitted to anything and he got jealous, the whole idea of getting him to approve of other men turning her on, would go up in smoke. “Maybe. I didn’t need to pay for a single drink all night.”

His eyebrows furrowed. “So men were buying you drinks. Did you dance with any of them?”

“Maybe one or two.” She was searching within his eyes for any sign of his being okay with it or not, or that maybe he was even turned on by it or not. But Lauren saw no indication in either direction.

“Whatever happened to the words yes and no? Why do you keep saying maybe?”

That was it! Lauren had had enough. She felt her temper lash out like it had earlier when her husband was making digs at her outfit and Rebecca. “Okay, Bill. Yes, I got flirted with. Yes, sometimes I flirted back. Yes, guys bought me drinks. Yes, Rebecca even made out with one of them. Does that
 satisfy your curiosity?”

He snorted. “Doesn’t surprise me.”

“What’s that
 supposed to mean?”

“I mean Rebecca would make out with any
 random guy at a club.”

That low blow made Lauren even angrier. “And what if I
 did?”

His eyes went wide. “What do you mean?”

“I mean what if I
 made out with some random guy at a club? You and I haven’t made out in over a year! Do you seriously think I’m willing to go through life
 like this?” The words just spilled out, her anger fueling them.

“I… I didn’t mean… that is, I meant…” he was flustered, and he had lost his angry expression. Good; maybe this is progress.
 But that didn’t mean she should let up on him, at least not yet.

“Listen, bud. If you don’t want to have any fun, that’s just fine with me; it’s your loss. But I’m
 going to enjoy myself, and you can just deal with it.” Her anger subsided slightly as his expression softened. “Which probably means I’m going to come home horny and give you blowjobs, which unlike tonight, you should
 be really happy about.”

Abruptly his expression changed, and he broke out laughing.

Lauren gaped at him. “What’s so funny?”

“I guess it’s pretty stupid for me to get all upset and complainy about you coming home to me all horny and eager to suck my dick, that’s all.”

Even though she was still frustrated, Lauren couldn’t help but see the humour in his appraisal of the situation. “Exactly. So let me go have my fun, and then you get to reap the rewards when I come home. Deal? No more snide comments?”

“Fine.” And she could detect no sarcasm there, so it really was fine.

This was the first inkling Lauren had gotten in a while that the timbre of their relationship might be changing in a positive direction. And it was because she had talked about flirting with, and hinted about, making out with other men. Maybe this will be a way of changing things for the better.


Sliding a nightshirt over her head in preparation for sleep, she watched as Bill stared at her body, as if he was thinking about something. But he didn’t say a word.

That night while she slept, she dreamed about gorgeous black men. Except this time she was the one kneeling in the filthy bathroom with a big black cock sliding past her lips. And she was loving every moment of it.


CHAPTER THREE

“You and Rebecca are going to that same place again?”

“Yes, we had lots of fun last time.”

“Yeah, fun getting flirted with.” It was said with a tinge of sarcasm, which made Lauren angry.

“Yes. Men like to flirt with me. I enjoy them doing it. There was a man in my past who used to enjoy flirting with me. Maybe he’s forgotten how?”

His eyes dropped again, indicating she had struck home, but that he had no reply to offer.

She smoothed her dress, turning back to the mirror. After their discussion following her being out with Rebecca last week, which had appeared at the time to be fruitful, she had hoped Bill’s attitude might have changed.

Truthfully, she was very nervous about the night ahead. Rebecca had been hinting all week about their next visit to the club, and how Carter was dying to introduce himself to her. He was the man she had witnessed Rebecca with in the bathroom. And Rebecca’s hints about his wanting to meet her meant he was interested in more than just dancing.

The dress she was wearing tonight was chosen intentionally. It was similar to the one she wore the week before, but this time it was even tighter to show off her butt, and the heels were an inch higher as well. If Carter wanted to meet her, then she figured she might as well show off what she had to offer.

In a similar replay to the last time, she walked out to the living room where Bill sat watching television. Except that this time he looked her up and down, and she could see he wanted to say something.

“I’ll be home later, dear. Don’t bother waiting up.”

He finally spoke. “Are you going to come home like you did last time?” Its meaning was veiled, but the question was intended to learn two things. Was she going to flirt with other men? And was he going to get some action as a result?

“I hope so.” The words slipped out before she realized she was all but admitting to going out hoping for other men to flirt with her and try to seduce her. His eyes dropped.

Before anything further could be said, Rebecca’s horn tooted from outside, and Lauren walked to the door. She hesitated, wanting to say something to reassure Bill that no matter what happened, she would be coming home to him, but she couldn’t think of anything.

“Good night,” Bill said, and quickly turned away.


I hope so,
 she thought.


She climbed into the car and Rebecca gave her a wry look. “Did you guys fight like last time?”

“Not…exactly. But he’s definitely not happy either. I honestly have no idea what’s going through his head right now.”

“You told me that things went okay after last time, right?” Lauren nodded. She had told Rebecca all about her conversation with Bill. But there was still so much that hadn’t been said.

“They went okay. I just don’t even want to think about it. Let’s just have some fun.”

“Oh, let me tell you about fun. Its’ name is Carter and he can’t wait to meet you.” Rebecca giggled. “And considering your mood, I have a feeling that it’s going to be an awesome night for both of you.”

Lauren was about to rebuke her again and claim that she wasn’t going to do anything, but for some reason she bit her tongue. All week she had thought about having a gorgeous black man with his hands all over her body. And possibly doing even more like Rebecca had the week before. She had even masturbated twice thinking about it and her libido was fired up and ready.

The two women walked into the club like they owned it, just like the previous time. It almost felt like déjà vu . A quick drink, a downed shot, and then Rebecca smiled and poked Lauren in the side. “He’s already here. And he’s staring at you.”

Lauren followed her friend’s eyes and saw Carter standing at the end of the bar smiling at them. He raised a glass, and beckoned for them to approach him.

Right away Lauren wanted to do what he wanted, and the subtle way he asserted himself with such confidence was a potent aphrodisiac. Rebecca led her over to him by the hand rather obsequiously, and then silently turned and walked away, making it appear rather like she had just presented her friend at court. Lauren resisted a sudden urge to curtsey.

“Hey Lauren. I’m Carter.” His extended hand enveloped hers completely. After shaking gently, he let her go, but then he placed the hand on her hip, where he left it. Lauren tensed up, but she didn’t push him away. “Rebecca says you two are really good friends.” Then he leaned in extremely close. She could feel his breath hot on her ear, making her shiver. “I’d like to be friends with you, too.”

Her legs almost buckled at his words. Dripping with sexual innuendo, she felt they were transferring a conduit of energy straight into her pussy. He gave her a smile, and even though she was trembling, Lauren managed to return one. The huge guy was just so damned confident.


“Thanks. How did you guys meet each other?”

He grinned again. “I’d seen her around. And I thought she was sexy, just like you. And when I see a sexy woman I want to know better, I just introduce myself.”

“That sounds awfully cocky, don’t you think?”

“Well, I figure I have nothing to lose. Sexy women are a weakness for me; especially sexy white women. And if you don’t ask, the answer is always
 no.”

Lauren felt herself trembling again. It was obvious what his agenda was, and he was wasting absolutely no time in establishing that he wanted her. Which she found thrilling.

“You’re in good shape.” His hands drifted down her waist, just barely grazing the top of her ass. “And this dress is killer.”

“Thank you.” Lauren was almost speechless. She had never met a man who took control of a situation so easily, and without asking permission.

“Let’s go dance for a bit.” Without waiting for an answer, he simply took her hand and led her to the dance floor. He hadn’t made a request, he had issued her a command, which just made Lauren even hotter for this man, who was now swaying only inches away from her on a crowded dance floor.

She saw Rebecca across the floor near the bar giving her a big smile and a thumbs up. Her waist too had another man’s hands around it, and the two of them were swaying to the music as they people-watched around the dance floor.

Once Carter’s hands were in control of her waist, Lauren stopped noticing anything but the gorgeous man in front of her. He was the perfect lothario, twirling her around, grinding his hips against her from behind, and squeezing her ass through the short dress. She could smell his sweaty scent mingled with his cologne, which wafted away any inhibitions she might have had.

Every now and then he would lean in closer without speaking, using his hands to probe around her body. His hand would slide down and cup her ass cheek, and then just as she was beginning to tense up, he would move it away. He would pull her into his body enough for her to feel a hardness pushing against her crotch, rub a bit, and then guide her back away.

By the time a few songs had played, Lauren was almost climbing the walls. She could feel her panties soaking wet between her legs, and her nipples were hard as rocks. Carter was becoming bolder as time passed.

Now when he touched her ass, he gently squeezed it. His hands slid up her waist and grazed across the bottoms of her breasts. Now when he turned her around, there was no doubt he was hard under his pants. His lips grazed her neck more than once.

She was so incredibly turned on, knowing such a sexy man wanted her
. And the way he was seducing her made it seem as if it was only the two of them in the room, even though they were surrounded by other potential dance partners for him. Her panting breath was coming hard and fast.

Finally she felt his lips graze her ear. “Come with me, baby. There’s a room we can go to. We can be alone, if you want.” His breath was hot in her ear, and she could smell his primal scent.

She glanced over at Rebecca, who looked at her and smiled, waving her hand, urging her off the dance floor. Turning back around, she looked into Carter’s eyes, and all they held was a confident expectation she would agree.

“Okay, let’s go,” she said into his ear. Carter took her hand, once again dwarfing it in his, and started leading her off the dance floor. A couple men fist bumped him as he walked by, as if he was leaving with a trophy. Then she realized she actually was
 a trophy!

A white woman was like candy to these men, especially a pretty one like she was, and it made her feel even more excited, once she realized that. Instead of leading her to the back of the club like he had Rebecca last week, Carter went into a different area, close to the bar.

He led her to a flight of stairs where there was a bouncer stationed, and he quickly motioned the uniformed man aside, ordering her, “Up here.”

As he motioned her in front of him and she led their ascent, Lauren could feel his eyes boring into her ass all the way up two flights of stairs. The music from below became muted. He directed her towards a door that had a sign reading Management Only.


She stopped. “You’re the manager?”

“Hell, no,” he smiled. “But he lets me use his office whenever I want to. You know, when I need some privacy.”

Lauren was becoming nervous. She was all alone with this man. Even Rebecca didn’t know where she was, and if she went looking for her, likely the bouncer at the bottom of the stairs would deny she was up here. Carter could do anything he liked to her, and nobody would ever know. And that potential danger, only made it even more exciting that she was about to accompany him into the manager’s office. Her heart was pounding, and her panties were beyond soaked.

The office, as she walked inside, was small and cramped. There was a large black desk dominating the space, and an ancient tan loveseat with barely enough space between it and the desk them to squeeze between. Papers covered the desk, that also held a computer, and behind it on the wall were several security monitors. The loveseat was threadbare, with several pieces of duct tape holding it together.

Once they were both inside, Carter shut the door, and she heard the lock engage. Her adrenaline kicked into overdrive. I’m trapped in her with a large hulking black man, who isn’t going to take no for an answer.
 But the incredible thing was, she wanted
 him to be aggressive. To claim her like her husband never could, the wimp.

“Alone at last.” Carter grabbed her shoulders and spun her around, his mouth quickly mashing down against hers, as he held her chin in a strong thumb-and-forefinger grip. Lauren’s knees almost buckled from the intensity of his lips and tongue invading her mouth with obvious ease. His other hand twined into her hair and pulled hard on it, mashing their lips together even harder. He growled primally from deep in his larynx.

Once the kiss broke, his hands began wandering down her tight dress. “God damn! You sexy fucking white girls get me so fucking hot! Especially you married ones.”

“What? How do you know I’m married?”

He laughed. “Come on. First of all, there’s a tan line on your ring finger. Second of all, the only reason white women come here is because they want some black meat. Just like your little friend down there, who’s probably back in the bathroom right now with one of my friends, doing what she does so well.”

His hands slid to the hem of her dress and started lifting it up. Lauren shivered as it went past her upper thighs, exposing her soaked panties. Carter smiled. His hand slid between her legs, and she gasped as he cupped her dripping wet sex. “See? You girls are always fucking dripping for me. I know what you want.”

“Yeah? And what’s that?” Lauren tried to make her voice sound confident, and not tremble like the rest of her body.

“You want this
.” He grabbed her hand roughly, and brought it to the front of his pants. She felt a massive hardness there that extended in a length she could scarcely comprehend. It seemed his cock was even longer than she remembered from last week with Rebecca. “You want my big black dick. Because your little white hubby doesn’t have one anything like mine.”

The cocky arrogance was turning her on even more. If only Bill had ever had any confidence or assertiveness. Meaning she always had to be the one to stand up for them in any kind of altercation; either that, or he just ignored anything that was happening around them until they both suffered the consequences.

“But first, I want to taste this delicious white pussy. Get over here.” Carter grabbed Lauren by the upper arms and effortlessly lifted her off the floor. She squealed at his strength, and quickly found herself sitting on the desk.

His mouth found hers again, and he stepped between her legs, pushing them apart with one of his hands. The same hand then reached under her dress and found the edge of her panties.

Holy shit! He’s about to take my panties off. I’m totally alone with this strange black man, and he’s taking my clothes off. And I want him to!

With a slow, steady pull, she felt the thin fabric slide down her legs, and then her sticky pussy was bare beneath her short dress. Carter slid her panties completely off her legs, and brought them to his nose, inhaling. “Damn… I love that smell of sexy white-girl. He tucked them into his pocket, probably to keep.

Lauren parted her legs even wider, as his mouth found hers again. His thick lips were such a contrast to her husband’s, and his tongue was thick as well. As he moved his pelvis forward, she could feel how hard he was, and how massive the bulge was, pressing against her bare crotch.

Instead of unzipping his pants, Carter broke the kiss and dropped to his knees. Oh my God… he’s about to go down on me!
 She was happy she had shaved that afternoon. His lips kissed her inner thigh, and he inhaled again. “Goddamn…look at that.”

There was nothing particularly unusual down there to see… only a cleanly shaved and very wet pussy… so he could only be exclaiming like that because he found her beautiful. He was simply admiring her. Me!
 She could feel the bass from two flights down vibrating lightly beneath her through the desk.

When his tongue touched her wet lips, Lauren gasped at the sensation. With gentle pressure, he trailed his tongue up one side of her wetness and back down the other, tracing an excruciatingly slow oval circuit around and around. His low grunts and moans only added to the vibrations she was already feeling.

He was downright feasting
 on her, and every lick and suck of his large tongue and lips sent shivers up her body. His powerful hands kneaded her thighs, while he thoroughly explored every fold of her. It was incredible! Then he stood up, and his lips merged with hers again. She eagerly accepted his lips and tongue, and tasted her juices all over them.

Then she felt his fingers probing at her wetness. “You going to cum for me, sexy white girl?” It was phrased as a question, but Lauren knew it was meant as another command. As she moaned in response, his fingers penetrated her, not just one, but two thick digits, and the sensation was explosive. His fingers were large and fat enough, that it felt like she was getting fucked.

“Mmmph!” she gasped into his mouth, and even though his lips had hers enveloped, she felt him smile. Without any holding back, his fingers started pumping into her depths, making wet smacking noises, and sending shockwaves through her body.

He broke the kiss, but kept the fast fingers moving inside her. “You like my fingers? Wait until you feel my cock, baby… but I want my sexy white girl to fucking cum first…” Words were words, but Lauren couldn’t believe
 what he was doing to her!

Using only two fingers, he had her ready to explode. And she was eagerly accepting those fingers, which all by themselves were fucking her better than her husband had done in years. She closed her eyes and allowed the spasms to build higher and higher. “Oh… oh my God… yes, please… fucking make me cum…”

His fingers steadily penetrated her, and she could hear her pussy making sloppy wet sounds. As she crested she cried out loudly, allowing a hard sweep of intense pleasure to slam into her body.

Lauren grabbed the desk and threw her head back, crying out with a scream she wasn’t expecting. Her slit clenched his fingers, while her juices ran down his hand.

“Fucking delicious.” Carter said with a smile. He slid his fingers out of her and raised them to his lips, licking her white cream off of them. “That was good, baby.”

Lauren lay on the desk panting, suddenly coming to the realization that she had just let a stranger finger fuck her married body to an incredible orgasm in a sketchy office. In a nightclub. Making her so incredibly turned on!

Carter stepped back and undid his pants. Lauren looked with fervent anticipation at the massive bulge in his tight briefs and shuddered, remembering how big it was.

“Wait.” She managed to squeak. “I can’t.”

“Can’t what? Can’t suck my big dick? Why do you think you’re here, baby?” He pulled his shorts down, and suddenly his big black cock was only a foot away from her spread legs.

If he just took a single step forward, he could plunge into her with a single stroke and take her, and nobody would be able to stop him. Lauren felt incredibly vulnerable and naughty. But yet again, the risk made it hot.

Instead of doing what she anticipated, Carter closed Lauren’s legs and pulled her off the desk to stand in front of him. Now she was inches away from him, and he grabbed her hand, wrapping it around his erection. “Feel that? So big, thick and hard? That’s all because of your sexy body, girl.”

Lauren couldn’t help herself; she gripped it, marveling at how her hand could barely reach around his girth. It made her pussy tingle with anticipation.

“Now I’m going to sit down, and you’re going to suck this big dick. Just like your sexy friend Rebecca does. I bet you’re way better at it than she is.”

He leaned down and kissed her again, his thick lips engulfing hers, and his tongue invading her mouth again. Lauren could taste her own scent all over his face.

“I never fuck my white girls the first time. Gotta see if you can give and take first. But next time you’re definitely going to have my big dick fucking you.”

Lauren couldn’t take her hand off this gigantic thick shaft. She was eager to keep feeling it, and if Carter had wanted to right now, she knew she would
 have opened her legs without hesitation and let him fuck her. But fortunately, that wasn’t what he wanted from her tonight. “Now it’s your turn on your knees. Let me see that sexy white-girl mouth around that big dick, yeah?”

He sat down on the threadbare couch. It creaked loudly at his bulk. When his legs parted, they created just enough room for Lauren to kneel between his muscular legs. Spreading them wide, she saw his thick shaft draped over one thigh, and his massive, swollen balls suspended below it.

Lauren couldn’t keep herself from obeying. Without words, she squeezed herself into the confined space between desk, couch, and Carter. She felt her legs shaking, and she knew she wouldn’t be able to stop trembling until she got off her feet. One knee touched the floor.

It was sticky with sticky residue and dirt, and when her other knee joined it she felt a flash of discomfort, although she stopped trembling. And then her focus went straight to the immense black dick right in front of her face. Carter had a massive smile when she took him in her hand again, this time with her mouth only inches from the head.

“Good little white girl. Now show me what you can do for me.”

She slid the head between her lips, stretching them with its circumference, and she tasted him for the first time. His skin was salty, but delicious. Her ears were ringing from the stretch of opening her jaw far wider than she was used to with Bill. She sucked on the head, and then attempted to take some of his shaft as well between her lips. “That’s it, baby… fucking suck
 that big black dick,” Carter sighed.

It was almost impossible to keep him in her mouth for long, so she frequently slid him out, and instead, licked his shaft while she stroked him. The intense need to pleasure him, to prove to this sexy black man she was worthy of his attention and lust, was driving her to new heights. Her entire world slipped into a place where all she wanted, was to feel him pulsing inside her mouth.

The next time she opened her mouth and slid him inside a little way, he grabbed her hair, that was already slick with her sweat. Pushing his hips up, she felt him go deeper, until he was just grazing the back of her throat and making her choke.

A sudden panic from being unable to breathe around his thick member, made her adrenaline pump and her heart beat even faster, sending a conduit of excitement, both pleasurable and non-pleasurable, through her body. Carter held her in place for a beat or two longer than she wanted him to.

Once he let her go, she urgently pushed herself away and loudly gasped in a huge
 breath! As she took half a minute to recover her normal breathing, she noticed a strand of her saliva, thick and wet, bridging from his head to her mouth. “Almost, baby… almost got that big dick into your throat, and once you get that far, it’ll be easy. You’re doing fucking great!”

His assessment and reassurance were issued like a challenge, and Lauren was so consumed with lust, she wanted to see if she could actually do it. Taking him deep past her lips again, this time she forced herself down hard and deep, feeling the tightness in her throat, feeling it relax around the invader, and then feeling his head slipping slightly past the constricted opening. As she continued trying to relax, his hips flexed, and he fucked past her throat with a short, choppy stroke.

“Holy shit… fuck yeah, white girl. Fucking yes
.
” he shouted with a growl. Pulling herself off, she grabbed his head between her lips, and started sucking hard. His thick cock swelled, and he started thrusting again, this time faster, all the way in and out of her mouth.


He’s going to cum in my mouth! And make me swallow it!
 She felt his hands tighten in her hair, no doubt anticipating she would try to eject his cock. But he needn’t have bothered, she was eager
 to feel his massive member pulse, and release its seed down her throat in response to her oral skills.

Carter started to grunt, and then he let out a loud, low-pitched growl. The shaft flexed inside her mouth, and she felt a stream spurt out of it, immediately coating her tongue and the insides of her cheeks.

Swallowing quickly, not wanting to lose any, she felt another large shot of man cream, and every time he pulsed, he gasped again and she swallowed again. Finally, after several more pumps into her mouth, he withdrew with a loud groan.

“Fuck… that was fucking great
, baby! Your white husband know you can suck dick like that?”

Lauren couldn’t help but smile with delight. I did a good job! He liked it!
 “You just went to the top of my list for blowjobs. You’re even better than Rebecca.”


Jesus! Rebecca!
 Lauren realized that while she was upstairs with Carter, having de

parted without leaving a clue as to where she had gone, her friend might be searching for her. “Rebecca? We need to get back downstairs. She might be looking for me.”

Carter laughed. “Relax! She knows exactly
 where you are. She’s the one who set us up, remember? You wanted to sample some big black cock, and that’s exactly what you got. So no matter how
 long it takes you to get back downstairs, she’s just going to congratulate the shit out of you.”

Lauren suddenly felt a cold shiver. It was true. She had
 wanted to experience something exotic and different and forbidden.

But she was still married. So the problem now, or at least one of them, was that now she had experienced Carter, how was she possibly
 going to go home and be the least bit satisfied with Bill? Especially since Bill wouldn’t be providing any of the passion or the lust Carter had just given her, even though they hadn’t even had actual sex. Carter made her feel sexy just by looking at her. He worshiped her body. Those weren’t offerings she was prepared just to forget about.

“All right, let’s get you back downstairs. But as you’ve probably guessed, I’m keeping these.” He pulled out her panties and inhaled through them again. “Fucking fantastic!”

Lauren suddenly came back into reality as the sound of the music downstairs swelled once the door to the hall was opened. She pulled her dress back down, that had been up around her waist.

Her mouth was still full of the salty residue of a near stranger’s ejaculation. And now she had to find her friend, and eventually go home to her husband, who would expect to hear all about her night. In response to which, his response would be frighteningly unpredictable.

Carter took her hand. “That was really great, baby. God, you’re so sexy.” He just oozed confidence and charisma, and made it seem as if what had just happened between them was completely natural. Like he had done it a hundred times before. Which he probably has.
 Leading her by the hand, he led her back to the stairs and back down into the throbbing music.

They found Rebecca talking to another man at the bar, and her friend smiled as she saw Lauren and Carter walking hand in hand towards her. He handed Lauren over to her friend and then leaned in to her, giving her a quick peck on the cheek. “I’ll see you again soon.” Her body shivered at the idea of what might happen the next time she saw him.

Carter leaned down and said something in Rebecca’s ear, and she looked at Lauren with a smile. Then without even looking at Lauren again, he walked into the crowd and vanished as if he had never existed.

“What did he say to you?” Lauren asked.

“He said you passed the test. And that he wants me to give you his number. Does that mean what I think it means?” Rebecca had a wide grin on her face. Lauren had to blush. “Oh my GOD! It does! Did you…”

“Stop!” Lauren said quickly. “No details.”

Rebecca kept the grin on her face. “No worries, I know exactly what he’s like. And…” her voice dropped lower, even though the loud music still surrounded them, “Your secret is safe with me. But you should definitely call him.”

“Have you ever… like been on a date with him?”

“If by date you mean flowers and dinner and a long conversation, then hell
 no. But if you mean did he invite me over to his house and fuck the shit out of me a few times, then absolutely. And trust me, that guy is absolutely a stud in bed. He’s made me… well… do things I would never
 normally do.” Lauren wondered what that meant. She had a few ideas.

“But he told me he wants to see you again, so that must mean you impressed him with your oral skills. Which I know, because that’s always the drill the first time he’s with a woman. And your face is still clean, so you must have swallowed him right down. And… I’m sorry, you said no details, so I’ll leave it at that.”

Lauren couldn’t help but blush. Knowing that a man, who had obviously done the rounds with many of the women at this club, wanted to see her again, was almost like winning a prize fight over many contenders.

Now it was a matter of dealing with her husband sitting at home. Lauren knew she had gone way too far, but her exhilaration and excitement were too extreme for her to forget. All she wanted was another session with this big black stud. Even just thinking
 about Carters’ massive penis penetrating her, made her crazy.

So now she had to figure out how not only to break the news to Bill, but to get him to agree that her extracurricular lifestyle was a new phase of their marriage they could both deal with. Rebecca had suggested a “don’t ask, don’t tell” approach, but that wasn’t Lauren’s style. She wanted to deal with the situation head on, and that required at least one difficult conversation, starting tonight.

Carter didn’t approach her again that night, obviously having enjoyed her and moved on. Not that she was looking for any type of relationship, but it made her feel slightly used. And that was actually hotter than she realized.

Unlike the other time she returned home, this time she walked into the house and found Bill in the living room, the television tuned to a documentary. He turned and stared at her with apprehensive eyes.

“What happened to your knees?” Lauren looked down, and her body went rigid when she realized that both knees had messy dark stains on them, from when she was kneeling on the soiled office floor. With everything else going on, she hadn’t noticed.

“I… fell down on the dance floor.”

Bill nodded.

Lauren blanched inside, kicking herself for not just coming out and confessing what she had done, and consequences be damned.

“Are you okay? That looks pretty nasty.”

“I’m fine… I’ll just go shower and clean up.”

The hot water cascaded over her naked body, and Lauren replayed exactly what had happened to her knees. Her body did too. As she washed them off, she could concentrate only on the smell and taste… plus the sheer size
 of Carter’s thickness in her mouth, almost choking her. It was all she could do not to masturbate in the shower from replaying it over and over. Her pussy lips still felt the effects of his tongue, and the way he had made her orgasm so hard.

And now came the unavoidable dilemma. What was she going to say? What was she going to do? Things had gone too far to turn back. Or had they? She knew she could get Carter’s number and contact him, but then what? Carter had made it very clear what he wanted. Her. To fuck her until she couldn’t even walk
 afterwards. And that was all
 he probably wanted. But maybe it was all she wanted, as well.

Wrapping a towel around her naked body, she walked into the bedroom and found Bill already in bed, turned away from her with his head on the pillow. He had initiated no conversation at all since she had returned, beyond asking about her knees. And for that, Lauren was actually thankful. There was nothing she wanted to tell him right now, nothing that couldn’t wait until she had processed it somewhat, since Bill wasn’t asking any questions, and she was exhausted. So simply dropping the damp towel on the (thankfully nice and clean) floor, she slid between the sheets.

She dropped off quickly, not even caring that she was naked. Her mouth could still feel Carter’s thickness, and how it had stretched her out.


CHAPTER FOUR

The morning light streamed in through the bedroom window. It was obviously later than normal, but the extra sleep was definitely welcome. Lauren rolled over and realized she was naked under the sheets. Bill was still in bed next to her, and he stirred.

It was almost comforting. Replaying the illicit activities of the night before in her mind, as soon as Lauren thought about Carter’s big hands on her body and the way his tongue had felt inside her pussy, she started getting horny. And Bill once again, was going to be the lucky recipient of her ardour.

She rolled over and pushed her naked body back into his, grinding her bare ass against his hips.

He responded quickly. “Mmm…we haven’t woken up together with you naked in a long time. Were you horny again from all those guys trying to pick you up last night?”

She felt his arm wrap around her and cup a breast, his fingers finding her hard nipple and teasing it. His touch was tentative.

After relating to Carter with all his extraordinary attributes last night, she almost just rolled away and denied Bill, but lucky for him, she was still horny.

“Do you… want…” His hand continued rubbing her breast, and the other moved to her naked ass, gently caressing it.

“The answer is yes I do want, so just shut up and get inside me.” She rubbed her ass back into his erection. He always asked permission as if she were a delicate flower, and he didn’t want to force his nasty male body on her so-called shy innocence.

But it had been forever since he had been horny in the morning, or at least horny enough for some morning sex. And after the crazy events of the night before, she was more than happy to get laid. Her body was tired, but there was a haze of intensity remaining inside her.

His hand slipped between her ass cheeks. “Oh wow… you’re so wet. That’s hot.” He stroked her gently. All Lauren could think was that Carter would be rougher and would jam his fingers deep inside her right away. It was what she craved, to be taken by a real man. But for now, Bill would have to do.

“I’m wet and ready. So hurry up, and just get inside me.” He fumbled with his pyjamas, sliding them down so his hard erection could press against her ass cheeks. Already turned on, Lauren rubbed up and down against it.

Following some careful positioning, his cock found her damp slit, and he pushed inside her from behind. “Uh… God… Lauren…” he sighed. With a couple of easy thrusts, he was buried inside her as far as he could go.

Now the problem was that his cock literally felt extremely small.
 After the one she had felt in her mouth the night before, she could only think about how well Carter’s big black snake would fill her, and stretch her gloriously.

Bill grabbed her hips and began pumping quickly. “Jesus, you feel so… good!”

Lauren was attempting to enjoy herself, and even just feeling her sex being stimulated was nice, but it wasn’t enough to relieve the itch that had begun when she watched her friend servicing a massive black man, only a week ago.

Bill started to pump into her faster and harder, and finally Lauren felt the faintest tingle running through her body. Then his hand moved down her body and started to fumble between her legs. Even after all these years, he has no idea where my clit is!


Guiding his hand for him, she felt him brush across her swollen nub, and she moaned as he started to fondle it rapidly, as he pushed again and again inside her. “God, baby… you feel so good. I want you to cum for me,” he moaned in her ear.

Thankfully his work on her clit and her still being so turned on from the night before was enough to get her close. With some careful application of her own hand on top of his, almost teaching him how to touch her all over again for the first time, she managed to attain a small, but only slightly satisfying climax. When she shivered and he felt her pussy grip his cock, Bill immediately gasped, and she felt him shoot his load into her pussy.

A couple more thrusts, and he lay there panting. Gently kissing her neck, he sighed, “It’s been way
 too long since we’ve done that.”

Lauren gently slid him out of her, and stood up to head for the bathroom. She allowed herself to wonder how Carter might react after he came inside her. Would he let her just get up from the bed and walk away with a satisfied smile? Or would he pull her passionately back into bed and start getting her ready for round two?

The remainder of the morning passed as usual, with coffee and breakfast, and Bill appeared very happy. But Lauren’s mind was still clouded, partially with guilt, and partially from thinking about how much she needed to reveal her desires.

Later that day, her phone buzzed with a text from a number she didn’t recognize. What’s up, baby? Are you going to be at the club again this weekend?
 There was nobody else it could be from.

Guilt overwhelmed her. Guilt from wanting to respond and tell Carter yes, she was going to see him again as soon as she possibly could. Rebecca’s urging about talking to Bill about what was going on, not necessarily for his benefit but hers, was weighing in her mind as well.

Taking a deep breath, she knew what she needed to do. It was just a matter of gathering enough courage to do it.

It took days of wracking her brain as to how to start the conversation to build up the need. The final straw was when Carter sent her a text message. Rebecca had obviously given her phone number out and as soon as she read the sexually suggestive message, Lauren knew she had to talk to Bill. Either that or let the whole situation dissolve, which she wasn’t willing to do.

“Bill, I need to tell you some things.”

“Okay. What’s going on?” They were in the den down in their basement, and he was still somewhat distracted by his computer screen. It was Tuesday evening.

“Bill! Pay attention. Seriously.”

“I’m listening.” But he really wasn’t. She knew she would have to really jar him in order to get his full attention, but given what she had to say, that wouldn’t be at all difficult.

“I gave a man a blowjob.”

Sure enough, the room immediately went silent. His hand left the mouse, and he swiveled his chair around to face her.

“Last Friday when I was out with Rebecca. At the club.”

He had a shocked expression on his face that bordered on incredulous. “You… had sex with another man? And you’re just telling me this like… completely out of nowhere?”

“I didn’t have sex with him. I gave him a blowjob.” Just saying it felt slightly silly, if rather presidential, as if the distinction made it okay.

“Oh, you only sucked his dick?
 And I’m supposed to feel good
 about that?”

“Yes, I only sucked his dick
.” It was difficult not to season that statement with at least a sprinkle of contempt, as she gained some confidence in the way she was confronting him. There had been far too many times she had just sat by, passive and unhappy, when he ignored her sexual needs, and now that she felt the words start tumbling out of her, her confidence in what she was about to propose swelled. “And the reason I’m telling you, is so we can deal with it.”

“And how the hell
 am I supposed to deal with my wife just telling she cheated on me? Even though it was only
 a blowjob?!”

He was angry, which was understandable. But so was Lauren. And she refused to compromise anymore about what she needed and wanted.

“I think if we talk about it for a bit, we can figure things out.”

“Fuck
 talking. I’m leaving!” He stood up and tried to shove past her to head up the basement stairs.

“Bill! Wait! Come on. Things haven’t been right around here, at least not with our sex life, for a long time.”

“So that gives you permission to go out and suck another guy off?”

“Hey, you said yourself you didn’t have a problem with my coming home horny.”

“If I’d known that was how
 you planned to get horny, I might have felt a bit differently.”

“Well, now you know. I’ve never done it before. But. What happens after this is something we need to discuss, and hopefully do it amicably.”

They both paused. She could see his mind processing that his wife had just confessed to cheating on him. Which was an irrevocable fact, but the future contained options, if they could discuss it reasonably. Lauren’s mind raced, worrying whether she had just passed the point of no return, and lost her relationship with Bill forever. But no matter what, she was determined to resolve her sexual quandary one way or another.

“Okay, let’s talk. So what happened?” He returned to his chair.

The fact he had asked the question, and this time didn’t seem to be speaking from anger, made her heart skip with renewed hope.

“I’ll tell you, if you wish. But do you really want to know?”

“Yes. I want to know everything.” His eyes were flashing with what still looked like anger, but his voice seemed reasonably calm. “Give me the details.”

Okay, you asked for it.

“Okay, here goes. The first Friday night I was there with Rebecca, she hooked up with a guy, and yes, I mean sexually; she gave him a blowjob. I know this because I watched from just outside the door. Apparently her guy thought I was attractive, and he wanted to meet me.”

“The way you were dressed, I’m not surprised. So this was all because of Rebecca?”

“No, I was interested in doing some exploring from the beginning, although at first I didn’t know what I was and wasn’t willing to do, if anything at all. But the guy was… confident. Really attractive. His interest in me was flattering.”

“Flattering? He was some other guy, overstepping his bounds.”

“Bill, let’s be honest. The last time you paid any attention to me was… well, I can’t even remember
 when. You never
 compliment me, you never
 ask me to wear anything sexy, we never
 even go out anymore!”

His eyes fell. “I guess I didn’t realize it had gotten that bad.”

“It’s not bad.
 I love you. It’s just that another man wanted to meet me, and I was really attracted to him.”

“What was so attractive?”

“I don’t know…” Of course Lauren did know, but she wasn’t willing to deflate Bill’s ego too
 far. “His confidence. He had swagger. He didn’t give a crap about anything, or what anybody thought. He came on to me really hard, and he didn’t care that I was married.”

Bill snorted. “Of course he didn’t. A guy like that probably loves
 to hook up with married women.”

“Actually he does. And with Rebecca too, apparently.”

Bill finally cracked a smile. “So how did he… what happened?”

“Last Friday he got Rebecca to bring me over to him on the dance floor, and he introduced himself, although I already knew who he was, because I’d watched him with Rebecca. We flirted. We danced. He had his hands all over me. It was really, really hot.”

That was when she saw the faintest twitch in Bill’s pants. Is that a good sign?
 She decided it was, and she continued. “He grinded on me, he grabbed my ass, he touched me everywhere
. I was so turned on.”

His mouth opened slightly. She saw his pants move again. “So you dirty danced with him?”

“Really dirty. So then he suggested we find somewhere private and pulled me off the dance floor.”

“’Somewhere private.’ So you went off with a total stranger… where?”

“To an upstairs office. He said he knows the owner. We were alone, with nobody else closer than two flights down.”

Bill held up a hand, and Lauren paused. She could see the debate going on behind his eyes. But again, his body betrayed him. She could tell that as much as he thought he didn’t really want to hear the details, in reality he really did. After a long interlude, he asked, “So then what?”

Lauren took a deep breath. Now she was going to confess more than he was probably expecting to hear. But she needed to tell him.

“We kissed. He
 kissed me
, actually. Hard. And his hands were still all over me.”

“Like…” Bill paused. “under your dress?”

“Under my dress and touching my panties.”

“Were you wet?” His eyes darted back and forth.

“I was so
 wet. Even wetter than you found me Saturday morning. Insanely
 turned on.”

“Did he… finger you?”

“He did even more than that.”

His pants were now seriously tented. Lauren felt her body getting hot just from recalling what had happened with Carter and replaying it in her mind. But it was also turning her on to be describing those events to her husband. “He sat me on the desk and slid my dress up around my waist.”

“Fuck…” Bill’s hand went to the tent in his pants. Lauren didn’t think he was even aware he was doing it. “Did he…”

“He went down on me. Pulled my panties off, and licked me. Really intensely.”

“So it wasn’t just you sucking his dick.”

“No. First he licked my pussy.” She quivered with moistness just thinking about it. Carter hadn’t just licked her, he had devoured
 her.

“Is that all?”

Lauren paused. “He fingered me, too.”

“Did you… did you have an orgasm?”

“Yes. It was huge!
” Her nipples were hard under her shirt. Bill was visibly hard now. The panties under her clothing were suddenly very hot and wet. “I came really hard, to put it mildly.”

“And then?”

“And then he licked all of it up. Taking his time. Like he was really enjoying the way I tasted.”

Bill sighed audibly, as Lauren almost wistfully described what had happened.

“Then he pulled out his dick.”

“Was it big?”

“Huge. Thick. An extremely
 big black dick. Like you’ve only seen in porn.”

“Wait. He’s a black man?”

“Yes. He’s a huge, hulking black man nobody would ever want mad at them, although I haven’t seen any evidence at all that he’s a violent man, just unutterably confident. His name is Carter.” She wondered if giving Bill his name would make things better or worse. “He’s well over six feet, huge as I said, and gorgeous. And his dick is also huge.”

Bill moaned
 this time. His eyes looked distant, and his hand moved more rapidly across his tented erection. By this time, he couldn’t possibly be unaware of what he was doing, although he was surprisingly unselfconscious about it.

“So then you gave him a blowjob. Is that how your knees got so dirty that night? You didn’t fall down?”

“No; I’m sorry for lying to you, but I couldn’t tell you the truth without telling you everything; and I wasn’t ready to do that yet. So yes, they got dirty from the office floor. I knelt between his legs and sucked him. His cock was so massive I could hardly get any of it in my mouth, at first.”

Lauren’s body was on fire, remembering how good Carter had felt and tasted in her mouth. She decided to take a chance, and moved a hand inside her jeans. When she touched her panties, she found them wet, and sticking to her skin. Bill’s eyes watched her hand, and then when he slid his own hand inside his
 pants, Lauren knew he was as turned on right now as she was.

“Tell me what you did.” His hand moved slowly. “How you sucked him. And in case you can’t tell, I’m over being mad, and I’m getting really excited, so please tell me every last detail… don’t try to spare my feelings by holding anything back.”

“Fuck…” Lauren sighed, her own hand now touching her wet slit. “His big dick stretched my lips. I tried to take him as deep as I could, but he was too long and wide. There was no way. So I licked him all over, and sucked on his head.” Her hand slid her panties aside, and she touched her swollen lips. The sensation sent a shiver through her body.

“Did he do anything to you?”

“When I sucked him again, he grabbed my hair and forced me down further. I almost choked on it. It was so… hot.”

“You liked it? Being almost choked by him?”

“It was really intense. And kind of slutty. He managed to get himself deep enough to fuck my throat a bit.”

“Jesus…” Bill’s hand was moving faster. “You deep throated him?”

“Not quite. But he took complete control of me and fucked my mouth. Then I sucked on him until he came.”

“You… you let him cum in your mouth?”

“He didn’t give me a choice, he made me swallow it. He held my head in place, and shot his big load right into my mouth. I would have drowned
 on it if I hadn’t swallowed!”

“Holy… shit…” Bill suddenly tensed, and Lauren saw his eyes close. She knew he was turned on enough to cum while she told him about another man shooting into her mouth.

“So like I just said, his cock exploded in my mouth, and I had
 to swallow it. There was so much of it. It was so hot I almost came for a second time, right when he shot into my mouth.”

“Fuck… ah… Jesus…” She saw Bill’s hand moving impossibly fast in his pants, and then suddenly his body spasmed, and he cried out. “AH!”

A wet spot appeared on the front of his pants, clearly soaking a sticky mess into them. Lauren was shocked, but she was also incredibly happy that Bill had gotten off to her talking about being with another man. It opened the door that she had feared might be firmly shut, slightly wider.

Her own hand was rapidly playing with her wetness, and as she watched her husband explode thanks to her words, she gasped loudly herself, and felt a flood of wetness as her thighs clenched, and she came all over her hand. Closing her eyes, she let the delightful shiver pass through her body. 

Pausing as they mutually withdrew their hands, Lauren almost laughed. Like they had just shared an intimate moment together, even though they hadn’t touched each other. Which she guessed they actually had.

Bill looked embarrassed.

She knew she needed to reassure him that it was okay. That his enjoyment from hearing about her sucking off another man wasn’t something to be afraid or ashamed of. She rushed over to him and kissed him passionately, rubbing his crotch and smearing around the sticky wetness she found there.

“Oh my God… that was really hot.” She wasn’t acting. “I can’t believe
 you just jerked off in front of me.”

She heard him sigh into her ear, and then he kissed her again, this time with his passion as the driving force. His arms wrapped around her, and she thought it was because he was giving into feelings that he hadn’t even known he had. Once they broke apart, they both smiled at each other.

“So… what does this mean?” Lauren asked tentatively. “Are you okay?”

“I think… yes, I think I am.” Bill nodded. “Coming into this, I didn’t think I’d be  able  to bear
 hearing about that so much but…” he glanced down at his wet pants. “I did much better than just bear it, and here we are.”

“I’m really happy about that. Because I think this is something I really need.”

“So I’m not good enough anymore?”

“Bill, it’s not that. Not at all. It’s completely different. And if I’m with him, it doesn’t remotely mean I don’t love you.” She needed to make sure he understood that. “It’s just… sex. Dirty, dangerous sex, but still just sex, that’s all. But with you, it’s love. Deep, abiding, lifelong love.”

He sighed. “If this is what you really need, then I’m far better off letting you experiment. Let’s explore and see what happens. But never any secrecy, you always have to tell me everything. And… I’ll always have to tell you how I feel about it. Never with blame, but always with total honesty.”

Her heart skipped a beat. Rebecca had been right, all she had to do was approach this in the right way, and she could get permission. It was so
 much more satisfying than sneaking around. “Thank you. That makes me so happy, you have no idea. And your promise to tell me
 everything is a stroke of genius.” I’m happy that Bill always opening up to me might save our marriage. But I can’t deny, if only to myself, that I’m
 really happy that I’m now able to let Carter use his big cock on me.


“Do you want to set up a date with him?”

“I’d really like that, if you’re okay with it.” She saw him pause, obviously still processing. “We could invite him here, so you can meet him, and watch us if you like.”

Lauren also knew that if she had Carter in her home, even with Bill being here, she wouldn’t be capable of resisting any of his advances. And it was likely they might consummate their relationship right in her and Bill’s own bed. It was something she had thought about long and hard, and every time she did, it drove her crazy.

To have the freedom to have a lover, especially one like Carter, while her husband allowed it, was such an incredibly freeing thought. Her prayer was that Bill would agree. And then her prayer was answered.

“Okay, I’m in. Set it up.”


CHAPTER FIVE

The next day, Lauren was surprised when it was Bill who brought up Carter. It didn’t help that her phone had pinged with several notifications. She didn’t bother to hide it now that her feelings were out in the open.

“Have you spoken to him?”

“He texted me. He wants to see me.”

“And what does that mean, he wants to ‘see’ you?”

“I think we both know
 what it means. He wants me. And not just a blowjob this time. His whole thing is having sex with white women.” Lauren paused. “He told me some husbands and boyfriends like to watch him do it.

“Do you want to have sex with him?”

She knew she needed to be honest. “I’d love to. He’s…so exotic and different and…”

“And what?”

“And…sexy. Like I can’t stop thinking about him.”

His face flashed with anger and then disappointment. The he gave a loud prolonged sigh. “Okay then. We might as well see if this is going to work.”

“Really?”

“Really. Go ahead and set it up.”

“Do you want to be there?” He paused again. She could see a dilemma behind his eyes.

“Yes. Why don’t you invite him here. That way we’re on our home turf and if things go sideways we can kick him out.”

“Okay, that’s great. I’ll text him.” With a rush of excitement, Lauren grabbed her phone. Carter was eager to see her again and accepted her invitation to come over the following evening.

Is your husband going to be there?

Yes. Is that okay?

No worries, sexy lady. I’ll make sure to take good care of you.

That day passed as slow as waiting for test results from your doctor. When Lauren started to get ready, Bill remained silent as he had been all day. All he did was sit downstairs as she wrapped her chosen dress around her body and applied her makeup.  

When the doorbell rang they both looked up at the same time, and then at each other. Finally he spoke.

“I love you. And I want you to be happy.”

Lauren smiled at him. “I love you too. No matter what, we’ll get through this together. And I hope that you enjoy it.” As much as I know I’m going to.


The massive black man walked into their home as if he were visiting royalty. Until he was actually inside, Lauren hadn’t really thought this scenario she wanted so much would ever come to fruition. But now it was really about to happen.

“Carter, this is my husband Bill.”

Neither man seemed to know what to say, although she could easily tell Carter had been in similar situations. He had a confident air about him and a smirk on his face, almost mocking that here he was in another man’s house, graciously (kind of) responding to an invitation to fuck his wife.

“What’s up, Bill. I guess Lauren here filled you in on what’s going on. She’s an amazing woman.”

There was a bit of steel in Bill’s eyes, but he still didn’t say anything. Instead, he glanced over at Lauren.

Unfazed, Carter continued. “So you’re down to watch us? I can’t wait to get my hands on your sexy wife again.”

Bill paused and then he nodded, still mute.

“It’s okay, man. There are lots of guys like you who love watching me take care of their wives. Wait until you hear her scream. You won’t be able to hold back from jerking off.” Their arrogant visitor actually had the balls to be giving her husband a cuckolding pep talk, and Lauren couldn’t help but smile.

Bill looked at Lauren again, and she asked him, “Are you sure this is what you want? Once we begin, there’ll be no turning back, it will be too late. So like the preachers say, ‘Speak now, or forever hold your peace.’”

She could see in his eyes he was dying to have her tell Carter to leave, that she wanted only her husband for her lover. But there was no way that would speak to her truth. And she knew it would never be true again.

“Yes, it’s what I want.” His eyes dropped and with a resigned look, he trudged over to a chair in the corner of the living room and sat down.

Carter’s mood was nothing like Bill’s, as he turned to Lauren. “Hey there, little girl.” His eyes locked onto hers, and she instantly melted. His gaze was so incredibly sexy, and the way his eyes devoured her had her ready to start throwing her clothes off without a second thought. He took her hand and turned her around in a 360. “You look very sexy.”

The dress she was wearing had a sash that wrapped around the front, and his hands went straight to the bow knot and tugged it loose. Lauren had intentionally chosen it so it could easily be removed, but she hadn’t anticipated his doing that so soon, certainly not less than two minutes after he walked in the door.

With the sash undone, he grabbed the shoulders of the dress and slid them down, dropping the dress on the floor. “Oh, yeah…look at that.” The lingerie thus revealed was lacy and black, and she had only ever worn it once… for Bill. It had been burning a hole in her closet ever since. “Damn, baby. You got dressed up so sexy just for little ol’ me?”

He glanced over at Bill. “See, man? Here you got this fucking sexy ass wife at home, and she’s off at my club enjoying herself. If she was my woman? Man… well, you’re about to see first hand
 what I’d do to her if she was my
 woman.” Lauren trembled at Carter’s words, even when she saw Bill’s eyes go wide. Carter was just so damn assertive, and apparently he found it casually easy to remind both of his hosts what he was here to do.

Grabbing her hand, he pulled Lauren to him with a quick jerk, and then his other hand was between her legs, feeling the heat and wetness already filling her panties. “And you’re already fucking dripping. You’ve been thinking about my big black dick, haven’t you?”

Lauren felt entirely submissive for the first time in her sexual life. Well, except for the other time she had been alone with Carter. And it was driving her insane with lust. Carter could have torn her clothes off right here in front of Bill, and all she would do, if anything, was to thank him immediately afterward.

“Did she tell you how she sucked me off, Bill? Her mouth is something special. But I also remember how good
 that pussy tastes.”

Bill’s eyes went wide, but he remained silent. Lauren knew he had enjoyed hearing how Carter had gone down on her, but she also remembered how hard she had come when he licked her. It made her pussy spasm again, just from the memory of it. Her breath was coming in short pants, standing there in her lingerie as he explored her body with his hands, taking his time.

Finally he grabbed her chin, and pulled her mouth towards his. Lauren hesitated, wondering if she should shy away from kissing for Bill’s benefit, she felt that kissing was even more intimate than fucking after all, but she knew even if she did, Carter wouldn’t be denied. His mouth crushed into her, and Lauren’s legs almost buckled from the overpowering feel of his sexy lips. Then his tongue slid into her mouth and she found herself sucking on it, while his hand probed between her legs, rubbing her slit, and quickly it was sopping wet.

Finally with a gasp, he broke the kiss. “Damn, baby. You’ve been dying to do this, haven’t you?” He looked over at Bill. “Your wife is fucking sizzling
, man.”

All Bill could do was nod silently. Lauren could tell he was still slightly taken aback by how much Carter had controlled the scenario, and especially her, ever since he walked through the door.

“Let’s see those sexy titties.” Carter took hold of her bra straps and lowered them. Her breasts popped free, and immediately he leaned down and took a nipple into his mouth.

They were aching with need, and he used his tongue to flick across the tip, and then he gently sucked her entire nipple. Again, his hand probing between her legs found its way under her panties, and rubbed her slick wetness all over her thighs.

Kissing her again, Carter took her hand and guided it to his pants, where there was a massive bulge already obvious. “Feel that? That’s what you do to me; I’m fucking hard already.” Lauren shivered as she felt his thick head under her fingers.

It was obvious he was going to use his dick every way he wanted to on her this time, which meant that just for starters, she was going to get fucked. And if Rebecca’s description held, there would be nothing gentle about it.

He kissed her again. “Take me to your bedroom, babe. Bill, let’s go. You can watch me fuck your hot wife just the way she needs it.” Squeezing her ass and leaving his hand there, Carter turned and looked around. “Upstairs, yeah?” Without even hesitating, he took Lauren’s hand and led her towards the stairs. She glanced back at Bill and he stood up, slowly trailing behind the couple as they walked up the stairs, distancing him.

On the landing, Carter looked around. “Nice place. Master bedroom over here, right?” He walked straight into their bedroom and stopped as Lauren walked in behind him. “Where’s he going to watch from?”

Bill walked in behind them, and Lauren pointed to a chair they used for reading in the corner. “Bill, why don’t you sit there?”

Bill did, and Carter smiled. “Man, baby, you got him trained well.” He turned to her and grabbed her by the waist. “Now get over here.”

His mouth bent down and found her bare nipple again, sucking it harder this time. At the same time his hand went to her panties, and easily pulled them aside from behind. “Let’s get rid of these.”

With a sudden jerk, Carter tore her panties off. Lauren gasped loudly at the effortless way he shredded the fabric away from her pussy. It only made her want him even more. At least he paused to actually unhook her bra, and then finally she was naked. Panting for breath, Carter threw her onto the bed.  

He stripped slowly. The buttons of his shirt came unfastened one at a time, and it was obvious he was taking his time, deliberately making her wait upon his pleasure. Once his shirt was off, Lauren saw his massive chest and arms bare for the first time. His physique was truly intimidating.

“Get those legs open, baby. Let me see your sexy pussy.” His pants came undone, and he skimmed them down along with his shorts. Finally his massive cock sprang into view. Even semi-hard it dwarfed her husband’s, and Lauren looked over to see Bill’s eyes go wide at the sight of what she was about to be subjected to.

Finally he climbed onto the bed. Lauren lay there panting, taking in the sight of her new black lover coming to conquer her body entirely for the first time. She was completely tense with desire and anticipation. Carter pulled her legs further apart.

“Yeah… look at that, man. Is her pussy ever this wet for you? It’s fucking dripping!”

Lauren lay on her back squirming, desperate for the act to be completed, for Carter to penetrate her. But he was a master at prolonging a woman’s anticipation. He had probably tormented other women and their husbands in a similar fashion.

He leaned down, and she felt his thick tongue swipe up her slit, gathering the juices flowing out of her. It was the most wonderful pressure and wetness, and as he did it, he moaned low. Vibrations shot through her pussy. “Fucking tastes great. I’m going to enjoy pounding that later.” His tongue slid back down, and this time danced across her ass, making her squirm again. Jesus, can you imagine him in there?


Carter stood up, his thick shaft standing out in front of him like a staff. It was so long it wasn’t even straight, instead gravity forcing it to curve down slightly. But it was plumped full of blood, and Lauren couldn’t wait to feel it finally cleaving her pussy lips.

She looked over at Bill, who was staring at that same massive cock, his eyes glazed over. Then back at Carter, who locked eyes with her, as he slid the head of his massive shaft across her hole. “You ready, baby? Ready for this big black dick?”

All she could do was nod, and tense her body in preparation. Then the head of his cock slid forward, and her labia stretched wide, as it finally slid into her. “Oh… OH…” she couldn’t stifle her moans as the stretching sensations rocked through her hips.

He pulled out completely but only slightly away, allowing her lips to close briefly, and then he pushed in again, this time deeper. Only a few inches, which was less than half his length, but it still filled her deeper than she could ever remember being filled. The sides of his cock rubbed against her walls like a glorious massage as he slid back and forth. “Yeah… come on, white girl… you love that big dick, don’t you?”

She mewled in response, trying to get him even deeper inside her by pushing her hips up into his. Her response was unexpected, even to her. The sedate housewife who usually spent Friday evenings bored… watching Netflix and doing her nails, and now she was letting a gorgeous and massive black man fuck her in front of her husband. And all she wanted was more! Deeper! Harder!

He paused again. “You want the whole dick? Tell me. No actually, tell him
.” He grinned down at her, and then looked across the room at Bill. His cock was just a couple inches deep, and she was desperate to have it further inside her.

“I want your dick.” He slid in and out again but only slightly. Lauren was almost weeping
 from her need.

“No, I said tell him
.”

She turned her head and looked across at Bill. He was still sitting quietly, but she could now see his hand playing with the head of his erection, that had tented the front of his pants.

He was definitely enraptured with all he was watching. “Honey, I want his dick. I want his big, black cock to fuck me and fuck
 me until I can’t walk! I want him to fill my pussy right up. How do you feel about that?”

Bill’s head turned, and she watched his eyes meet hers. In that moment, an unspoken dialogue drifted between them, and Lauren saw in his eyes what he felt. Acceptance. And pleasure. And even pride in his sexy wife. He nodded his eager willingness for her to proceed.

Carter resumed his movements back and forth inside her, and now he was going faster and with full, delicious thrusts. Lauren felt shockwaves of ecstasy shoot up and down her spine!

Then he stopped again. Nooooooooo!!!
 She burst out with a cry of frustration she never expected to hear coming from her own lips… pure need!

“Bill, tell me you want me to fuck your wife. Look at her, she’s fucking dying for it, and she can’t ever
 get what she needs from your tiny little dick. So this big black man named Carter is going to fuck her silly on your behalf. You good?”

Her husband nodded.

“Say it. Tell me in words.” Carter’s eyes were challenging him to invest himself completely in the situation. It wasn’t enough for his wife to be begging desperately for this cock on their own marriage bed, he had to ask for it as well. Lauren realized that Carter’s game was all about the power. It wasn’t exactly about the sex or his orgasms, it wasn’t about passion, and it most certainly
 wasn’t about love.

For Carter, it was all about power, and nothing else. Her black lover didn’t care about much, he just wanted both parties in the couple to submit to him. And to Lauren, that was hotter than anything else could possibly
 be. Carter wanted her total surrender. He could most certainly have it, for that was all that could satisfy a deep-seated need in herself!

“Fuck her,” she heard Bill say quietly. You’ve got to do better than that, sweetheart. Carter doesn’t settle.


“Louder.” Told you.


“Fuck her.” Delivered in a voice slightly louder than conversational. Nope.


“Are you kidding
 me, cuck? Is that the best you can do?” Tell him where it’s at, Master!


“Fuck her!” Bill bellowed in a high-pitched cry. Good job honey, now you’re giving yourself over to the situation entirely!
 As if he were reading his wife’s thoughts, Lauren saw him unzip his pants and yank them and his boxers to his ankles, his small erection springing free as his stroke hand grabbed his tiny dick.

Carter started moving inside her again, and Lauren felt another massive wave of ecstasy pulse through her. Now he wasn’t holding back! One of his hands found her hip, and he wrapped the other around her shoulder, then transferring it quickly to her neck. “Now, little white girl. Now you’re going to get fucked.
 And fucked proper.
”

The hand on her neck exerted just the slightest pressure, enough to enhance the sensations and make her heart beat even faster. Without any warning to herself or to anyone else, her body gave into his movements with a sharp, hard contraction, and she felt herself build like a roller coaster approaching the first crest building with excitement before going over the top, and then accelerating wildly all the way down the other side! “OH! OH! AH!”

The orgasm that hit her was so powerful she cried out
 as she squeezed her muscles around the thick shaft penetrating her. As the Big O continued, she bucked her hips up into him as fiercely as she could. Her head exploded, leaving her with tiny lights dancing before her eyes.

She could hear Carter chuckling from on top of her, but for a moment she couldn’t see anything at all. Her entire body was consumed with the orgasm his thickness had just pounded out of her.

“That’s it…that was a good one, baby.” Carter said.

Pulling out of her, he grabbed her hip and turned her on her side, raising her upper leg like opening a pair of scissors. Lauren had no ability to resist his strong grip, but fortunately resisting him was the furthest thing from her mind.

Before she could even breathe, he was crowded in behind her, this time his hand firmly around her throat as he split her ass cheeks with his tool, so he could go even deeper inside her. This time there were no stages. One thrust and he was buried deep.

Making guttural noises in her throat, Lauren gave herself over completely, allowing her body to be used like a rag doll as Carter fucked her hard. The bed creaked and shook with every hard thrust, and she could hear her cries echoing in the room, almost as if watching from afar. Like she was out of her own body, that was being ravaged by a gorgeous black lover.

His hands were all over her, gripping her tightly and moving her any which way he chose to enjoy her pussy. Pulling her back onto him hard, pushing her off, and spreading her legs as he saw fit. With passionate grunts, he kept up his assault on her steady and hard.

“Yeah, I’m going to fucking fill
 this white pussy!” he bellowed a few minutes later. “Fuuuckk…..YES!”

With a loud growl, he thrust into her one last time, and Lauren felt his cock spurt a massive stream of searing heat deep inside her. She gasped at so much cum coating her insides! His hands gripped her hips and pulled her back onto him as she felt him squirt again, adding to the first hot load, that was already squeezing past his massive cock and dripping out of her.

“God damn!
” he sighed loudly. “That is some amazing
 white-girl pussy.” He left his cock inside her, slowly thrusting. Lauren could feel him softening and his cum sliding around inside her. Every bit of her insides felt stretched and slick with his release. Drips of it were sliding down her thighs.

As he withdrew, he uttered a low moan. “Look at that… all filled up, just like I promised.” A single dollop of white cream slid out of her again, coating the sheets underneath her.

Lauren shuddered at having been fucked so hard and deep, and at allowing another man to cum inside her for the first time since her wedding. And Bill had watched the entire thing without making any comment.

“Get over here, man. Check that out. See what a real man does to a pussy?” Carter taunted, beckoning to Bill. “I bet you can’t wait
 to get in there and lick it all up.”

Bill froze. Lauren thought he would likely be content to wait for a very long  time.

Carter furrowed his brow and then without warning, stepped off of the bed and walked over to her husband sitting in the chair. His pants were still around his ankles, but Carter pulled him to his feet with a powerful jerk. Bill almost fell over, but Carter still had a hold on him.

“Show him your used up pussy,” the powerful black man ordered Lauren as he manhandled Bill towards the bed. “He might as well get used to seeing it; there’s no way I’m not taking that pussy again whenever I want it. Spread those legs, give him a good look.”

Lauren looked at Bill. His expression was horrified, but his body was still betraying him, with his pants around his ankles and his erection clearly visible with its head slick with precum. She opened her legs at Carter’s command and showed Bill how her slit was oozing white cream. It was the largest load any man had ever dropped inside her. Her inner thighs were glistening, and her hole was still stretched somewhat open, with her puffy loose lips surrounding it.

“See that? Now that’s
 a properly fucked pussy. Get used to that sight, Bill. She’s so sexy, she’s at the top of my list now. Whenever I want her, I’m going to give her a call and she’ll come running. And then she’ll come back home to you with a pussy full of my black cream. You’re okay with that, right?”

Bill was still speechless, but he managed to nod, if numbly. Lauren felt guilty for lying there full of another man’s seed, even though she’d wanted it desperately, and she was pretty sure Bill had wanted it just as much. Her emotions were torn between wanting to support her husband, and wanting to send him away so she could get Carter hard again for another session.

Carter leaned in and his tongue found her lips one more time. “Okay baby, gotta go. Things to do.”

She was almost upset. But she knew deep down exactly why he was here. To fulfill her needs, and then what was the point of him sticking around? Especially since she needed to deal with Bill, as he began processing what he had just witnessed.

Gathering his clothes in silence, he glanced over at Bill, looking as if he wanted to say something, but then kept silent. Lauren gingerly slid off the bed and gathered herself in a robe. Her muscles were sore, and she knew she would have bruises from the way Carter had roughly manhandled her. But she was intensely throbbing with happiness.

Downstairs, they watched the front door close behind Carter with a loud click, and suddenly the house was silent. Lauren could still smell Carter’s cologne in the air and could feel every moment of his hands all over her body. She was weary and sore. And completely satisfied.

“I think I need to sleep somewhere else tonight,” Bill said with a downcast expression. “I’m still processing everything.”

Lauren felt a pang of intense sorrow for Bill, even though she had been completely satisfied. She knew there was another stage needing to be fulfilled in the process of Bill and her becoming the kind of couple they wanted to be; the kind she had realized she needed
 them to be in order to fulfill them both somehow.

Despite his inherent limitations, Bill had done his very best to embrace what she needed, and now was the ideal time for him to reclaim her as his wife.

“Wait, don’t go!” She hurried to him and grabbed his hands. “I don’t want you to have to sleep alone tonight; it wouldn’t be fair.”

“Lauren, that guy didn’t just have sex with you. That was… completely different.”

She agreed that it had been. And it had been everything she had really desired. But her husband’s emotional state was obviously in jeopardy, and hurting him wasn’t the intention behind what she had done at all.

He looked at her, and she could see the conflict in his eyes. “Remember I married you.
 That was just sex.”

“That wasn’t just sex. That… I don’t know what
 that was.”

“You’re right, it was. But while that was going on, whatever
 it was, it was just a physical act. When I’m with you, it’s different.”

“But you obviously want to fuck other men. Black men. I think you even need
 to. So what does that mean to our marriage?”

“It only means that sometimes I feel the need to enjoy other men, like having an itch I need to scratch. But I’ll always come home to you. This is our home, one that we’ve built together, and I love it. And even though I know it might be hard to believe right now, I love you, too; at this moment, more than ever before! Plus, I don’t believe you can even conceive
 how grateful I am to you for your support earlier.”

Falling to her knees in front of him, she opened his fly. He tensed up, but he didn’t resist. When she pulled down his shorts, his cock popped free, and it was already slightly erect. “Let me take care of you, darling. Your loving, grateful wife should always
 take care of you.” With a quick motion of her head he was in her mouth, and she heard him gasp in pleasure. Sucking gently, she quickly brought him to hardness.

After what she had endured earlier, for even though the experience had been mind-blowing, ‘endured’ was the correct word… so after all that, her husband’s cock was very nice to feel. It was familiar. It was hers to keep and to cherish in ways that Carter’s weapon could never be.

She felt his hands go to her head and gently stroke her hair. Yes, her loving, supportive, maligned husband was treating her with tenderness; the complete opposite of what she would ever experience with Carter. Removing him from her mouth, she kissed the tip of his tumescent head the way she might have kissed the infant she had never birthed. “You feel so good in my mouth.”

“Yeah? You like sucking my dick?” His words weren’t eloquent, but normally he didn’t speak at all during any kind of sex, so Lauren found them very good to hear .

“I love doing it; I love this intimacy with you.” She engulfed him again, realizing that what she really craved right now was some affection, and Bill was just the man to give it to her, certainly not Carter. Carter? Affectionate? Not in a million years!


This was the perfect ending to their evening, and even though she could still feel herself all stretched and sticky, she knew what he needed to have happen next. Wishing to make sure he was rock hard, she continued making oral love to his tool until he was sighing with every stroke.

“Come up to our bedroom with me.” She stood, drew him up by the hand, and led him back upstairs to the bed where she had just fucked a massive black man. The sheets were still crumpled on the floor where Carter had tossed them. But at least they were still clean.

So, with gentle care, she picked them up and remade the bed, as Bill stood there waiting patiently. Then she took his hand and led him to the bed, gently laying him down.

He watched her carefully as she undid her robe and let it tumble to the floor. Standing naked in front of him, she felt two surges of affection… hers for him, and his for her. His eyes trailed up and down her body and he gripped his erection in his hand, stroking it.

“You look so gorgeous right now,” she heard him murmur softly. Her body flushed with pleasure.

It seemed surreal that only minutes ago a massive black man had injected her pussy with a massive amount of cum. Because right here, right now, her body was oh-so-ready for some tender lovemaking. Not fucking. Climbing back onto the bed, she took him in her mouth again, her torso perched next to his so he could touch her if he wished; this interlude was all about him.

She wasn’t switching roles and being submissive to her husband, neither of them would have been comfortable with that, but she was
 being very solicitous. He deserved that from her at this point, and they both needed it for their healing.

Bill’s hand touched her hip tentatively, and trailed down her leg, making her sigh from the gentle care he was offering her. Lauren could still feel the bruising in her legs from Carter’s roughness. In contrast, the gentle way Bill was stroking her gave her goosebumps.

“Come here,” he urged her. Lauren knew what he wanted. Reversing herself end for end so their faces were… well, facing, she slid her naked hips across his body. She then bit her lip and looked down at him lovingly as she moved his erection into her cleft and lowered herself onto it with one movement.

Bill cried out once she squeezed him with her inner muscles, easily sliding all the way down, thanks to the slick lubrication still collected inside her. She leaned forward and pressed her breasts against his chest, kissed his neck, and finally their lips met.

His hands went to her head and pulled her mouth against his with hungry need, as she rocked her body on top of him. Soon they entered into a familiar rhythm; their
 rhythm. Slow, gentle and perfect, exactly what she needed to feel. There was passion, which she hadn’t felt with Bill in a long time, and this time it was ineffably gentle. His tongue was familiar and comforting, not wild and exotic. And that was quietly wonderful.

Leaning into his ear she licked the lobe and felt him shiver. “Your cock feels so good, baby. Take my pussy back; because ultimately it belongs
 to you. And give me everything you have; for at the end of the day, I crave you above all others.” Even though she was stretched and his cock barely filled her, she felt great urgency to allow her husband to have his way with her however he wished.

“Yeah, this pussy is all mine,” he growled in a low voice. “My sexy wife loves getting fucked by black men, but she’ll always come home to me.”

“Oh yes, baby, that’s exactly right. I always will,” she sighed. His thrusts were hard and insistent, and she felt her breasts rocking on top of him. Lauren sat up and Bill grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples and sending shots of pleasure through her body that were totally unexpected. It was very out of character for him, and very hot.

“Take that cock, you slut. Take it, my fucking sexy hotwife!” His hands grabbed her hips, and he was pulling her down forcefully as he thrust up into her. Lauren wanted him to know how much she was enjoying herself, for she truly was, so she cupped her own breasts and played with her nipples for him, making it a bit of a sexy show.

The intensity between them just grew and grew, until they were both crying out loudly, and their skin was playing a percussive symphony of slapping together.

“You want my cum?” he asked, looking up at her with wild eyes.

Lauren looked down at him and nodded, biting her lip. “I want it baby, give it to me. Fill me up.” She started to squeeze her muscles around him, trying to milk his cock to its release inside her.

The thought of having two different men’s loads inside her at the same time almost made her orgasm herself, but she didn’t want to compromise her focus right now; this was all about her husband.

“Oh… oh God… LAUREN! YES!” it was as if he was trying to hold back, but Lauren was relentless. She squeezed him hard with her muscles, and with a quiet cry, Bill thrust up into her and she felt him squirt his seed into her, adding a fresh coat to the walls of her pussy.

Ceasing her movements, she leaned down and kissed him again, this time with as much tenderness as she could muster. His hands entangled themselves in her hair again, pulling her tightly into his lips. Then he broke the kiss and whispered, “Don’t ever fucking leave me.”

Lauren whispered back into his ear, “Never, no matter what. I love you,” and kissed him again.

He broke the kiss and locked eyes with her, nodding. The emotions passing between them, back and forth as husband and wife, two lovers together, was tangible in the air, as was this renewal of their unbreakable union.

They fell asleep together, embraced in a position that only familiar lovers could have. Lauren could feel her entire body incredibly fulfilled and knew that she had made the right decision. Now it was just a matter of where the future would bring them.


CHAPTER SIX

As before, they had both remained silent for a couple of days. This time it was Lauren who broke the silence about Carter. Bill had been more affectionate with her even thought it hadn’t been prompted. It was a welcome change, and she hoped that it was Carter’s influence that had spurred it.

“Have you thought about whether or not you want me to see Carter again?”

“So I guess that means you want to see him again.” Lauren despised the way he turned it around on her, but this time she wasn’t afraid to admit her true feelings.

“I do. Definitely. But I want you to be there too, especially if you want to be.”

“Okay, I think I’m ready for that. Why don’t you set it up, and we can have another… date for you.”

His referring to it as a date was another sign that Bill was starting to come around to the lifestyle that Lauren now knew she craved. Carter was an addiction for her, and even just thinking about him and his ebony body, his thick cock, and the way it felt inside her evoked thrills that couldn’t be overstated.

Later on that day she called him and told him that they were okay with getting together again.

“That’s great, baby. I’d love to see that sexy body of yours again. And if hubby’s along for the ride, well, it isn’t a problem for me. I just can’t wait to taste that pussy again.” Just the way he spoke to her made Lauren feel so alive and hot.

He continued. “I know a place where guys like your husband always have a lot of fun. And so do women like you.”

“What does that mean, women like me?”

“Women who love big black dicks, that’s what it means. And women with husbands who like to watch.”

“Like another club?”

“Like another club. Just different. This one’s a bit more off the hook. A bit wilder. A lot of my friends go there.”


Friends.
 Rebecca had talked about having more than one black man enjoy her, and Lauren wondered if that was what Carter had in mind. Their situation had quickly gone from a passionate hookup to something much more extreme. But she was certainly excited about the idea.

“Okay. When will we go?”

“Tomorrow night. Get a hotel room, because it’s out of town. Then we can really have some fun. I’ll send you the directions.”

Hanging up the phone, it pinged soon with an address. Checking her maps, she saw it was a bit of a long drive, about an hour away in their neighbouring city.

“So he wants to get together tomorrow night. At some other club that he says… caters to people like us.”

“What do you think that means?”

“He said it’s for women like me and husbands who like to watch.”

“Like a swingers club?”

“Probably. I can’t find any information at all about it. He wants us to book a hotel room.”

Bill wrinkled his brow. “Actually, a hotel room might be kind of hot. Like on vacation, I guess.” He continued to surprise her with his positive responses to whatever Carter suggested, and she was elated. Having Carter inside a sexy hotel room with Bill watching, was part of her fantasy, especially if they could be together after a sexy night out.

The next day dragged on, and as they drove to their destination, Lauren had a hard time making conversation. She could tell Bill was at a loss as well. Everything either of them said was surface level, and neither of them wanted to mention the massive elephant riding along in the back seat of the car. Once they were checked in, her phone pinged.

I’ll be there in about two hours. Be dressed and ready. Wear something hot.

Lauren giggled. Having a man tell her straight up what he wanted from her would never get old. She hoped that some of it might rub off on Bill at some point. When she showed him the text, he only nodded.  

The tight dress she had brought to wear for the evening slid over her head, and the cut of the fabric hugged her curves without concealing much. She almost didn’t need to wear a bra, the way the cups held her breasts. It felt unfamiliar to be wearing something so provocative, although recently she had gained much more experience in doing so.

“Come zip me up.” Bill walked behind her and drew up the zipper. She could feel his breath hot on her upper back, which was mostly bare, except for her long, flowing hair.

“You look amazing.” His hands wrapped around her waist, and he kissed her neck gently. He pressed into her from behind. Taking his hands, she squeezed them gently.

“Thank you.” Lauren said, turning to him. “Thank you for everything. Whatever happens tonight, just know that I’ll always be yours.” She kissed him gently. He responded with affection, their tongues lightly meeting.

There was an urge to allow him to begin the night by making love to her, but then she realized what she really wanted was to save herself. She wanted Carter to have everything she could store up to give him.

When he finally arrived, Carter walked into the hotel room dressed in a crisp looking white shirt, shining against his black skin. The collar was open, showing off the ridge down the centre of his muscular chest. He looked delicious. Like his body was built for sex. Sex with her!


“What’s up, guys?” he nodded at Bill. “Excited about tonight? We should get going soon.” It was just like before. He simply controlled the situation without the slightest effort. “Damn, baby. You look so sexy.” Taking her hand, he spun Lauren around.

“Should we get going, then?” she asked. Carter’s expression changed, and she saw his eyes narrow.

“Nuh uh… no way I’m not sampling what’s under that dress before we go. Bill, take a seat.” He grabbed Lauren by the hand, and before she knew it, his mouth was upon hers. His tongue slid between her lips, and instantly she wanted more. Sucking on it was delicious, and his hands ran down the sides of her dress and lifted up the hem, exposing her thong. He squeezed her butt cheeks. “Fuck, do I love this white ass.”

Carter grabbed the thin edge of her thong, and she gasped as she felt him rip it off her hips, exposing her slit so that now with its barrier removed, it was dripping her juices down her thighs. It felt and looked so primal.

He tossed the small strip of torn satin towards Bill. “Put that in your pocket. She’s not going to need it tonight. Or ever I suppose, now that I’ve ripped it apart.”

Turning her around, Carter bent her over. Lauren moaned when her cleft was exposed from behind, expecting him to take her right there before they even left the hotel room. And I want him to, so much!
 But instead, he knelt behind her and inhaled. “I need to taste this before we go. You’re so fucking
 tasty.”

When his tongue slid down her ass and pussy from behind, Lauren gasped. It danced across her pucker and flicked inside her hole, causing her to wonder if he was planning something for her ass tonight. She had no idea whether his massive staff would even fit inside her there, but the thought was enticing.

But following maybe ten seconds or so of lingering there, he suddenly wrenched her pussy lips apart with his fingers, and sank two of them deep inside her with a single vigorous push. “OH! Oh… yes… fuck…” she sighed.

Pumping his fingers rapidly, his tongue slid beneath them and began stroking her lips back and forth like a wide paintbrush. Lauren knew she would climax incredibly fast this time, and she couldn’t wait to drench his face with her scent. Especially when he took his tongue away from her but continued to fuck her with his fingers. “Come on, baby… give me that white-girl cum! I want to taste it.”

Within seconds, she felt an incredible surge of pressure deep inside her, and when his mouth found her lips again and he sucked them between his powerful facial lips, she screamed out loud, and felt herself give way.

Her pussy pulsed and released a massive flood across his waiting tongue and lips. It was possibly the fastest orgasm she had ever achieved, for Carter was a master at wringing every nuance of pleasure from her body.

“That’s fucking delicious!” He withdrew his fingers. “No panties, tonight. I want your body to smell wet and sticky, so all my friends will know how fucking ready you are beneath that dress.”

Standing up, he walked over to Bill. “Want a taste?” He said, offering his fingers to her husband.

Bill’s eyes went wide, but he willingly leaned forward. Lauren could see his pants stretched out with an erection, and he inhaled as Carter moved his fingers closer. “It’s okay man, you can lick it off.”

Watching her husband suck her cum off another man’s fingers was almost too much for her to process. Bill closed his eyes, and she could see he was somewhat conflicted, but then he finally embraced the taste, and cleaned her slick leavings from Carter’s fingers.

There was a big smile on the black man’s face. “She tastes good, doesn’t she? Just wait until that pussy’s full of my cum. And maybe someone else’s, too.”

Lauren stood up and pulled her dress back down. Someone else’s?
 “What do you mean?”

“No worries, little girl. We’re all going to have lots of fun tonight. The way you look in that dress, we’re going to have to beat
 my friends off of you.”

Lauren smiled, glad he approved of what she was wearing. She straightened her dress in the mirror, knowing that she already smelled like sex and it would draw men to her like flies to honey. Her body was still shaking from the orgasm Carter had given her so easily, and she was sure it wasn’t going to be the last one she had that night.

His strong arms wrapped around her from behind in an intimate embrace, and she shivered when his lips found her neck. “Ready to go, sexy lady? Now that we’re all warmed up?” She nodded, sighing as his lips teased her earlobes and she felt his hard cock grinding into her from behind.

Turning to Bill with a flushed face, she handed him the car keys. “You can drive, okay?”

All he did was nod. Lauren could still see he was hard under his pants and she leaned in to kiss him gently. “Thank you for being so amazing.”

Carter enveloped her hand with his and led her out the door with Bill trailing behind them. His hand rested on her ass as they walked. Lauren couldn’t wait to see where the rest of the night would lead.  


CHAPTER SEVEN

A door greeted them, just like any other unmarked door, except for a massive black man standing outside of it dressed in a sharp suit. Carter walked up, and the two exchanged a handshake and brief bro hug before the man knocked on the large dark door behind him. As Lauren walked up trailed by Bill, the man gave her an approving nod and a smile.

They walked into a dank and almost totally unlit building, but as they proceeded down a long hallway, Lauren could hear the deep throbbing of a bass beat coming from not far away. Turning a corner, Carter opened a massive pair of ornate double doors to lead them into a large room filled with over a hundred people. The music swelled around the trio as they proceeded inside.

It was a nightclub, but obviously one with a very different agenda from most. Everyone was dressed in somewhat formal clothing, the women in tight, short dresses and the men mostly in suits. One departure from the norm was that all the women were white. And definitely not of the typical clubbing age, most of them looking in their forties, some even older. Most of them appeared to be accompanied by older men, who ringed the floor and were watching the action intently.

The layout of the club was very similar to the one Rebecca had taken Lauren to. This one was slightly smaller, and it felt more intimate. There was a long bar across one side of the room, and a DJ’s booth in the centre of the back wall.

Another big difference was that black men were everywhere, outnumbering males of other races about two to one. All of them looked similar to Carter, or in other words were serious hunks. And most of them had their hands somewhere on one of the white women in the room, who according to Lauren’s estimation were pretty much as numerous as the black men. White men and a few Asians, who must be the women’s husbands stood by passively, some smiling, and others simply taking in the scene.

“Go get us some drinks. Bill, I’ll take a vodka soda. Your wife will have a shot of tequila.” Carter winked at her. “Get whatever you want for yourself, everything’s already paid for.”

It should have been humiliating for a man to be ordered about like Carter was disdainfully addressing Lauren’s husband, but Bill simply nodded and walked across to the bar. Lauren watched as Carter was hailed and greeted by several of the other black men in the room, and by a couple of the women as well. Just as soon as he walked in, it was obvious that he was one of the alpha males in the place. And he’s all mine.


Carter led her into the middle of the room after Bill brought their drinks. Obviously as he was a regular at the other club, he was one at this place too. Lauren found him getting greeted by many of the black men and even some of the women. She couldn’t help but almost be jealous, wondering if he was lovers with some of them as well.

It turned out as soon as Carter and she entered the maelstrom of men of whichever race and exclusively white women in the spacious center region of the room and began mingling, that Lauren’s possessive thought was far from the case. Although Carter was always nearby, keeping a watchful eye on her, his hands and the other parts of his face and body were becoming very familiar with almost every woman he encountered.

And likewise, almost every man Lauren encountered was making very free with her own body, her permission for such liberties obviously being assumed. And since Carter wasn’t acting the least bit possessive in her regard, she took it that she was the property of every (black) man here. At least I’m only theirs within certain limits, I hope.


With ever-changing men’s hands all over her body, Lauren soon felt drunk with lust. Her entire being was one massive erogenous zone, where massive hands and dark fingers were touching every place they could reach.

One man would be behind her cupping her breasts and rubbing his erection against her ass, while another was grinding her pussy against his thigh and sucking on her neck. It was wildly hedonistic, and she felt incredible.

All around her were women in the same situation, mostly two or three men for each woman. Some were fiercely kissing their partners. Hands groped under dresses, and she saw at least one woman definitely in the throes of an orgasm, as two men had their hands busily moving under her skirt.

Occasionally one of the men around her would break away, and another would quickly replace him. The smells of each man were all slightly different, but the scent of sex, sweat and musky men surrounded her at all times.

After a while it became obvious to that there was some kind of unwritten code disallowing any direct sex in the club (or at least within this room), because Lauren could tell that if it was
 allowed, many of these overstimulated women would likely be rutting on the floor with their dresses cast completely aside.

As the music continued, she watched multiple husbands approaching to kiss their wives right after they had been kissing their black partners, and then walking away again. Many of them were obviously encouraging their wives to engage in even more physical contact.

There were even some white wives of the black men actively encouraging their men to touch and dance with other white women. As Carter had foretold, the club hosted a lot of different types, but one thing was clear, there were lots of white men who enjoyed watching their spouses enjoying black men.

As the music and erotic chaos continued, Lauren looked around and saw Bill watching the entire spectacle intently. His pants were clearly tented, and there was a wet spot on the front of them, but since he had delivered their drinks and then immediately retreated to the outskirts of the dance floor, he had barely moved from his spot. She ripped herself away from the four hands touching her, and worked her way through the crowd over to him, arriving sweaty, smiling and horny.

“Have you had enough? I’m having a great time, but if you aren’t doing okay, we can take a break.” Lauren wanted to give him the chance to ease himself into the idea of what was likely going to happen later in the evening, even after what had happened earlier in the hotel.

“I just want to know if you’re
 okay,” he said loudly into her ear. The lust she was feeling overcame her, and she grabbed him and kissed him, sliding her tongue into his mouth eagerly. She felt a strong need to show him she was more turned on than she had ever been in her life, and that she wanted him to share in that.

Grabbing his hand, she guided it beneath her dress. He found her naked, dripping wet slit, and moaned into her mouth.

When she ripped her mouth away from his, she hissed in his ear, “I’m so fucking horny, sweetheart. I want one of these guys just to tear my dress off and fuck me as hard as he can!” As she spoke, she reached down and squeezed his cock. His entire body flexed, and he gasped loudly.

But then, feeling hands snake around her body from behind, she heard a deep voice in her ear. “Now, now, little girl. Nobody’s touching that pussy tonight except for me,” Carter rumbled. That’s patently untrue,
 she thought to herself, men have been playing with my pussy almost since we arrived here. But I guess this is just Carter’s way of explaining to Bill that
 he can’t touch my pussy for now, without being too blatant about singling him out.


Carter reached between her legs from behind and moved Bill’s hand aside, then his finger easily penetrated her. Lauren felt a jolt of incredible passion slam through her.

She turned around and without thinking, kissed Carter hard, right in front of Bill, grinding herself onto his hand and sucking his tongue with a high-pitched mewling sound that only came from her desperate need to be satisfied.

He responded with his own passionate kiss, and cupped her juicy pussy with his entire hand, lifting her off the floor and encouraging her to wrap her legs around his body.

Lauren knew her entire ass was now exposed to the club, but she was beyond caring. Grinding her hips into the massive black man holding her up, she felt a desperate need to cum as hard as she could. “God… please fuck me right here… right now.”

Carter chuckled. “You’re gonna have to wait, little girl. I’ll have a big surprise for you later that you’re gonna love
. But for now let’s just get another drink.” He set her back on the floor. “Bill, go get us another round.”

Lauren was drunk with lust. The whole energy of the room, or perhaps a better word was ‘synergy’, since it continued building and building because of everyone’s interactions, was sexual and incredibly wanton. Black men dominating white women and enjoying being their objects of worship.

One man who had initially greeted Carter, grabbed her and pulled her into his body, grinding a massive hardon into her hips. Carter joined from behind her, and both men started pressing her between them. Her new partner, whatever his name was, slid his hands up her thighs, coming dangerously close to the dripping pussy beneath her dress. She smelled sex in the air.

Her lover leaned into her ear and whispered hotly. “This is my man Anthony. I thought that you might enjoy having two men paying attention to you tonight.” Lauren felt a shudder pass through her. Having Carter’s hands and lips and cock all night was one thing, but introducing another man was unexpected.

But her horny feelings couldn’t be denied. The other man’s hands felt just as good as Carter’s did and the two men sandwiching her barely covered body between them was exhilarating. As one ground against her ass, the other rubbed against her chest and then they would turn her around.

Each man had a distinctive look and smell, and Lauren was purely giving herself into lust. She realized suddenly that Bill was actually still watching. If Carter’s plan was going to come to fruition, she needed to make sure her husband was willing to go along. God, I hope he’s okay with it.


She broke off and walked to her husband. He handed her another drink with a shaky hand. “Are you okay?” he said into her ear.

“I’m…so turned on. Like going crazy. Touch me.” She grabbed his hand and slid it under her dress. Fingers trailed across her sopping wet panties and he shook as he touched her. Lauren could see the conflict in his eyes but then she reached down to his crotch and found him as hard as she was wet.

“They both want to come back to the room with us. Two men. Is that okay?” She knew exactly what the words entailed and desperately hoped that Bill wouldn’t balk at the idea. Even though she knew it had been hard enough to watch one man using her body, now she was asking for two.

“If that’s what you want. I love you.” The words made her almost gasp with joy. She kissed him and then returned to the dance floor. As before, both men grabbed her immediately and pushed her between them.

“Should we get out of here?” Carter hissed into her ear. She could feel his massive erection pressing into her already and there was another one on the other side of her.

Lauren knew exactly what she wanted. “Let’s go.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

As Bill drove them back to the hotel, both men were all over Lauren in the back seat. The functions of her dress and her bra had been reduced to those of two sashes around her waist, and Lauren was being passed back and forth between them, alternating between sucking on one man’s tongue while the other man fondled her naked pussy and kissed her breasts, and then the other way around for a while before switching back again.

Her scent was thick in the confined space of the car. As he tried to concentrate on the road, Bill swerved several times, jarring Lauren’s lips away from one of her men each time.

Carter laughed. “Come on white boy, watch the fucking road. Not us with your sexy white wife.” The other man had been introduced as Anthony as the four of them had left the club, and his face was currently buried in her neck, as his hand played with her wet slit.

Lauren had given herself over completely to these two men using her body in any fashions they saw fit, especially once she read the Braille and learned that Anthony was easily as well endowed as Carter. Having two massive black men for her very own pleasure was sending her to heights she’d never known she could feel.

Finally they pulled into the hotel parking lot, and Lauren pulled her bra and her dress back into place as the three of them tumbled out of the back seat, laughing riotously together.

Bill followed sedately behind them, as the two men held her hands, escorting her to the hotel room like two arresting officers. Except that Lauren knew she was about to receive an entirely different version of confinement than the usual.

As they walked into the room, the two men led her to the centre of it. Carter grabbed the television remote and selected a music channel with a low, thrumming beat, much like the musical background had been at the club.

Lauren’s body was rigid with anticipation, especially once Bill followed them in and quietly seated himself in the chair across the room to watch. Carter and Anthony seized control of her body and started grinding against her again.

“Let’s get this party started, right?” Carter said, grabbing her chin and pulling her to his mouth for yet another tongue-filled kiss. The lust Lauren felt while he kissed her, compounded by Anthony’s strong hands starting to pull up her dress, was almost too much to take after all the teasing she had already experienced tonight.

Anthony pulled up her dress, and she allowed him to whisk it over her head. Within another few seconds her bra was undone and discarded, and she was finally completely naked, sandwiched between the two men. While she kissed Carter, Anthony squeezed her ass from behind and separated her cheeks, which produced the effect of flexing her pussy lips as well.

Carter slid his hand between her legs, joining his friend, and now both massive men were massaging her ass and pussy. “Feel how wet that is, man. She’s fucking gushing,” he commented. Easily, he slid a finger into her and Lauren sighed, partly out of frustration, craving lots more inside her than a single finger. She began rubbing her hands down the front of Carter’s pants, feeling his thick penis, which was semi-erect.

“Yeah, little girl? You want that big black dick? Well, you’re going to get two
 of them tonight,” he said with a cocky smile. His hands went to her breasts. “So get that cock out and start sucking, and we can see where the evening takes us.”

Obediently Lauren dropped to her knees, feeling simultaneously slutty and exhilarated. She was naked in a hotel room with two gorgeously massive black men, and she knew they were going to use her body like it had never been used before. And she was sooo
 excited about it.

Once his fly was undone and his pants down, Carter’s massive thickness popped out. She grabbed it in her hand and marveled yet again (she did this every time) at how it was impossible to even wrap her entire hand around it. Sliding her lips over the head, she enjoyed the taste of his by now familiar musky flavour.

“Get yours out too, man. This bitch is fucking great
 at sucking cock,” she heard Carter extend what seemed to pass in his circles for a polite invitation.

Behind her, she could hear another zipper descending and the rustle of pants being removed. Then a tap on her head. Turning it around, she saw another massive cock, slightly longer even than Carter’s prodigious length. Her skin sprouted goosebumps. She was about to have sex with two massive men, no doubt at the same time. And for the first
 time.

“Look at that, baby. Two big black dicks, just for you. I know you can take them both.” The two of them added together were well over a foot in length. It was a sight straight out of a porn movie. Both men were directly in front of her, tantalizingly dangling just within reach of her hands and mouth.

“See that, cuck? She’s going to take both
 of us tonight. This sexy wife of yours is going to get herself properly fucked
.”

The urge to taste this new man was too much for Lauren to resist. She enveloped his head just like she had Carter’s, getting it nice and slick, and feeling the spongy head’s texture on her tongue. “Ooh… yeah… that’s a good
 little white girl,” Anthony sighed as if he were praising an adorable little puppy. “Get that big dick nice and slick.” His long shaft became harder between her lips and stretched her mouth as she took even more of him inside. Finally she needed to back off and take a breath, gasping for air, but as soon as she had her breath back, Carter was rubbing his cock against her cheek again, so she switched off and allowed him to slide into her mouth again.

“Fuck yeah. Look at those sexy lips. Take that big dick,” he sighed. As he pushed himself deeper into her, Lauren felt her body rebel and she almost choked, but the fear-provoked rush from having her breath cut off was incredible.

“I bet she can take both of us.” Anthony said with a laugh. He grabbed her firmly by the hair. Lauren felt a thrill at how just like Carter, he was simply taking what he wanted from her. Coming forward while Carter was still in her mouth, she felt his cock press against the side of his friend’s shaft. It seemed impossible, but both men wanted to be inside her mouth at the same time.

The men stood side by side and wedged both of their heads into her lips, which stretched unbelievably wide to receive the girth of both men simultaneously. Carter obviously had no problem sharing her lips with Anthony pressed right against him, which told her the two men had probably done this before.

Her eyes began watering from the effort of fitting them both between her lips, causing her breath to whistle in short pants around them.

Finally with a gasp, she was forced to remove one of them, and she slid Anthony by himself back into her mouth, sucking eagerly at his spongy head while her hand attempted to encircle Carter’s girth and as she stroked him.

After a few seconds, she switched. Both men were gazing hotly down at her and stroking her hair as she took turns sucking them. The room was filled with the sounds of grunting, and the wet sounds of her lips being invaded.

“Fucking white bitch sucks a good dick.” Anthony commented. “How’s her pussy feel?”

“Amazing. Tight, wet and hot. Can’t wait to hear her scream for my dick like she did last time.” Carter replied.

“You gonna get in there?” Neither man even acknowledged she was able to hear them, and that made it even hotter for Lauren. She swirled her tongue down the thick black cock in front of her, making it as wet as possible for the inevitable penetration she was dying to receive.

“You go first. I have another idea for this little hotwife slut.” Carter said.

Now that he had permission, Anthony pulled Lauren roughly to her feet. He grabbed her chin and slid his tongue into her mouth, licking her lips and briefly sucking them. Then he shoved her towards the bed. “Get on your back, bitch.”

Lauren stumbled and almost fell, but Anthony caught her and she was eager to feel this new man inside her. She rolled onto the bed and spread her legs. Looking over at Bill, she silently tried to check on him, but his expression was vacant, although she could see his hand slowly touching himself over his pants, which she took as a good sign. As Anthony climbed onto the bed to claim her, he grabbed her thighs and roughly spread her legs apart. “Ready, baby?”

He didn’t wait for a reply, and he was rough. With one hard thrust, he shoved his massive cock into her wetness. Thankfully she had been dripping wet for the better part of two hours, so his cock was readily able to slide deep into her with a single stroke. Still, the sudden sensation was unbelievably intense. “Oh… FUCK… OH!” Lauren cried.

Anthony paused, his erection flexing deep inside her. “Goddamn.
 You weren’t kidding, C. How is this pussy so fucking tight
?” He started to slide in and out of her, every stroke providing a wonderful stretching.

The friction of his cock rubbing against her walls was perfect, and Lauren knew it wouldn’t take long for her to explode all over him. His girth and length allowed him to reach into places even Carter never could.

Wrapping her legs around him felt wonderful, with his hard muscles flexing on top of her. His thrusts were hard and primal, and there was absolutely no sign he was either tiring or ready to finish. His muscles popped in his chest and arms with the effort, beginning to shine with sweat as he grunted on top of her.

Finally Lauren felt her orgasm beginning to rise, the pressured feeling of intense waves beginning to crest. As Anthony continued fucking her, she began gasping out loud. “OH YES! Fuck ME! I’m about to… AH!” She exploded with a loud cry and felt her slit gush its juices down his shaft. “Oh my GOD… Jesus…”

Anthony laughed and sat back, letting his thickness sit inside her. The shaft slid out until only the head remained still stretching her, and Lauren wanted to push herself back onto him to experience even more of him.

Carter tapped Anthony on the shoulder. “My turn, man. Fuck, she gets loud when she goes off like a rocket, don’t she? Fucking noisy
 little white girl!” His grin was ear to ear.

Lauren lay there panting, eager to feel more. The lust she felt for these two ebony men was dialed up higher than anything she had ever felt. “Carter, please come get inside me. I want your cock.”

He laughed. “Yeah, you little hotwife slut? Hear that, Bill? Your wife wants more black dick.”

“Please hurry,” she begged. “Fuck my cunt!”

“Oh no. I’m taking your other
 hole, baby. That tight ass
 of yours is mine tonight,” Carter said with a broad smile. Lauren instinctively tensed up upon hearing he was taking her ass, but the only thought there was room for in her fevered mind was how good it would feel to try.

“Get on your knees. Stick that sexy ass up in the air for me.” He growled. She eagerly obeyed his command. Part of her wondered how it would feel, and part of her was afraid. But the fear made the anticipation even better.

She felt him hover over her, and then a small wet drip fell onto her ass. Lauren knew he was going to lubricate her up with his own saliva, and it felt dirty. Dirty but hot. His fingers rubbed across her ass, covering it with wetness. Then she felt his head slid up and down her tight crack, and she tensed up with anticipation.

“Watch this, man. I bet her ass can take me, no problem.” Lauren couldn’t tell who he was talking to. Probably both men watching. Then he pushed forward slowly, and she felt herself stretch out and gave a gasp of exhilaration.

AAAHHHH… FUCK…” she cried loudly as his head popped into her ass, stretching it wide and making her entire body spasm. “It’s so fucking HUGE!”.


“Yeah, baby. That ass is so tight.” Carter grunted. He eased himself out, keeping only the head inside to continue spreading her bunghole wide, and then he pushed back inside again. The lubrication provided by his spit allowed him to push in even deeper, and Lauren came close to screaming when the pain of this first-time penetration overwhelmed her. Lightheaded with pressure, she started to pant with short quick breaths.

Meanwhile, Anthony was setting up shop just outside her mouth, his glistening cock ready to breach her lips.

“Please, Carter… go slow. It’s so much.” Lauren begged.

Carter wasn’t deaf to her pleas, and he pushed himself in at a snail’s pace, and she could feel herself widening to accommodate his massive girth. “That’s it, baby. See, your ass can
 take my big dick. Just relax and enjoy it.”

Anthony took her by the chin, leaning down to gaze into her eyes from point blank range. “Such a good little slut you are. Now you can suck me off while he fucks your white ass.” He offered his thickness to her again and instead of asking, wedged her mouth open with his spongy head and slid it inside. Lauren felt her body being used from both ends, and the sensations were sending her into a sexual nirvana.

Carter’s hand snaked between her legs as his cock sat in her ass, still stretching her incredibly wide. Every small movement he made sent a bolt of painful pleasure through her, and when his fingers found her sensitive lips, she cried out loudly. An orgasm ripped though her body completely out of the blue, and she felt her pussy squirt all over his hand.

“Damn… look at that. Cunt fucking soaked me,” Carter laughed while Anthony just kept thrusting gently in and out of her mouth.

“Fuck, bro.” Anthony exclaimed. “This is the sexiest one yet. She’s a fucking star.” His cock continued to slide into her cheeks, and Lauren couldn’t help but smile. She knew that both men had probably had their share of women, and she was happy to hear their praise that she was outperforming them all.

“Let’s DP her. She can take both of us that way, too.” Yet again, Lauren didn’t even have a say in the matter, but the way she was feeling, she didn’t even care. Being so thoroughly used by these two gorgeous black men had gotten her completely delirious, and she had no resistance to offer. And oh yes… there was also the matter that she couldn’t tell where one orgasm ended and another had begun, so apart from that, reality didn’t seem very real to her.

“Lie down, bro.” Carter pulled out of her ass with a pop, and he then dragged Lauren to kneel on top of Anthony’s body as he lay flat on the bed. His sturdy cock stood straight up from his hips, and Carter assisted her in lifting her legs across his dark body. Then she felt Anthony rub his head against her dripping slit and pull her down on top of him. She cried out again at the renewed fullness.

Carter grabbed her breasts from behind as she rode effortlessly on top of Anthony, and he turned her head so their lips found each other. His tongue bathed hers in a passionate kiss. Anthony was so deep inside her, and at this stage she was feeling no pain whatsoever, just a world of pleasure.

“Let’s let you cum one more time.” Carter’s hand reached around and found her clit, and within moments, Lauren heard herself scream as her body went off like a rocket again, her gash being set off by the throbbing cock of a man she’d hardly met. The sounds of slick wet friction, and grunts and moans, some of them hers, she suspected, filled the air.

“Okay baby, time to take both of us. Get down so I can get back into that tight ass of yours.”

Like a rag doll, Lauren allowed herself to be pushed forward to lie supine on Anthony’s body. He paused his thrusts as Carter moved behind her. She felt his cock head touch her ass again. This time she knew she could take it and managed to relax almost completely. But still there was a sensation of being stretched, with no pain this time, as he pushed into her ass again.

Now both men were inside her, rubbing their cocks together through the thin membrane between her ass and her pussy. Once Carter was firmly inside, they both began moving in a slow, coordinated rhythm.

The sensations of having over a foot of combined cock inside her two holes had her head spinning. There was a dull ache in both her pussy and her ass, but it was welcome, and every movement either of the two men made, sent waves through her body that carried her to a new height, and then sent her crashing over it within moments. Like breakers on an ocean beach, over and over again. All she could feel was pleasure.

Lauren could, somewhat distantly, hear herself crying out gutturally with every orgasm. Both men were taking their time inside her, but enjoying themselves. Anthony grabbed her face and kissed her lips, sucking her tongue into his mouth while Carter’s hand spanked her ass.

She had lost all coherence of where she was. Her entire body was consumed with the sensations of both massive men inside her holes, making her entire body sing with pleasure. It was beyond anything she had ever felt before.

They sped up, working in perfect unison, as she heard both men begin to pant harder. Part of her was excited about it, suspecting they were probably both getting ready to finish. And she thought of where they would choose to shoot their hot cream, whether onto her or into her.

She couldn’t even form words, only high-pitched squeals, but she desperately wanted both of them to fill her holes. She wasn’t disappointed.

“I’m gonna cum in your sexy ass. You’re fucking amazing.” Carter’s thrusts slowed, and Lauren could feel his cock pulsing in her tightest hole. It swelled to massive proportions. A few more short thrusts and he gripped her hips, bellowing out while his body arched behind her. “FUUUUCK… YES!”

Lauren felt him shoot into her, a deep pulse of hot cream. A hard spurt of wetness filled her ass, coating her as deeply as she could feel.

“Yeah… take that black cream… fuuuuck…” Anthony pushed deep into her pussy, and she felt him release a massive load of his own, coating her walls like Carter had just coated her other passage. With several more thrusts, he emptied himself without stopping. Once he did stop, she could feel not only Carter’s cock still stretching her rectum, but also herself full of their two collections of fluids.

Both men had cum inside her. And her husband had just calmly sat there, watching them creampie both her holes. Or perhaps not calmly, she couldn’t really tell. She would have to ask him about that once she got it together, perhaps a few years down the road after she caught her breath.

Lauren lay where she was, her breath coming in short gasps as both men withdrew and stepped off the bed. She curled up in an insensate ball. Her emotions had overwhelmed her and then departed to leave her drained, and she didn’t know whether to weep or to laugh from the intensity of all she had just experienced, so she did neither.

“Jesus fuck C., I think we killed her.” Anthony said with a derisive laugh.

Carter laughed as well. “Naw, we just did her proper. Now she really
 knows what it’s like to take a black man or two. Isn’t she fucking great?”

Anthony stepped off the bed and the two men high fived each other, laughing. It was the only point where Lauren felt like she had simply been used. And that was okay with her. But maybe it wasn’t okay with someone else. She had forgotten that Bill was even in the room.

“You guys should probably go now.” The unexpected words shattered the room’s silence. They were like hard steel emerging from a mouth that Lauren had never expected to hear anything like that coming from.

Her husband defending her and telling
, not asking, that the two men leave. The two men who had just used her completely up, and then seemed not even to care. While Bill had just sat across the room presenting absolutely no evidence of objecting. At least not until now, when he was taking charge.

Carter looked at Bill with a smirk. “She’s all used up for us. Why don’t you clean her up? I’ll be in touch for the next time.” He picked up his pants and started to slide them back on. Bill watched the two men warily as they dressed themselves.

Lauren could only lie where she was, wherever that was, feeling completely exhausted and full. She could feel the seed of the two men slowly dripping out of her. Sweat was drying on her skin. Carter approached her and leaned down, kissing her gently on the forehead, offering his comfort almost as if he cared. “’Night, baby. Bill can take care of you now.”

He followed Anthony out the door and when it shut, Lauren felt Bill approach the bed tentatively.

“Are you okay?” he asked. His hand touched her naked hip, and it seemed like he didn’t know what to do except to comfort her.

Lauren rolled onto her back and slid a hand between her legs. Her pussy and ass were coated with sticky residue from her men. Her breath still panted in and out of her lungs, and she was sore all over. “I’m okay,” she sighed. “That was…” Her words drifted away into silence.

“It was what?”

“It was exactly
 what I wanted. And needed.” Just saying the words made her think that perhaps Bill wasn’t ready to hear them, but she was now a complete addict for Carter and his big black dick. And for anyone else he decided to bring along to help make her feel slutty. Entirely new sexual horizons had just been opened for her to experience, and she was loving the journey.

Bill chuckled. Which wasn’t remotely something she was expecting to hear. “So going forward, my wife is going to be a slut for black men.” The funny thing was, the pessimistic-sounding words weren’t even said in a derogatory manner. They were said as a matter of fact. “And I guess I’m just going to have to deal with it.”

Lauren rolled onto her stomach. Bill’s hand drifted down her body to her ass and squeezed it gently. She felt a shiver in her crotch, as his movements made her pussy lips and ass resonate with all she had just experienced.

“I’ve never seen anything like that,” he said. Then he paused, as if trying to figure out what to say next. “It was totally unreal, watching you get fucked like that.”

Lauren heard in his voice something that sounded a bit like acceptance. And maybe even a bit of enjoyment. He had pulled his pants back up, but something inside her made her realize what he really wanted out of the moment they were now sharing.

“I’m still so horny, baby. In spite of everything they did to me, those two hulking black men didn’t satisfy me.”

His hand squeezed her ass cheek again, and he trembled.

Reaching to his pants, she slowly and gently undid them without encountering any resistance. His cock was as hard as a rock when she fished it out, and she could see crusty dried precum residue on his boxers.

“Did you like that? Watching those men with me?” She wrapped her hand around his cock, and felt it hard and pulsing within her hand. This
 dick, she could
 wrap her hand completely around.

Even though she was exhausted and sore, she wanted to show her husband he was important to her. “Watching them fuck my ass and pussy at the same time? I’m pretty sure I must have been screaming hysterically part of the time, but you’d know more about that than I would.”

Bill leaned forward and kissed her shoulder while she stroked him. Lauren could tell he was fighting hard against wholly embracing the fact that he was now a complete cuckold, and she was his hotwife, and they had embarked on a journey together that it was impossible for either of them to resist. “God… Lauren…” he moaned. “I… you must… do you think that…” His nonsensical words trailed off.

“It’s okay.” She said it quietly. “I know what you’re trying to ask, and the answer is yes. It’s okay for you to like it. I love
 those big black cocks inside me. Fucking me. Making me cum so hard and long.”

His cock twitched in her hand.

“Maybe next time…” she continued, “we can have a whole room full of them. All of them shooting their big loads into my pussy, my ass, into my hair, wherever.” With quick strokes she jerked him off, looking into his eyes as she confessed what she wanted her black lovers to do to her body next.

Suddenly Bill lurched and cried out, and his cock spurted a massive load of cum into her hand.

“Ooh… yes, baby… let it all out. You’re such
 a good boy.”

He gasped again, apparently giving into something he had held back for a long time. Her hand was full of white sticky cum, just like her ass and pussy had been earlier. His mouth found hers and she accepted his stabbing tongue, and she sucked on it, wanting him to feel just as good as she did.

Finally he calmed down, and his cock softened in her hand.

“Was that good?” she asked.

He looked at her and nodded. “So
 good. Just promise me that you’ll always come home to me.”

“You know I always will. I’d be miserable
 without you. Broken into tiny pieces.” She kissed him gently again.

Once she let go of his cock, he went into the bathroom to return with some soap and a washcloth and a bowl of warm water, and he began to wash her body with infinite tenderness.

He lovingly soaped and rinsed her skin, using small amounts of soap and water at a time to cover her breasts, neck and stomach, and the front of her legs, and then he gently turned her over to cleanse her back, shoulders and the back of her legs. Then when he touched her ass cheeks, Lauren tensed. Her body was still feeling the effects of both big black men manhandling her body and stretching her unmercifully.

She felt him probe at her holes, wiping away any of the excess cum that the two men had left where it still was, or that had leaked out of her. And while he ministered to her, she caressed his arms and shoulders.

Lauren believed they were creating a new ritual, one they would practice together following each sexual adventure she would have in the future. Cleansing her skin of the men she had enjoyed. They didn’t speak, instead using touch to inform each other of how much they each cared for the other. Once she felt able to walk, Bill stripped before assisting her to the shower, where they did a thorough job on each other, with lots of tender touching.

Finally the shower was done and Bill shut the water off, gathering a big white towel and wrapping it gingerly around Lauren’s body. She couldn’t resist any part of his loving care. Leading her out of the shower stall, he took the towel and dried her skin slowly. She shivered in the cool air of the bathroom.

Then leading her to the bed, he opened the covers for her and Lauren eagerly slid underneath them, the sheets feeling wonderfully cool on her warm, naked body. She was exhausted. Her body felt stiff, as if she had done too long of a workout at the gym.

But the stiffness and soreness were welcome; she had earned them honestly, even if not virtuously. Bill covered her up, and then kissed her with soft affection. Within moments she was asleep, wrapped in a cocoon of warmth.


CHAPTER NINE

They woke up together in the strange bed. Lauren turned over, and she immediately felt the lasting effects of every second of the intense sexual experience she’d had the night before. Even her toenails were sore!

Sliding out of the bed, she limped to the bathroom and when she returned, Bill’s eyes were open, and he was gazing at her. “Good morning.”

“Hey.” Lauren slid in next to him and curled up close, enjoying the skin to skin comfort of being naked with each other.

He kissed her forehead. “How are you feeling?”

“Okay.” It was hard for her to figure out what to say to him. “Sore.”

He chuckled, and once he did, Lauren found herself doing the same.

She moved into his body with familiarity. His hands still wrapped around her, she felt him getting hard as her naked skin rubbed against him. Suddenly she was filled with desire. Desire to let her husband make love to her. The opposite of what she had done with her black paramours the night before.

They moved together, kissing gently, and as if he could read her mind, Bill moved on top of her as she spread her legs. He paused. “Are you…too sore?”

Lauren bit her lip, knowing that it would be slightly painful. But it was what she wanted. “Never for you, darling. Just be gentle.”

As he sank into her, he gasped loudly and Lauren moved up into him, their bodies moving together under the sheets. It was tender, slow, and exactly what she needed. While his cock moved inside her they kissed gently, and he cooed in her ear telling her how incredibly beautiful she was, and how lucky he felt to be able to make love to such a beautiful and loving woman.

When his cock erupted, she eagerly gripped him with her muscles and sighed, allowing him every ounce of enjoyment that he deserved. He kissed her again tenderly before withdrawing.

They showered together like lovers do, and this time when they drove home there was
 conversation. None of the apprehension from the day before when they had left for their encounter. They discussed plans for possible future encounters. Shared outrageous fantasies and tried to decide which of them to try next. Brainstormed about what she could do during their encounters to make sure Bill was happy.

Once they arrived home, Lauren felt completely at ease with her situation, and she knew that Bill did as well.

Later that day, she heard a knock on her front door. Jesus. Could that be Carter?
 Part of her hoped eagerly he had spontaneously dropped by, but a saner part of her didn’t need to see him again anywhere near this soon.

She opened her front door, and saw Rebecca standing there offering a bottle of wine and a smile. “Hey! Thought I’d stop by and see how your weekend went.”

Lauren was surprised.

“Bill called me to come by and debrief with you. Like only a woman can. Holy shit, Lauren. Those guys really turned you out, didn’t they? He told me a bit about it.”

Lauren suddenly felt ashamed, as if those massive black men using her was something Rebecca would be unfamiliar with. But then she realized from the look in her friend’s eyes, that she had
 been through the exact same experience. Or at least one rather similar. The next words she spoke only confirmed it.

“Carter brought another guy along, right? Was it Victor? Or Anthony?” Obviously Rebecca had experienced a very
 similar experience at one point or another.

“It was Anthony.”

“Ooh. He’s hot. And he and Carter together? Jesus.
 I’m almost jealous just thinking about it, except that it brings back such fond memories. Which reminds me, I need to text a couple of people about… something or other.” They both laughed.

“They were… well, it’s hard to describe.”

“I promised you. They fuck
. Husbands might be great for making love, but like I told you, every now and then you just need to get fucked. Properly
. Was I wrong?”

“No, you weren’t wrong at all. Definitely not. They really did a number on me, and it was amazing.”

Rebecca laughed. “Well, at least you survived. Bill was there too, wasn’t he? Was he okay with everything?”

“He took really good care of me. And he seems to be just great; we’ve never been closer.”

“You’ve got a really great guy there, Lor. I only wish I’d had a guy to come home to after the night I had with those two. But…” she lowered her voice. “God, isn’t it amazing? Once you go black…”

The remainder of the saying was inferred, and Lauren couldn’t help but agree with a quiet nod. There was no way she could deny herself the incredible sex she had experienced, now that she had given herself to other men. To black men.

And even though Bill had been reluctant at first, what she had felt from him last night, the caring way he had looked after her, she knew he had fully accepted that she would need people like Carter in her life from now on.

The two friends shared the bottle of wine on the porch while discussing the plans for the future that Bill and Lauren made in the car, plus a few imaginative embellishments Rebecca came up with. It was incredible to have a wonderful husband, a good friend to talk about anything
 with, and also an incredible lover that, with some help whenever he decided to recruit some, fulfilled all the rest of her needs. The future was something she was looking forward to eagerly.

THE END
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