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  You’re Fired

  
  




The last thing I wanted to do was tell my wife I had lost my job. 

I was pacing back and forth in the kitchen, nursing a bottle of beer. Expensive beer. Beer I couldn’t afford at this point. 

I tried to think about what to say but I couldn’t come up with a damn thing. 

I heard the garage door go up. That sound sent cold fear through me. That would be my wife, Stacy, and she’d be in here in a matter of seconds. 

The garage door went back down, a car door opened and then thunked shut, then I heard the click of Stacy’s high heels as she walked to the door that connected the garage and the kitchen. The door swung open, groaning the way it always did, and standing behind it was my gorgeous wife. 

As Stacy walked in and put her purse and phone down on the kitchen counter I took a look at her. She had long brown hair. It flowed down around her shoulders in thick waves and had just a little bit of curl, it was silky smooth and beautiful. Her red lips were neither smiling nor frowning, and her green eyes were looking at her phone. I was glad she wasn’t looking at me yet, I knew what would happen when she did. 

Stacy wore a blue blouse that couldn’t hide the swell of her big firm breasts. She had incredible breasts, big and round, all-natural. Her blouse was tightly tucked into a black skirt that showed off her narrow waist, then flared out showing off her hips and ass. It would be impossible to decide if Stacy’s ass or tits were her best feature, they were both incredible. 

The black skirt ended just above her knees, which was a company regulation that Stacy always took to the limit. I looked down at her tan, shapely legs, all the way to the shiny black heels. 

“Hey,” Stacy said. 

I looked up at her and we locked eyes. Before I even got a word out she crossed her arms. “What’s wrong with you?” 

I took another sip of water, then put the bottle on the granite counter. I took a breath, how was I supposed to say this? 

Stacy stared at me. Waiting. 

“I lost my job,” I blurted out. 

Stacy’s mouth dropped open, then she closed it. “You what?” 

I couldn’t look at her, I looked down at a tile on the floor. “I lost my job,” I repeated, not quite as loud. 

I heard a chair slide out from under the kitchen table, then a sigh. I looked up and Stacy was sitting, still staring at me, all the shock gone from her pretty face replaced with anger. 

I knew this would happen. It’s why I’d been dreading it. 

“Damn it, Lewis,” Stacy said. “God,” she sighed. “You were making good money. What the fuck happened?” 

“Outsourcing,” I muttered, still having trouble looking my wife in the eye. “And downsizing.” 

“Shit,” Stacy said. “You’ve got a backup, don’t you?” 

I shook my head. I should’ve had a backup, just in case, but I didn’t. I never thought it would happen to me. I was almost head of the finance department, how could it all just get moved to an entirely different country. 

“You’re kidding,” Stacy said. She stood up and walked over to the counter, across from me. She crossed her arms just underneath her big breasts, pushing them up in that blouse. She cocked her hip to one side. If I wasn’t so scared I’d take a minute to enjoy how sexy she looked. 

“Not kidding,” I said. 

“Lewis. Without your pay we’re going to lose our house.” 

That was my biggest worry. “I know.” 

“If you know, you need to do something about it,” Stacy’s voice was getting louder and louder. 

“I will,” I said, looking down at the floor again. I just couldn’t hold her gaze when she was mad like that. 

“Oh shut up,” Stacy said. “You don’t even have a backup plan, now we’re going to lose our dream home because I married a loser.” 

That was like a stab right in the heart. “I’m not,” I muttered. 

“You know,” Stacy said. “When I married you right out of college I thought you were one of those smart dorks that would be rich one day. I could’ve had other guys, but I chose you, I thought you had potential, but look at you now. You’re going to lose our house.” 

There was a lump in my throat the size of an apple. I swallowed it as best I could and tried to speak. “I’ll figure it out.” 

“You better,” Stacy said. 

She walked to the table, heels clicking fast. She snatched up her phone and looked down at it as she walked out of the kitchen, the click of her heels getting softer and softer until I heard our bedroom door slam shut. Then it was all quiet in the house. The big dream house that we might lose. 

* * *

I walked down the hall to the den and grabbed my laptop from the coffee table. I opened it up and sat down on our big leather L-shaped couch. I really hoped we wouldn’t have to sell it, but if I couldn’t find a job…

I searched the internet for work, slogging through listing after listing and not finding a damn thing. There were plenty of jobs for warehouse workers, laborers, and truck drivers, but I couldn’t do any of those. The thought of lifting boxes in a warehouse all day made my back ache. I wasn’t a very big guy anyway. I was an office worker, I had been since I graduated college seven years ago. No way I could jump into a job that was physical activity all day long. 

Seven years ago. That was a great time for me. I’d just graduated, just landed the job that I’d just lost, and the most epic babe on campus had agreed to go on a date with me. That babe was Stacy, sorority girl, social butterfly, all-around hottie. I couldn’t believe she even went out with me. I was so nervous when I asked her, and when she said yes I’d been so happy I couldn’t sleep that night. 

I wanted to impress her, so our first date was to a fancy Italian restaurant just off campus, it was called Isabella’s and it was one of those places with mood lighting and big oil paintings on the walls. Stacy loved it. 

That got me a second date, and then a third. That third date was significant because afterward, Stacy came back to my apartment for the first time. 

I remember every detail like it was yesterday. Stacy wore a black dress with thin spaghetti straps. Her hair was up and her makeup was perfect. I had on khakis and a white dress shirt and before I had the door all the way open Stacy was on me. 

We tumbled onto the couch, kissing hard, Stacy mainly kissing me. Despite being a senior in college at the time, I was a virgin. I had never fucked a girl. Actually, all I had done up to that point was kissed one girl at a party, and she had had a few drinks, so I probably looked better to her. Prior to that, all I had done was slow dance with a few girls at school dances, girls I had nervously asked, then they’d smile and nod. We’d dance for one song then go our separate ways. I often wondered if they pitied me. 

I wondered that about Stacy as well, but not that night. We were on my couch, which wasn’t nearly as nice as the leather couch in the living room that I sat on right now. It was an old gray fabric couch, and since it had been in a college apartment it had absorbed its fair share of spills. 

Stacy had her tongue in my mouth and I could taste the chocolate dessert she had ordered at the restaurant. It was wonderful. 

I couldn’t believe how well I could still remember the taste of that first kiss. I could still feel Stacy on me as we made out. I remember I had instantly grown hard and my cock just kept throbbing. It was a different kind of boner that night, and I’d never forgotten it. 

While Stacy kissed me she was grinding against my boner and I even worked up the courage to let my hands slide down from Stacy’s back to her round ass. I rubbed it through the slick fabric of her dress, then I gave it a gentle squeeze that made Stacy giggle as she broke the kiss. 

She looked at me, a sexy grin on her face. I looked at those green eyes and nearly hyperventilated. I couldn’t believe this babe was in my apartment, on me, making out with me. It was a dream come true. 

But the dream was about to turn into a nightmare. 

Stacy gave me one more kiss, then she slid off me, going to her knees on the floor and pushing my legs out. I still remembered that first feel of her breasts when she leaned forward. I also remembered the way I could see down the front of her dress. 

Then Stacy’s hands slid up my thighs to my belt. That sent all sorts of tingles up my spine, and when she started unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping, my cock twitched and throbbed. 

My mouth was dry as a bone at that moment and my heart was racing like never before. I’m sure I was sweating through my shirt and I couldn’t stop smiling. 

Stacy opened my pants and there was my cock, tenting my light blue boxer shorts. It was rock hard, sticking straight up, a wet stain formed a little circle at the top of the tent where I’d been leaking precum. That embarrassed me, but Stacy didn’t give it a second look. 

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and pulled them and my pants down. I lifted my hips so she could get them down. My cock was free now, and I was half naked with the girl of my dreams. 

She put her hands on my thighs and squeezed. She leaned forward. 

She was going to suck my cock! 

I was going to get my first blowjob! 

I was so excited, and I guess that was part of the problem. The feel of her bare hands on my bare thighs, the fact she was so close to my naked cock, the kissing, the sexy black dress, everything. It was all too much. 

I remember I whimpered at that moment and Stacy asked me if I was okay. I nodded and smiled but my face was burning. My balls had just clenched hard, my cock kept throbbing, and I came. 

Right there, before Stacy had even touched my penis I came, my load bubbling out and spurting two or three inches, landing on the couch and making Stacy shrink back. 

“Oh!” She said. 

I made the mistake of looking at her face. She was biting her lip, which might normally be really sexy, but she wasn’t doing it to be sexy, she was doing it to keep from laughing. I was sure of that. 

She kept it in, even though I could tell it was right there, just dying to get out, but unlike my load, she held it. 

I yanked my pants and boxers up before I was even finished cumming. “Sorry,” I muttered, utterly humiliated. 

Stacy stood up and I stared at her hot body. It would’ve been all mine, but my stupid virgin cock had to shoot off before she even touched it. 

She sat next to me on the couch and crossed her legs. She leaned forward and grabbed the TV remote and turned it on, just for some background noise, I think. 

“It’s okay,” she said after a while. “Happens to a lot of guys.” 

“I think I can go again,” I blurted out. 

Stacy giggled at that and simply said, “No.” 

“Can we go out again?” I asked. 

She was still grinning. I think she was still grinning at my premature load. “Sure,” she said. 

I remember how relieved I was when she said that. I was so happy. 

I went on to prematurely ejaculate with Stacy at least a half dozen times. I finally made it into her mouth, and months later into her pussy. On our honeymoon, I even lasted more than five minutes. I shook my head and smiled thinking about it. I had gotten better. I could last a little longer now, get Stacy moaning. She said I gave her orgasms. 

“Found anything?” Stacy said. 

I was suddenly back from my daydream, in the living room, worried about money and work again. 

Stacy walked around and sat on the couch next to me. She had changed into a white tank top and gray running shorts with lime green trim. She looked hot. She crossed her legs and I couldn’t help but stare at those shapely tan thighs. 

“Uh—not yet,” I said. “Still looking.” 

“What’s that?” Stacy said, pointing. 

“Just some ad,” I said. 

“It says you can make money now. That’s what we need, Lewis. Money. Now.” 

So I clicked it. 

A new website popped up called HomeShare. It showed a picture of a man standing in front of a nice two-story brick home, holding his arms out. 

Stacy read as a box popped up. “Make money with your home,” she said. “Sounds interesting. Click that box.” 

I clicked the box for more info and got just that. 

Stacy continued reading. “Have a nice home? Rent it to a creator and have your home make money for you. Just sign up. It is quick, easy, and could have you earning today.” 

I clicked around some more, a picture came up of a camera crew in a backyard shooting what looked like a commercial for a home improvement store. 

“We could do this,” Stacy said. “This could be our ticket until you find something.” 

“I don’t know,” I said. “All kinds of strangers in our house all the time.” 

“Strangers giving us money,” Stacy said. “Sign up, if it’s awful we’ll just quit.” 

I didn’t question her. I signed us up and clicked send. I closed the laptop and looked Stacy up and down. “It’s been a crummy day,” I said. 

“Yeah,” Stacy said. “You can say that again.” 

I scooted close and put my arm around her shoulders. “You think you could maybe cheer me up?” I quickly kissed her cheek, my heart thumping. Even after seven years of marriage it still made me nervous to ask for sex. 

Stacy laughed, a giggle that escaped her mouth like a premature ejaculation. 

I pulled my arm back. 

“No, Lewis,” Stacy said. “I’m just not in the mood.” 

“Okay,” I said. “Sorry.” 

Stacy pulled out her phone and started tapping and swiping. I grabbed the laptop and stood. 

“Where are you going?” Stacy asked, not looking up from her phone. 

“The bathroom.” 

“Eww, you’re taking the computer?” 

“In case I hear back from HomeShare.” 

“Sure,” Stacy said. 

I walked away. I went to the bathroom connected to our bedroom, not the one near the living room in the hall. I wasn’t expecting to hear back from HomeShare this quickly. I wanted the computer with me so I could watch some porn and masturbate. 








  
  
  A Little Privacy

  
  




Our master bathroom is really big. His and hers sinks, a shower that could comfortably fit four people, a big round tub with six massaging jets, a toilet of course, and a large closet for towels, cleaning supplies, and a built-in hamper for dirty clothes. 

I put the laptop on the counter between the two sinks. I went to the hamper and found a towel I’d used to dry off with after my shower this morning. I carefully spread it on the ground so it was flat. I slipped my shoes off and pushed them out of the way. I took my pants off and folded them and put them on the counter. I pushed my boxer shorts down and just left them on the tile floor next to my shoes.

My cock was already hard. It was hard from thinking about Stacy, thinking about our first time when I blew my load before she even touched it. My cock was poking at my shirt that hung over it, so I took my shirt off as well. 

Now I was totally naked in the bathroom, except for my socks, no need to take them off, I didn’t want my feet to get cold on the tile floor. I liked being naked, but I wished I was naked with Stacy, not by myself. 

It seemed like this was happening more and more lately. I thought back to the last time Stacy and I had sex, that must’ve been two weeks ago. She’d turned me down several times since then. 

I opened up the laptop, trying not to think about the fact I wasn’t having sex with my wife. I typed hot brunette porn into the search bar and hit enter. 

A whole variety popped up, millions of results. I went to the images and started looking for a pornstar that reminded me of Stacy. 

There were a few that did, that I had jacked off to before, but they still weren’t quite as hot as my wife. I didn’t dare bookmark those links. I wasn’t sure what Stacy would do if she found me jacking off to porn, but I doubt it would be good. She often teased me when she caught me looking at other women. 

I scrolled through the results and found a good one, a busty long-haired brunette in a bright orange bikini. 

I clicked on the picture and stared at the enlarged version. My cock throbbed. She looked good to me. 

I clicked on the link and two dozen smaller photos loaded on the screen. My eye drifted to the fourth or fifth one, the first pic where the brunette was naked. Her big firm tits were nice, tan, with big dark nipples. Her pussy was shaved smooth, no hair at all. I grabbed my cock and started stroking. It felt damn good. Precum slicked my head. 

I clicked on the next picture, a nice view of the brunette’s ass as she bent forward and looked over her shoulder at me. It made my cock twitch. I sure would like to see Stacy like that, bent forward, begging me to come fuck her from behind. 

I pumped harder. 

FAP! FAP! FAP! FAP! 

My cock was so hard and slick. 

I clicked the arrow at the side of the pic for the next one, it was a sexy image of the brunette curling her finger at someone off-camera, probably a guy. I quickly clicked the next pic to see who would be joining her. 

It was a guy, but it made me stop stroking. It was a big black guy, a guy with huge muscles, his arms and chest covered in tattoos, a smirk on his face, and a massive bulge in his tight boxer shorts. 

I wasn’t into this kinda porn, this interracial stuff, but I had noticed it was getting more and more popular on the porn sites in the last few years. 

I looked over my shoulder to make sure the door was closed. I looked back at the screen and I swear for a brief moment I saw Stacy in the picture with the black man. It was crazy, and what was really crazy was how it made my cock throb again and again. It would not stop. Just that one little thought had my cock out of control just like that first time with my wife. 

“Oh fuck,” I muttered. 

I clicked the arrow for the next pic. I was just curious, nothing more. 

It was a picture of them kissing. The black man still had his boxers on, but that big bulge pressed against the nude brunette’s flat stomach. 

I clicked the arrow again, just for the heck of it. 

The brunette was kneeling in front of the man now, and he was looking down at her. She had a very submissive pose, her face looking innocent. 

His cock was out now, those boxer shorts long gone, and even though he wasn’t fully hard he was huge. His cock was monstrous, like a giant black snake, so long, and so thick. 

I had to click again, I had to see the next pic. How was that cock even going to fit? I had to find out. I clicked. 

Well, it fit in her mouth pretty good. That’s what she was doing in the next pic. The pretty brunette had a whole mouthful of cock, the head and an inch or so of shaft filling her mouth, stretching her lips. I stroked hard and fast. 

The best thing about the photo was how she was looking at the camera with that big cock in her mouth. It made me so hard. My heart was racing as I jerked my cock. 

“Fuck,” I muttered. 

I knew what I was about to do and I couldn’t hold back. I looked down to make sure I was aimed at the towel. I looked at my hard cock. It was so much smaller than the black one in the pic, but I was rock hard. 

I stared at that pic again, at the cock, at the way her lips were all stretched, then at her eyes. They were brown, not like Stacy’s green, but they were beautiful, and as I stared I saw Stacy’s in my mind’s eye, the picture shifting from brown to green, but it wasn’t just the eyes, it was Stacy’s whole face and her red lips wrapped around that black monster cock. Suddenly, My balls clenched. 

“Oh fuck!” 

I kept on stroking, still staring at the pic and my cock pulsed. I bent forward and spurted my load so hard it went halfway down the towel. My vision blurred, my heart raced. I was cumming so hard. 

I kept stroking for my second spurt, then the door opened. 

“Oh Lewis! Gross!” Stacy said. 

I slammed the laptop shut and turned my head. Stacy stood in the doorway, staring. Her arms were crossed under her tits. My second and third spurts oozed out as I stared at those tits. My face started heating up and I grabbed the towel to cover myself. 

“No!” Stacy said. “Don’t get that stuff on the floor.” 

I dropped the towel. 

“I was just going to tell you I got a notification from HomeShare, but I guess you’re kinda busy.” 

“I’m done,” I said, not able to make eye contact with my beautiful wife. 

“Get dressed and get that HomeShare account set up.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

“Okay,” Stacy said, then she slammed the door. 

I leaned against the counter and clenched my fists. FUCK! 

I hated getting caught like that, it was so damn humiliating. But it was her fault…kinda. She was the one that didn’t want to have sex. I had to do something. 

My cock was all limp now. I stroked it a couple times but it was completely soft. My orgasm had been pretty much ruined, except for that first spurt, and it was a good one. 

My head was still swimming from it. I came so hard. 

I grabbed my boxers and slid them on, then my shirt and pants. I stepped into my shoes and walked out of the bathroom, carrying my laptop to the office. 

* * *

I sat down at my desk and looked out the window at the neighborhood. We were the last house on a cul-de-sac in a very affluent suburb. We had a well-manicured lawn, a sidewalk, and a spacious two-car garage. I sure would hate to leave this place. Maybe HomeShare will turn out to be just what we need.

I opened my laptop, and there was that pic again, Stacy sucking a black penis. No, it wasn’t really Stacy, but I kept seeing her face. I clicked the little x at the top right of the window to close it, then I opened a new window and checked my email.

The first message was from HomeShare, I opened it and read all the instructions. I confirmed my account, then it asked for pictures of the living room, kitchen, backyard, and master bedroom.

I stood up and pulled my phone out of my pocket. I went to the living room first. Stacy was in there, sitting on the couch, her tan legs propped on the coffee table. She looked up from her phone when I came in. She smirked at me and it made my face heat up.

“HomeShare wants some pictures,” I said.

“Okay, great,” Stacy got up from the couch.

I stood in a corner of the room and took a pic, trying to get the entire room in one shot. I hoped HomeShare would be impressed. I went on to take a pic of the kitchen, the master bedroom, then I went outside and took one of the backyard. We had some lush green grass back there that went all the way to some woods behind our house that made it feel really private. Near the back of the house we had a hot tub, installed just this year. It was really nice to sit back there and soak sometimes. In fact, I might have to do that tonight, after this crazy day it was just what I needed.

I went back inside and uploaded the photos to HomeShare, clicked send, and closed the laptop.

I went back to the living room, but Stacy wasn’t there. I heard some pots and pans in the kitchen and found her at the stove cooking some spaghetti.

“That looks good,” I said.

“Thanks,” Stacy said. “Did you upload the pictures?”

“Sure did,” I said.

“Good,” Stacy said. “Maybe they’ll get us approved and earning soon.”

“I hope so,” I said.

I went back into the living room and sat on the couch until the spaghetti was ready. Stacy and I ate quietly, without saying much. The spaghetti was good, very tender, with a rich red sauce and savory meat. I cleaned my plate and ate two pieces of garlic bread.

Stacy cooked, so I washed the dishes. While I was scrubbing the big pot my phone chimed. It was on the counter so I saw the notification pop up. It was from HomeShare and it said IMAGES APPROVED!

“Stacy!” I called out. “HomeShare approved my pictures!”

“Great,” she said. “Log on and get some people lined up.”

I left the big pot to soak in the soapy water. I dried my hands on a towel and picked up my phone. I opened the HomeShare app and went through the tutorial to set up a listing. It took ten minutes. It was super easy.

“Stacy,” I said as I walked into the living room. “We’re listed.”

“Maybe we can start earning soon.”

“I hope so,” I said.

I went back to the kitchen to finish the dishes. I started scrubbing the big pot again and my phone chimed. I had put it back in my pocket so I had to dry my hands before I got it out.

It was a notification from HomeShare, a photographer had selected our home and wanted to use it tomorrow. I practically ran to the living room.

“A photographer wants to use our home tomorrow,” I said.

“That’s great,” Stacy said, jumping up from the couch and looking at the screen of my phone. “Confirm it.”

I tapped the button and the app told me we were confirmed.

“Expected arrival between 8:30 and 9:00 tomorrow morning,” I said.

“Perfect,” Stacy said, right before I leave for work.

Excitement filled me. Maybe this would really work. Maybe this could replace my income.

Stacy was smiling. I couldn’t help it. I smiled too.

“Don’t forget those dishes,” Stacy said.

I stared at my phone as I walked back to the kitchen and finished scrubbing the big pot.








  
  
  Hot Tub

  
  




I was up early the next morning. A full two hours before the photographer was scheduled to arrive. I went through the whole house making sure everything was neat and clean and perfect. 

“You excited?” Stacy asked as she walked into the living room. 

“Yes,” I said. 

She smiled. She looked gorgeous in a shimmery silver top, dark skirt, and silver heels. 

“Do you think the photographer will have models?” Stacy asked. 

I hadn’t thought of that. “I hope so.” 

“What if they are guys?” 

“We’ll still take the cash,” I said. 

Stacy giggled and sat down in a living room chair. “We sure will.” 

At 8:40 the doorbell rang. 

I jumped up and walked to the front door. Stacy was right behind me. I opened it and smiled when I saw a hot blonde woman holding a bulky black camera. I stared at her for a moment. She had straight blonde hair that was cut short, ending just below her chin. She had striking features and bright blue eyes. I was tongue-tied. For some reason, I didn’t expect the photographer to be a hot blonde. 

“Hi!” Stacy said. “You must be the photographer that reached out to us on HomeShare, come on in.” 

Stacy pulled me out of the way as I mumbled a “hi” to the pretty blonde. She was young, probably just out of college, twenty-two or twenty-three maybe. She had a slim, attractive figure. She wore a tank top, but an open long sleeved shirt covered most of it. She had on a tight pair of jeans with rips up and down the thighs. She wore a pair of low leather boots. 

“I’m Stacy,” my wife said. “And this is my husband, Lewis.” 

The woman slung the camera’s strap over her neck and let it hang. The strap went right between her breasts, the weight of the camera pulling her shirt tight. Her breasts weren’t nearly as big as Stacy’s, but they looked nice and firm. 

“I’m Lila,” she said and stuck out her hand. 

Stacy shook it first, then I did. She had a small, soft hand. 

“Nice to meet you,” I said. 

She nodded and smiled. “You have a beautiful home. As soon as I saw the pictures I knew it would be the one.” 

“Don’t just stand there, Lewis. Give her the tour,” Stacy said. 

“My model should be arriving any minute,” Lila said. 

“I’ll wait here,” Stacy said. 

“Thank you,” Lila said. 

“Follow me,” I said. 

I showed her the living room first, since it was closest, then I took her to the master bedroom. She loved it, marveling at how spacious it was. We went to the kitchen after that, and from there we went out into the backyard. 

“You have so much room,” Lila said. “I’m all cramped up in a city apartment. This is going to be a great place to shoot.” 

“Great,” I said. “This is our first time using HomeShare. I hope it works out.” 

“I’m sure it will,” Lila said. “Hey, look at that,” she pointed to the hot tub. 

“That’s basically brand new,” I said. 

“So beautiful,” Lila said, running her hand over the smooth wood that surrounded the tub. “This would be great for a swimwear shoot.” 

“Swimwear?” 

Lila looked at me, a smile on her face. “Yeah.” 

The back door swung open. “Lila, your model is here,” Stacy called out. 

Lila and I walked around to the back door and I stopped in my tracks when I saw the girl standing next to Stacy. She was incredibly hot, a blonde, but not like Lila at all. She had long hair, and it was thick and wavy. She wore makeup like a pageant girl, but looking at her face I figured she didn’t really need any of it. She smiled, her teeth were perfect, straight and gleaming white. She had green eyes, that in a way reminded me of Stacy. She had on nothing but a tight pair of black yoga shorts and a white sports bra. I couldn’t stop staring. 

“Hey, Madison,” Lila said. 

The hot young blonde put a hand on her hip. “I would only get up this early for you, Lila. Your shoots always turn out great.” 

“Thank you,” Lila said. “I have your wardrobe in my car. Is there a place Madison can change?” 

“Sure,” Stacy said. “I’ll show her. Lewis will help you with that wardrobe.” 

“Come on,” Lila said. 

I walked through the house and outside to Lila’s SUV while Stacy took Madison to the guest room. A thrill ran through me as I thought about that hot blonde naked in my house. Wow! 

“This bag right here,” Lila said as she popped open the back of her SUV. 

I grabbed it. It was heavier than a thought, a bulky brown leather bag. I carried it in as Stacy was coming down the hall. “Take it to the guest bedroom.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

Stacy grabbed my shoulder and stopped me, a serious look on her face. “I’m about to leave for work and I’m only going to tell you this once. Don’t let them catch you masturbating, it’ll probably freak them out.” Then Stacy started laughing. 

My face was on fire. “Shut up,” I muttered, remembering the humiliation of being caught by my wife in the bathroom yesterday. 

Stacy still held my shoulder. “Just do whatever Lila needs, Lewis. We need this money, remember?” 

“I remember,” I said, pulling away from Stacy and lugging the big bag down the hall. “Have a nice day at work.” 

“I will,” Stacy said. “Bye.” 

“Bye.” 

* * *

I nervously walked into the guest room and put the big bag on the bed. Madison wasn’t in here, but I saw a light on in the bathroom. The door was open. 

“Stacy?” Madison called out. 

I froze. 

“Is that you?” Madison said. 

“Uh—she’s gone,” I said. “It’s just me, her husband, Lewis.” 

Stacy poked her head out the bathroom door. “Oh. Hey, Lewis.” 

“Uh—hi,” I said. 

Madison walked over to the big bag and unzipped it. I couldn’t help but look inside. I saw colorful tops and skirts, the string of a black bikini. I even saw some fancy purple lace that had to be part of a bra or pair of panties. 

“Thanks for bringing this in,” Madison said. “It’s so heavy.” 

“No problem,” I said, trying to be cool. It was difficult, my heart was racing just being around the hot young model. She reminded me of one of those babes you’d see on social media with all sorts of hot pics, and private pay accounts with really hot pics. 

“You have such a nice house,” Madison said. 

“Thanks.” 

“Your wife is lucky to have found you.” 

I blushed. “Would you tell her that when she gets back?” 

Madison giggled and pulled a frilly white top out of the bag. “Let me get dressed, Lewis. I don’t want Lila mad at me.” 

“Sure,” I said. 

I walked out, closing the door behind me and finally calming down. I walked toward the kitchen. Madison actually giggled at my little joke, and she said Stacy was lucky to have found me. But she was talking about the house. Madison was assuming that I was rich. She had no idea I’d just lost my job and this was a last resort just to pay the mortgage. I saw Lila in the kitchen, looking at the back of her camera and messing with the settings. 

“Do you need anything?” I asked her. 

“I think we’re good,” Lila said. “As soon as Madison is ready we’ll begin.” 

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll stay out of your way.” 

Lila smiled, then looked down at her camera again. I went to the master bedroom, walking slowly past the guest room, hoping Madison would come out, but she didn’t. 

I plopped down in a chair and grabbed my laptop. I didn’t open it though. I was too busy thinking about the hot young blondes in my house. I never dreamed the photographer would be such a hottie, and the model…Wow! 

I couldn’t believe I was getting paid for this. I heard the guest room door open up and soft footsteps went down the hall toward the kitchen. That would be Madison, all changed and ready. 

I really wanted to see what she had changed into, but I told Lila I’d leave them alone. I had also gotten a warning from Stacy. Although, that was mostly just her making fun of me. 

I opened my laptop and checked my email. I needed to get my mind off what was going on. My inbox was full of junk, while I deleted it I heard Lila directing Madison, telling her to “look up”, “straighten her back”, and “cross her arms.” 

I wished I could direct Madison. The first thing I’d do was get her in a bikini or some lingerie. That tight sports bra and yoga shorts she had on when she first got here couldn’t hide her curves. She had some big natural breasts, and a nice ass too. 

My cock started to stiffen. 

I closed the laptop. 

I could take a quick peek, see what they were doing. No harm in that. 

I put the laptop on the table by the chair, stood up, adjusted my boner in my pants so it wasn’t so uncomfortable, and crept to the door. I leaned out and looked down the hall. I saw Lila standing in the doorway of the kitchen. Her back turned to me. The hall light was off, there was almost no way they could see me. 

Lila squatted, the shutter of her camera snapping away. I could see Madison now. She had on a white peasant top that left her shoulders bare. It was tied just above her breasts, but it was loosely tied, showing off some epic cleavage. The top showed a strip of Madison’s abs, about three inches of taut bronzed skin and a gleaming diamond in her navel. She wore a pair of skin-tight jeans with the top, and a pair of brand new white sneakers. She looked great. 

Lila had her in all sorts of poses, my favorite was when she leaned forward for the camera. I wish I had been closer, I could’ve sneaked a good long look down that sexy top. 

Lila stood and I heard her tell Madison to get changed. The sexy blonde started walking my way so I ducked back into the bedroom and went to my chair. I heard the guest room door close. Footsteps followed. 

A moment later, Lila poked her head in. “Hey, Lewis.” 

“Hey,” I said. I still had a boner so I folded my hands in my lap to try and hide it. 

“I just wanted to tell you that we are moving to the backyard for a bit.” 

“Okay,” I said. “Sounds great.” 

“Thanks, Lewis.” 

“No problem.” 

As Lila walked away I heard the guest room door open and Madison walked out. 

“Beautiful,” Lila said. 

“Thanks,” Madison said. 

They were going outside, so that meant I could watch them from inside. Okay, where would be the best place to see them? I thought about all the windows in the house and finally decided that once I heard them go out the kitchen door I would go to the living room and watch out the windows that faced the backyard. 

I waited and waited and waited to hear the sound of the kitchen door closing. My heart raced. My stomach was full of butterflies. The excitement was killing me. I loved having a sexy model doing a photo shoot in my home. 

Finally, the door closed. I jumped up and hurried to the living room. I walked close to the windows, but not right up to them. I moved around and saw Lila and Madison walking out into the backyard. 

Madison looked beautiful, just like Lila said. She had on a skimpy pair of denim shorts all frayed and tattered. Tiny shorts that hugged her thighs, and as she and Lila walked I got a good view of her ass. It was spectacular, so round and plump. And the way her cheeks peeked out from the bottom of those shorts with every step made my cock throb. I wanted to squeeze her ass. I wanted her to grind it against me. Madison’s curves really did rival Stacy’s. 

On top, she wore a simple gray tank top that had larger than normal openings on the sides. It fit loosely, and from time to time I got a peek at the side of Madison’s breast. It looked so nice and firm. I couldn’t believe she didn’t have anything on under the top. A nice breeze and I might even see some nipple. This was such a wonderful treat. I should’ve signed up with HomeShare years ago. 

I glanced at Lila as they walked around the yard looking for the perfect spot. It was at that exact moment that Lila glanced toward the house, right at the window I was near. She clearly saw me, smiled and waved. My face burned. I’d been caught peeking. Madison turned around and waved as well. I smiled back at them and waved, but on the inside I was cursing myself for letting them see me.

“Fuck,” I muttered. 

I immediately heard Stacy’s voice in my head, don’t let them catch you jacking off. 

I took one more look as Lila moved Madison out toward the trees and started shooting. My cock throbbed again and again. I wanted to keep watching so badly, but Stacy was right, we needed this money. I didn’t want to make Lila and Madison mad. 

I took one more look, then I shuffled back to the master bedroom and plopped down in my chair. None of the windows from this room could see into the backyard. I picked up my laptop but I didn’t open it. If I did I’d just go straight to a porn site. 

Wait. I could look up Madison online. 

No. That would be creepy. 

I’m sure she had tons of pictures. This obviously wasn’t her first time. And don’t models want their photos to be seen? 

Probably not by guys like me. 

But she was nice to me when I brought her bag of clothes in. 

I held the laptop, but I still didn’t open it, my conscience was in a full-on wrestling match. 

The kitchen door opened and closed, breaking me out of my thoughts. 

“Lewis?” Lila said. 

“In here,” I called back. 

Lila popped her head in. She brushed her hair over her ear. “Hey, we were going to shoot in the hot tub and I was wondering if you could turn the jets on.” 

“Sure,” I said. 

I got up and headed down the hall behind Lila. Madison was coming from the other way and walked into the guest room as we passed. I looked for a nipple as she turned the corner. I didn’t see one, but I did see plenty of skin. 

“Which bikini?” Madison called out. 

“How about the orange one,” Lila said. 

“Great,” Madison said. “I love that one.” 

Orange. That put an image in my head. The pic set that I had masturbated to yesterday, the brunette in the orange bikini, the porn star that reminded me so much of Stacy, the one that had been sucking that big black cock. 

Another image popped into my head. I thought about hot young Madison with her glossy pink lips around a big black cock, just like the one I’d seen in that image. 

Oh fuck that was hot. I pictured Lila the same way, those blue eyes staring into the camera that she was usually behind. 

Wow. 

“I didn’t want to mess anything up,” Lila said. 

“Huh?” 

“The hot tub.” 

“Oh yeah,” I said. “It’s funny sometimes.” 

We walked out the kitchen door, into the backyard, and around to the hot tub. I pulled the cover off and hit the button on the controls to start the jets at a low setting. 

“Is that good?” I asked. “I can make them stronger.” 

“That’s perfect,” Lila said. 

The kitchen door opened and closed and out came Madison in a skimpy bright orange string bikini. I tried not to drool, but it was very difficult. 

Her breasts were covered by two tiny orange triangles, just enough fabric to cover her nipples. I could see her breasts from the top, the sides, and even the bottom. It was quite a sight. And her bikini bottoms were just as skimpy as her top, a tiny little triangle over her pussy, two strings that went high over her hips and tied in neat bows. I looked her up and down over and over. 

“I love this hot tub,” Madison said. 

“I’m glad,” I said. “It’s all yours for the day.” 

Madison grinned and climbed in. I got a quick view of her ass and I almost fainted. The back of that swimsuit was nothing more than a tiny strip of fabric, a thong that showed off Madison’s entire ass, and it looked incredible. 

Lila aimed her camera and started directing. Madison stood in the hot tub, in the waist deep water, she smiled and splashed and posed. I just couldn’t leave, it was too good. 

“Get yourself wet,” Lila said. “But watch the hair.” 

Madison put her hands up and gathered all that silky blonde hair, then she lowered herself into the water, stayed down for a moment, then stood back up. The bikini was all wet, the little triangles of fabric clinging to her breasts, and her nipples were hard. 

My heart was pounding. I took a few deep breaths as I gaped at Madison’s hot body. 

I couldn’t look away, but I had to. I couldn’t stand here drooling, Stacy would be pissed, and I might be bothering Lila and Madison, even though they seemed fine. 

“Well,” I said, trying to tear my eyes away from Madison as she posed, putting her arms together, squeezing those breasts together. “I’ll get out of your way.” 

“Thanks, Lewis,” Lila said. 

“Sure.” 

“Thank you, Lewis,” Madison said. She scooped up some foamy bubbles in her hands, blew them towards me, and giggled. 

“Your welcome, Madison.” 

I walked inside, shaking my head. I couldn’t believe that hot babe was in my hot tub. 








  
  
  Spy Time

  
  




I sat in my room for a long time. I had the laptop open and I was looking at job listings. That’s all I was doing, looking at the screen. I wasn’t actually reading it because every so often Madison would let out a giggle or a squeal and it would make me think of those big breasts, those hard nipples in that tiny orange bikini, straining to get out. 

God, I couldn’t stop thinking about the hot blonde. It didn’t help that the photographer, Lila, was just as hot. 

It was driving me mad. I closed the laptop and stood up. I paced around the bedroom. I wanted to do something. I had something in mind, but I knew it was wrong. I knew if I got caught it would get me in big trouble with my wife, Stacy. 

Outside, Madison giggled again, bringing the image of those breasts right to the front of my mind. 

I’m gonna do it. I’m gonna sneak around the front of the house, go down beside our backyard fence, and watch the show. It’s just woods back there, the closest neighbor wouldn’t be able to see me once I walked around the side of the house, then I’d slip back there and watch Madison as she bounced around in my hot tub. 

I had a right to watch. It was my hot tub, for now, as long as I could pay the bills. 

I checked the time. Stacy wouldn’t be home anytime soon. I’m gonna do it. 

I walked down the hall quickly, turned left to the front door, opened it, and walked out into the yard. I immediately turned left again, walked down the side of the house like I was checking the sprinklers or something, then turned the corner. 

Madison’s giggles and Lila’s voice were very clear from over here. 

“That’s perfect,” Lila said. 

I heard splashing. 

I couldn’t see them yet, I needed to slip into the woods, right along the fence, and walk about ten feet, that way no one could see me. It would be perfect. 

I stopped at the corner of the fence and looked back at the neighborhood. A dog barked in the distance. I couldn’t hear any cars. No one was in their yard. No activity, just a lazy summer day, most everyone at work. 

I turned back toward the fence and started into the woods. The fence was made of wood and there was really no way to see through it except for the occasional knothole, so I didn’t have to worry about Madison or Lila seeing me. I walked about ten feet, crunching over sticks and leaves, trying to be as quiet as possible. I stopped and looked around for one of those knotholes. I spotted one. I had to bend over to look through it, but it was perfect. 

I could see Lila standing three feet from the hot tub snapping pic after pic as she told Madison what to do. The busty blonde model was smiling, her hands on her hips. 

“Sit on the side,” Lila said. 

Madison climbed out, water droplets falling off her legs, sliding down, some going between them, toward her pussy. She sat on the edge of the tub. 

“Lean forward,” Lila said. 

Madison spread her legs wide. I bumped my forehead against the fence trying to get as close a view as possible. Those tiny orange bikini bottoms were wet, hugging Madison’s lips, allowing me to see every detail. 

“Oh my god,” I muttered. My cock started to ache. 

Madison leaned forward and put her hands on the side of the tub, blocking the view of her crotch. Her upper arms squeezed her breasts together, and the way they hung down looked incredible. It made me want to hop the fence, run over there, and just cup those big beautiful breasts, let them fill up my hands, let those hard nipples slide all over my palms. 

I couldn’t stand it a second longer. I put my knees down on the ground even though it felt cool and moist. It would stain my khakis but at the moment I didn’t give a shit. I unbuckled my belt and fumbled with my button and zipper. I finally got them open and shoved them down. My hand was already in my boxers, gripping my cock as I looked through the knothole again. 

Madison was climbing back into the hot tub. What a view. I really saw that ass this time. I started stroking, trying to keep quiet. 

“Let’s do some shots from the back,” Lila said. 

Madison stood in the middle of the hot tub, her back facing Lila, and looked over her shoulder. She wasn’t smiling, she was giving the camera a sexy smoldering look. 

I stroked harder and faster. “Oh fuck,” I moaned. I had already leaked so much precum. My cock was wet and slick and cool. It made a funny sound as I stroked. 

SCHLICK! SCHLICK! SCHLICK! 

Madison kept moving around, wiggling her ass a little bit. It was so fun to watch. I was about to explode when I heard Lila say, “Take your top off.” 

I started gasping for breath. I let go of my cock. It twitched and throbbed, precum drooled from the tip. 

I watched, holding my breath, as Madison untied the strings of her bikini top. She untied the one behind her back first, loosening those little triangles, but they still covered her tits. She reached behind her neck and the right triangle fluttered up, revealing a little triangle of untanned skin and a pretty pink nipple. 

“Oh yeah,” I moaned. 

Madison got the string around her neck untied and balled up the top in her hands and tossed it out of the tub. Now I could see both of those pink nipples, those tiny triangular tan lines. 

Wow!

Madison had perfect breasts. 

She crossed her arms and gave the camera that smoldering sexy look again and Lila started shooting. I started stroking. 

I lasted about ten seconds, a dozen or so strokes. I was panting and gasping the entire time, my balls tight and tingling, my cock throbbing hard. I kept my eye on Madison, on those delicious breasts as my balls clenched. 

I tried to keep my voice down, but I let out a groan as my cock pulsed. I kept on stroking as I came. I spurted a stream right into my boxer shorts, then another, then the rest just dribbled out as I watched Madison lean forward, she dipped her hands in the water, then put them on her breasts, making them shine. 

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” I muttered, my heart racing, my cock softening in my cummy hand. I took slow deep breaths. 

“Wow,” I muttered. 

I was a sticky mess as I slid my hand out of my boxer shorts. I looked back through the knothole. Madison was sitting on the side of the tub again, but she only had one tan leg hanging over the side, she was smiling at the camera now, an innocent wholesome look on her face. I felt a pang of guilt deep inside. I shouldn’t be doing this. If I got caught…

I looked back down, I was all soft now, no longer tenting my boxers. There was a big wet spot on the front of my boxers. I pulled up my pants, quickly buttoned them, zipped them up, and buckled my belt. I walked as fast as I could while still being quiet. I went back to the front door of the house and pulled the handle, but it didn’t budge. 

I was locked out.

“Oh shit,” I said. 

I checked my pockets, but I knew I had not grabbed a key. We didn’t keep a spare hidden outside either. 

“Shit!” I said. 

Now I would have to walk around to the back and go in the kitchen door. That would work. I could just wait until Madison and Lila were done, then walk in and hopefully sneak past them. 

I waited and waited and waited. I went to the other side of the house, where we had an actual gate into the backyard. Lila and Madison stayed back there for at least another hour, but finally, I heard the kitchen door close. I waited a few seconds, giving them time to walk to the guest bedroom where Madison would be changing. Then I made my move. 

I walked through the gate and to the back door. I swung it open and stepped into the kitchen. I was moving fast, but I quickly got stopped in my tracks when I saw Madison and Lila shooting in the kitchen.

Lila stopped and looked at me. 

“Hi, Lewis,” Madison said with a smile. 

“Hi,” I muttered. 

Lila was still looking at me. She looked me up and down, at the stained knees of my pants, the untucked shirt. “You okay, Lewis?” 

“Me? Yeah. Fine,” I said. 

Lila walked closer. She reached up and grabbed something off my shoulder, a leaf that had somehow gotten stuck. She looked at it, then at me. 

“I was cleaning up the front yard,” I said. 

“I see,” Lila said. 

“Lila,” Madison said. “I’m getting a bit chilly in this wet suit.” 

I looked at Madison. She was chilly, that was for sure. Her nipples were incredibly hard, poking at that thin fabric. She hugged herself, but she was still smiling. Even though I had just blown my load not too long ago I felt my cock start stirring again. That meant it was probably time for me to leave. 

“It’s time for an outfit change,” Lila said. 

“I’ll get out of your way,” I said and hurried down the hall to my room. 

As soon as I got there I just plopped down on the bed. I didn’t care that I was dirty. All that spying and jerking off and sneaking around had exhausted me. 

I actually fell asleep. 

* * *

“Lewis. Get up.” 

“Huh?” I raised my head and saw Stacy at the door. It scared me. She was already home. “What time is it?” 

“They’re leaving,” Stacy said. “Get up and tell them goodbye, Lila wanted to talk to you.” 

Oh crap. About what? Did she know? She saw the grass stains and the leaf on me. My stomach turned into a pit full of acid. Fuck. She figured it out and now she was going to tell my wife and probably not pay us. 

“Okay,” I said. 

I stood up and followed Stacy down the hall, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes. 

Lila and Madison stood by the front door. Madison was back in the sports bra and yoga shorts from when I first saw her. Still looking great. 

Lila had her camera slung over her shoulder. When I saw her smiling I felt a little bit relieved. 

“Lewis,” she said. “I loved shooting here, you were an excellent host.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “Glad to have you.” 

“I hope so,” Lila said. “Because I’ve already signed up for a couple more shoots here.” 

“That’s wonderful,” Stacy said. 

It sure was. I hoped Madison would be back as well. 

Lila nodded. 

“Thank you, Lewis,” Madison said. 

“You’re welcome,” I said, blushing. 

“See you soon,” Stacy said. “Carry her bag for her, Lewis.” 

I grabbed the heavy bag full of clothes and stumbled out the door with it. I got it in the back of Lila’s SUV and gave her a final wave as she pulled out of the driveway. I turned around and walked back toward the house. Stacy stood in the doorway, her arms crossed, a smirk on her face. “You did good, Lewis. Earned some good money.” 

“I just stayed out of their way,” I said. 

“Like I told you to,” Stacy said. “Come on.” 

She walked down the hall. I followed, staring at her ass in that tight black skirt. I wondered how many other guys had stared at it today while she was at work.

When we got to our bedroom Stacy stopped. “Sit,” she pointed to the bed. 

I sat down on the side of it. 

Stacy walked forward and stood right in front of me, looking at me with those beautiful green eyes. “Lewis, I’m still not happy that you didn’t have a backup plan when you lost your job, but this HomeShare thing seems like a great start to earning some cash. You did good today, so I think I’ll give you a little reward.” 

“A reward?” I said, smiling. 

Stacy nodded and sank to her knees in front of me. Her hands slid up my thighs and unbuckled my belt. She unbuttoned and unzipped me before I knew it. My heart was racing again. 

Stacy tugged my pants down and reached into my boxers, her warm soft hand circling my cock, squeezing it, stroking it. It felt so good. I closed my eyes, and the first thing I thought about was Madison’s breasts. 

Stacy let go. Could she read my thoughts? I opened my eyes. 

Stacy was looking at her fingers. “The fuck is this, Lewis?” 

“Huh?” 

“You’re all sticky,” Stacy slowly eased her fingers toward her nose and sniffed, her head jerked away. “Fuck, Lewis. Did you jack off?” 

My shoulders slumped. I wanted to lean back and get swallowed up by the bed. I didn’t want to tell her. How could I have forgotten?

Stacy pulled my boxers down and felt all around my cock. “Oh my god,” she muttered. “You did. You blew a load right in your boxer shorts. Was the model a little too much for you, or the photographer? I saw how you drooled over both of them.” 

“No,” I muttered, jerking my boxers back up. 

Stacy laughed. “Come on, Lewis. So you jacked off, you were doing it yesterday, remember?” 

“Yes,” I muttered. I certainly hadn’t forgotten about that. 

“So who was it?” Stacy said. 

“The model, Madison,” I said, not able to meet Stacy’s gaze. 

“I thought so,” Stacy said. 

I guess you don’t need a reward from me if you already did it yourself. 

“Please,” I begged. 

Stacy pretended not to hear, she walked to the bathroom and started changing clothes. I watched as she took off her top and skirt. She had on a purple bra and matching purple panties. She left them on, putting a light blue t-shirt and a pair of black shorts on over them. She came back to the bedroom. “Pull your pants up, Lewis. I’ll make dinner.” 








  
  
  New Model

  
  




For the next week, HomeShare lined us up with clients every day. None were as exciting as Lila and Madison. One old guy filmed an entire commercial in our kitchen talking about heating and air conditioning repair. Another crew set up in the backyard and took photos for a real estate company. One group stayed in the driveway the entire time doing some kinda infomercial about a window cleaning product that didn’t even work. They had a crew come clean the windows of the house an hour before they even filmed. It was kinda funny, and I got the windows cleaned for free. 

The following Thursday night, I was in the living room looking at my phone when Stacy came in and sat on the couch next to me. She’d been home from work for over an hour. We had ordered a pizza and ate it together. I could still taste the tangy sauce and perfectly melted cheese, all stringy and gooey. My belly was full, and as the sweet scent of Stacy’s perfume lingered around me a feeling rose up from deep down inside. She put her legs up on the table and crossed them. Those tan shapely legs. I thought about reaching out for one, but I second-guessed myself. I was feeling horny, but Stacy had made a habit of turning me down lately. 

Since Lila and Madison had had their photo shoot here I had jacked off to the memory at least five times, almost every day this week. I did it when Stacy wasn’t home. I did not want to be caught doing that again, it was so humiliating. 

Stacy was texting on her phone next to me. I waited patiently for her to finish up. My stomach was full of butterflies as I considered asking for sex again. I was so horny it was driving me crazy. I had to ask, so what if she doesn’t want to, she’s said no before. No big deal. Slowly and gently, like I was trying to touch a wild animal, I put my hand on her knee. She had on a small pair of red cotton shorts so her thighs were bare. She was smooth and warm. 

She immediately looked at my hand, then at me. “What?” 

That got me all flustered and I jerked my hand away like she had burned me. Her tone, the way she said it, like I was a student standing in front of the teacher’s desk waiting for some bad news. 

“Stacy,” I said. “We haven’t done it in a while.” 

“Oh god, Lewis. This again?” 

Not the response I hoped for. “Sorry.” 

Stacy squirmed in her seat. “Don’t be sorry. There’s nothing wrong with asking, it’s just that since you lost your job I just haven’t felt it. Haven’t been interested.” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“Lewis, I thought you were really climbing the career ladder. We had bought this place, I thought you’d be getting a raise sooner or later and in a few years I thought we’d get an even bigger place.” 

“We might still can, HomeShare is going good.” 

“It is going good for now,” Stacy said. “But we can’t really depend on something like this forever. When you lost your job, lost that steady income I think I lost a little respect for you.” 

“What? I’m still me,” I said. 

“Are you?” 

What did that even mean? I stood up, I didn’t like where this conversation was going. 

“Lewis,” Stacy said. “Don’t pout, it’s not a good look for you.” 

I wanted to tell her to shut up, but I didn’t. I went to my office, swung the door shut, and sat down in my desk chair. I rested my arms on the desk and looked out the window. A delivery van was turning around in the cul-de-sac out front as the sun set, turning everything red. 

I didn’t want to think about Stacy, or jobs, or any of this stuff. 

My phone chimed. 

I dug it out of my pocket and looked at it. It was a message from HomeShare, it said: Expected arrival between 8:30 and 9:00 tomorrow morning. 

I confirmed it, then I looked at the details and saw Lila’s smiling profile pic, a camera in one hand, a round light in the other. 

My mood suddenly improved. 

Lila would be coming back tomorrow, and hopefully Madison. I smiled. I put my phone back in my pocket and went back to the living room. I sat down on the couch with Stacy, but I didn’t sit right next to her. I could still feel the tension. 

“Lila’s coming tomorrow for another photo shoot,” I said. 

“Great,” Stacy said. “Stay out of her way.” 

“I will.” 

* * *

I barely slept, but I wasn’t tired. Two hours before Lila was scheduled to arrive I was dressed and up, sitting in the living room, waiting for the doorbell to ring. I checked the weather on my phone, it was all sun and clear skies. Hopefully, Lila and Madison would do some more outside stuff in the hot tub. Hopefully, Madison would be in that sexy bikini. My cock started to rise just thinking about the hot blonde model in that swimsuit, those three tiny orange triangles of fabric that barely covered anything. 

I heard the click of Stacy’s heels coming down the hall and put my hands over my lap. I did not want Stacy to see how excited I was, she’d just make fun of me again. 

“Someone’s eager,” Stacy said as she walked to the kitchen. 

I smiled and nodded. Stacy grabbed a bottle of orange juice from the fridge and a granola bar from the pantry and came back to the living room. She sat next to me on the couch. She cracked the bottle of juice open and took a sip, then she opened the granola bar and took a bite. The sweet smell of it was nice.

“You better behave yourself, Lewis,” Stacy said. 

“I will.” 

Stacy took another bite and chewed. She turned and looked at me. “I mean it.” 

“I understand, Stacy.” I didn’t need a lecture. 

“Okay,” Stacy said. She finished off the granola bar and crinkled up the wrapper in her right hand. “I’m just going to tell you the same thing I told you last time, don’t let them see you jacking off.” 

My face burned with a combination of embarrassment and anger. I was boiling inside. I had to say something. I had to vent. “Maybe if you had sex with me once in a while I wouldn’t need to jack off.” 

The living room had never been so quiet. 

Stacy took a sip of her orange juice, put the cap back on the bottle, then put it on the coffee table. She stared at me. “Lewis, maybe if you ever gave me an orgasm with that little worm between your legs that passes for a penis I would want to have sex with you.” She stood up. “I’m leaving.” 

“Leaving?” I blurted out. 

She turned around and glared at me. “For work.” 

I was about to stand up but her look told me to stay seated. 

“Do what I said,” Stacy said, then she walked to the garage, heels clicking louder than usual. 

When the garage door shut I was still on the couch, still reeling a little bit from what just happened. I was still hot, still mad, but the anger was getting overwhelmed. I’d vented that anger, telling Stacy what had been on my mind the last few weeks, and when all that anger left it got replaced with humiliation. 

Stacy said I never gave her an orgasm. 

I thought back to all the sex we’d had. She’d moaned during it, she’d said things like Yes Lewis! and Oh Yeah Baby! She’d held me tight. But was that all an act? Had I never truly satisfied her? 

I thought back to our first time, the first time she was going to suck my cock and I blew my load almost instantly. I swallowed the lump in my throat. God, she might be right. Maybe I’ve never given my wife an orgasm. 

And that wasn’t all, she’d called my cock that little worm between my legs that passes for a penis. A fucking worm. A small, shriveled, limp worm. A lowly worm, practically worthless. 

I knew I wasn’t huge. I wasn’t hung like guys in porn, but that was just porn, women didn’t really need huge cocks like that, did they? 

I wasn’t feeling so good. I was a little bit light-headed and slightly nauseous. I didn’t know what to do, Stacy had never really had an outburst with me quite like that. She’d never insulted me so deeply, and after she mentioned losing respect for me for not having a backup plan after getting fired…

Fuck. 

So she didn’t respect me, and I never satisfied her. I was in real danger of losing her. Despite what she had just told me I didn’t want that. I didn’t want Stacy to leave me, it had been nearly a decade since we first met. The last thing I wanted to do was throw all that away. I had to make it work, I just had to. 

The doorbell rang. 

Lila. 

Of course she’d show up at exactly this moment. My worst moment. 

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. I didn’t want her or Madison to see me like this. 

The doorbell rang again. 

I finally got up, walked to the front door, and pulled it open. Lila stood on the other side, the pretty blue-eyed blonde was smiling, a camera strap over her shoulder. 

“Hey, Lewis,” she wrapped me up in a hug. A nice warm hug, like she knew exactly what I needed. She pulled away too soon. “How are you?” 

“Great,” I lied. “You?” 

“Doing well,” Lila said. “I’ve got a big day planned.” 

“Come on in,” I said. 

“I’d love to start in the backyard if that’s okay?” 

“Fine with me,” I said. “Wherever you want.” 

“I’ll just head back there and set up,” Lila said. “Is Stacy here?” 

“Already left for work,” I said. 

Lila nodded and headed toward the kitchen to the backyard. She wore a black tank top, tight jeans, and brown leather ankle boots. She stopped in the kitchen, turned, and caught me looking. 

I tried to quickly look away, but I wasn’t quick enough. Lila smiled though. “The models will be here any second,” she said. “Just send them out when they get here.” 

A smile spread across my face. “Models?” I said. “As in two?” 

“Yep,” Lila giggled and opened the back door, she went out into the backyard and started setting up. 

I couldn’t stop grinning. I’d gone from the lowest of lows to the highest of highs. Lila had two models coming. That meant twice the boobs, twice the ass, twice the bikinis. I could barely stand it. I hoped one of them was Madison, and I hoped the other was just as hot. 

I paced by the front door, impatiently waiting for a car to pull up. Twenty minutes later, one did. 

I thought it was a mistake at first. It was a big SUV, blood red, with dark tinted windows, music thumping from some loud speakers inside. The driver’s door swung open and a muscular black man stepped out. He looked at me, then closed the door and walked around to the back of his SUV, opened the door, and stood back there a while. I tried to get a better look. I finally saw what he was doing, changing out of the black t-shirt he wore into something a little more fancy. 

The door swung closed and he looked at me as he buttoned the shirt. He had a smirk on his lips as he walked up. He wore dark jeans and white sneakers that looked brand new. His head was shaved and he had a neatly trimmed goatee. His eyes never wavered from me, but I had trouble keeping his gaze. 

“Lila here?” he asked as he walked up the porch steps. 

“Yes,” I said, my voice wasn’t half as deep as his. “She’s in back. I’ll show you.” 

He nodded once. 

Was this man really the model? He certainly looked like one with that impressive jawline, wide shoulders, narrow waist, and muscles everywhere. 

I led him through the kitchen and out the back door. Lila was adjusting a camera on the tripod when she heard us and looked up. 

“Jason!” She stopped what she was doing and ran over, wrapping the man up in a big hug. 

They hugged for a long time, and Jason’s hands were low on Lila’s back, almost touching her ass. I didn’t like this. 

Finally, they broke the hug and Lila turned to me. “I guess you’ve already met Jason.” 

“Yeah.” 

“He’s going to be modeling with Madison today.” 

I was glad to hear that Madison would be back, the busty blonde had starred in every single one of my fantasies over the last week. But she’d be modeling with Jason. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. This morning had already been such a roller coaster of emotions. Maybe I should just go to my office and leave Lila, Jason, and Madison alone all day. 

“Great,” I said. 

Jason had that smirk on his face again. I bet he knew I thought Madison was hot. I bet he knew I wished I was him. 

“She should be here any minute, Lewis,” Lila said. “Jason and I will get started.” Lila grabbed the black man’s forearm and pulled him toward the back of the yard. 

I went back in the house feeling a little bit angry about Jason being here. I didn’t want another man here, especially a younger muscular alpha-male like Jason. 

As I walked through the kitchen I stopped at the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. I took a long sip, then I put the cool bottle to my forehead. I stood in front of the open door, letting that cool air come out and wrap around me. I was glad Stacy had already left. She’d probably be all over Jason. An image suddenly popped into my head, that porn pic I had masturbated to a week ago, the hot brunette pornstar that reminded me of Stacy, but with a big black cock in her mouth, stretching her lips, her green eyes wide. 

I wondered if Jason had a cock as big as that porn star. Probably did, to go along with those muscles. And the way Lila hugged him… 

Sure, she hugged me too, but it wasn’t like that, it wasn’t such an excited hug, and the way her face lit up. I wondered if Madison would have the same reaction. I wondered if she knew him. 

The doorbell rang. 

I guess I wouldn’t have to wonder for long. 
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I walked to the front door and pulled it open. On the other side was the smiling blonde beauty I had been waiting for. 

“Hey, Lewis!” she said, her voice chipper and full of excitement. 

I couldn’t help but smile. “Hi, Madison. How are you?” 

“Great,” she said as she walked in. 

I was hoping for a hug, but didn’t get one. 

Madison was in a blue pair of yoga pants with a very interesting pattern, she wore a white t-shirt that was so short it showed off her flat stomach. Her sneakers were blue with black trim. All that blonde hair was down, flowing around her shoulders. 

“Lila is out back,” I said. “She’s with a guy, Jason or something.” 

Madison’s blue eyes widened. “She got Jason!” 

Before I could say another word Madison dashed out to the backyard. I watched out the living room window as the blonde beauty squealed with delight when she saw the muscular black man. He walked up, said a few words and they hugged, his hands just as low on Madison’s back as they were on Lila’s. Because of Madison’s short shirt, Jason’s dark hands were on the bare skin of her lower back. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. 

Lila said something to Madison and she came back toward the house. 

“Lewis!” Madison called out. 

“Yes,” I said, hurrying away from the window so it didn’t look like I was spying. 

“Lewis,” Madison said as she walked in. “Will you go get the big wardrobe bag out of Lila’s car.” She handed me the keys. 

“Sure,” I said. 

“Can I change in the guest room again?” Madison asked. 

“Yes.” 

I walked out the front door and opened the back of Lila’s SUV. I pulled the big bag out, put it on the ground, closed the door, and locked it. I struggled with the bag up the porch steps, then through the door, then down the hall. There were a lot of clothes in this thing. 

I turned the corner into the guest room and saw Madison, her back turned to me, and she was sliding those yoga pants down. I gasped when I saw her ass and the tiny black thong she was wearing. 

“Sorry,” I yelped and dropped the bag. 

Madison turned around, smiling. “It’s fine, Lewis. Relax. You saw me in that tiny bikini last time. This actually covers more.”

As she said that I stared at the front of her panties, they didn’t cover much at all. That tiny patch of shiny black fabric. I looked up at Madison’s smiling face. “Do you want it on the bed?” 

“Yes, please.” 

I picked up the bag again. I was really breathing hard now, and not just from the heavy bag. I put it on the bed and backed away. 

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll let you get changed.” 

“Wait,” Madison said. 

I stopped. 

She unzipped the bag and dug around, pulling out a tangle of black strings. She held it up, at first I thought it was just two belts or something. 

“This is my swimsuit for today,” she said, a wide smile on her pretty face. 

“Wow,” I muttered. It kinda just came out. 

Madison giggled. “That’s the reaction I’m hoping for.” 

I gulped. “I’m sure it will look great.” 

“I hope so,” Madison said. “Now let me get changed so you can see.” 

“Okay,” I said, backing out and closing the door but looking through the crack until it was entirely shut. 

Once it was shut I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I let out a breath, my heart was hammering in my chest. I was sweating. Madison was back in my house. 

Yes! 

* * *

It didn’t take Madison long to get changed. I had just gone back to the living room and sat down on the couch when I heard the door of the guest room open and the soft footsteps of the beautiful model come down the hall. 

I didn’t look up when she walked in. 

“Check it out,” she said. 

I looked up and nearly passed out. 

Madison looked incredible. This had to be the sexiest swimsuit I had ever seen in my entire life. Black straps came down over her breasts, barely covering her nipples, they tapered down and came together below her navel, covering her pussy and disappearing. 

Madison smiled and turned to the side. I saw a single string in the back, and the way she arched her back it went straight up from her ass and into the straps that went over her shoulders. 

“What do you think?” Madison said, she was smiling. 

“I—I—I—” 

“Are you speechless?” 

I blushed hard. “Yes.” 

Madison let out a delighted giggle. “Come outside so you can see Lila and Jason’s reactions.” 

“I don’t know,” I said. 

Madison bounced over to the couch. She was showing so much skin I didn’t know where to look first. “Oh come on,” she begged. “It’ll be fun to see their faces.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled me up, then she headed to the backyard. 

* * *

“Lila! Jason!” Madison yelled as soon as we were out the back door. 

The pretty blonde photographer and the muscular black man were talking, standing close, they both looked at us when Madison yelled. 

Lila instantly smiled, a big bright smile showing all those pretty teeth. Jason smirked, an arrogant look on his face, his eyes were glued to Madison, and he was looking at her body. 

“You look amazing, Madison,” Lila said. 

“Thank you. What do you think, Jason?” Madison said shyly. 

The black man rubbed his hands together. “You look good enough to eat.” 

Both girls thought that was hilarious. They laughed and giggled. I put a fake smile on my face even though I didn’t think it was funny. 

“Enough chit-chat,” Lila said. “Let’s get started.” 

“What do you want me in, Lila?” Jason asked. 

“The black suit,” Lila said. “I want you to match.” 

Jason walked off, back toward the house. I wondered if I should show him where to change. I glanced back at Madison and Lila. Nope, I wasn’t leaving this scene. 

“You really do look great, Madison,” I said. 

“Thank you,” she said, but she was paying attention to Lila. 

“There,” Lila said after posing the blonde exactly how she wanted. She stepped back and started shooting. “Move back, Lewis. Your shadow is in the shot.” 

I hopped back. I watched as Madison posed in all sorts of sexy positions, turning to the side, allowing me to see nearly all of her breast in that skimpy suit. She would stick her ass out and smile. Every pose drove me wild and my cock was getting hard. Until Jason came back out. 

The big black man jogged out from the back door in nothing but a black pair of board shorts, his muscles on full display. He had it all, big pecs, wide shoulders, huge arms, I would say he had six-pack abs, but it was more like an eight-pack. I had never seen anyone so ripped. 

“Wow,” I heard Madison whisper. 

“Mm-hmm,” Lila said. 

The girls shared a quick smile right before Jason walked up. 

“Get in there,” Lila said. 

Jason stood beside Madison and the busty blonde made sure he was close. They posed together for half a dozen shots. In my opinion, Jason just took away from Madison’s poses, but Lila seemed to love it, and Madison couldn’t stop smiling, even when she needed to do that smoldering look of hers. 

“Okay,” Lila said. “A little bit closer now.” 

“Come on, baby,” Jason said. 

I thought Madison wouldn’t like him calling her that, but she practically jumped on him as they came together in a hug, her arms wrapped around him, feeling the muscles of her back, and his arms snaked around her, going very low, almost to her ass. 

“Give him that look, Madison,” Lila said. 

Madison licked her glossy pink lips and her smile went away. She gave Jason that smoldering sexy look and he looked right back at her. Their faces were just inches apart, him looking down at her because of his height. It looked like they were about to kiss as Lila’s camera snapped away. 

“Great,” Lila said. “So great, I can feel the heat from you two.” 

Madison’s grin came back a little bit, but she kept that sexy look on her face. 

“Okay,” Lila directed. “Put your back to him, Madison.” 

They released the hug and the hot blonde turned around. She leaned back against Jason and he wrapped his arms around her, right above her breasts. Madison reached up and held his arms, her hands looked tiny on his muscular forearms. 

She was smiling, but as soon as she got control of herself and gave the camera that look, Lila took pic after pic. 

That pose was really something. It really made Jason look like a dominant alpha male, and it really made Madison look like his submissive slave. That was what first popped into my mind. 

“Very good,” Lila said. “Now the two of you walk to the hot tub, hand in hand.” 

Jason let Madison go and took her hand, they walked away from us and I stared at Madison’s ass since it was practically bare. I wanted to squeeze it so bad. 

“Look back over your shoulder,” Lila said. “Make every woman wish they were you, getting taken away by such a man.” 

Such a man? I remembered that big hug Lila gave Jason. I guess everyone loved Jason. Everyone except me. I was seriously considering going inside, but Lila said something I couldn’t resist. “Okay, in the hot tub.” 

Jason held Madison’s hand as she carefully stepped over into the hot tub. He also took a long look at her ass as she stood in the middle of the water. The waterline was right below Madison’s luscious ass. 

“Lewis,” Lila said. “Will you start the bubbles?” 

“Sure,” I said. 

Jason got in as I walked up, he sat on the edge right next to the control panel. I was about to push the button when he did it, activating the jets. 

“Hey,” I said. 

“I’ve got the same model on my back deck,” Jason said. 

“Oh,” I said. 

“All right,” Lila said. “Be playful, Madison.” 

The busty blonde bounced around, put her hands in the water and splashed Jason and I, my shirt getting all wet, water running down his chest. 

Madison giggled. “Sorry, Lewis.” 

“It’s okay,” I said, backing out of the shot. 

Madison splashed Jason again, then he leaned down, put his hands in the water and splashed Madison, getting her tits wet and causing that tiny strip of fabric she called a swimsuit to cling to her nipples. 

“That’s it,” Lila said. 

Jason stepped forward into the middle of the hot tub and grabbed Lila’s hands so she couldn’t splash him again. Playfully, they wrestled. He pushed her hands back, then let her push him back. 

“She’s strong,” he said. 

“Darn right,” Madison said, smiling and giggling the entire time. 

Jason was clearly having fun with her. He could easily overpower her, but she was still loving this, and so was Lila. The blonde photographer had a big smile on her face that hadn’t gone away since Jason showed up. And of course Jason was having a great time, he had the undivided attention of two gorgeous women. I guess he liked white girls. 

“Okay,” Lila said. “Go back to that hugging pose.” 

They stopped playing and both of them got serious again, the smiles replaced with stares. Madison stood in front with Jason right behind her. He wrapped his arms around her again and Madison looked up at him like she was in love, totally devoted to him, like she’d do anything he commanded. 

“Lewis,” Lila said. “I don’t want to stop this,” she said as she snapped pic after pic, “but I need their robes, will you go get them.” 

“Sure,” I said, although I didn’t want to miss anything. 

I walked through the house to the guest bedroom. I saw the big bag on the bed. I also glanced over at Madison’s clothes on the bed, and Jason’s right next to them. I saw a big lump under his jeans. I was curious, so I looked. A black pistol in a black plastic holster sat on the bed. 

Why did he have that? 

He didn’t need that here. 

I should tell him to put it away, store it in his car. He shouldn’t have brought that in without asking. I carefully put his jeans back over his pistol and grabbed the robes from the big bag. I carried them outside. 

Madison was climbing out of the hot tub with Jason’s help. Lila was looking down at the back of her camera, changing the settings. Madison took one of the robes, and Jason went to take the other, but I didn’t let it go. “We need to talk later.” 

He looked at me like he was about to laugh. “About what?” 

“A personal matter,” I said, my voice wavering. 

“Robes on,” Lila called out.

Thankfully, that ended our conversation. I was losing my nerve. Jason kept scowling at me as he put his robe on and adjusted the collar. Maybe I made a mistake.

“It’s so soft,” Madison said. “I wish I didn’t have anything on underneath it.” 

“So take it off,” Lila said. “It covers you.” 

“Really?” Madison said, wide eyed. 

“Sure,” Lila said, just be quick about it. 

Madison flung her robe off and handed it to Jason. He smiled as he held it. 

I couldn’t believe it, but right there in front of us the busty blonde model stripped off her skimpy swimsuit. All she had to do was pull the straps off her shoulders and push it down. And now she was naked. 

I took it all in, those perky pink nipples, her pussy. Madison was completely shaved, perfectly smooth down there. I couldn’t look away. Then she grabbed her robe and put it back on, tying it at the waist. 

“That’s better,” Madison said, grinning like a girl that had a secret. 

“Okay, boys,” Lila said. “Wipe that drool up.” 

I actually wiped my mouth. Jason chuckled. I wasn’t sure if it was about me. 

Lila lifted her camera and shot the pair again, the same poses, hugging front and back, holding hands, then she lowered the camera and looked at them. “I’ve got an idea. Lewis, can you bring one of those lounge chairs over?” 

“Sure,” I said. 

My wife, Stacy, kept a lounge chair by the back door for when she wanted to tan outside. I walked over and grabbed it, huffing and puffing as I carried the awkward chair across the yard and put it down. 

“Jason, sit,” Lila said. 

The man did what she said. Lila walked up and loosened his robe, letting it fall open, exposing his chest. She went over to the hot tub, cupped her hands, and dipped them into the water. She came back and dribbled that water down Jason’s chest, it trickled down his abs, covering him. 

“Rub that in,” Lila told Madison. 

The blonde model was quickly at Jason’s side. She leaned over, her robe falling open and showing lots of cleavage as she put her dainty hands on Jason’s black chest and stroked his muscles. She went up and down his abs, then over his chest as Lila snapped pic after pic. Jason was one lucky bastard. I wished I was him. 

Madison kept rubbing him and I heard a soft gasp from the model. It didn’t take long for me to realize why she made that noise. There was an enormous bulge in Jason’s swim trunks, and it seemed to be growing larger and larger. 

I looked over at Lila and saw her bite her lip behind the camera. I thought she might stop the shoot, but she didn’t. 

I looked back at Madison and she was staring, her mouth slightly open in disbelief, her hands were low on Jason’s abs, rubbing slowly and smoothly. He was smiling, like he was absolutely delighted that both women were staring at his bulge, he didn’t seem to care that I was here either. 

I glanced at it again. It was impossibly big, like a fake or something. He probably didn’t care because he knew I wasn’t as big as him. How many men were? 

Lila kept snapping pic after pic, I knew at any minute she’d stop and question Jason, but she didn’t, she just kept going, and so did Madison, rubbing his chest and abs, her fingers sliding under the waistband of his swim trunks. She smiled and bit her lip, her eyes staring into his. 

“Jason,” Lila said. “Would you like to do some solo pics.” 

“Sure.” 

Lila lowered her camera and gave him a cool smile. “Nudes?” 

Jason’s lips turned up in a big grin. “You bet.” 

Madison giggled and jumped over to Lila’s side. They both were so excited. I wasn’t, but I wasn’t leaving either, and I was surprised that Jason didn’t seem to care about that. If I were about to take my clothes off in front of Lila and Madison the last thing I would want is another dude to be around. 

But that didn’t bother Jason one bit. He untied the drawstring of his swim trunks, put his thumbs into the waistband, and pushed them down. 

I turned away when I saw his trimmed pubic hair. I didn’t want to see another man’s penis. But then I heard Madison gasp, and Lila made a soft noise deep in her throat. I’d just take a peek. 

When I looked back, Jason’s board shorts were long gone. He stood in front of the girls fully naked, exposed to them, and he was smiling. He had plenty to smile about, along with his impressive physique and good looks, Jason had a huge penis. It was absolutely massive. I swear it hung down to his knees, and it was thick, thicker than a soda can. He even had huge balls. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t stop staring. 

“Wow!” Madison said, totally impressed. 

“This is what I became a photographer for,” Lila said. 

I wondered if I should tell the girls to stop drooling, they certainly were. I don’t think either one had blinked. Madison was squirming around like she had to pee. Lila’s cheeks were rosy and she looked like she needed a glass of water. 

Jason smiled. “How do you want me?” 

“Mmm,” Madison moaned. “That’s a loaded question.” 

“And he’s definitely loaded,” Lila quickly added. 

Jason chuckled along with the girls. 

Once Lila got a hold of herself she aimed the camera and started snapping pics. “Stay just like you are, baby.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Jason said. 

It was at this point that I realized that Jason wasn’t even fully hard. That wasn’t fair. He must be a full foot long when hard. I wasn’t even half his size. What did Stacy call mine, a worm that barely passes for a penis? 

Jason sure didn’t have a worm between his legs. No, sir. That wasn’t a worm at all, it was a big bad black snake. A snake that was charming Madison and Lila. I’d never seen girls get like that. The two blondes were absolutely giddy, almost like they’d had a few drinks, but I knew they were stone cold sober. It was all because of Jason’s big black cock. 

“Can I get back in there, Lila?” Madison asked. 

I wanted to step in and stop Madison. 

Lila looked at the girl, then looked at Jason. “What do you think? Can Madison join you?” 

Jason rubbed his hands together. “She can, but if I’m naked, shouldn’t she be naked too?” 

“Good point,” Lila said. 

“I can handle that,” Madison said. She shrugged off her robe and let it fall to the ground. Fully naked, she proudly walked over to the black man and stood next to him. 

“Ooh, stay just like that,” Lila said. 

They simply stood next to each other, arms at their sides. Madison’s small, soft, white body on the left, Jason’s big, hard, black body on the right. It was a compelling image and I couldn’t look away. 

“I love that contrast,” Lila said. “Now you can get a little closer. Turn towards each other.” 

They looked at each other, giving Lila and I a perfect profile view. Madison still had an innocent and nervous expression on her face. Jason was all smiles. I noticed his cock start to rise. 

“Good,” Lila said, her shutter snapping continuously. “Touch each other.” 

“Okay,” Madison said softly. She reached out first, putting her hands just above Jason’s hips. She stared at his penis and licked her lips. 

He put his hands on her hips. 

Lila stepped closer. 

This was crazy. How had this backyard photo shoot turned into this? This was like some kind of porn or something. Was this even legal? 

“Little closer,” Lila said. 

How did I know she was going to say that? Both Madison and Jason were smiling as they stepped closer, then Madison gasped. Jason’s cock touched her, it pressed against her stomach. I couldn’t stop staring. It was exactly like that pic set that I had masturbated to a week ago, but it was right here in front of me, and it was even better. 

Lila snapped pic after pic. I wondered if I could find a copy of one of them online after this shoot. To save and jerk off to. 

“All right,” Lila said. “We’re losing our lighting, I think that’s enough for today.” 

Lila put her camera down, but Madison and Jason had not let go of each other yet. They were still looking into each other’s eyes like they were about to kiss, but Madison let go and stepped back, a huge grin on her face as she picked up her robe. “Nice shoot, Jason.” 

“You too,” he said, taking his time as he found his robe and put it on. He didn’t tie it up, so his huge penis was still on display. I couldn’t stop glancing at the enormous freak of nature. 

Lila started packing up. I grabbed the chair and awkwardly carried it back where it came from near the house. Madison, Jason, and Lila had already gone back inside. 

I went through the kitchen to the living room where I sat down on the couch. It felt good to be inside, in the air conditioning. My mind was racing. The image of Jason’s big black cock was at the front, the image of Madison and him holding each other close behind. I squirmed on the couch. The entire time I watched them I was working hard to keep from getting rock hard and tenting my pants, but now that they were changing it was okay. My cock sprang up, throbbing hard as I thought about the busty blonde model and the big black man. 

“Fuck,” I groaned. 

I really wanted to masturbate, but Stacy’s words rang in my head, don’t let them catch you jacking off. And they probably would, once they came out of the guest room. 

On cue, I heard the door open and close and heavy footsteps came down the hall. It was Jason, he was fully dressed, looking at me. “You wanted to talk to me?” 

I thought about it, about his gun. What should I say? 

“Uh—no,” I said. 

“Shit,” he grinned. “I’m out.” 

“All right,” I said. “See ya.” 

He closed the door behind him and I couldn’t help it, I got up and hurried down the hall. The door of the guest room was closed, but not entirely, and I heard voices. I slowly walked closer to the door and leaned in so I could look through the tiny crack that was open. 

“Jason is so hot,” Madison said. 

The blonde beauty was still in her robe, she had it wrapped around her and it was sitting on the bed. Lila stood with her back to me, packing the big bag. 

“Hey,” Madison said to her. “Is that Jason’s robe?” 

“Yeah,” Lila said, holding it up. 

“Gimme,” Madison said. 

Lila flung it over to the hot model. Madison caught the bundle, then unraveled it, then she did something that surprised me. She put the robe to her face and inhaled. She held it there for a few long seconds, then she pulled it away, a smile on her pretty face. “Oh my god,” she said. “It’s so good.” 

“Pheromones?” Lila said. 

“Mm-hmm,” Madison said. “And he’s got some good ones.” 

Lila giggled, then she flipped the bag closed then walked over and sat down on the bed next to Madison. “Jason has a good everything.” 

Madison giggled. “Lila, can we talk about that cock.” 

“We sure can,” Lila said. 

They both giggled again. 

“It’s insane,” Madison said. “It’s the biggest I’ve ever seen, without a doubt.” 

“That’s why I’ve been trying so hard to get him for a shoot,” Lila said. “I had to see it for myself.” 

“What did you think?” Madison said. 

Lila grinned. “Check this out.” She unbuttoned her jeans, grabbed Madison’s hand, and put it down the front of her panties. 

“Oh my gosh!” Madison said. “You’re so wet, Lila!” 

“Keep it down,” Lila said. 

“Sorry,” Madison said. 

“I was afraid it might show through my jeans,” Lila said. “When he took his robe off my pussy just kept getting wetter and wetter.” 

“You need to get fucked, girl?” 

Lila giggled again. “What about you?” 

“I need to get fucked too,” Madison said. “Preferably by a huge penis.” 

I stood at the door, staring into the room, listening, my heart racing, my cock absolutely throbbing. I wondered what would happen if I walked in. I wouldn’t do it, but I wondered if they would fuck me. 

“I don’t have a huge black penis,” Lila said. “But I’ve got other things.” 

“Oh really?” Madison said. 

Lila pulled Madison’s robe open, leaned forward, and kissed the slope of her breast, working her way down to her pink nipple, kissing all around it, then sticking her tongue out and circling it. 

“Oh yeah,” Madison moaned. 

Lila moved over to the other nipple, kissed and sucked it, then she kissed her way down Madison’s toned abs, getting closer and closer to her pussy. 

“Oh my god,” I muttered. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I shoved my hand down the front of my pants and squeezed. I was hard and slick. I had been pumping precum. I stroked my cock and almost instantly lost my load. I had to slow down. I had to savor this. 

“OH! OH!” Madison yelped as Lila kissed and licked between her legs. 

I wish I could’ve seen Lila’s tongue going to work. All I could see was the back of her blonde head. Based on the way it was moving around she was putting on a pussy licking clinic. I could probably learn a thing or two. 

Madison writhed on the bed, arching her back, those big tits rising. Her eyes were shut tight and she squeezed her breasts, all that soft flesh bulging out from between her fingers. Her mouth hung open and she started moaning. 

“YES LILA! OH FUCK! YES! YES! YYYEEESSSS!” 

The blonde photographer kept on licking and sucking the model’s hot pussy, and in a matter of seconds, Madison’s sexy moans were even louder. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! GOD LILA! YES! YES! YES! YES! FUCK! OOOHHHHHHH!” 

Madison flung her legs around Lila’s shoulders. She grabbed the photographer’s head and held it to her pussy. Madison’s eyes rolled back and her body quivered. She moaned again and again until her mouth hung open in a silent scream and she relaxed into the bed, unwrapping her legs, her head dropping onto the pillow, her body limp. 

Lila came up and kissed Madison. I could see just how wet Lila’s lips and chin were. I stroked again and nearly lost my load, there was so much precum that it was making a little stain on my khakis. At this point, I did not care. I was getting the show of a lifetime, I wasn’t going to miss it. 

Madison had a hand between Lila’s legs now. They were side by side on the bed and Lila shoved her jeans and panties down in one quick motion. Madison’s fingers were busy between the blonde photographer’s legs. 

I stared and stroked. Lila’s pink lips were very wet, glistening. I wanted to touch and taste them. I swear I was getting little hints of the girls’ scent through the tiny crack in the door. I could only dream about how sweet those pussies would taste. 

“OH! OH! OH YEAH!” Lila moaned. 

Madison grinned the entire time she fingered Lila. She had her thumb on the girl’s clit and her middle finger was deep inside, between those pretty pink lips. Lila had a tiny little patch of blonde pubic hair, and I could only imagine how soft those little hairs were. I wanted to touch them so bad. 

“OOOHHHHH!” Lila moaned, her voice deeper, more sultry than usual. I liked it. 

While she fingered, Madison leaned over and kissed Lila’s neck. Lila giggled and shifted her head, the smile on her face getting even wider, then Madison kissed her cheek, then her lips. 

I watched as tongues darted in and out. The girls kissed hard while Madison fingered Lila’s slick pussy. Lila’s moans were almost constant now, muffled by Madison’s kisses, but still there. Her body kept writhing and I knew she was close. 

I started pumping my cock again. I wanted to cum with her. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! YES! YES! YES!” Lila yelled. 

Madison’s face was right above hers, they’d broken the kiss and were looking into each other’s eyes. 

I was close too, my balls tight and tingling. My cock insanely hard. 

“YES! YES! YES! YES! YYYEEESSSS!” Lila grabbed Madison’s wrist and squeezed it, but the model kept fingering that wet pussy. Lila’s moans turned to gasps. 

My balls clenched. I didn’t blink. I kept staring at the girls, looking at Lila’s hot pussy as my cock pulsed, a hot stream of cum exploding in my boxers, filling them, covering my knuckles. I stared at Madison, at her big tits, as my second stream spurted out. I was gasping for breath as the rest of my load dribbled out, my balls emptying. 

The girls were kissing softly now, it was quiet in their room except for the sound of their lips softly kissing, it was so sexy. It was hard for me to keep from moaning. I had just came so hard, it was insane. 

Then I heard the garage door. 

Stacy! 








  
  
  She’s Back

  
  




I jerked my hand out of my pants. It was all covered in cum. I hurried down the hall to the bedroom. I went through it, straight to the bathroom, and grabbed some toilet paper. I needed to get cleaned up. 

“Lewis, you in here?” Stacy called out. 

“Yes!” I called back. 

I grabbed the toilet paper, cleaned off my hand as best I could, then tossed it in the toilet and flushed. I looked down at my pants. I had a huge stain so I tried to just cover it with my shirt. I turned around and walked out. 

Stacy was right there. “Hey,” she said. 

“Hey.” 

She looked at me for a moment, a suspicious look, like she knew. “The models still here?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“You behave yourself?” 

I nodded. “Yes.” 

She looked down at my untucked shirt. “You look like a slob.” 

“I was moving chairs around for them outside.” 

“Oh?” Stacy said. 

I nodded again. 

“Good boy. Come on, let’s go to the living room.” 

“I was just gonna hang back here,” I said, wanting an excuse to change my pants and underwear. 

“No,” Stacy said. “Come on.” 

So I went to the living room with her and sat down on the couch and waited about ten minutes before Madison and Lila came out. 

“Hi, girls,” Stacy said. 

“Hey,” Lila said, a dreamy smile on her face. “You look beautiful.” 

“Thank you,” Stacy said. “Maybe one day you could put me in a shoot?” 

Lila stopped and looked at her. “I totally could. I didn’t know you were interested.” 

“I’d like to try it.” 

“I know I’ll be back here soon, another shoot with Madison and Jason,” Lila said. 

“Jason?” Stacy asked. 

“My male model,” Lila said, that dreamy smile on her face got even bigger and her cheeks turned a light shade of pink. 

“I didn’t know you shot males,” Stacy said. “Was he here today?” 

“He sure was,” Madison said, suddenly hugging herself like she missed the big black man’s touch. 

“I hate that I missed it,” Stacy said. 

Lila nodded. “Lewis can tell you all about it. He watched.” 

“Did he?” Stacy looked at me, that smirk on her face. 

“Thank you again,” Lila said. 

“No, thank you,” Stacy said. 

“Bye, Madison. Bye, Lila,” I said. 

“Bye,” they said in unison, then they were out the door. 

Stacy turned to me, leaning forward. “Tell me about this male model.” 

That was the last thing I wanted to do. 

“What?” Stacy said. “Cat got your tongue?” 

“No,” I said. 

“Then tell me,” Stacy said. 

For some reason, the first thing I blurted out was, “He was black.” 

“Ooh,” Stacy said. “Was he tall?” 

I nodded. 

“Did he have a nice body?” 

“The guy was ripped,” I said. 

Stacy’s green eyes lit up. For some reason, I liked that. 

“He got in the hot tub,” I added. 

“Damn, you got to see all that?” 

“I did. Madison was in a bikini.” 

“I bet you drank all that in,” Stacy said. “You practically worship the ground she walks on.” 

“I do not.” 

“Her and the cute photographer, Lila,” Stacy said. “I’ve seen you staring.” 

My face burned. 

“I guess if you were outside all day you didn’t even have time to jack off.” 

I didn’t respond. 

Stacy quickly scooted over and squeezed my crotch, that smirk still on her pretty face. “Oh, Lewis. Did you?” 

I went ahead and admitted it before she put her hand down my pants. “Yes,” I muttered. 

Stacy let out a single laugh. “God, Lewis. Was the guy still here?” 

“He had just left,” I said, feeling so embarrassed I wished the couch cushions would open up and swallow me whole. 

Stacy laughed again. She could have such a cruel laugh when she wanted. She finally stopped and stared at me. “It was one of your fantasies, wasn’t it? Like that porn you watch when you jerk your little worm.” 

“No it wasn’t,” I blurted out. 

Stacy laughed again. “Lewis, I saw what you were looking at. I guess today you had a real life bikini babe and a big black man. I guess I shouldn’t be asking if you jacked off. I should be asking how many times.” 

“Just once!” I shot back. 

I had had enough of this. I got up, but Stacy grabbed my arm and pulled me right back down. “Hey,” I said. 

“Pull it out,” Stacy ordered. 

“What?” 

“You heard me.” 

I gaped at her for a moment. Her gaze never wavered. 

“Fine,” I said. 

I unbuckled my belt, then I unbuttoned and unzipped. I shoved my pants down so they were just above my knees. 

“Boxers too,” Stacy said. 

I lifted my hips off the couch and pushed them down. My cock was out, not quite hard yet, but it was getting there, telling Stacy about Jason and thinking about the photo shoot was exciting. 

Stacy grabbed my soft cock and started stroking it. I quickly grew hard in her soft hand. 

“Tell me,” she said, don’t leave out any details. 

“Okay,” I gasped. “Well, Lila put Jason in the lounge chair.” 

“My chair?” Stacy asked. 

I nodded. 

“Hot,” Stacy said. 

“Yeah, and she went to the hot tub and got a handful of water and just dumped it on his chest.” 

“Ooh,” Stacy gave my cock a squeeze. “What was he wearing?” 

“Just swim trunks.” 

“Nice,” Stacy stroked me up and down. I was fully hard and throbbing. 

“Lila rubbed him down a little, then Madison joined in and she really went at it.” 

“Rubbing those big muscles?” Stacy asked. 

I nodded. “She really liked it, and so did Jason.” 

“What did he say?” Stacy asked, her attention fully on me. 

“Nothing,” I said. “But he was…” 

“What?” Stacy said, wide-eyed. 

I gulped. My cock was really hard now, really throbbing in my wife’s hand. “He was hard.” 

“Oh my god,” Stacy said, letting out a soft gasp. “Did you see it?” 

I squirmed. “I saw his bulge.” 

“So Madison and Lila saw it too?” 

“Mm-hmm,” I was breathing hard now, trying not to cum. 

“Then,” I said, taking in a deep breath. “Then Lila asked if he’d let her shoot him on his own.” 

“So?” Stacy said. 

“She asked if he’d do it nude?” 

“What?” Stacy gripped my cock, her smile lit up. 

The way she looked, the way she was so excited, and the way she squeezed my cock was all too much. My balls clenched. My cock pulsed in her tight grip, my load came bubbling out, spurting a few inches in the air then covering my wife’s hand. 

I gasped and groaned and squirmed. I did not want to cum that fast, but it just happened. Stacy didn’t stroke as I came, she just held it tightly like she still couldn’t believe Jason had been naked. Before I was completely done she let go, still staring at me. 

“He was naked?” Stacy asked. “In our backyard?” 

“Yes,” I groaned, feeling embarrassed for ejaculating so quickly. 

“Oh my god,” Stacy said. 

I started to get up to go clean myself off, but Stacy grabbed my upper arm. “Tell me.” 

“I did,” I said. “He was naked, Lila took pictures.” 

“I need more details.” 

“Fine,” I said. “You want to know about his penis? How big it was?” 

“So it was big?” Stacy said, smiling. 

I gulped. “No. It was huge.” 

“Oh my god,” Stacy squeezed my arm hard where she held it. “How big?” 

“Well,” I said, hesitant to tell her. “He was never fully hard, but if he had been I’d say nine or ten inches.” 

“No fucking way,” Stacy said. 

I nodded. “And thick too.” 

“Big nuts?” Stacy asked. 

“Like plums,” I said. 

“You lucky little bastard,” Stacy said. “I wanna see some big cock.” 

“I guess you will when they come back.” 

“I better,” Stacy said. 

I started to get up again, I really wanted to get away, but Stacy stopped me. “Look,” she said. 

I saw that her green eyes were on my crotch. I looked down just as she said, “You’re hard again.” 
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Over the next few days, all Stacy could talk about was Lila and Madison and especially Jason. I couldn’t blame her, it was all I had thought about as well. It had worked her up so much we even had sex one night after she got home from work, but it didn’t go how I hoped. 

She talked about Jason during, she said she’d found some of his pics online, on Lila’s website, and when she accidentally blurted out his name I shot my load, pulling out and cumming on Stacy’s stomach. It was humiliating because we had just started. It was also humiliating because while I came, the only thing I was thinking about was Jason’s big black cock. 

Lila was scheduled for another shoot on the following Thursday so Stacy called in to work and told them she’d be taking a personal day. When Thursday rolled around, Stacy was just as excited as I was, up two hours early, making sure everything in the house was neat and tidy, then she sat down at her bathroom mirror to do her makeup. 

She spent at least a half-hour making sure it was perfect, and when she came into the living room it was. Her hair looked great as well, those thick chocolate brown locks tumbling down around her shoulders. She looked gorgeous. 

She had on a white button-up shirt, one of my dress shirts, and a pair of shorts, but I couldn’t see the shorts because the shirt hung over them. 

“What do you think Lila will want me in?” Stacy asked. 

“I dunno, maybe a bikini.” 

“That’s fine with me,” Stacy said. “As long as Jason’s in his swim trunks and nothing else.” 

I gulped. Up until now Stacy and Jason had just been a fantasy, but I knew my wife, and when she wanted something she went after it. She clearly wanted Jason and she hadn’t even met the man. 

“Lewis,” Stacy said. “If Lila wants me naked I’m gonna do it.” 

“Naked? Really?” 

Stacy nodded, that smirk on her face. “Don’t even try to stop me.” 

“What if your friends or coworkers see?” 

Stacy shrugged. “I’m sure they will enjoy it.” 

Jeez. Stacy was just brimming with arrogance today. Kinda like Jason the last time he was here. I wondered if Jason would even like her? That was a dumb question. I thought back to him and Madison, his hands all over her, that big hug he gave Lila. Yeah, he’d like Stacy. 

Then the doorbell rang and it sent a jolt of fear up my spine. 

“I’ll get it,” Stacy said. 

She walked to the door and pulled it open. I stared at her bare legs. I heard two female voices as they all greeted each other. 

“Stacy, you look beautiful,” Madison said. 

“Thank you,” Stacy said. “You do too, like always.” 

“Aww,” Madison said. “Thanks.” 

They came in, and I stayed on the couch because I already had a boner. 

“Hi, Lewis,” Lila said. 

“Hi.” 

The cute blonde photographer had on a sleeveless vest-like top with buttons on the front, it was black and fit snugly to her petite torso. She wore a tight pair of jeans and brown strappy sandals that laced up her ankles. She looked great. 

“Ready for another big shoot?” Madison said. 

“Of course.” 

“I know I am,” Stacy said. “When is Jason coming?” 

Just the mention of his name made Madison giggle and turn red. The young blonde was in a pink sports bra and gray shorts. She was breathtaking. 

“He should be here any minute,” Lila said, a big smile on her face. 

“Wonderful,” Stacy said. “I can’t wait to meet him.” 

“Lewis,” Lila said. “Will you get Madison’s bag from the car?” 

“Sure,” I said. 

I trudged outside, trying to hide my boner as I went to the back of Lila’s SUV and pulled out that big heavy bag. I struggled to keep from dragging it, and as I went up the stairs I heard a thumping beat coming down the road. 

I put the bag down and looked up. Jason’s blood red SUV pulled into the driveway and parked right behind Lila’s. The music thumped for a few more seconds, so loud it bothered my ears, and I wasn’t even inside it. 

The beat suddenly stopped and all was quiet again, the only sound a distant leaf blower droning. The driver’s side door swung open and Jason stepped out. He walked around the front of the SUV, grinning at me. 

“Whassup?” he said. 

I shrugged. “Not much.” 

He walked straight into my house and started down the hall. I hurried to keep up with him, banging the bag against the door, then the wall, then just dragging it. 

I made it to the guest room just as the squeals of delight started. The women couldn’t be any happier to see Jason. When I turned the corner into the room I saw Madison’s arms wrapped around the big black man, she was actually bouncing as she hugged him. I was intensely jealous, I’d never been greeted like that. It made a flash of anger rise up inside me, then I noticed my wife.  

Behind them, Stacy stood back and took it all in, her eyes locked on Jason. I saw her lick her lips. 

Fuck.

I jerked the bag up and dropped it on the bed and groaned. I almost hurt myself. I didn’t even get a thank you. No one seemed to notice I was even in the room. 

“Jason,” Lila said. “I want to introduce you to Stacy, she wants to shoot with us today, and she just happens to be Lewis’s wife.” 

“Oh shit,” Jason said as he looked my wife up and down. “You sure she’s with him?” 

The girls loved that, laughing and giggling, especially Stacy. 

Once the joke cooled, Stacy stepped forward with her arms out and embraced the big black man. “Nice to meet you, Jason. I’ve heard a lot about you.” 

They held the hug for a very long moment. 

He chuckled as they broke apart, he looked her up and down again the way a hungry lion looks at a gazelle. He liked her. He definitely liked her. 

“All right,” Lila said. “Let’s talk wardrobe.” 

“Great,” Stacy said. 

“Stacy, I actually love this look. I don’t even have a shirt like that, do you have one Madison could wear?” 

“Sure,” Stacy said. “Lewis, go get one of your shirts.” 

“Okay,” I said, excited by the fact that the busty blonde model would be wearing it. 

I hurried to my closet and grabbed a white dress shirt. I grabbed my best one for Madison and took it straight back to the guest room. 

“Here,” I handed it to Madison. 

“Perfect,” she said, giving me a cute smile. 

“What about me?” Jason said. 

Lila’s smile grew even bigger. She stepped closer to the big black man. “What have you got on under those jeans?” 

“Find out,” he said. 

Without hesitating, Lila reached down and unbuttoned and unzipped Jason. Madison and Stacy watched closely. Lila let the jeans fall. Jason had on a pair of tight black boxer briefs. 

“Perfect,” Lila said. “Lose the shirt.” 

Grinning, Jason peeled his tank top off and I think my wife actually gasped out loud when all of Jason’s muscles were on display. In fact, all the girls took a long look at his chiseled chest and defined abs. 

“All right, let’s go, let’s go,” Lila said. “The lighting looked perfect outside.” 

The girls jogged down the hall, Madison and Stacy leading the way, giggling like excited schoolgirls. Lila came next, setting up her camera as she strode with purpose. That left Jason and me in the guestroom. He kicked his shoes off and stepped out of his jeans. He looked at me, grinned, and shook his head, then he headed down the hall to the backyard. 

I followed, but kept my distance. 

* * *

“Should we get in the hot tub?” Stacy asked. 

Madison giggled. “We better.” 

“Not yet,” Lila said. 

Stacy and Madison were standing in the backyard on either side of Jason. Lila was dialing in her camera. I was watching. I knew Stacy was excited about this, but I couldn’t believe the way she was blatantly staring at Jason. She was practically drooling over him. It was ridiculous. 

“Here we go,” Lila said as she raised her camera. “Get close, girls. Jason, give me a good power stance.” 

Jason crossed his muscular arms and stood with his feet shoulder-width apart. Madison was on his right and Stacy was on his left, as soon as Lila told them, they were all over him, their bodies pressed against his sides, their hands all over his shoulders, arms, and chest. Stacy was getting a good feel, and I saw her bite her lower lip. 

I remembered Madison and Lila after Jason’s first photo shoot here, how they both said their pussies were wet. I wondered if Stacy was already wet, already turned on just by being in Jason’s presence? In the back of my mind I knew she was. 

“Great, great,” Lila said, snapping pic after pic. 

The girls had their hands all over Jason, but he kept that firm, fierce look on his face. I tried to imagine myself in his position. All I could think about was how I’d probably cum as soon as Stacy and Madison started rubbing me. Combine that with Lila’s attention through the camera, and I wouldn’t last long at all. I’d shoot right there, filling my boxer shorts. It would probably send the girls into a giggle fit that might last all day. 

I don’t know why, but I glanced down at Jason’s crotch. He was already bulging it. I think he bulged it even when he was soft, but he wasn’t soft now, he was getting hard. 

I looked up to see if either girl had noticed, but they were busy giving Lila and her camera smoldering glances. I was shocked at how Stacy took to this, although I guess I shouldn’t be, she certainly looks like a model, I guess she can act like one as well. 

Lila lowered her camera and started fiddling with it. 

“Need anything?” I asked. 

She didn’t look up. “No.” 

“Oh my god,” Madison murmured. 

I looked back at the trio and saw the pretty blonde looking down at Jason’s bulge, the biggest grin on her face as her cheeks turned pink. 

I glanced at my wife. The first thing I saw was how low her hand was on his abs, almost to the waistband of his boxers. She was biting her lower lip again, she looked up from Jason’s cock, right at me, and wagged her eyebrows. 

Humiliation flooded through me like hot lava, making my face burn and my body shake. Why did she have to do that right in front of Madison and Lila and everyone? 

I couldn’t take it. If Stacy wanted this that was fine, whatever, but I was going inside. I didn’t say a word, I started toward the back door, then I heard Lila say, “Madison, Stacy, unbutton those shirts.” 

I stopped walking and turned right back around. 

I stood near Lila and watched as Madison and Stacy both started from the top, unbuttoning their shirts, but holding them in place so their breasts weren’t exposed, at least not yet. Neither girl had on a bra. Jason took turns looking from one to the other. So did I. 

“Very sexy,” Lila said as she moved in closer and snapped some pics. 

Jason had a slight grin on his face now, that same arrogant smirk that he gave me the first day we met. It made me burn inside, but there was nothing I could do about it, and Stacy was absolutely loving this, molding her body against his in sexy pose after sexy pose. 

“Can we please go to the hot tub?” Madison said. 

Lila lowered the camera, a big smile on her face. “Why not?” 

Madison squealed. 

“Should we change into our swimsuits?” Stacy asked. 

Lila nodded. 

Good, I thought. I needed a break from this. 

Stacy, Madison, and Jason all went back inside to change. Lila walked over to the hot tub, then looked at me. “Can you get this bubbling, Lewis?” 

I walked over and pushed the button on the panel and the jets came on, turning the water into a frothy foam. 

“Stacy looks great,” Lila said. 

“Thanks,” I said. 

“That’s really cool of you to let her do it,” Lila said. “I bet most husbands would freak out if they saw their wife in a shoot with Jason.” 

“Because he’s black?” I blurted out, regretting it as soon as I said it. 

Lila rolled her eyes. “Yeah, maybe. And because he has the body of a god and all the confidence in the world. Some guys might get a little insecure about that.” 

“Yeah,” I muttered. 

The truth was I was freaking out inside, but I couldn’t tell Stacy what to do, she had made her mind up she was going to do this, and now she’d be getting into our hot tub with the man.

“Something bothering you?” Lila asked. 

I swallowed hard. Something was, something I just thought about. “Lila, are you going to ask Jason to get naked again?” 

Her smile got even brighter. She nodded at me. 

My entire body felt weak. Once Stacy saw that penis I didn’t know what would happen. She was already all over Jason. What if she…

No! She wouldn’t. 

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I was thinking about that porn pic from a couple of weeks ago, but the porn stars had been replaced, the girl was now Stacy in my mind, and the guy was Jason. I couldn’t get it out of my head, and I couldn’t stop getting hard. Fuck. 

“There he is,” Lila called out. 

Jason came out first in a pair of red swim trunks the same bright color as his SUV. They sat low on his hips, showing off every chiseled ab muscle. He walked up to us, still grinning. 

“How do I look?” he asked Lila. 

“Great,” Lila said, looking him up and down, her blue eyes not missing an inch. 

Jason glanced at me and the look on his face said, did you see that? 

I certainly did. 

A bunch of giggles sounded behind us and I knew that was Madison and my wife. I turned to see them walking over. They were in matching red string bikinis that looked incredible. They were the exact same style, tiny triangles covering their bulging breasts with thin strings that went around their necks and backs. Both girls bulged their tops equally, both Madison and Stacy had incredible breasts. The bottoms were just as nice, a single triangular piece of fabric that covered just enough, strings that went high on their hips and tied in big bows. I couldn’t wait to see the back. 

Both girls stopped and posed. “How do we look?” 

“Amazing,” I said, but I was ignored. 

“Damn,” Jason said. 

Both girls smiled at his reaction. 

“Looking good,” Lila said. “I actually want to snap just a few pics before you get it.” 

“Okay,” Madison said. 

Lila backed up and took a few pics of the two of them, it was hot. 

“Okay,” Lila said. “In the hot tub, all of you.” 

Jason climbed in first and he held out a hand to Stacy who was the next to climb in. She went to Jason’s right. Madison came in next, holding Jason’s hand and carefully stepping in, she stood on Jason’s left. Before Lila even lifted her camera Jason put his arms around them, around their lower backs, his hands resting on their hips, right below where those string bikinis tied. 

“Good,” Lila said as she started taking pics. 

All three of them were smiling, and they weren’t faking it. Madison’s cheeks were still red, Jason still had that smirk, and my wife was loving this. I hadn’t seen her this happy in weeks.

I couldn’t look away from her. That was exactly right. She had a genuine smile on her face. I really had not seen her this happy in quite a while, probably since before I lost my job. I was glad to see her happy, and if doing a photo shoot in the hot tub made her happy, so be it. I would be okay with it. 

“All right, girls,” Lila said. “Both of you stand in front of Jason and turn your backs toward the camera.” 

“Ooh, buttshots,” Madison said. 

“That’s it,” Lila said. 

Stacy watched and did the same thing Madison did, turning around and backing to the edge of the hot tub, then leaning forward and sticking her ass out. It made my cock throb, those red string bikinis didn’t cover much at all, and Madison and my wife both had big juicy asses. 

Jason towered over them, looking at the girls as they displayed their bodies. 

“Perfect,” Lila said. “Now Stacy can you back just out of the shot, I want Jason and Madison to get close again.” 

Stacy looked agitated as she backed away, but she did as the photographer said. Madison turned to Jason and wrapped her arms around him, her hands on his back, feeling his muscles. Jason wrapped his arms around her, his hands going low, almost to her ass. They looked into each other’s eyes. 

Stacy sank down into the back corner of the hot tub. I watched her. Her eyes never wavered from Jason’s strong body. I wondered where her hands were. She could be rubbing her pussy right now, or massaging her tits. We’d never know. She sure was staring hard. 

“Great,” Lila said. “So good.” 

Madison giggled as they broke the hug. I saw what might’ve caused that giggle, Jason’s big bulge was back. That big monstercock. How could it not get hard after holding Madison so close? 

“Stacy?” Lila said. “If you want, I think you and Jason could take some beautiful pics like that, but if you’re uncomfortable—” 

“I’ll do it,” Stacy quickly answered, standing up, water rushing down her body in tiny droplets, down between her tits, down her flat stomach, between her legs. 

I licked my lips as she stood up, she looked so good. Then I noticed her nipples were hard. Had my naughty wife been touching herself under the water? The thought kinda thrilled me, it made my cock throb a few times. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. 

Stacy stepped closer to Jason and Madison backed away, sinking down into the water with a dreamy smile on her face. Stacy couldn’t stop smiling as she put her hands on Jason. She adored him, and it brought up that jealousy inside me. Yeah, she was happy, but where did that leave me? 

“Very nice?” Lila said. 

Stacy was draped over Jason’s shoulder. He quickly glanced at me, that smirk on his face, then he turned toward Stacy and pulled her close, right against his hard body. They were chest to chest. I heard Stacy gasp. She must be feeling that bulge against her stomach, it was clearly there. 

Everyone was quiet, all eyes were on my wife and the muscular black man, the only sound the snapping shutter of Lila’s camera. 

SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! 

Lila lowered the camera. “That was good.” 

“I hate to let go,” Stacy said, but she did. 

Jason’s hands lingered on her lower back, then slid off. When they separated, I noticed his bulge was bigger. 

I heard Madison giggle. She must’ve seen it as well. 

“Lila,” Madison said. “Can we do what we did last time?” 

Lila smiled. “I’m not sure Stacy would be up for that.” 

“What?” My wife said. “Nudity? I’ll give it a shot.” 

“Really?” Lila gave her an unsure look. 

“Sure,” Stacy said, a big bright confident smile on her face. 

“Oh my god,” I muttered. 

Lila turned toward me. “What do you think about that, Lewis? What do you think about your wife getting naked for a photo shoot?” 

I wanted to say no. I wanted to stop her, but I couldn’t get a freaking word out. 

“Look at him,” Stacy said. “He’s tenting his khakis. He loves this.” 

I heard Madison giggle again. I glanced down. Stacy was absolutely right, I was rock hard. I looked up and all eyes were on me, even Jason’s. That made me feel about two inches tall.

“So it’s okay with you?” Lila asked. 

“Sure it is,” Stacy said. “Right, Lewis.” 

I nodded, it was all I could do. My face burned and my cock throbbed again. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I just couldn’t say no to Stacy. I couldn’t give her another excuse to be mad at me so I turned into a yes man. I was having trouble dealing with this weird mix of humiliation and excitement.

“Okay,” I finally squeaked out. 

“All right,” Lila said. “You heard him. Time to get naked.” 

Madison let out a cheer. Stacy laughed euphorically. Jason had that arrogant smile on his face. 

Fuck. 

I had just given my wife the greenlight to get naked with another man. 

Madison was the most eager. She was the first to untie her bikini top, tossing it away and revealing her big firm tits, those pink nipples already hard. She didn’t wait around to get her bottoms off, untying them and pulling them up between her legs and tossing them to the grass. 

I stared at that beautiful young body. I couldn’t believe I was seeing it again. I remembered how hard she made me cum when I masturbated to her. God it was good.

When I looked at Stacy she had just untied her top and slipped it over her head. I knew her nipples were hard, they’d been that way, poking at the wet clingy fabric of the bikini for the last ten minutes or more. She tossed her top in the same pile as Madison’s, then she went to work on her bottoms. She quickly untied them, and I noticed Jason was looking very closely as she pulled them off. Stacy kept her pubic hair neatly trimmed, a nice dark landing strip right above her pussy. 

Now that she was totally naked, she looked up, her cheeks a little rosy, and smiled at me. I could barely hold her gaze, but I could stare at her body. 

Jason hadn’t taken his trunks off and when he reached down Lila stopped him. 

“Wait,” the blonde photographer said. “I want a few shots like this.”

Jason put his arms around the girls again and they both leaned in, pressing their big breasts against his muscular arms.

Just when I thought it couldn’t get any crazier, Madison reached down and grabbed Jason’s bulge. 

“Madison!” Lila said. 

I couldn’t believe it. The hot blonde was stroking Jason through his swim trunks, feeling his cock, her eyes wide, her mouth open like she couldn’t believe how big it was. 

“Madison, this isn’t porn,” Lila said. 

Madison finally let go and looked at the camera. I thought Lila was going to stop the whole thing, but she didn’t, she went right back to shooting. 

“All right,” Lila said. “If you ladies can control yourselves I’d like for Jason to take his swim trunks off.” 

“We’d like that too,” Stacy said. 

Jason chuckled. He reached down and pushed the waistband of his shorts down revealing inch after inch of his huge cock. It seemed like it just kept going and going before it finally popped free, bobbing up and down in front of him like a dark snake looking for prey. I couldn’t look away. What a freak of nature. He was more than double my size. 

Every eye was on that large black penis as it bobbed. Lila’s shutter snapped almost continuously and I heard Madison and my wife gasping. 

I looked up at my wife, now she wasn’t just in a photo shoot with another man, they were both naked, and judging by the look on her face and her hard nipples she was very excited to be here. I bet her pussy was wet, just like Madison and Lila after the last photo shoot. 

“This is great,” Lila said. “Great shots,” she said as the girls snuggled up against Jason, wrapping their arms around his. 

My cock was incredibly hard, pumping so much precum I looked down to make sure I wasn’t making a stain on my pants. I wasn’t…yet. 

I looked up and saw my wife bite her lower lip, her beautiful green eyes locked onto that cock. It was sticking straight out now. The girls had really worked Jason up. Madison was giving the camera her smoldering look, but Stacy couldn’t take her eyes off that cock. I should’ve seen it coming, but it still surprised me when Stacy’s hand shot out for a feel. 

She petted it, sliding her hand up and down it. It really got me when she wrapped her hand around it, or tried to wrap her hand around it, her fingers wouldn’t even touch. 

“Oh my god,” I muttered. 

Lila kept snapping pics, she didn’t stop her. 

Then Stacy started stroking him. She was giving his cock lots of attention, much more attention than she ever gave the worm between my legs, as she called it. She typically did just enough to get me hard, then we’d have sex. But things were different with Jason, that was clear.

Jason looked at Stacy, then Stacy looked at him. It was a long stare and I knew what was coming, but I didn’t stop it. Jason leaned down, Stacy leaned up, and they kissed. 

Madison gasped. 

The camera stopped. 

We all stared, mouths open in shock as Stacy made out with Jason in the hot tub. She didn’t even let go of his cock, she kept stroking it while they kissed, pumping it with long, slow strokes. I saw his tongue dart into her mouth, then hers went into his. She moaned. His hand found her naked breast and squeezed. 

Oh fuck. They were truly enjoying it, truly enjoying each other. I had never heard Stacy moan like that just from kissing. 

“Stacy,” I said, but my voice was so soft no one heard. 

They broke the kiss and Stacy backed away, she looked at me, a little bit of fear on her face at first, but then it turned into a wicked smile. She still had Jason’s cock in her hand. She gave it one solid stroke, then let go. 

“Well,” Lila said. “That was something.” 

I was breathing hard and my heart was thumping loudly in my ears. My wife had just made out with another man right in front of me. She had held his cock adoringly, pumped it until it was rock hard. At least she didn’t make him cum. 

I shut my eyes tight for a moment, wondering if this was all a dream, but when I opened them there was Jason’s huge cock, there was my wife in the hot tub next to him, still naked, still admiring his body. I didn’t know what might happen next. 

“I want a turn,” Madison blurted out, grabbing Jason and suddenly pulling him in for a kiss. 

She surprised him at first, but his hands found her ass and his tongue entered her mouth. He squeezed her round ass, his cock pressed against her abs. I heard her moan. Stacy and Lila watched in awe. I guess the girls would have to share. 

They broke the kiss, but Madison still held him, looking up with the biggest smile on her face. “Mmm, Jason. You’re an excellent kisser.” 

He didn’t say a word. He simply smiled. His smugness irritated me, it didn’t seem to bother the girls at all. I think they confused it with confidence. 

The blonde model let him go and he faced Lila, he was rock hard now, his cock pointing straight up. 

Wow. I couldn’t stop taking glances at it. I didn’t think a man’s cock could be so big. It was crazy, and it made me feel even smaller. 

“This is about to get out of control,” Lila said. “Perhaps we should call it a day.” 

“That’s silly,” Stacy said. “Let’s just cool off and break for lunch. I’ll order us all something.” 

“Oh, all right,” Lila said, she seemed surprised that my wife was eager to go on with the shoot. 

Stacy climbed out of the hot tub and walked to the house, still naked. I watched her ass as she walked inside, then I looked back at Madison and Jason as they climbed out. No one was talking, but they were all looking at each other. Jason looking at the girls, the girls looking at him. 

I shook my head as I walked toward the house. 

What had I gotten myself into?








  
  
  Permission

  
  




Lunch was unlike any lunch I had ever had. 

We all sat at the bar in the kitchen. Stacy had grabbed a robe and slipped into it, a very short, sexy, black silk robe that I had bought for her a couple of years ago for Valentine’s Day. It came with some lingerie as well, and a box of chocolates, but the robe was her favorite, she wore it often. It was very sexy, and I liked when she wore it. I liked how that silk felt, and I loved how short it was, and the fact she never really tied it up, it was always loosely hanging open, showing off her breasts and sometimes her pussy. 

I didn’t love that she was wearing it now, I thought it was a private thing just for us, a special gift from me to her, that I would enjoy, only me, but now Jason was getting to enjoy it as well. 

We all sat in a row at the bar just inside the back door of the kitchen, Stacy on the end, Jason to her right, Madison next, then Lila, then me. Lila had brought two white terry cloth robes for Jason and Madison, they weren’t nearly as sexy, and didn’t look half as comfortable as Stacy’s, but they covered their nakedness. Madison had hers wrapped and tied tight like a warm hug. Jason’s was loose, open at the chest, showing off those dark muscles.  

For lunch, Stacy had ordered us all subs from the local shop just down the road. It was convenient and good and they delivered. We had it often. She ordered my favorite, turkey and swiss with lettuce, tomato, and the shop’s own special sauce on a hoagie roll, but I could only eat a few bites and take a few sips from my bottle of water. Everything tasted bitter. I was still trying to process what I had just seen outside. 

No one else was having trouble eating. Lila had devoured half her sub, she had been working hard behind the camera and I wasn’t surprised that she was hungry. Madison was eating hers in a way I’d never seen. She deconstructed it, pulling pieces of meat off with her fingers, one bite at a time. Jason was almost finished, I’m sure a big muscular man like him put away a ton of calories a day, and last but not least was my wife Stacy, she was chewing thoughtfully, a smile on her lips and a twinkle in her eyes. 

I took another bite, chewed slowly, and barely swallowed it down. I couldn’t stop thinking about Stacy’s hand stroking Jason’s big black cock. Was Stacy cheating on me? 

She was performing a sex act on another man. If I fingered Madison would Stacy say that was cheating? Damn right she would. So why wasn’t I making a big deal out of it? 

I took another long sip of water. I knew the answer to my own question. I knew why I wasn’t making a big deal out of it and it was a couple of things. For one, Jason intimidated the hell out of me. He was big and strong and black and I was a little bit scared that at any moment he might decide to kick my ass, and what could I do? 

I was going to talk to him about bringing his gun into my house after the last photo shoot, but I chickened out when the opportunity came up. I didn’t want to make him mad.

I didn’t want to make Stacy mad either. I guess I’m a little bit intimidated by her as well, she is more headstrong than me, more decisive, but I like that about her, always have. I didn’t want to ruin it for her, she was smiling so much during the photo shoot, something she hadn’t been doing these last few weeks since I lost my job. I wanted my wife to be happy, but… 

Then there was my reaction to the whole thing. My reaction that I couldn’t control, my boner that popped up as soon as the girls got close with Jason. It was just like that porn pic that made me cum so hard, the white woman and the black guy. This was it, but now there were two white women, my wife and a young babe I had an undeniable crush on, and it was all happening right in front of me, live and in person. It was crazy, and it was a massive turn-on. I would be lying if I said I didn’t want to see more. 

I wrapped up the remainder of my sandwich and took it to the fridge. I tossed my empty bottle of water in the trash and went to my bedroom. No one said anything to me as I left, the girls were all excitedly chattering about how they’d shoot after lunch. I needed some peace and quiet. 

* * *

The quiet didn’t help much. 

I sat on the edge of the bed in mine and Stacy’s bedroom staring down at the gray carpet, the same images running through my head; Jason and the girls naked, Jason and my wife kissing with her tongue in his mouth, and of course my wife pumping Jason’s cock. I’d be seeing that every time I closed my eyes, for a long time. 

“Lewis?” 

I looked up and saw Stacy leaning against the doorway, her sexy black robe open enough to show a ton of tan cleavage. I stared, then looked below the hem of her robe at her shapely tan legs, they looked so good. She crossed her arms, she wasn’t smiling or frowning, but she looked happy, those green eyes picking up a glint of light. 

“Hey,” I said. 

“Can we talk?” 

I glanced at the bed next to me. “Sure.” 

She came over and sat down, the sweet smell of her perfume drifting over. 

“What do you want to talk about?” I asked. 

“You,” Stacy said. She had her hands on her thighs, she looked forward, not at me. 

“Okay.” 

“Did you really enjoy that?” Stacy asked, her voice more hopeful than questioning? 

It suddenly became much more difficult for me to talk, and when I didn’t respond immediately, Stacy kept talking. 

“I know you had a boner,” Stacy said. “I saw it. That means you liked it, didn’t you?” 

“Well,” I finally squeaked out. 

“Because I loved it,” Stacy said. “I thought it was the hottest thing ever, making out with another man while you were there, watching me so closely.” 

It was a bit more than making out. She jacked him off, gave him a handjob while they made out, and if they had been alone what more would they have done? 

“Yeah,” I said. 

Stacy rubbed her thighs, then grabbed the hem of her robe and tugged it. I felt the smooth silk against my arm as she leaned closer. 

“Lewis,” Stacy said. “Look at me.” 

I turned to her. I looked at her pretty face, at those dazzling green eyes, so happy and full of life. It was tough to keep eye contact with her. I glanced away. 

“Lewis. I wanna do more.” 

I gulped. “What?” 

Stacy took in a breath that made her chest rise then she slowly let it out. “Lewis, I want your permission to have sex.” 

“With Jason?” I blurted out. 

Stacy nodded. He squeezed the hem of her robe again. “Please, honey. I’ve never—I’ve never felt like this—” 

“Stacy, it’s cheating.” 

She was quiet for a moment. When she spoke again her voice was much softer. “Not like this,” she said. “Everything is out in the open. I won’t be sneaking behind your back, and I want you to be there.” 

I was more humiliated than angry. I can’t believe she was truly asking this, asking to fuck a man besides me, her husband. 

Stacy reached out and grabbed my hands, giving them a tight squeeze, then holding them lightly, looking into my eyes, even if I couldn’t look into hers. “Lewis, I need this. Once it’s done, it’s done. Just this once. Lewis, I need to be taken by a man that can really give me something special.” 

“I gave you that robe,” I blurted out. “This house. This life.” 

Stacy rolled her eyes, it made me angry. I squeezed her hands.

“Lewis!” Stacy pulled her hands away and rubbed them. “That hurt.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s just a lot, all at once.” 

She put her hand on my shoulder and squeezed, then rubbed it back and forth. I wanted to pull away, but it felt nice. 

“But you enjoyed it,” she said. “I saw you.” 

“I did,” I said. “I got hard.” I felt like I was admitting a dark secret. 

“So what if we go back out there and I get you hard again?” Stacy said. 

“And Jason?” I asked. 

“Yes,” Stacy’s hand slid down my back, then it came around to my leg, she started at my knee, getting closer and closer to my crotch each time she went back and forth. 

All this talk about it was a little bit of a turn-on, even if I didn’t want to admit it, and now that Stacy was touching me, running that soft hand of hers back and forth on my thigh I was getting hard again. 

“Stacy,” I said. “I just don’t know if I can watch.” 

“Let’s just see what happens,” she said, her hand was on my crotch now, rubbing and squeezing my cock which was rapidly growing hard. She gave it a final squeeze, then let go. She stood and walked toward the hall, she stopped at the doorway and looked over her shoulder. “Okay?” 

My cock throbbed. I was rock hard. “Okay,” I said. 

Dammit. 








  
  
  Twitchy

  
  




We were all outside in the backyard. The afternoon sun warming us. I was holding a straight-backed wooden chair from our dining room. 

Lila was walking around the backyard taking test shots trying to find the best possible lighting. She finally chose a spot underneath a towering magnolia tree. I put the chair down, tired of holding it. 

Lila angled it slightly, then stood back and snapped a quick pic. She looked at the screen on the back of her camera. “Perfect.” 

The girls and Jason were behind Lila, waiting on instruction. The trio were still in their robes, their naked bodies underneath. 

Madison, Lila, and Jason had all been outside when Stacy and I finished our talk. After we came out, Lila sent me back in for the chair and Stacy quickly pulled the blonde photographer to the side. They started talking, but I couldn’t hear them. 

When I came back out with the chair Stacy had a big smile on her face. 

“Jason,” Lila said. “Have a seat. And remove your robe, please.” 

The big black man shrugged off his robe like Lila said. Madison took it from him and held it, giving him a big smile and a long look before he walked over to the empty chair.

He sat, spreading his legs and resting his hands on his muscular thighs. His cock hung to one side against his inner thigh, limp, but still huge. Unfairly huge. 

I glanced at Stacy. From the time I went in to get the chair and come back my wife’s robe had opened up, barely covering her nipples and leaving her pussy exposed. I stared at that neatly trimmed landing strip of brown hair. I wanted to run my hand over it. 

Lila kneeled three feet in front of Jason and started snapping pics, getting him from every angle as she moved around. Her ass was much smaller than Stacy’s or Madison’s, but it was a nice tight ass, and it looked good in the skin-tight jeans she wore. 

“Show me how hard you can get, Jason,” Lila said. 

That arrogant smirk spread across his face. “I’ll need some help.” 

“I can,” Stacy volunteered, her robe sliding off her left shoulder as she rushed to Jason’s side. She kneeled next to him. He looked like a king on a throne, she looked like his servant. “Do you want me to stroke it like last time?” 

“Or you could suck it?” he said. 

Stacy looked at me, the biggest smile on her face. I looked away. I didn’t tell her not to. 

“I can do that,” Stacy said. 

She leaned forward, her breasts pressed against his thigh. She lowered her head and kissed his penis. 

She kissed his shaft, right in the middle, then up to his swollen dark head. She planted a soft kiss on it and he twitched, growing harder and harder. 

I know I didn’t blink one single time as I watched my wife tease his cock to its full length. Lila had stopped fiddling with her camera to watch, and Madison clutched Jason’s robe tightly to her chest as she looked on, her mouth open in disbelief. 

Stacy stopped teasing Jason with kisses and opened wide. She took his cock into her mouth, the whole head, and sealed her lips just beyond his ridge. She sucked, her cheeks hollowing. She closed her eyes and moaned like she was tasting a delicious piece of chocolate. 

This entire day I think I knew it was going to happen, but I still couldn’t believe it, and I couldn’t believe how hard my cock was. I was absolutely throbbing, squirting precum, I had never needed to jack off so badly. I wanted to whip my cock out right now and just blow a big load right on the ground, but I didn’t. Madison and Lila would see, and Jason. I couldn’t. 

Jason let out a groan and put his hands on my wife’s head as she started bobbing up and down. She was taking half his length with each bob of her head. I was impressed, half of Jason’s huge cock was quite a lot. 

Stacy slid off him and licked her lips. She looked up at him and smiled. His huge erection was right next to her face, slick and shiny with her spit, pointing skyward. Stacy went back down again, opening wide and taking him, but Lila stopped her. 

“I want him hard,” Lila said. “If you keep going he’ll cum.” 

“Shit,” Jason said, but that arrogant smile was on his lips. 

“It’s hard work being a male model,” Lila said. 

Stacy stopped sucking and looked up at Jason again, she gave him a big smile and squeezed his thigh as she leaned away. Her robe hung down on one side, her breast clearly visible, but she didn’t bother to fix it. She walked over and stood between Madison and me as Lila’s shutter started snapping. 

“I can’t believe you did that,” Madison said. “You sucked his cock.” 

“It was delicious,” Stacy said. 

“You’re so bad,” Madison said. “I can’t believe you even made it fit.” 

“It was certainly a challenge,” Stacy said. 

Madison giggled. 

The three of us watched as Lila photographed Jason. He maintained his erection for much longer than I thought possible. 

I was still in shock from what I had just seen, my wife sucking another man’s cock. I watched it happen, and I was still hard. It made me squirm. 

Madison leaned forward and looked at me. “That’s so cool of you, Lewis.” 

“What?” I asked, truly confused. 

“Letting your wife do that. Most guys would get totally jealous.” 

“Not Lewis,” Stacy added. “We have an agreement.” 

“Nice,” Madison said. “Is he free to play?” 

My eyes widened. Was Madison, the hot blonde model, asking about me? 

“Sure,” Stacy said. “It’s only fair.” 

“Can we?” I blurted out, staring at the hot blonde. 

Her cheeks suddenly turned red and she pointed at herself. “Lewis. I’m sorry, did you think I was…” 

My hopes dropped. “No,” I said, trying to backtrack so I didn’t look like a complete fool.” 

Madison giggled. “Okay, good. Because me and you…that would be so weird.” 

“Yeah,” I said, wondering exactly what would be so weird about it. 

Fuck. 

“All right,” Lila said. “I think we’re done for the day.” 

I was glad to hear it. I was ready for this day to come to an end. 

“Lewis, will you grab that chair and bring it in?” Stacy asked. She was already helping Jason into his robe, talking with him about the shoot. 

“Sure,” I said. 

I walked over to grab it. Lila was looking at her camera, scrolling through all the pics she just took. I saw one, a closeup of Jason’s cock, even on that tiny screen it looked huge. 

I grabbed the chair and my phone chimed. I let go and looked at my notification. 

“Oh no,” I said. 

“What’s up?” Lila asked. 

“Tomorrow’s HomeShare appointment is canceled. No HomeShare.” 

“I could come back,” Lila said. 

“Really?” 

“Sure, I love shooting here, and I’m not done with Jason yet.” 

“Oh,” I said. 

“Same time tomorrow?” Lila said. 

“Sure,” I said. I wanted to say no, but we needed the money. 

“Great,” Lila said. “I’ll tell the others.” 

* * *

After Madison and Lila and Jason left I took the longest, hottest shower of my entire life. I wanted the hot spray to wash away the humiliation. It didn’t. 

I dried myself off and stepped out of the shower right as Stacy came in. She still had on that sexy black robe. She went to the sink. 

I stood there and dried myself off, looking at her in the mirror, my cock growing hard. 

Stacy looked up, saw me, and laughed. 

“What?” I said. 

“Nothing,” Stacy said, she started washing her face. 

“Tell me,” I said. 

“You don’t want to hear it.” 

“Tell me,” I repeated. 

Stacy grabbed a towel and patted her face dry. She turned and looked at me. She glanced down at my cock, then back up at my face. “I was just thinking about the difference between your erection and Jason’s.” 

The humiliation came flooding back, making my face burn, but my hard cock twitched. 

That twitch made Stacy giggle. “Be honest, Lewis. Do you like it when I tease you about that itty bitty worm between your legs?” 

My cock twitched again, then again. 

Stacy’s giggle turned into a full-on laugh. “I knew it.” 

“It’s not that,” I said. 

“Then what it is?” She asked. “What’s making that cock so hard, so twitchy, what’s making you leak precum?” 

“Madison,” I said defiantly. 

“Oh,” Stacy said. “The girl you thought wanted to play with you. Lewis, that was so pathetically hilarious. I can’t believe you thought that hot young thing would even touch you.” 

I had nothing to say to that. 

“You didn’t even twitch when I talked about her just now,” Stacy said. “How did you like the way I sucked Jason’s big black dick?” 

My cock twitched again, making Stacy laugh with delight. 

Damn. 

“You really sucked him,” I said. 

“My mouth and throat were so full, I could barely take half of him. Lila was afraid I was gonna make him cum. Lewis, I could taste him leaking into my mouth. I swallowed it down and you know what?” 

“What?” I asked. 

“It made my pussy wet.” 

My cock twitched again, fresh precum oozed from my tip. 

“I know you like that,” Stacy said. “You can jerk off if you want. I bet your little balls are full and achy from being hard all day. Do you want to relieve your balls, Lewis?” 

“Yes,” I blurted out. 

Stacy put her hands on the counter and pushed herself up so she sat between the bathroom sinks. She crossed her legs and leaned back, her robe opening and showing off her breasts. Her nipples were hard. 

“Start stroking,” Stacy said. 

I grabbed my cock. It felt good to finally have my hands on it. I started pumping. 

“What are you thinking about?” 

“Madison,” I lied. 

Stacy smiled. “Are you sure?” 

I kept pumping. 

“I’ll make you stop if you don’t tell me,” Stacy said. 

“Fine,” I muttered. “I was thinking about you.” 

“Me doing what?” 

“Sucking,” I gasped, my cock throbbed. “Sucking that big black cock.” I throbbed again, and again. “Oh fuck!” 

“YES!” Stacy moaned. “YES! YES! LEWIS!” 

My balls clenched. I was cumming. I wanted to stop it, but there was no chance.

My cock pulsed and my first stream shot onto the tile floor. SPLAT!

I groaned and kept pumping. I glanced up to see the huge grin on Stacy’s face. She enjoyed this way too much. 

“Fuck,” I moaned. 

I shot again, then the rest of my load dribbled out, making a little puddle on the floor. 

Stacy slid off the counter. My heart was still racing. 

She slid her robe off so she was naked. She walked up to me, grabbed my cock, and squeezed. 

“Fuck! Stacy! Stop!” I groaned. 

She let go. “Fucking pathetic.” She stepped into the shower and turned it on. 

I grabbed my towel and cleaned my dick, then wiped up the mess on the floor. I didn’t want Stacy mad at me. 

I tossed the towel in the dirty clothes, then I put on clean boxers, shorts, and a t-shirt. I went to the kitchen and grabbed a snack, then went to bed. Tomorrow was going to be a big day. 








  
  
  Our Bed

  
  




My eyes popped open two and a half hours before Lila, Madison, and Jason were set to show up. I got out of bed. Stacy was already up. 

I immediately thought about yesterday, about Stacy sucking Jason’s big black cock, then that incident in the bathroom. My cock was already stiff, now it was throbbing. 

I couldn’t believe it was such a turn-on, my wife sucking another man’s cock. It was crazy how hard it made me, how fast it made me cum, and that was just from Stacy talking about it. Today I’d be watching it live, that and more. 

I got dressed in a pair of jeans and a blue t-shirt. I slipped my sneakers on and went to the kitchen. That’s where Stacy was, sitting at the table in her sexy black silk robe with her legs crossed. 

“Get a good breakfast,” she said. “You’re going to need it.” 

“You are too,” I said. 

Stacy held up the protein bar in her hand, then she took a sip of orange juice. I made myself a bowl of oatmeal and a glass of milk. I took it to the table and sat across from my wife. 

She wasn’t dressed, and I knew she didn’t plan to get dressed, but she did have her hair and makeup perfect. She looked great. 

“You excited?” Stacy said. 

“Yes,” I glanced down. “Can’t you tell?” 

Stacy giggled. “Don’t blow your load before the real fun starts.” 

“I’ll try not to,” I said, my cheeks heating up. I ate a bite of oatmeal, it was kinda plain. 

“I’m gonna make him cum today,” Stacy said. 

I put down the bite that was headed toward my mouth. “Will Lila allow it?” 

“I don’t care,” Stacy said. “I’ve got permission to fuck. I’m going to do it.” 

“You’re going to fuck him today?” I asked. 

“If he wants to.” 

I looked down at my bowl of oatmeal. He would want to. I was sure of that. 

We sat quietly at the table for about five minutes, then Stacy got up, threw away the protein bar wrapper, and went into the den. 

I watched her, specifically her bare legs as she walked by the table and into the den. In a matter of hours those legs would be wrapped around Jason as he plowed that huge cock into her pussy. Or maybe he’d have them up over his shoulders, or maybe he’d have her ankles up by her ears. I’m sure however Jason wanted to fuck Stacy she would do it. 

I finished up my oatmeal, barely getting it down. I honestly couldn’t tell if I was nervous, scared, or excited. I think it was a combination of all three. 

I took my bowl to the kitchen and washed it, then I went to the den and sat on the couch next to my wife. 

“I’m so excited,” Stacy said. “I’m tingling all over. Are you excited?” 

“Yeah,” I said. I kinda felt the same way. 

“I’m so glad. I really do want you to masturbate when you watch us?”

My cock was starting to twitch again, uncontrollably. 

“Even in front of Madison and Lila?”

“Yeah,” Stacy said. “You heard Madison yesterday. She’ll get a kick out of it. Lila will be too focused on taking pics. You wouldn’t mind if they watched you though, would you?”

“No,” I said. “I wouldn’t mind at all.”

“Just don’t blow your load in two seconds like you did with me last night.”

I couldn’t guarantee that at all. The way my cock was behaving I might actually go off even quicker. Watching my wife with a big black cock had turned my dick into a gun with a hair-trigger. 

“Did you hear me, Lewis? Try and hold that cum.”

“I heard you,” I shot back. 

Stacy smiled. “It’s funny, you seem to go back and forth between angry and humiliated and turned on, but your cock stays hard the entire time.” 

“Pretty much,” I said. “Jason is intimidating,” I blurted out. 

“Mmm,” Stacy closed her eyes as she remembered him. “All those muscles, that huge cock. I’m not surprised you feel that way. And the way he’s gonna take me, right in front of you.” 

My cock throbbed so hard I thought I might cum in my pants. My heart was racing. I was breathing hard. 

“Easy,” Stacy said. “Remember, you gotta make it last.” 

“I remember,” I said. 

We didn’t have to wait long. Shortly, the doorbell rang. Stacy popped up, and I was right behind her. 

Lila and Madison came in first, smiling and hugging and giving us a big greeting. 

“I’m so excited,” Lila said. 

“Me too,” Stacy said. 

Outside, I heard the thump of Jason’s stereo getting louder and louder. I saw the blood red SUV coming down the street. 

“There he is,” Madison said. The hot blonde model started waving as Jason pulled into the driveway. He honked the horn. 

Madison looked incredible today in a tiny pair of frayed jean shorts and a yellow tube top that could barely contain her big tits. The hot young teen was impossible not to look at. 

Lila looked quite good herself wearing a tight pair of white shorts and a snug-fitting tight red top that was sleeveless, showing off her toned arms. 

Jason got out of his SUV and joined us, he had on jeans, clean white sneakers, and a long black t-shirt. A shiny silver watch was around his wrist. He had that same arrogant smile on his face as the girls all tried to greet him at once. 

“Let’s take this party inside,” Lila said. “We need to get started.” 

We went in and Lila grabbed me. “Hey, Lewis. I was wondering if we could maybe shoot indoors today.” 

“Sure,” I said. “That would be fine.” 

“Would you mind if we use a bed?” 

“Not at all,” I said. I wouldn’t question anything Lila wanted, especially when she looked at me and smiled. 

“All right,” Lila said. “Stacy, I see you’re already in your robe. Madison, Jason, I want you the same way.” 

They disappeared into the guest bedroom and I wondered about Madison and Jason changing together. I knew Madison would want an eyeful of that big cock, and I knew Jason wouldn’t look away when the blonde took her clothes off. 

“Can I see your bedroom?” Lila asked. 

“Sure,” Stacy said. “Follow me.” 

She took Lila to the master. I followed behind them. 

“Wow,” Lila said. “It’s so spacious, and if I open this window here the lighting will be perfect.” 

“Great,” Stacy said, sprawling on the bed. 

“I’ll make sure Jason and Madison don’t go outside,” Lila said. 

The blonde left Stacy and me all alone. 

“Can you believe it?” Stacy said. “We’re gonna do it right here, on our bed.” 

“I can’t believe it,” I said. 

“It’s gonna be so naughty,” Stacy said. “This is exactly where I want to fuck him, right here in our bed, where you barely satisfy me.” 

“We’re back,” Lila said before I could respond to Stacy’s comment. 

I stepped back and let the photographer set up while my wife eyed her prize, Jason. The big black man walked in wearing his white terry cloth robe. He reminded me of a boxer entering the ring before a big fight, just brimming with confidence. 

Madison came in right behind him, also in a robe. I stared, but like my wife, the blonde model had her eyes on Jason. 

“Get on up there,” Lila said to Jason. “Sit in the middle of that big bed.” 

Jason crawled up. He sat right in the middle of the bed and leaned against the headboard. 

“Jason, you look like a king,” Madison said. 

With the high headboard and the big posts on either side he did look like a king, and Stacy looked like his queen, sitting on the side, waiting for a command, her eyes drinking him in. 

Lila started snapping pics. “Get close, Stacy.” 

Instantly, my wife crawled to Jason’s side and put her arm on his, rubbing it, squeezing his muscles, she leaned against him. 

“Nice, nice,” Lila said. “Let’s get you up there too, Madison. The king can have two queens.” 

“Yay!” Madison squealed, jumping forward and bouncing up next to Jason. When she landed, her robe came undone, slipping down just enough to reveal a hard pink nipple. I wanted to squeeze that breast, but I knew I wouldn’t. 

“All right, get close, all three of you,” Lila said. 

As the girls started rubbing up against Jason my cock started to throb. I had to adjust my jeans it was so hard, it was painful, and my balls were already full and tight. I was worried I might go off. I had to hold my cum, just like Stacy said. 

Everyone’s robes were getting looser and looser, and I wasn’t surprised when Jason’s was the first to come off. 

Madison and Stacy’s hands were all over his chest and abs. Stacy moved the robe out of the way, revealing that big black cock. Just like yesterday, the room filled with gasps of admiration as the girls stared at the massive penis. I still couldn’t believe it myself. 

Stacy’s hand touched it first, her fingers wrapping around his thick shaft near the base. Her forearm muscles bulging as she gave it a good squeeze. He smiled, leaned over, and gave my wife a gentle kiss on the lips. When they broke apart, Stacy was the one smiling. 

Not to be outdone, Madison grabbed Jason’s cock, her dainty hand right above Stacy’s, gripping the black shaft tightly. Jason turned to her, still smiling, and she kissed him, her head darting forward, her eyes closed. I think she surprised him, but he kept his cool and kissed her right back. 

I know I mentioned earlier that when my wife Stacy wants something she goes and gets it, so that’s exactly what she did, her other hand shooting out to grab Jason’s shaft above Madison’s. This was possible because of the incredible length of Jason’s cock, two of Stacy’s hands and one of Madison’s still didn’t cover it all. Two of their hands would be more than enough to cover mine. 

Stacy leaned in and kissed Jason’s neck, going up and down, then kissing his big shoulder. 

Madison realized this was turning into a full-fledged competition, so she reached out with her free hand and wrapped it around Jason’s swollen head. He groaned. All hands were on his cock, squeezing it, finally covering it. I couldn’t imagine how good it must feel. 

“So hot,” Lila said as she snapped pic after pic. 

But this competition was far from over. My wife had kissed her way down to Jason’s nipple, her pink tongue was out, swirling around it as Madison looked on. The blonde wasn’t about to be outdone, and judging by the big smile on his face, Jason was loving this more than anyone. 

Madison put her head down and started kissing Jason’s abs, working her way down lower and lower. My wife saw what was happening and she released Jason’s nipple from her lips, pushing herself up and getting in a better position, closer to Jason’s cock. 

Stacy made it down there just as Madison did, and the two came together at the head of Jason’s cock. I’m not kidding, they both went for it, and their lips met, right at the tip of Jason’s cock. He groaned and put his big hands on the girls’ heads. 

They looked annoyed at first, mad that they had tied, but that quickly went away, and their tongues came out, they licked and kissed with Jason’s cock right between them, Madison’s shiny pink lips against his head as Stacy licked, then Stacy’s rosebud mouth pressing against him as Madison’s wet tongue slipped out and licked Jason like an ice cream cone. 

Lila was right there, kneeling on the end of the bed, snapping pictures. I was right behind her, watching, my cock throbbing as my wife and Madison started sucking. 

Stacy leaned back, holding Jason around the base, she looked at Madison and smiled sweetly. “I got to taste him yesterday, so I’ll let you go first.” 

Madison grinned like a kid on Christmas morning. “Really?” 

Stacy gave her an encouraging nod. 

“Thank you so much,” Madison said. 

Jason groaned, as if to say, get to it. 

Madison tossed her long blonde hair over her shoulder and leaned forward, mouth wide open. She took Jason’s swollen head in and closed her lips, her eyes wide open, looking across at my wife. 

“That’s it,” Stacy said. 

My wife wasn’t sitting back and watching, she had a hand between Jason’s legs, giving those big black balls a nice massage while the blonde sucked and slurped. 

Jason had his hand on the back of Madison’s head, urging her up and down, making her go deeper and deeper. She moaned every time she went down. 

Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! 

But as she went deeper and deeper, those moans turned to sputters, then to gags as she took almost his entire length down her throat. 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! 

Madison’s eyes popped open and tears streamed down her cheeks as Jason triggered her gag reflex, but Madison didn’t stop. She wanted to please that big black cock, and she was an eager cocksucker. 

“Go girl,” Stacy cheered as Madison took a quick break to suck up all the spit and precum that had started to drool off her pretty pink lips. 

Jason urged her back down with that big hand of his and for a brief second, Madison took every inch of him down her throat. She came off him gasping, spit and precum dripping off her chin and onto her big tits. 

I had a dirty thought as I watched those strands drip down. I wouldn’t mind licking those off. I wanted to ask, but I didn’t dare. I remembered what Madison said yesterday about me and her, she said that would be weird. 

Madison came up for air, but Stacy didn’t give her much time to catch her breath. My wife leaned over, put her hands on Madison’s face, and pulled her in for a long hot kiss. It shocked me. I had no idea Stacy had any interest in kissing a girl like that, but she sure seemed to enjoy it, she even grabbed Madison’s tits and gave them a squeeze. 

Stacy broke the kiss and glanced at me, that smirk on her face. It was like she was teasing me, showing me that she could get exactly what I wanted. 

Madison was gasping now, those tits rising and falling with each breath. She kneeled by Jason, her hands rubbing his thighs. It was Stacy’s turn. 

My wife had the biggest smile on her face as she tossed her long brown hair over her shoulder and leaned forward, she opened wide, her tongue coming out to meet Jason’s swollen head as she leaned forward, she licked his tip, he was leaking precum and his entire cock was slick and shiny from Madison’s sucking. 

Stacy didn’t waste any time, just like yesterday, she sealed her lips just past the ridge of his head and sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks. She angled her body so she was looking more toward Lila and me, toward the camera. She sucked hard and popped her lips off his cock, then she opened wide again and started bobbing. 

I noticed Jason’s hand wasn’t on her head, like when Madison sucked him, he had his hand underneath, squeezing Stacy’s tit as she sucked him, that strong black hand squeezing her big soft breast. 

MMMmmmm! MMMmmmm! MMMmmmm! 

Stacy was really bobbing, looking right at Lila’s camera as she took over half of Jason’s length down her throat. 

Madison was still on the bed, thoroughly enjoying the show. She had one hand between her legs, rubbing in slow circles, the other squeezing her breast, occasionally tugging at that perky pink nipple and letting out soft moans. 

“What a shoot?” Lila said. 

I heard her, then I realized she was looking over her shoulder at me, a huge smile on her face. She was waiting for me to say something. 

“Oh,” I had to clear my throat, my voice came out so soft. “Yeah,” I said. 

She smiled and turned back to her camera. I watched over her shoulder as Jason motioned to Madison. I wasn’t sure what he wanted, then it became obvious as Madison straddled him, facing the camera, practically sitting on his face. God, Jason was one lucky man. 

His hands came around her thighs and gripped, then his tongue must’ve went to work. I couldn’t see it, but it was definitely working, Madison’s mouth hung open, gasping louder and louder. 

“Oh! Oh! OH! OH! OOOHHHHH!” 

She threw her head back, Jason squeezing her thighs as he ate her pussy. I could only imagine how sweet it must taste, and while that was going on, Stacy hadn’t stopped, her head was down low now, and when I looked, she had a mouthful of Jason’s balls, sucking them into her mouth then letting them pop out. She did it several times before she went back to sucking him, bobbing up and down going deeper and deeper. 

“Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygod! OOOHHHHHH!” Madison screamed. 

She was squeezing her own tits, tugging at her nipples, her eyes rolling back in her head as Jason made her orgasm. 

Her body shook and she bent forward, that tongue sending wave after wave of pleasure through her. She looked up, right at the camera, and her mouth hung open in a silent scream as she came. Her body trembled and tightened up, she let out a loud moan, then slumped forward and rolled off Jason, curling up in a ball, gasping, then moaning softly. 

Jason lifted his head and licked his lips, they were covered with Madison’s juices. He looked down at my wife sucking his cock and grabbed her head, running his fingers through that silky brown hair and making her go deeper and faster. 

Stacy bobbed quickly, taking him all, but making that funny noise as she did. 

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! 

“Oh yeah,” Jason groaned. “You gonna get it all.” 

He gave her one final push and she did get it all, holding him down her throat, her mouth wide open as spit leaked out of it down around his balls. He let go and Stacy’s head jerked upward. She took in deep heaving gasps of air that made her tits rise and fall. “Oh fuck,” she muttered. “Did I get it all?” 

“Sure did,” Lila said. “And you’re getting me wet.” 

“Join in,” Jason said. 

“I gotta take the pics,” Lila said. 

I wanted her to join in. This was hot, but that would’ve made it even hotter. 

Madison was back up, recovered from her epic orgasm. She was running her hands over Jason’s chest, smiling at him sweetly, like she absolutely adored the man. 

Stacy had finally caught her breath and I realized she was looking at me, a big smile on her face. Once she saw that I was looking, she moved over, standing on the bed, then straddling Jason, facing Lila and me. 

“Oh perfect,” Lila said. “Stand over your king.” 

Stacy smiled down at the camera, but she couldn’t stand there for long. I noticed on the inside of her thigh some clear juices had leaked out. Stacy’s pussy must be incredibly wet. I knew Madison’s was. I’m sure Lila’s was too. 

Stacy squatted and she positioned herself just right so she was over Jason’s cock. Incredibly, the black man was still hard. He had the stamina of a porn star. Stacy reached down and grabbed his cock, positioning it right in front of her wet pussy. 

“Ooh, stay just like that,” Lila said. “What a shot, those pink pussy lips next to that big black cock.” She snapped half a dozen pics. 

Stacy couldn’t wait any longer. She eased herself up just enough so Jason’s swollen head slid down her lips. She put him in and slowly lowered herself. 

“Ooohhhh,” Stacy sighed as she sank lower and lower on Jason’s huge cock. 

This was it. I didn’t blink. I couldn’t believe I was seeing it. My wife was fucking him, really fucking him. That big black cock was in her pussy, stretching it beyond belief, and here I was, standing and watching…and enjoying it. My cock couldn’t get any harder. 

Stacy sank down all the way, gasping. Jason groaned, his big hands around her waist. Madison watched wide-eyed and amazed. Like me, I think she was surprised it fit. 

“OH YES!” Stacy moaned. She opened her eyes and looked at us. She smiled at me, that sexy smirk really, and lifted her fist to her crotch. She made a lewd motion. I knew what she was saying. I nodded back at her, then I reached into my pants. 

When I grabbed my cock it sent shockwaves of pleasure through me. I shut my eyes and moaned. I nearly came right then and there. I was so hard, so horny, so turned on to watch my wife get fucked. I came back to my senses and I didn’t dare stroke my cock, I simply held it. If I stroked it just once I feared I might lose my load, and I did not want that. 

I finally turned my attention back to my wife, the quick snap of Lila’s camera bringing me out of my daze. Stacy was rocking her hips now, and Madison had leaned over and started kissing my wife. I watched their tongues dance as they darted in and out and teased each other. Stacy was getting everything, she was riding Jason’s big black dick, just like she wanted, and she was kissing and groping Madison, which is really what I wanted, but I know Stacy enjoyed it too. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! OH!” Stacy moaned as she went from rocking back and forth on Jason’s cock to bouncing up and down. 

“Yes! That’s it!” Madison said. “Ride that cock, Stacy!” 

Lila was jumping around, getting shots from every angle she could. 

Stacy leaned her head back and moaned again. I watched as Jason bucked his hips, his big cock pistoning in and out of my wife as she went up and down. How did she take it all? 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! YES! YES! YES! YES!” 

“She’s getting close!” Madison yelped, then the hot blonde took one of my wife’s nipples in her mouth and gave it a good hard suck. 

Stacy grabbed the blonde’s head. Now my wife was the one with her eyes rolling back as Jason’s big black cock gave her an orgasm. 

This was what she wanted. Her entire body tightened up, and she made moaning, gasping noises like I had never heard. If this was how Stacy sounded when she had an orgasm I had clearly never given her one. I had never made her make any of these noises, I had never seen all her muscles clench. I had never seen her throw her head back and scream. 

“YYYYEEESSSSSS!” 

I stroked my cock hard and fast, my eyes locked onto my wife, onto that big black cock in her pussy. I pumped, groaning and gasping, my face red with embarrassment. I didn’t stop until my balls clenched. 

“Fuck!” I gasped. 

Madison looked at me. I saw her giggle before she covered her mouth. Stacy was too distracted with her orgasm to look at me, she was still moaning and quivering on Jason’s big cock. 

I exploded in my pants, filling my boxers with two big hot streams of sticky cum. I pumped slowly, milking it all out, trying to catch my breath as my heart thumped loudly in my ears. 

“Oh my god. Oh fuck,” I moaned. 

I was leaning forward. My hand hot and sticky. My cock softening. 

“AAAHHHHHH!” Jason roared. 

I looked up as Stacy sank down on him. His big balls jumped, his thick shaft pulsed. Stacy yelped. He had pumped a big stream into my wife. He groaned again and Stacy gasped, again and again, his cock kept pumping. Finally, he let out a groan and pulled out, his cock creamy from Stacy’s pussy. 

She sat right there on his thighs, looking down at her pussy. Madison watched as well. Lila had her camera ready. I didn’t blink. 

Stacy moaned, then it all came out, his thick white load. It dribbled out of her pussy onto our bed, forming a big puddle between his knees. It kept flowing, Jason had filled my wife with more cum than I thought possible. 

Stacy spread her lips with her fingers and it all came out, she pulled her hand away and sucked it clean. I slowly slid my hand out of my pants, wiping the cum off. The room was quiet, the only sound Lila’s camera. 

“Wow,” Madison said, the first to speak. “Stacy, that had to be the hottest thing I have ever seen.” 

Stacy was still admiring the final string of cum as it dripped onto the sheets. 

“Incredible images,” Lila said. “Just incredible.” 

I felt a sudden rush of humiliation. Not just embarrassment, but full humiliation. A man had just fucked my wife, in our home, in our bed, and he came in her pussy. He had his way with her. He did whatever he wanted with her while I stood back and watched. I wanted to send everyone out. I suddenly wanted them all gone. 

Stacy slowly got off the bed, her legs looking a little shaky, and put on her robe. Madison put hers on, and helped Jason into his, then they went down the hall. That left Lila and Stacy and me in the room alone. 

“I really mean it,” Lila said. “These pics are really something, and in this day and age I think they might be quite popular.” 

“Oh yeah?” Stacy asked, tying up her robe. 

“Sure,” Lila said. “Interracial themed photo shoots are quite popular, especially white women with black men.” 

“That’s great,” Stacy said. “I hope they’re a huge success.” 

“I’ll upload them as soon as I can,” Lila said. 

“Am I in the pics?” I blurted out. 

“Not these,” Lila said. “Just Madison, Jason, and your wife.” 

“Did you want to be?” Stacy said. 

I didn’t answer. I was too embarrassed. 

“I’ll round up the models and head out,” Lila said. 

“All right,” Stacy said. “Thank you, Lila.” 

“Thank you,” Lila said. 

“Bye, Lila,” I said. 

“Bye,” she said, looking over her shoulder and giving me a smile. 

I heard her walk down to the guest room and knock on the door. Jason and Madison came out and a moment later I heard the front door close and the house was quiet. 

When I turned around, my wife was naked on the bed, her robe wide open, a big smile on her face. 

* * *

“Stacy,” I said, getting an eyeful of my wife’s pussy. “What are you doing?”

“I want you to put your dick in me.”

“What?” I said. “Did he not satisfy you?”

That got a big laugh from Stacy that went on and on forever. When she finally stopped she looked into my eyes. “Lewis, he satisfied me like no man ever has. Now, I want you to pull your pants down and come over here.”

I did, but there was one little problem, I was soft.

“Now you can’t even get it up?” Stacy said.

“I can,” I shot back. “I’ll get hard.”

“Then do it,” Stacy said.

I stood at the end of my bed, stroking my cock, but I might as well have been holding a piece of rope.

Stacy rolled her eyes. “I should’ve known. It’s too bad for you. I was going to let you in my pussy so I could compare.”

“Compare me and Jason?”

Stacy nodded. “I know, not much of a comparison. His black cock is huge and your little thing is just a worm.”

I hate to say it, but that did it. As soon as Stacy made fun of me I rose to the occasion.

“Well, well, well,” Stacy said. “Look who decided to come out and play. Get inside, worm.”

I crawled onto the bed and got between my wife’s legs. I grabbed my dick and eased forward, feeling her warmth, then sliding inside her hot, creamy pussy. I went all the way in, my cock throbbing. All I could think about was the fact that Jason’s big black cock had been in here, filling this pussy, less than fifteen minutes ago.

“Is it even in?” Stacy said, her tone bored and disinterested.

“Yes, all the way.”

Stacy laughed, which felt good because it made her pussy tighten up around me.

“I can’t even feel you anymore,” Stacy said. “Jason has spoiled me. I’m a big cock girl now. No more little ones. Pull out, Lewis.”

I did. My cock was all wet now. I started to back away.

“You aren’t done yet,” Stacy said.

“But you couldn’t even feel it.”

“No, I couldn’t,” Stacy said. “But we can do other things.”

“Like what?” I asked.

Stacy smirked. “Eat my pussy, Lewis.”

I froze. Jason had just came inside that pussy. Eating her right now would almost be like licking his cock or eating his cum.

“I know you heard me.”

I lowered my head, getting closer and closer to Stacy’s pussy. I knew what I’d do. I’d lick her clit.

I put my mouth on that swollen little nub and started sucking, but Stacy grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head up, staring at me with fierce eyes. “Did I say lick my clit or lick my pussy?”

I gulped. “You said lick my pussy.”

“So why are you licking my clit?”

I looked away.

“Are you scared that you’re gonna taste some of Jason’s cum?” Stacy waited for an answer.

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“It might be good for you. Maybe you can absorb some of his manliness. Now eat my pussy, Lewis.”

I leaned forward, now I had no other choice. As I got closer the scent of Stacy’s wet pussy filled my nose. It was a good scent, it excited me. I put my lips to hers and kissed.

“Lick it with your tongue,” Stacy ordered.

I stuck my tongue out, pushing it between her lips. I tasted her sweetness, swallowing, licking.

“Deeper,” Stacy said.

I probed her folds.

“That’s it,” Stacy said.

Then I found it, with my tongue deep inside her I suddenly tasted a warm salty bitterness I didn’t expect, it flowed over my tongue and into my mouth. I guess all of it didn’t leak out. I pushed back and coughed, trying not to swallow, but it was too late.

Stacy cackled like a witch. “Did you eat some cum, baby?”

I nodded, trying to get the taste out of my mouth, but it seemed permanent, that bitterness, the strong smell. I turned and headed toward the kitchen for something to drink.

“Hey, Lewis,” Stacy called out. “Look at your dick!”

I didn’t have to look down to know what she was talking about. I knew exactly what was going on. While I ate my wife’s pussy and tasted Jason’s cum my cock got rock hard.








  
  
  Hotwife in Control

  
  




The next week was a weird mix of humiliation and excitement. I don’t know how many times I masturbated to the memory of Jason fucking my wife. At least once every day, sometimes twice, and on top of that, I had the memory of eating her pussy afterward. It was crazy how hard that made me. 

A few days after I did it, Stacy sent me a link while she was at work, it was a long article about relationships and I ignored it at first, but Stacy texted me back and said there would be a pop quiz when I got home, and if I made a perfect score there would be a reward. You better believe I started reading the article after that. I memorized it, and when Stacy got home, I was ready. 

She came in smiling, and she looked beautiful in a red blouse, black skirt, and black heels, they were the sexy ones with the red soles. A pair of gleaming gold hoop earrings brought my attention to her beautiful face. Her brown hair was down around her shoulders the way I liked it and I was happy to see her. She had a small black bag in her right hand. 

“Have you been studying?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Good,” Stacy went to the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. She cracked it open as she walked back and took a long drink. I stared at her red lips around the top of the bottle, the way her throat moved when she swallowed. She finished and put the bottle on the coffee table next to the black bag. “Sit.” 

I sat on the couch next to her. 

“Okay,” Stacy said. “What are you, Lewis?” 

“I’m a cuckold,” I said. That was one of the new words I had learned in the article. 

“And what am I?” Stacy asked. 

“A hotwife,” I said. “All one word. You are a hot wife, but a hotwife is different.” 

“How so?” 

“Well,” I said, my cock was starting to stiffen. “That means I share you with other men.” 

“Mm-hmm,” Stacy said. “You’re a good cuckold hubby.” 

“Thank you.” 

“And why are you a cuckold?” 

I gulped. “Because…I’m inferior.” 

“That’s right,” Stacy said. “That little worm between your legs can’t satisfy a woman like me. So we need to bring in who?” 

“A bull,” I said. “Like Jason.” 

“Yes,” Stacy said. “My big black bull. And you’re lucky I let you watch.” 

“So lucky,” I said. “Thank you.” 

“Mmm,” Stacy moaned. “And what do you do for me after my bull fucks me?” 

“A cleanup,” I said. I couldn’t believe it when I read that part of the article. There was actually a name for what I did. 

“Good, boy,” Stacy said. “You paid attention to that article. You did so well I think I’ll give you a reward.” 

I sat up straighter, waiting. “What is it?” 

“I’m going to let you masturbate and cum,” Stacy said. 

I gave her a funny look, I had done that this morning by myself. “Oh, thank you,” I said. 

Stacy smiled. “You’re welcome, cuckold. I hope you really enjoy it too.” 

I swallowed. I was still confused. “Why?” 

Stacy looked like she was about to burst out laughing as she reached forward and grabbed that little black bag. She pulled a small blue box out of it and opened it. She tilted it so I could see. 

Inside was a clear piece of plastic with a little tiny lock on it. I stared at it. “Stacy, what is that?” 

She let out a giggle that she couldn’t contain one second longer. “That’s your cage, cuckold. After you cum I’m going to lock you up until my next photo shoot.” 

“That’s a whole week,” I blurted out. 

“So you won’t cum for a whole week.” 

“Stacy. No,” I pleaded. 

“Can’t go a week without rubbing that little worm?” 

The truth was I couldn’t. I had never gone that long. “What if you want to have sex?” 

Stacy burst out laughing. She laughed for a long time. When she finally calmed down and wiped her eyes she smiled at me. “I’m not having sex until Jason comes back, and neither are you.” Stacy picked up the tiny clear plastic cage. I could see how it was shaped like a little penis. “Come here,” Stacy said. “Come on, take your pants down so I can put this on.” 

“You said I get to cum one last time, for the quiz.” 

“Oh I did, didn’t I?” Stacy said, clearly disappointed. 

“All right. Stroke your little worm while you think about me and Jason.” 

I didn’t even try and deny it. She knew exactly what I liked. 

I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants and pushed them down. I stood across the coffee table from Stacy. I shoved my boxers down and she looked at my hard dick, sending a jolt of excitement through me. 

“Don’t take too long,” Stacy said, then she couldn’t help herself, she cackled again. 

I didn’t care. I was so hard. I grabbed my cock and gave it a squeeze. Precum leaked from my tip. It had already stained my boxers, a big wet spot. Just talking about all that cuckold and hotwife stuff was so hot. I was really getting into it, really embracing my new role in our relationship. Part of me knew this was the best way to keep Stacy from leaving me, the other part of me liked it, I got hard every time. 

“That’s it,” Stacy said. “Rub that worm faster.” 

I stroked faster, precum slicking my hand. 

FAP! FAP! FAP! FAP! 

“What are you thinking about?” Stacy asked. 

“That big black cock going in and out of your pussy,” I moaned. 

“Oh yeah,” Stacy said. “When I was riding it, letting it slide all up inside me and fill me. God it was so big, felt so good, Lewis. You can’t even imagine.” 

My cock throbbed, my balls getting tight and tingly. “Fuck,” I groaned. 

“Oh!” Stacy said. “Getting close already? Is all this talk about big black cock gonna make your little worm shoot cummies?” 

“Yes,” I grunted. “Yes!” 

I kept right on pumping, staring at my beautiful wife, wishing I could fuck her, but accepting what she gave me. 

“Then do it,” Stacy said. “Cum! Shoot your cum now or I’ll lock you up!” 

I stroked even faster and groaned. “OH STACY! OH FUCK!” 

My balls clenched. 

“STACY! I’M CUMMING!” 

“Good boy!” She said, then she cackled again, like a crazy woman. 

My cock pulsed. I fired a big first stream that went right onto the coffee table. 

“Fuck,” I groaned, stepping back. 

“No!” Stacy said. “Shoot on the table, on the glass.” 

I waddled forward, just in time as my second stream spurted out, then the rest dribbled onto the glass. I leaned forward, trying not to get any on my pants. 

I stroked it all out, milking my cock, whimpering. I came so hard. All that dirty talk about cuckolds and black bulls, it really got to me. 

“Pretty good load for you,” Stacy said. 

I looked down at the big white stripe, the smaller one, and the little puddle. “I’ll clean it up,” I said. 

“You sure will,” Stacy said. “It’s your mess.” 

I pulled my boxers and pants up, buttoned and zipped them, and started toward the kitchen for some paper towels. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” Stacy asked. 

I stopped. “To get something to clean this mess up with.” 

“You already have something,” Stacy said. 

I looked at her, confused. 

That sexy smirk spread across her face. “Your tongue, Lewis. You can practice for the next time you do a cuckold cleanup with me.” 

“Stacy, no,” I pleaded. I didn’t want to eat my own cum. 

“Do it, Lewis. You need the practice. You need to get comfortable with the taste. I don’t want you sputtering and coughing and making faces next time. I want you getting mouthfuls of cum out of my pussy and swallowing it down with a smile on your face, so get down there and eat that cum before it gets cold.” 

“Okay,” I said. I knew better than to disobey my wife. I dropped down to my knees and looked at all that cum on the smooth glass surface of the coffee table. I did shoot a big load…for me. I leaned down and took a breath, the smell of cum filled my nose. It did not make my mouth water. 

“Go on,” Stacy said. 

I leaned forward and stuck my tongue out. I’d go for that little puddle first. My tongue hit the cool surface of the table and I slid it forward until I hit that wet spot. I lapped at it and swallowed. It was bitter and salty, and like Stacy said, still warm. I made a face. 

“Do it,” Stacy said. 

I looked at her, then back down at the table. I just had to do it quick, get it over with, swallow it down. I shut my eyes, tried not to think about it, and lapped it up. I quickly swallowed, then gasped for breath. It was so salty, and the texture…fuck. 

“Very good,” Stacy said. “Keep going.” 

I went to that smaller strip next. I didn’t even look at it, I stuck my tongue out, leaned forward, and got it. I swallowed, but I couldn’t help it, I gagged and coughed. 

“Don’t start that,” Stacy said. “Just one more little bit then you’re done.” 

I nodded. “I got most of it though.” 

“You need to get it all,” Stacy said. “A good cuckold would. Are you a good cuckold, Lewis?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Then you know what to do,” Stacy said. 

I had to get one last big strip of cum off the table. I took a deep breath and slowly let it out. I could do this. 

I leaned forward and went for it, trying to get every bit of it on my tongue as I ran it across the table. I closed my mouth and swallowed. Some ran down my chin. I quickly wiped it. 

I swallowed and didn’t gag, barely. 

Stacy clapped her hands together, a big smile on her face. “Good job!” 

“Thanks,” I mumbled. 

“Now stand up,” Stacy said. “I want to get you in your cage.” 

I stood and Stacy leaned forward, she unbuttoned and unzipped my pants and pulled them down again. She had that little plastic cage ready. She quickly put it around my soft cock and snapped the lock shut. “There,” she said, giving it a little tap. She pulled the key from the lock and held it in her hand. I wondered where she would keep it. 

Something started to happen to me. Something I didn’t think about. Stacy handling my cock made me hard, but this cage, this tiny little piece of plastic was squeezing me. 

“Stacy,” I said. “Open it up, I’m getting hard, it’s too small, too tight.” 

Stacy giggled. “That’s the point, Lewis. I don’t want you hard.” 

“Fuck. Stacy, please.” 

She shook her head. “You’ll get used to it, and I’ll let you out when Jason comes back. Then you can watch and masturbate.” 

I looked down at the little cage, at my cock squeezing against it on the inside. “Stacy, what if I need to pee?” 

She still had that smirk on her face. “You’ll figure it out.” 

* * *

Four days had passed since Stacy locked me in my cage. I figured out how to pee, there was a little hole at the end, it wasn’t difficult. What was difficult was not masturbating. I was so horny, I was going crazy. 

I was in the den, playing on my phone, trying to distract myself from the fact that my cock was locked up when Stacy called me from our bedroom. 

I walked in and didn’t see her. “Stacy?” 

She came from the closet/bathroom area. She walked out in her silky black robe and as soon as she saw me she smiled and dropped it to the floor. She was totally naked. 

“Wow, Stacy,” I muttered. 

She smiled. “You can look, but you can’t touch. Unless I tell you.” 

I nodded. My cock started to swell inside my cage. It got painful and I tried to get my boner to go away, but with Stacy naked in front of me it was impossible. 

“I was doing some research online,” Stacy said. “We’re going to have some fun.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

Stacy walked over to our bed. She crawled up on it giving me a perfect view of her ass and pussy. She crawled across the bed and reached down. She came up with a big box. 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“A surprise,” Stacy said. 

I wasn’t sure what to think. The last surprise was the cage I was wearing. What could this be? 

“For me?” I asked. 

Stacy nodded. “Mm-hmm.” She opened the box and pulled out a wireless vibrator. It looked like a black microphone, a big rubber ball on the end with little rubber nubs all over it. 

“Come over here,” Stacy said. 

I walked over. 

“Pants off,” Stacy said. 

I unbuttoned and unzipped and pushed them down, showing off my caged penis. 

“Lay down,” Stacy said. 

I got on the bed, on my back. 

Stacy flipped a switch and the vibrator hummed to life. She held it up and looked at it with a big smile on her face. She put it between her legs first and squealed with delight as one of those little rubber nubs hit her clit. 

“Wow!” Stacy said. “Powerful little guy.” She held it up again, then lowered it toward me. She put it on my balls and god did it feel good. My cock stiffened, getting harder inside my cage than ever before. It was painful, but I couldn’t stop it. I throbbed as that vibrator massaged my full balls. 

“OH GOD! STACY!” I moaned. 

She pulled it away. “I guess it was good?” 

“Oh my god,” was all I could say. 

Stacy put it back on my balls, upping the power. 

“STACY! OOOHHHHH!” I yelled. 

She laughed, then ran it over the cage. That was a bizarre sensation as the plastic vibrated on my swollen cock. I wasn’t sure if it was good or back, but I stayed hard, then Stacy put it on my balls again, gently rubbing all over them, the machine vibrating like crazy, my cock throbbing. 

“YES! STACY!” I moaned. 

I kept throbbing. She kept rubbing me. The vibrations were so good. 

“STACY!” I yelled. “I’M GONNA CUM!” 

“YES!” Stacy yelled. “CUM IN YOUR CAGE CUCKOLD!” 

I didn’t think it was possible to cum like that, but then my balls clenched, my cock straining against the plastic, desperately trying to reach its full length. I yelled out. “OOOHHHHH!” 

I exploded, my cock pulsing. Then Stacy pulled the vibrator away. 

“NO!” I begged. 

But it was too late. Cum spurted up from the little hole at the end of the cage. It ran down to my balls, more followed. I moaned on the bed, gripping the sheets, panting, my heart racing. It took a minute just to calm back down. 

“So you can cum with it on,” Stacy said. “Good to know. I may never unlock you.” 

“No,” I said. 

Stacy giggled. She was very happy with herself, happy she made me cum. “Don’t worry.” She rubbed my belly with her soft hand. “I’ll let you out when Jason comes back. Lila scheduled a shoot in three days.” 

“That’s great,” I said. 

“It sure is,” Stacy said. “I’m horny.” 

She got off the bed, then went and picked up her robe, putting it on and going down the hall, probably to the kitchen for a snack. I stayed on the bed, the warm cum was still oozing from my cage and down onto my balls. I couldn’t believe I came. I had never done it like that, without stroking it or fucking something. It was incredible, an amazing experience. I was still processing it. 

I couldn’t wait for Lila to come back, then I’d be out of this thing for a while, watching my wife get fucked, being a good cuckold, and doing a cleanup. My stomach twisted just thinking about it. 








  
  
  Two of Them?

  
  




Like the last few times, Stacy and I were wide awake early the day Lila was coming back for a photo shoot. We were in the kitchen, eating some fruit for breakfast. Stacy had called into work and taken a personal day. She had on her black silk robe and probably nothing else. She had her hair down, and those big golden hoop earrings were in her ears. I had on a simple blue polo shirt and khakis. 

I was eating a granola bar that was a little bit stale. Stacy was sipping from a bottle of orange juice.

“I hope Madison comes,” I said. 

“Me too,” Stacy said. “She’s so fun.” 

“And hot,” I said, my cock coming alive, but not getting hard. 

“Mm-hmm, I can’t wait for Jason.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “I know.” 

“I’m so horny,” Stacy said. She slipped a hand under her robe, her eyes rolled back, then she pulled her hand out. “Look at that.” 

She was already wet, clear juices covered her middle finger. She stuck it in her mouth and sucked, moaning like it was a delicious treat. My cock started growing, pressing against that plastic cage. I swear one day I’d get so hard it would just break, but it never did. 

Then the doorbell rang. 

“That’s them!” Stacy said, hurrying to the front door. 

I followed right behind her. She swung the door open and there was Lila and Madison. The two blondes smiling and rushing forward to give Stacy a big hug that lasted at least a minute, then they broke apart and came inside. 

“Hi, Lewis,” Lila said. 

The pretty blonde photographer was in a simple dark gray tank top and a pair of dark brown shorts and leather sandals. She had a big smile on her face as she greeted me, she was so pretty. 

“Hi,” I said. “Glad to have you back.” 

“Glad to be back,” Madison said, bouncing toward me. 

The busty teen model looked as hot as ever in a red t-shirt that had been cut to show off her toned abs. She wore a pair of jeans low on her hips, they had big rips at the knees and she had on red sneakers that matched her shirt. Her hair was in a loose ponytail. 

“Don’t they look great?” Stacy said. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Thank you, Lewis,” Madison said, grinning and making me blush. 

The one good thing about having a cage is when you get hard in front of a hot girl it hides it. Like right now. 

“It’s such a beautiful day,” Lila said. “Let’s get outside. Lewis, will you go out to my car and bring the big blanket?” 

“Sure,” I said. 

“You can change in the same room,” Stacy said. 

Lila had a big smile on her face. “No wardrobe today.” 

I guess it shouldn’t have surprised me, but it did. 

I went outside and grabbed the big blanket from the back of Lila’s SUV. As I was walking in I heard a thumping beat. That noise was unmistakable on our quiet street. I looked up and saw Jason’s blood red SUV pulling into the driveway. I waited on the porch for a moment. 

Jason’s door popped open, then so did the passenger door. Another man was with Jason, an even bigger man, with bigger hair. He wore a plain white t-shirt, ripped jeans, and basketball sneakers with a shiny gold stripe that matched the gold chain around his neck. Like Jason, he was black and muscular. 

“That’s him,” Jason said loudly. 

I turned and walked in. 

“Wait up,” Jason said. 

I stopped. 

Jason came up, he had on a black sleeveless shirt and red shorts and white sneakers. “This is him,” Jason said, looking at me. 

“Damn,” the other man said. “You really let Jason fuck your wife in front of you?” 

I felt heat rise up to my face. “Yes,” I said, not able to keep eye contact. 

“Shit,” the man said. 

“This is Omari,” Jason said. “He in the shoot today.” 

“Great,” I said. 

“Can’t wait,” Omari said, licking his full lips. 

He had a smile just like Jason, an arrogant smirk. I couldn’t believe there were two of them now. 

“Come on,” I said. “The girls are in the backyard.” 

* * *

I thought I was about to get rushed when I walked into the backyard. It was a wild tornado of squeals and hugs and running, but it went right past me to the two black guys. 

Stacy practically jumped into Jason’s arms. They embraced for a long hug. Madison was right there with them, bouncing and smiling. 

Lila had greeted the new man. She held his hand and cleared her throat. “Girls, this is Omari, he will be joining the shoot today.” 

Madison went to his side first and introduced herself. She grabbed his wrist, holding it close to her chest while she smiled. 

Stacy introduced herself next, giving Omari a big smile as she drank him in. I guess it was her lucky day. Lila brought two big black cocks. Did that mean I’d have to do two cleanups? I gulped, my cock was throbbing. 








  
  
  Just Not Fair

  
  




“All right,” Lila said. 

She had her camera ready. She had set up the blanket on the grass behind the house. She was making sure everything was perfect, and it was. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky. 

“Jason, I need you first,” Lila said. 

The muscular black man walked over. “What you need?” 

“First, I want you out of those clothes,” Lila said. 

I heard an excited squeak from the direction of my wife and Madison. I looked over and saw that they were both closely watching Jason. 

He stripped off his shirt, slipped out of his shoes, then he pushed his shorts down. That left him in a tight pair of navy blue boxer briefs. Like everyone else, I was looking at that bulge. It made me remember that I was caged. I had a terrifying thought. Stacy would want them all to see it, she’d want them to see my caged penis. The thought filled me with an embarrassed dread. 

“All your clothes,” Lila said. 

I heard Omari chuckle behind them. “The woman knows what she wants.” 

Jason hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and pushed them down. I heard several gasps as inch after inch of his big black cock was revealed. He stepped out of his boxers and tossed them away. 

“Right over here,” Lila said, grabbing his shoulders and taking him to a spot on the left side of the blanket. She took a quick glance down, her cheeks turned pink, then she looked away. “Madison!” 

The hot young blonde bounced over and smiled. 

“Clothes off,” Lila said. 

Madison grabbed that t-shirt and pulled it right over her head. She wore a sexy red lace bra underneath but it quickly came off revealing those big juicy breasts and hard pink nipples. She kicked off her shoes and shoved her jeans down. She wore a matching red lace thong, but it didn’t stay on, she slid it down and kicked it off into the yard with a giggle. 

“Very nice,” Lila said. 

I couldn’t agree more. 

Lila put Madison right next to Jason, shoulder to shoulder, both of them looking forward. Lila stood back and looked. “Perfect. Omari, come here please.” 

The new guy walked up, a smile on his face. “Lemme guess. Naked?” 

Lila grinned and nodded. 

Omari stripped his shirt off, his chain jangling as it hit his chest. I was surprised that he left it on, but he did, it hung against his big muscular pecs. He stepped out of his fancy sneakers and shoved his jeans down. That left him in a pair of dark red boxer briefs, and just like Jason, he had a big bulge in those shorts that got the attention of everyone. 

“Those too,” Lila said, a smile on her face and a blush on her cheeks. 

Grinning, Omari looked around at all the beautiful women watching and waiting. He didn’t make them wait any longer. He shoved his boxers down, stepped out of them, then stood up straight, showing off his god-like physique and enormous penis. 

I looked back and forth from Omari to Jason, they were both equally huge, it was unbelievable. Did every black guy have a monstercock? I didn’t know, but the only two I had seen in real life did. 

I glanced at Madison first, her mouth hung open and her eyes were wide as she stared at Omari’s cock. Lila had a similar expression. I noticed her nipples had grown hard, pressing against the thin fabric of her tank top. I looked at my wife last, and Stacy was practically drooling, looking from one huge penis to the other. I knew she was wet and fully turned on. I wondered if she’d fuck both of them. 

I shifted where I stood, I was so hard it was beginning to hurt the way the cage limited my cock from growing. But Stacy said she’d take it off. I had not forgotten. Had she? 

“Stacy,” I said. 

“That’s right,” Lila interrupted. “I need Stacy up here next.” 

“Stacy,” I said again as she walked up. “The key.” 

My wife finally looked away from the two big black cocks and grinned at me. “That’s right,” she said. “You’re still all locked up.” 

“Locked up?” Madison said. “What’s that?” 

“Why don’t you show everyone,” Stacy said. 

“Stacy,” I said. “Do I really have to?” 

“No,” she said. “I don’t really have to unlock you either.” 

I groaned. I really wanted to be unlocked. “Fine,” I said. “I’ll show them.” 

“Good boy,” Stacy said. 

I took a breath and swallowed hard. My face was already burning and they hadn’t even seen it yet. I unbuttoned my khakis, then I unzipped. 

This was it. 

I looked up. Everyone was looking at me. 

I quickly looked down. I felt weak, like my legs were about to start trembling. 

“Show them,” Stacy said. 

All in one motion I shoved my pants and boxers down. I closed my eyes and pretended I was somewhere else. It was quiet. Too quiet, so I peeked, opening just one eye. Right as I looked I saw Madison start to break up, giggling at first, then slapping her hands over her mouth, her shoulders shaking, her breasts jiggling, then she started laughing. She couldn’t hold it back, big belly laughs where she closed her eyes and didn’t even take a breath. She thought I was hilarious. She thought I was a complete joke. 

That laughter became contagious. I heard Stacy’s cruel cackle, then Lila started to crack up, the pretty blonde photographer holding out the longest. Omari and Jason got a kick out of it too, both of them chuckling and muttering to each other. I didn’t hear what they said, but I could only imagine. I bet they thought I was the biggest loser. I bet they didn’t care either, all they cared about was fucking my wife. 

“Okay, okay,” Lila said, stopping her laughs but still red-faced. “We have a photo shoot to do here.” 

Madison was still giggling away, stopping for a few seconds, then popping off a giggle again. I felt so ashamed. But my cock was still hard, actually harder than before, and I wanted out. 

“Stacy, will you unlock me, please?” I asked. 

She dug around in the pocket of her robe then pulled her hand out. “Uh, Lewis. I seemed to have misplaced the key.” 

“What!” 

Then Stacy doubled over laughing again and reached into her pocket and held up the key. “I’m just kidding.” 

“Thank god,” I said. 

“You should’ve seen your face,” Stacy said between laughs. 

I didn’t say anything else as she walked over. She grabbed the little lock. She was standing so close I got a whiff of her sweet-smelling perfume. I loved it. I’m sure Jason and Omari would as well. 

“There,” Stacy said. 

I heard a click, then the plastic cage came off and I felt instant relief. My cock quickly grew to its full length, sticking out, hard and twitching, which made Stacy giggle. 

“Wow,” Madison said. “Being humiliated really turns you on.” 

I nodded. It did turn me on. 

“Okay,” Lila said. “Stacy, I need you naked next to Omari.” 

I saw the black man smile. 

Stacy untied her black robe and shrugged out of it, letting it hit the ground. She walked over and stood next to the black man, a big smile on her face as she side-eyed his cock. 

“Perfect,” Lila raised her camera and started shooting. “Look at all these beautiful bodies.” 

I didn’t belong in that lineup. I didn’t have muscles like Jason or Omari, my body would best be described as skinny and soft, and I definitely didn’t have a cock like either of them. I was fully hard and probably half their size, even though they were still soft, those big cocks just hanging between their muscular legs. 

“Okay,” Lila said after shooting half a dozen more pics. “Face your partner.” 

“Which one,” Madison said. “She was between Omari and Jason.” 

“Face Jason,” Lila said. 

The pretty blonde did, smiling and biting her lower lip as she looked him up and down. 

That left Stacy with Omari, the new guy. They turned toward each other. Omari’s eyes roamed up and down my wife’s body, stopping on her breasts and staring. The way he looked at her was like a pit bull eyeing a piece of meat. It made my cock throb knowing he wanted her. 

Stacy didn’t blink as she looked him up and down, smiling and licking her lips as she stared at his big black cock. I wondered which one she liked more, Omari’s or Jason’s. I guess she’d need to try them to truly find out. 

“Nice,” Lila said. “I see some chemistry happening already.” 

I could see it too, the way the couples were looking at each other. Both men were getting harder and harder, their big cocks rising to the occasion. Meanwhile, I was so hard I might blow my load if I even touched myself. The life of a cuckold. 

“Do a little touching,” Lila said, lowering her camera to look at her subjects. “Let your hands roam. Let’s let the guys go first.” 

Stacy and Madison couldn’t smile much bigger, they were absolutely thrilled. Lila stepped over to Madison and Jason and started snapping pics as they began. Like any man with a pulse, Jason touched Madison’s big breasts first. They looked so firm and juicy. 

Jason’s big black hands covered them, he squeezed them hard, groping them with his strong hands. Madison moaned with each squeeze. He let them go and ran his fingers over her nipples. He pinched them, making Madison gasp, then he tugged on them before letting go and running his hands down her sides to her ass. 

He pulled her in close, their bodies pressing together. He squeezed her and she buried her face in his shoulder and let out a long, low moan. 

“Perfect,” Lila said, then she sidestepped over to my wife and Omari. 

My mouth was dry as I looked at them, Omari smiling at Stacy, my wife almost blushing as he looked over her body. 

“Your turn,” Lila said. “Explore Stacy’s body, Omari.” 

He did, with a huge smile on his face he cupped my wife’s breasts, squeezing them while she smiled and squirmed. She was loving this, and I was too, my cock leaked precum. 

Omari’s big black cock was hard as well, pointing up at Stacy’s face, he was rock hard and huge. He tugged Stacy’s nipples the same way Jason tugged on Madison’s, pinching and pulling as Stacy moaned. 

Omari let go with his right hand and put it on Stacy’s abs, sliding it lower and lower, his long black fingers brushing over her brown landing strip and down between her legs. 

“OH!” Stacy moaned as Omari entered her. 

His finger was deep inside, his wrist working up and down, Stacy dripping juices into his palm. 

“OH! YES!” Stacy moaned, closing her eyes and pulling him close. 

His other hand went to her ass and squeezed. 

It was on. 

“Damn, it’s getting hot out here,” Lila said, and she was talking about the action, not the temperature, although I did find myself sweating. 

I looked over at Madison and Jason, and he had leaned down to take a nipple in his mouth, sucking it while Madison moaned and held his head. He kept going from one to the other, even making her yelp as he tugged one with his teeth. 

He released her nipple and kissed down her abs, getting closer and closer to her pussy. When his lips pressed against hers Madison let out a long gasp, a sound of relief and pleasure all mixed into one. Jason kept licking, and Madison kept moaning. Lila made sure to get plenty of pics. 

As good as it was watching Madison and Jason, I just couldn’t keep my eyes off my wife and the newest big black cock, Omari. He was still fingering her, his hand moving faster and faster, and he had brought her to a boil. Stacy was moaning loudly, holding onto Omari’s shoulders. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH!” 

She had her eyes shut tight, her mouth hung open. He was going to make her cum. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! OOOHHHHH!” 

Stacy tightened up, her hands squeezing his shoulders, she yelled again, then only a gasp came out as she slumped forward, the big man holding her up like she was as light as a feather. 

“Wow,” I heard Lila mutter between shots. 

I couldn’t agree more. 

Stacy’s eyes were open again, but her legs were a little weak.  

“Lila,” Stacy said. “Could I get on the blanket for a bit.” 

“Sure,” Lila said. “Get between her legs, Omari.” 

The big black man grinned and licked his lips. 

Stacy was on her back. She spread her legs, giving Lila and me a nice view of her pussy, but Omari quickly stepped up and blocked that view with his muscular body. I moved to the side with Lila and watched, just in time, as Omari leaned forward, and gave Stacy’s pretty pink pussy lips a kiss. 

“Ooohhhhh fuck!” Stacy moaned. 

She never said that when I licked her pussy. But then I never did it the way Omari did. He was getting deep inside her, thrusting his tongue into her hole, lapping up her juices, and flicking her clit fast and hard. Stacy could barely take a breath. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH!” 

“Hey!” Madison yelled out. “I want that.” 

“Go ahead,” Lila said. 

Madison got down on the blanket, right next to Stacy, on her back, and looked over at my wife and smiled. Stacy reached over and grabbed the blonde’s hand. 

Jason was on his hands and knees between Madison’s legs, and just like his buddy Omari, he had Madison moaning in less than a minute. 

These guys had huge cocks, and they were good at eating pussy. That just wasn’t fair. 

“YEAH! YEAH! YEAH! YEAH!” Madison yelled, her voice getting louder and whinier as Jason got her closer. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH!” Stacy screamed, her legs up on Omari’s shoulders, her hips off the ground as if she was trying to force his tongue even deeper inside her pussy. 

She grabbed fistfuls of the blanket as her abs flexed hard. 

“YES! YES! YES! YES! OOOHHHHH!” 

My wife came again, screaming at the top of her lungs as Omari’s tongue satisfied her. The sounds, the screams, the moans, it was so hot it made my cock throb again and again, my slit weeping precum. 

At one point I thought I might blow my load without even touching it, but I managed to safely ride the wave and hold my cum, but it wasn’t easy. I found myself breathing hard, just like my wife. 

“Oh fuck,” Stacy gasped. “Ohmygod. That felt so good. Oh fuck.” Her breasts kept rising and falling as she took deep breaths. “Stand up, Omari. I want to suck your cock.” 

Grinning, the big black man stood, his cock bobbing up and down in front of my wife. Next to them, Madison was curled up on her side, moaning softly. Jason was looking at Lila as he licked Madison’s juices off his lips. My wife had distracted me, but clearly Madison had came hard for Jason’s tongue. 

I moved around with Lila so I would have the perfect view, directly from the side. Stacy stared at Omari’s huge cock. I bet she was thinking the same thing I was. How is she going to take it all? 

She didn’t ponder that question for long, she opened wide, and took Omari’s cock into her mouth. She sealed her lips just past the ridge of his swollen head and sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing. 

“Fuck yeah,” Omari groaned. 

“Told you she can suck dick,” Jason said. 

Omari shook his head. “Shit. You didn’t lie.” 

Stacy still had Omari’s black cock in her mouth, but she didn’t have her lips sealed because she was smiling. 

She grabbed the base of Omari’s cock and took a breath through her nose, then she started bobbing, going down to where her hand held him, taking half of him each time. Based on his groans and the way he leaned his head back, he loved it. 

Stacy went faster and faster, her hair bouncing as she went back and forth, sucking and slurping and really getting into it. 

Thankfully, right next to Stacy, Madison and Jason had lined up so I could see them perfectly. Pretty blonde Madison kneeled in front of Jason, looking up at him, then at his cock as she opened wide and took it in her mouth, going deep until she ran out of room and shut her eyes tight, having to come off his cock, coughing and sputtering. 

Jason’s hand came down and grabbed the back of her head. Madison took a quick breath before he pulled her forward and opened wide as his cock filled her mouth again. 

I would’ve kept watching, but Stacy was about to deepthroat Omari, or at least try. 

My wife had moved her hand from the base of his cock and now both her hands were around the backs of his thighs, she was using them to pull herself forward, to get deeper, to get more of his cock down her throat, and it was working. She had three-quarters of the thick black shaft and she bobbed back and forth. She went an inch deeper, and that was an inch too much. She gagged and sputtered and had to come off his cock, a thin strand of spit linking her lower lip and his tip. She quickly slurped it up and took a breath. She stared up at him. “I can get it all.” 

“Damn,” Omari said. He couldn’t believe it, and neither could I, but Stacy went right back to it, opening wide and bobbing back and forth. 

Stacy had that determined look in her eye, but I didn’t know if she could handle this. She bobbed back and forth, taking half, then three-quarters, then going for it all, trying to fit that entire big black cock down her throat. 

My cock throbbed uncontrollably as she held him down her throat, eyes watering, lips sealed. She held it for a good five seconds before she came off it, coughing and gasping and slurping up his precum. 

“Shit!” Omari said. 

I could’ve said the same thing. 

“Wow!” Madison said. “How’d you do it?” 

Stacy grinned. She loved the fact that all eyes were on her. “Here,” Stacy said. “I’ll show you.” 

Madison took Jason’s dark cock in her mouth again and sealed her pretty pink lips. 

“I’m gonna guide you,” Stacy said, kneeling next to the girl and putting her hand on the back of her head, grasping a handful of silky blonde hair. 

Madison nodded, it was funny with a mouthful of cock. 

“Start sucking him,” Stacy said. “But relax your throat, and don’t think about how big it is. We’re gonna go deeper and deeper. Okay?” 

Madison moaned. 

She took half, then three-quarters, then Stacy smiled. “Get ready girl?” Then she shoved Madison’s head forward. The pretty blonde sputtered and coughed almost immediately, but Stacy held her, and she didn’t pull back. Stacy let go after three seconds and Madison came off coughing and gasping. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled. “I did it! I did it!” 

This entire time, Lila had snapped so many pics she had to change memory cards. “All right,” the pretty blonde photographer said. “Now for the fun part.” 

“That was pretty damn fun,” Stacy said. 

Lila grinned at her. “As fun as fucking?” 
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Madison and Stacy both giggled like schoolgirls. They loved sucking big black cock, but I bet they loved having it inside their pussies even more. I knew Stacy did. 

“How do you want us?” Madison asked. 

“Missionary first,” Lila said. “On your backs with him between your legs. You and Jason first. I want shots of the initial penetration.” 

“Sure,” Madison said. 

Madison and Stacy were on their backs again, on the blanket, just like when Jason and Omari ate their pussies. They both had their legs spread wide and my eyes kept darting back and forth between the pretty pink pussies. Both of them were beautiful, and I couldn’t wait to see what they looked like with a big black cock inside them. 

I really wanted to grab my cock and stroke it, but I didn’t dare. I didn’t want to cum just yet. I wanted to last. 

Omari and Jason kneeled in front of the girls, scooting up, their big cocks stiff and wet from the blowjobs. 

Omari’s cock rested on Stacy’s abs. It was so incredibly long, it almost reached to her tits. While Lila was setting up, Omari leaned forward and kissed my wife. It was a long hot kiss, and I saw Stacy’s tongue dart into his mouth. 

On the other side, Jason and Madison did the same thing. 

I couldn’t wait, my cock was throbbing. 

“All right,” Lila said. “I’m ready to shoot. Omari, why don’t you go first.” 

He looked down at my wife and grabbed his monstercock. He eased forward and let his dark swollen head slide up and down her lips. Stacy held her head up, watching closely as Omari prepared to enter her. I was holding my breath as I watched. 

Omari eased forward and his big head slid right in. Stacy let out a long low moan and Omari grunted as half his cock filled my wife. 

“Shit,” he muttered. “That’s tight.” 

It was. Stacy’s lips were stretched around his cock, gripping him as he continued to ease forward. Stacy kept moaning, and finally, Omari filled her, every single inch inside her pussy. She gripped the blanket and turned her head sideways, she looked at the camera as Lila snapped a pic, then she looked at me, a twinkle in her eye. 

I really wanted to jack off. It was all I could do to keep from grabbing my cock, but I knew if I even touched it I’d lose control and furiously beat off until I came, which wouldn’t take long at all. 

Omari eased out, his cock shiny with Stacy’s juices, then he eased back in, making my wife moan and gasp some more. 

“So good,” Lila said. “Madison, Jason, you’re up.” 

I turned my attention to them. They had been watching and waiting. 

Madison spread her legs wide and smiled up at Jason, she bit her lower lip when he smiled back and eased over her. Like Omari, he grabbed his cock and eased his head up and down Madison’s delicate pink lips. Madison was already gasping, anticipating that big cock inside her. Jason eased forward, sliding inside her and her moans grew even louder. 

“Oh! Oh! Ooohhhhh!” 

Jason slid right in her tight pink pussy, filling her with his massive cock. Lila snapped pic after pic. I looked at that big black cock sliding in and out of Madison, then at the one doing the same to my wife and I had to admit that it was a beautiful sight. 

Stacy had gotten used to Omari and they were really fucking now. He was pumping in and out of her, the muscles in his powerful thighs flexing with each thrust. He was going deep each time, and when he did, it brought forth a gasping moan from Stacy that she clearly couldn’t control. 

“UNGH! UNGH! UNGH! UNGH!” 

Every time that big black cock went deep my wife’s eyes widened. Her mouth hung open, those moans coming out rhythmically, getting louder and louder as she got closer and closer to yet another orgasm. 

Madison was doing the same thing, letting out a high-pitched moan every time Jason went deep inside her. He was pounding the hot teen, fucking her the way I wished I could, but knew I never would. He smacked against her as he thrust deep inside and his big hands groped her tits, squeezing hard as he pumped in and out of her pussy. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH!” Stacy yelled. 

My wife was wide-eyed, watching that wet black cock slide in and out of her pussy. Omari had a big hand on her abs, his thumb rubbing her swollen clit as they fucked. Stacy’s foot was close to me, close to the edge of the blanket, and I watched her toes curl up every time Omari went deep. 

“YES! YES! YES! YES!” Stacy yelled. “FUCK ME OMARI! FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG BLACK COCK!” 

He grunted, his hips pumping back and forth, slamming into her tight pussy. Her moans came out constantly, her eyes rolled back in her head. I couldn’t wait any longer. I grabbed my throbbing cock and started pumping. 

I don’t think I made it twenty seconds before my balls got tight. “FUCK!” I groaned. 

I looked up and saw Stacy looking at me, her eyes dazed and dreamy looking. My wife was getting pounded by a big black cock right in front of me. She was getting satisfied like I could never do. She was having orgasm after orgasm, and I was watching it all, the cuckold husband. 

My balls clenched. 

My cock pulsed and I spurted two streams right on the ground. I kept pumping, gasping for breath, I couldn’t look away from that black cock pistoning in and out of my wife’s once-tight pussy. I kept squeezing and milking, getting it all out as my heart raced. 

“Fuck,” I muttered. 

“OH! OH! OH! OH! OOOHHHHHHH!” 

Stacy’s body tensed up, then she started to shake and shudder. She grabbed Omari’s arms and screamed so loud I hoped the neighbors weren’t home. She let go and fell back, arching her back and moaning. 

Omari didn’t stop, he kept on pumping, a light sheen of sweat making his body shine like carved black marble. His grunts got louder and louder, muscles in his arms and back and legs flexed, he slid deep inside my wife and roared. 

He filled her and she let out a yelp every time his seed shot deep inside her womb. Again and again he came, his big balls pumping more and more inside her as she writhed on the blanket, me watching helplessly, Lila documenting the entire thing with photographs. 

“Oh god,” Stacy moaned. 

Omari was still inside her. I could see white cum, or maybe it was just her cream around the edges of her lips, still stretched tight around his black shaft. 

“Get ready, Lewis,” Stacy said. “Don’t miss a drop or I’ll never unlock you again.” 

“Yes,” I said. I just blurted it out. 

Omari grunted and eased back, his cock all creamy and soft, but nowhere near small. He sat back on the blanket and I was up. I crawled between my wife’s legs. I heard the shutter of Lila’s camera as she took pics. I heard Madison’s moans as Jason continued to fuck her. I leaned forward, the thick musk of Omari filling my nostrils.

“Do it,” Stacy said. 

I leaned forward and put my mouth on her pussy. My lips to hers. My mouth where Omari’s big black cock had been, just seconds ago, depositing stream after stream of hot cum into my wife. 

Then I tasted it. 

A mouthful of bitter, slimy cum filled my mouth and I coughed. 

“No,” Stacy warned. 

Somehow, I stifled it and swallowed. I opened my mouth again, there was more, much more, and I stuck my tongue out, letting it flow onto it, the warm sticky fluid mixed with my wife’s juices. I swallowed it down, then opened my mouth again. 

“Suck,” Stacy said. 

I did what she told me. I wasn’t enjoying the taste, it was bitter and salty and nasty, but I was her cuckold, and cleaning up after her bull made me hard. 

“Incredible,” Lila said. 

I leaned up and licked my lips. I happened to glance at Omari. The big man looked like he was about to burst out laughing. 

I didn’t look at him long because right behind him, Madison was on her hands and knees getting fucked doggystyle by Jason. 

“YES! YES! YES! YES!” The hot blonde moaned. 

Jason was grunting and gasping, gripping her ass as he pounded her. 

“Oh shit,” Stacy said. “He’s about to cum.” 

My wife quickly went to his side and held the big black man as he pumped in and out, her hands sliding over his flexing muscles as he grunted and groaned. 

“YES! YES! YES! YES! OOOHHHHH!” Madison screamed. 

Jason roared. He slammed his cock inside the hot teen and came, filling her with stream after stream of hot cum, his cock pulsing. She moaned and gasped, her head down on the blanket. 

Stacy leaned forward and looked up, watching Jason as he pulled out, and as soon as he did, she put her mouth on Madison’s pink pussy. 

She did the cleanup!

She sucked hard, then she licked and kissed and turned around, a smile on her closed lips. 

She grabbed my shoulders and put me down on the blanket. 

“What are we doing?” I asked. 

Stacy held up a finger, then she made me open my mouth. I suddenly realized what was going on as she leaned over, opened her lips, and let Jason’s load drizzle into my mouth. I couldn’t believe how much she held in her mouth, that hot salty load overflowed my lips, but I kept my mouth open, making sure to get it all like Stacy wanted. 

I was about to close my lips, but Stacy grabbed my chin, leaned forward, and spit into my mouth. 

“Now swallow,” Stacy said. 

I closed my lips and gulped it down, the realization that I had a belly full of cum sinking in. It made me want to gag, but Stacy distracted me. She grabbed my cock. 

I looked up, hoping she was going to Jack me off, but I saw that cage in her hand. When did she go and get it? 

She quickly put it on and locked me up, my hard cock throbbing painfully against it. I dropped my arms out to my sides. I heard Lila still snapping pics. 

“That’s a good cuckold,” Stacy said. 

I moaned, which got a round of laughs from everyone watching. 

* * *

Eventually, we all got up and got dressed. The girls didn’t want the guys to leave just yet, so Stacy ordered a couple of pizza’s and we had lunch. 

Stacy and Madison sat next to me at the bar in our kitchen. They were chatting about how great the day had been. 

“Hey,” Madison said. “Where’s Lila?” 

“I dunno,” Stacy said. “She slipped off a while ago.” 

“Jason and Omari did too,” I said. 

Madison wrinkled her nose and stood up, she started down the hall. Stacy followed. I got up and hurried behind them. 

They were already at the door of the guest bedroom, peering in when I got there, eyes wide, hands clamped over open mouths. I looked in and grinned. 

Lila was on the bed, on all fours, she had a mouthful of Jason’s cock, and a pussyful or Omari’s. They were pounding away at the pretty blonde photographer, Omari leaning forward and squeezing her small, firm breasts, Jason filling her throat, making her drool onto the bed as she stared up at him with those blue eyes. 

“Guess we aren’t the only ones that need big black cock,” Madison said. 

“We certainly aren’t,” Stacy said. 

I was trying my best to peek over the girls for a better look, but Stacy backed up and slowly pulled the door closed. “Let’s give them some privacy.”

I walked back to the kitchen with Stacy and Madison, my cock hard and straining against my cage from seeing the pretty blonde photographer taking two black cocks at once. 

“Stacy,” I said. “When do you think I can be unlocked from my cage?”

Stacy let out a cruel laugh. “Whenever I say so, cuckold.”

She laughed again, and Madison joined her. 

I dropped into my chair at the bar, my cock still hard. I wanted to get out of this cage. Being a good cuckold was hard, but it was safe to say, I absolutely loved it.
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          Sugar Baby: An Interracial Cuckold Story
        

        

        
          
            
              https://tinyurl.com/yjl3dcjr
            
          

        

        
          
            Clark Gaston had never heard the word cuckold before.

Not until his beautiful blonde sugar baby Anna said it.

He denied it at first. But it was obvious, he was a natural.

He provided for the young model and she had other men. It worked great since Clark could never satisfy her.

It was even better when Clark’s assistant from work, the cute brunette named Georgia, joined in.

The humiliation, the black bull, the cleanup, Clark loved it all.
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          Convinced by the Babysitter: An Interracial Cuckold Story
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            Kevin and Emily Sanders are the perfect suburban couple. He is an ordinary guy and she is a blonde beauty.

But there is one thing Kevin is ashamed of. He can not satisfy Emily even though his gorgeous wife deserves it.

Then there is the babysitter. The hot brunette college girl named Haley. She has a secret, and when Kevin discovers it he realizes there is a way to satisfy his beautiful wife.

He has to become a cuckold.

It is a whole new world for Kevin and Emily as Haley guides them into the cuckold hotwife lifestyle along with her roommate, Summer, and Black Bulls for all.
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            Jeffrey and Kate Meera are a typical couple. Young, hardworking, living in the suburbs.

But Jeffrey is having a problem lately. No matter how hard he tries, he can not please his beautiful blonde wife. She even has a nickname for him, Little Jeffrey.

Kate takes the advice of a coworker and decides some naughty videos might get Little Jeffrey back up. They watch a Hotwife video and it opens up a whole new world to the young couple. A world full of Black Bulls, cuckolding, and plenty of BBC for the white wife.
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