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Chapter 1

The front door clicked shut. The sound echoed lightly through the quiet house with a finality that woke me from a light sleep. I was on the couch in the darkened living room. I glanced at the clock on the cable box: three in the morning. Late. Really late for a woman who said she’d be home just after midnight. Piper and Janie had gone out to celebrate Janie’s birthday, and I guess one drink turned into many. A moment later, I heard a tumbling of drunken giggles erupt in the foyer. Piper’s, throaty and familiar, and Janie’s, a little shrill, like wind chimes. Then they were shushing each other, which only made them laugh harder.

I heard the soft thud of a purse hitting the floor, the jingle of keys being carefully placed into a ceramic bowl, the rustle of coats being shed. I lay perfectly still, a snake hiding in the grass of my own living room, listening to the familiar ritual of my wife coming home, but of course tonight was different. Tonight, there was an extra set of sounds.

“Tom’s asleep in the bedroom,” Piper whispered, her voice a loud, husky stage whisper that carried perfectly down the short hall.

“Good,” Janie giggled back. “More for us.”

My brow furrowed. More for us? More what? What did she mean? I heard the clinking of glasses, the distinctive glug-glug of wine being poured. They hadn’t finished drinking, apparently. Piper will pay the price tomorrow. Curiosity began to tickle me. I quietly slipped from the couch, my bare feet silent on the plush carpet. I crept toward the hallway. My heart started to thud a little harder in my chest. I told myself I wasn’t spying. Not technically. I was merely investigating. Observing.

I flattened myself against the wall just past the archway out of the living room. A sliver of light from the kitchen spilled onto the hardwood floor of the hall. I heard them more clearly now, their voices soft and feminine. My wife and her best friend are both lovely women.

“I haven’t had that much fun in ages,” Janie said, her voice laced with a warm, contented sigh. “God, I needed that.”

“Me too,” Piper replied.

There was a pause, and then I heard a soft, wet sound. A kiss? A peck on the cheek? It was followed by another, longer sigh from Janie.

“You know,” Piper said. “Tom’s been so busy with work. I love how hard he works for us, but I miss him.”

“That makes perfect sense,” Janie said, being supportive. “I miss Rolf too. We’re both ambitious, so you gotta put the work in, but it leaves little time for anything else.”

Another soft, wet sound.

“Thanks for Chippendales,” Janie giggled. “That was a treat.”

I heard a slurp of wine.

“Those men,” Piper said. “My God. Where do they find them?”

“Big Dicks R Us,” Janie joked.

The women giggled again, trying to keep their voices down.

“Sorry,” Janie said. “I’m being too loud.”

“Tom’s all the way down the hall in the master bedroom with the door closed. We could probably yell and not wake him.”

There was a moment of silence.

“Let’s test your theory,” Janie said.

Clothing rustled, and then Piper immediately gasped. Then, my pretty wife softly moaned.

“What are you doing?” Piper asked, her voice cracking.

I needed to see, not just hear. My breath hitched in my throat. Something sexy was going on. I felt it in the air. This was not the usual post-girls-night-out chatter. This was something else. A flush of heat creeped up my neck, a confusing mix of jealousy and a sudden, sharp, undeniable arousal. What was happening? I heard something getting gently sucked.

“You always taste like honey,” Janie murmured.

What the fuck?

“You say the sweetest things,” Piper said, her voice a low purr. “You always have.”

Another sound. This time it was unmistakable. The soft, smacking sound of a real kiss. A deep one. I could picture it perfectly: Piper, her dark hair slightly messy from the night out, her lips parted, leaning into her best friend. Janie, a petite blonde with a mischievous glint in her eye, epic tits, dynamite body, returning the kiss.

My feet moved on their own. I took a silent step forward, then another, until I was at the edge of the kitchen doorway, hidden in the shadows. I peered cautiously around the corner.


Chapter 2

They stood in the middle of our kitchen, illuminated by the soft glow of the under-cabinet nightlight. Two half-full glasses of red wine sat on the granite island behind them, forgotten. Piper had her hands tangled in Janie’s blonde hair, holding her close as they kissed. It wasn’t a friendly peck. It was a deep, hungry, open-mouthed kiss, the kind that’s meant to lead somewhere. Janie’s hands were roaming up and down Piper’s back, tracing the curve of her spine over the thin fabric of her dress.

I wondered if I should be angry. Jealousy felt totally out of place. Should I storm in and demand an explanation? I didn’t. Where was this headed? How far would they go? Piper with another woman, especially her best, longest, and dearest friend, certainly was no threat to me or our marriage. I watched, mesmerized. A fire roared to life in the pit of my stomach, hot and intense. My wife, my beautiful, sexy wife, was kissing another woman, and it was incredibly erotic.

Piper broke the kiss first, her chest heaving. She looked at Janie with an expression I knew so well, That strong look of lust she gets. Her eyes were dark, her lips swollen and wet.

“Janie,” she breathed, her voice husky with desire.

“Shh,” Janie whispered, her own eyes glittering.

She leaned in and kissed the corner of Piper’s mouth, then her jaw, then the sensitive skin just below her ear. Piper’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips as Janie’s mouth traveled down the column of her throat.

“I can never tell you no,” my wife confessed.

This was not their first time? I kicked myself mentally. This was obviously not their first time. They’ve been close friends since childhood. They’ve shared every important moment in life, every broken heart, every success. They went to grade school together, high school together, and college together. I imagine these two have shared almost everything. I’ve only known Piper for fifteen years or so. Janie has known Piper her whole life.

I watched, completely transfixed, as Janie’s hands moved from Piper’s back to the front of her dress. Her fingers fumbled with the small buttons for a moment before she succeeded in undoing the first one. Then the second. Then the third. The shiny fabric parted, revealing the lacy black bra Piper had worn tonight, a gift to myself on our anniversary.

Janie’s lips followed her hands, kissing the newly exposed skin of Piper’s chest. Her tongue darted out to trace the lace edge of the bra, and Piper’s knees seemed to buckle slightly. She gripped the edge of the kitchen island for support, her knuckles white.

“Oh, God,” Piper gasped. “Janie…”

“Let’s go to the guest room,” Janie murmured against her skin.

Piper nodded, her eyes glassy with passion. She took Janie’s hand and, without a backward glance, led her out of the kitchen and down the hall away from me twitching in my hiding spot. Their shadows danced along the walls.

I waited a full ten seconds before I dared to move. My heart hammered, my palms sweat. My cock was waking up too, straining against the fabric of my sweatpants. Every instinct screamed at me to follow, to see what would happen next. I slipped out of my hiding place and padded silently down the hall after them. The door to the guest room was slightly ajar, a sliver of light spilling out into the dark hallway. I heard them inside, the soft rustle of clothing, the occasional giggle, the sharp intake of breath. I moved to the door, my movements slow and deliberate. I pressed my eye to the crack.

They were on the bed. Piper was on her back, her dress now completely unbuttoned and open. Janie was kneeling over her, her own dress already on the floor leaving her in a simple, sheer bra and panties. She leaned down, kissed Piper again, and one of her hands cupped Piper’s breast. Her thumb stroked the nipple through the lace.

Piper arched her back, pushing herself into Janie’s touch. Her hands were tangled in the sheets, her body writhing with a desperate need. I could see the flush on her chest, the way her breath came in short, sharp pants. This wasn’t just drunken experimentation. This was real. I watched, my breathing shallow, as Janie’s mouth left Piper’s and began to travel south. She kissed her way down Piper’s body, her tongue tracing a wet path between her breasts, over her stomach, dipping into her navel. Piper’s hips lifted off the bed, a silent plea for more. Janie hooked her fingers under the waistband of Piper’s panties and slowly, tantalizingly, pulled them down. She tossed them aside, then settled herself between Piper’s thighs. Then, and I was dying with hope that she would, Janie lowered her head.

The sound Piper made was vibrant ecstasy, a long, low moan that seemed to vibrate through the walls and floorboards and straight into my soul. I watched as Janie’s head began to move, as Piper’s hands flew to her hair, her fingers gripping the blonde strands tightly. I saw the muscles in Piper’s thighs tensing and relaxing. I heard the frantic rhythm of my wife’s breathing. Janie paused only briefly, lifting her head just long enough to speak.

“Which guy was your favorite?” she asked my wife. “Wait. Don’t tell me. I know. Jamal. Beautiful, ebony Jamal, with his big black swinging cock. Right?”

Janie did not wait for an answer. She lowered her mouth to Piper’s pussy and began to eat again. Sinister. She’d paused long enough to plant that image in my wife’s mind. Now I knew Piper was fantasizing about Jamal, whomever he was, while Janie licked her soaked cunt.

I leaned against the doorframe, my hand moving to the front of my sweats. My fingers trembled slightly. I freed myself. The cool air a balm against my overheated skin. I wrapped my hand around my cock. My eyes locked on the scene unfolding in front of me.

I had never felt so many conflicting emotions at once. Jealousy, yes, some, now that a man’s name had been mentioned. But that emotion was completely overshadowed by a wave of all-consuming lust. This was my wife. This was the woman I loved. In this moment she was a goddess of sexuality, a creature of pure, unbridled passion. There was no denying how sexy she was. Janie too, but my emotional connection to that woman, while strong, is far, far less than my connection to my beloved Piper. I’ve never seen my wife have sex. I’ve had sex with her a million times, but obviously I’m incredibly distracted during those times. Now I had the advantage of pure secret voyeurism and holy fuck, Piper looked so hot, so sexy.

My wife’s cries grew louder, more urgent. Her body was as taut as a bowstring, her hips rising to meet Janie’s mouth.

“Oh, God, yes,” she chanted, her voice broken. “Right there. Don’t stop. Please, Janie, Baby, don’t stop.”

Janie didn’t. She redoubled her efforts, her head moving faster, her hands gripping Piper’s spread open thighs. I started jacking off. What could be hotter? Janie held nothing back. She used her mouth with an artist's skill and a lover's passion, her head moving in a steady, hypnotic rhythm. Piper’s hips began to rock, meeting Janie’s penetrating tongue, urging her on.

The sounds coming from my wife were no longer just sighs; they were moans, deep and harsh, the sounds of a woman losing herself completely to pleasure. She was also muttering something over and over, like a prayer, a chant, a desperate plea. I forced every other thought from my mind and focused on what my wife was reciting, finally, I caught the word: Jamal

Piper softly repeated the man’s name.

I suddenly felt a little like a spy, a trespasser in my own home, listening to her reveal her crush, the man that had fired her lust tonight. She wasn’t sharing the name with me. I was overhearing it, eavesdropping, snooping. I suppose I had a right since it was my house too and she was my wife, but I felt strangely uncomfortable learning her fantasy this way.  

Piper’s body began to tense, her movements becoming more frantic. She reached down, her fingers tangling in Janie’s hair, holding her in place.

"God, Janie," she gasped. "Oh, fuck, yes. Here it comes."

Janie intensified her efforts, her own sounds of pleasure muffled by my wife's pussy lips. I saw the muscles in Piper’s thighs trembling, saw the flush spread from her chest to her neck. With a final, shuddering cry that seemed to shake the foundations of the house, Piper orgasmed. It was long and it was powerful and Janie was so pleased and proud of herself. Piper writhed, her breath coming in ragged sobs of ecstasy. On and on it lasted.

I watched as she slowly came back down, her body going limp against the pillows. Janie crawled up to lie beside her, pulling her into a tender embrace. They kissed then, a slow, deep, languid kiss that was less about hunger and more about intimacy, about shared secrets and profound satisfaction. They were smiling against each other's lips, their bodies tangled together in the soft light.

“We haven’t done that in a long time,” Piper murmured.

“Too long. Husbands suck.”

Piper chuckled.

“Your turn,” my wife rasped.

Janie squealed and flipped over onto all fours. My wife kissed down Janie’s back, popping the clasp on her bra, sliding her panties down and off when she arrived at her ass. I was treated to the sight of naked Janie, big tits hanging. I’ve always wanted to see Janie nude. Hell, I’ve always wanted to touch her, to get my hands on my wife’s gorgeous best friend. But I’m a good boy. Piper has many hot friends and Janie is the hottest.

My wife continued her journey of kissing, moving behind her friend, spreading Janie’s ass and licking pussy from behind. Janie moaned and lowered her head to the bed, ass high. Piper slowly kissed closer and closer until she planted a hot kiss right on Janie’s clit.

“So good,” Janie mumbled. “Talk to me while you eat me. Tell me what you did with Oscar back in the VIP section. Did you suck it?”

Piper stopped licking to answer.

“No. But I wanted to. Instead, I just stared. You were right. His cock was big and beautiful. Hairless, like the rest of his body.”

“I knew it,” Janie said. “That’s why I bought you the lap dance with him.”

Piper nuzzled Janie’s cunt and her friend gasped. They said nothing for long minutes as Piper ate pussy and Janie savored the pleasure.

“I didn’t suck it,” My wife confessed. “But I did touch it. I held it on my palm and weighed it. I swear he has a three-pound cock.”

Janie giggled.

“I guess I should say I held it in my hands. I needed both. I thought about putting it in my mouth, but I couldn’t do that to Tom. That would have been going too far. He’s sweet enough to let me go out to places like that. I don’t want to disrespect him more than I did. God, though, my mouth watered.”

“I bet it did. I would have sucked that dick. Rolf lets me get away with a lot.”

Piper added her hand and began to finger Janie’s bald slit. I got the feeling they were done talking. My wife ate that juicy pussy until Janie was squirming and whining. I tried to be upset about their night with the strippers, but I couldn’t get there. Who cares? She came home to me. I surprised myself a little by wishing, at least at that moment, that Piper had sucked the man a little. It would have made things even hotter between these girls.

I stayed there watching my wife orally pleasure her best friend and my own need became a drumming in my veins. I wasn't angry and I wasn't jealous. Well, maybe a little, but not enough to matter. What I did feel was incredibly, profoundly turned on. Seeing Piper like this was a gift. A secret, beautiful, forbidden gift that I would treasure. I did not trust myself to jack off here and stay silent, so I slowly, carefully, backed away from the door. I decided I would wait. Piper would eventually come to me, smelling of wine and another woman's perfume, I would take her and show her just how much I loved the passionate, wild, magnificent woman she was.

I was only a few steps away, heading towards the master bedroom, when I heard Janie climax.


Chapter 3

The sound of the bedroom doorknob turning was a clumsy, fumbling scrape. I was under the covers, but I was not asleep. The door swung open, and there she was, a silhouette against the hallway nightlight before she stumbled in, breathless and tipsy.

“Thomas,” she whispered. She shut the door with a soft thud. “I’m home.”

I sat up. My erection from earlier remained. As I’d laid there imagining what was happening in our guest room, I was unable to make it go away. I saved myself for her and now, at last, she’d joined me.

“How’s Janie?” I asked, playing dumb. “Did you girls have fun tonight?”

“We did. So much fun.”

She staggered to the bed and kissed my forehead. I smelled mouthwash, clearly an effort to hide the scent of Janie’s pussy. She dropped her high heels and then shed her dress in one smooth motion, but she toppled a little, catching herself on the bed.

“It was fun,” she said again.

“Where did you go? What did you do?”

The covers moved in the dark and she slid under, clutching me for my body heat. I moved so her head could rest on my chest.

“We had wine,” she explained. “Too much, maybe. I’m a little tipsy. We had dinner at Boscoe’s and then Janie wanted to dance so we went to Poetry downtown, but the crowd was dead and the music sucked, so we left.”

“It’s after four in the morning, Love. You must have done more than that.”

“We did. Janie saw the neon sign for the Chippendale dancers at Dangle, so we went there. I hope you’re not mad.”

“Did you do something you shouldn’t have?”

“Kind of.”

Her honesty surprised me.

“Like what?”

She snuggled me.

“I tipped a few dancers.”

“As you should. Those boys work hard for their money.”

She chuckled.

“Hard being the operative word.”

I hugged her.

“Were they hard, Piper? Did you make those poor lads get hard on stage? So embarrassing.”

“Kind of. They started to. One black guy did. He stretched his G-string out. But I was talking more about their hard bodies. Fit men are beautiful.”

“Thank you. I try.”

She laughed and hugged me.

“Did you miss me?” she asked.

“Terribly. I’m guessing you didn’t drive like this, and we need to go back for the car tomorrow.”

“Yup.”

“Is Janie in the guest room?”

“Yup. Drunk like me.”

“You said you kind of did something you shouldn’t have. What was it?”

I held my breath. I wanted to hear from her own lips how she’d had sex with her sexy friend.

“I played with another man’s cock.”

She caught me by surprise, again.

“Define played,” I said, my voice coming out harder than I intended.

She tensed, worried I was about to get angry.

“It’s Janie’s fault. She paid for a lap dance with this guy named Oscar.”

“Because you said he was hot.”

“Yeah. His body, my God, Baby. Anyway, I went back to the VIP area and into the private booth. He was supposed to keep his G-string on. He kept sticking his bulge in my face and then the last time he did it, he pulled the G-string away, letting his bare cock out. He was mostly hard. He aimed it at my mouth, so I had to grab it to stop him, and then I kind of never let go. I’m sorry, Baby.”

“How was it?”

“Big! Like, super thick. Like my fingers didn’t reach all the way around him. I told Janie I think his penis weighed about three pounds. I exaggerate to be funny but it’s kind of true.”

I crossed my ankle over her shin. I was throbbing hard under the covers. She buried her face in my neck. I moved my arm behind her neck and my hand naturally landed cupping her breast. She left it there.

“I bet you’re horny,” I said.

I didn’t know what else to say. My wife was telling me about some dick she touched but I wasn’t furious. In lieu of anger, what was I supposed to feel? She was warm, radiating a heat that had nothing to do with the alcohol. She tilted her head back to look at me, her face just inches from mine. Her pupils were huge, dark pools that swallowed what little light there was in our bedroom. Her lips were slightly parted, glistening. I told myself it was wetness from Janie’s pussy.

“I am,” she admitted. “But it feels wrong taking it out on you.”

“Because other men turned you on?”

“Yes. I would hate for some woman to get you excited and you come home and fuck me because of her.”

“I’m a man, Piper. We don’t care where a woman’s horniness comes from. We just want the sex with you.”

“This is the weirdest pillow talk. Are you sure you’re not mad? Did I hurt your feelings?”

“Not mad. Not hurt.”

This conversation wasn’t going the way I wanted. I felt like the sexual tension was draining away. I wanted to hear all about her night, even what she did with Janie. I couldn’t figure out a way to steer our talk in that direction without revealing I’d seen everything.

“Was there any other dancer you liked?” I asked, fishing.

“Yes. This one black guy. His body was muscular and carved out of marble.”

“Big dick too?”

“Why would you ask that?”

“You mentioned earlier that a black guy had started to get hard and stretched out his G-string. I figured it was him.”

“You’re right.”

“Did you get a lap dance from him as well? Did you touch his dick too?”

I felt her tense under the blankets. I’d wandered into something sensitive.

“No,” she muttered. “No touching.”

“You just stared.”

She tilted her head to look at me in the dark.

“Yes. He came off the stage and joined Janie and me at our booth. We talked and he is smart and funny and his body, oh my God. Janie told him to take it out of his thong and he did. He laid his cock right out on the seat cushion. He started to get hard again right in front of us.”

“Big and black.”

“Don’t laugh. I’ve never even seen a black one before and his was really big. Janie says they are all like that. I think she exaggerates, but Janie almost melted her panties. I think she would have cheated on Rolf with that guy.”

“What’s his name?”

“Jamal. At least, that’s the name he gave us. It might be his stage name Though. He kind of hesitated when he told us.”

“Did you touch it?”

“You already asked me that. No. I didn’t dare. That man was way too attractive to flirt and play around with. I barely maintained control with Oscar. I knew I would lose it with Jamal. I kept my hands to myself.”

“So, Oscar was cute and hung but safe, while Jamal was breathtaking and hung and too tempting.”

“Exactly.”

“I get why you’re horny now. Poor you. Poor Janie.”

“After Jamal returned to the stage, I told her it was time to leave that place. She was talking about, I don’t even know, her new boss or maybe something about her dog, and all I could think was I need to go home and fuck my husband.”

“That’s sweet. You don’t have to say that.”

“No, I’m serious,” she insisted, her hands pulling me even closer. “I’m horny, Thomas. I feel like I could crawl out of my skin. I’ve been wet since I left the club.”

That was all I needed to hear. The gentle, amused husband vanished, replaced by a man consumed by a sudden, primal need. I cupped her face in my hands and kissed her, hard. It wasn’t a sweet, welcome-home kiss. It was a hungry, demanding kiss, a kiss that claimed and possessed. Her lips parted instantly, her tongue meeting mine with mutual desperate urgency. She tasted faintly of wine and Janie, and it was the most intoxicating combination I’d ever sampled. I rolled on top of her. My hands moved to her waist. She moaned into my mouth.


Chapter 4

I threw the covers back, gazing down at her feminine shape. I watched her chest rise and fall with each ragged breath. She was magnificent. The soft light from the hall painted her skin in warm gold, her peaked nipples hard.

I used my knees to open her legs, nudging, and her legs parted instinctively. I was partly aroused by what I’d seen her do with Janie and partly by her antics at the club. Jamal and Oscar weren’t real. They were fantasy figures fueling her lust. I was the beneficiary of that lust, warming myself by the fire they’d lit. Her scent, thick and musky with arousal, filled the bedroom. It was a perfume I could get drunk on.

I moved lower, not wasting a second. I leaned down and pressed my mouth against her soaked pussy, remembering how Janie was just here doing the same. My dick throbbed. Piper cried out, a soft, beautiful sound, her hands flying to my hair, her fingers tangling in the strands. I licked a slow, deliberate stripe up her center, from asshole to clit, parting her inner petals, tasting her, savoring the evidence of her desperate need. She was drenched.

I settled in, lying on my belly, my hands gripping her thighs, holding her open. I explored her sensitive cunt with my tongue, teasing every fold, every sensitive spot. I circled her clit, feeling it swell and harden under my attention. Her hips began to move, a helpless rhythm against my face.

“Oh, Thomas,” my sexy wife moaned.

I loved hearing my name as I ate her, but it gave me a wicked idea. I focused my attention, sucking her clit into my mouth, flicking it with the tip of my tongue. Her whole body went taut; a violin string plucked to its breaking point.

“Don’t say my name,” I taunted. “Say his.”

Her thighs clamped around my head, her back arched off the mattress.

“Who?” she groaned.

I wanted to recreate the moment with Janie when my wife kept uttering Jamal’s name.

“That dancer. The black guy.”

My wife turned rigid. She had no idea why I would request such a thing, but the excitement of it, combined with how recently she just did the same thing with her best friend, was too much for her to withstand. She caved almost instantly.

“Jamal,” she moaned, and I licked faster. “God, Jamal.”

“I like that you wanted to fuck him,” I murmured. “I like you horny. I’d keep you horny all the time if I could.”

I tortured her pussy with every trick I’d learned over the years. Poor thing had no chance. I told her to keep saying his name and drove her crazy. Soon, a long, shuddering moan escaped her lips as an orgasm crashed through her. I held her through it, my tongue gently licking and caressing, stroking her softly as the tremors rumbled. I wasn’t finished with her.

“Say it,” I growled.

“Jamal,” she said, louder, and with real feelings.

Her climax went on and on, one of her best ever. When she finally went limp, her thighs fell away. I looked up at her flushed face, her eyes glazed with a post-orgasmic haze. But the hunger was still there, burning bright.

“What are you doing to me?” she mumbled.

I moved higher, holding my body over hers. My cock strained in an effort to reach her slit, but I waited. I had tapped into something here, something powerful and erotic. We sometimes play the talk-dirty game in bed, but this was a whole new level of kink. I wanted to squeeze every drop from it. I tilted my hips back, lifting my throbbing erection before her eyes. She gawked at it. I lowered my hips until the tip brushed her labia. My wife jumped.

“Say it,” I said again.

“What?” she moaned.

“Say. It.”

I saw the moment she understood.

“I can’t say his name while you fuck me,” she whimpered.

“You will.”

I’d crossed a line and she was worried about the aftermath, but the idea was simply too hot to refuse. With her fingers on her lips and her eyes now closed, she said it.

“Jamal.”

I began to push my stiff cock into her.

“Say it,” I hissed.

“I shouldn’t.”

I sank another inch. She groaned and melted.

“Say it.”

“Jamal,” she breathed, feeling me slid deeper. “Jesus. Jamal.”

“You feel him in you?”

She gasped. I pushed another inch deep. She moaned.

“Yes.”

“What do you want him to do?”

She was breathing fast through an open mouth.

“Fuck me,” she said bravely.

“Say it,” I rasped.

“Fuck me, Jamal,” she said, allowing the dam to burst and the emotions to wash over her. “Fuck me, Baby. Give me all of that big black cock. God!”

I pushed myself deeper and deeper and she ranted her true feelings.

“Fuck me hard. Your big black cock is so sexy. Fuck me, Jamal!”

I did. I held myself over her body and worked my hips like a piston, driving my dick a little deeper each time. Her head was all the way back, her mouth wide open. I began to use more strength, trying to live up to the spirit of the muscular black man, and soon fucked my wife hard. I looked down at her, at the desperate need on her face. She was beautiful. She’s just a human like me, living her life. She craved that man, but he was forever off-limits. I could at least give her this. I fucked her like she wanted him to fuck her, pounding her into the bed. She’d spread her legs wide and offered her cunt completely and I accepted her precious gift. The feeling was exquisite. She was hot, and tight, and so incredibly wet. She enveloped me completely, her muscles clenching around me as if to pull me even deeper. I groaned, dropping my forehead to hers, my breath mingling with hers.

“Say his name,” I whispered.

“Jamal,” she gasped.

“Who are you fucking?”

“I’m fucking Jamal. I’m getting fucked by Jamal, that ebony demigod and his perfect cock. God! I’m going to cum!”

Piper exploded under me, thrashing around, crying out, tossing her head until her hair whipped my face. I pumped my cock and made her orgasm even harder, establishing a deep, punishing rhythm. Her legs wrapped around my waist, her heels dug into my lower back, urging me on. Her hands clawed at my shoulders, slid down my back, gripped my ass. The sounds that came out of her throat hid from me when her climax finally ended. The sounds of our bodies meeting, the slap of skin on skin, our ragged breaths, her whimpers and my groans, filled our bedroom. It was a raw, primal symphony, and I felt his presence too, just like I know she did. We cast a summoning spell, calling that man from across town to join us, and he did.

I felt the pressure building under my nuts, the familiar tightening that signaled my release was coming. I wasn’t ready. I wanted to make her cum again. I wanted to push her over the edge, as him, again. I shifted my angle slightly, changing the depth of my thrusts, and I knew I’d found the spot when she cried out, her body arching.

“What’s my name?”

“Jamal!” she cried, her orgasm exploding again.

“You’re fucking Jamal,” I hissed.

I pounded her, driving into that spot she loved again and again, my own control beginning to fray. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent scream. Her inner muscles fluttered along my length, a frantic, irregular pulse around my cock, coaxing me, teasing me, milking me for my seed.

“Cum for me,” I growled, my voice strained. “Cum all over my big black cock. You love it, you fucking slut.”

That did it. Her body seized, a violent, beautiful convulsion. A scream erupted from her throat this time, loud and uninhibited. Her pussy clamped down on me, a rhythmic, milking grip that pulled my own orgasm with a force that stole my breath. I buried myself deep inside as I came, listening to her wail as her climax sent her tumbling through the stars. I pumped out all the sperm I carried, every drop, into her eager, hungry cunt. She coiled arms and legs around me like she feared I would try to get away. She craved everything I could produce. The intimacy blossomed between us, and we both wept a little as we orgasmed together.


Chapter 5

We fell asleep like that: me inside her. I rolled to the side a little and pulled her close and boom, we were out like a light. We woke up after a while, muscles aching from the awkward position. We snuggled and kissed. I was still between her legs, so I hugged her.

“That was some hot pillow talk,” Piper murmured. “You totally caught me by surprise. What brought that on?”

“Your night out. I got horny waiting for you. Then you came home all hot and bothered. I don’t care that those guys turned you on. I care that you came home to me.”

“I’m sorry, Love, but please lower your voice. I’ve already got a hangover brewing.”

I slid to the side, spooning her. I wrapped my arms around my wife.

“I thought you’d be jealous,” she said.

“I was a little,” I murmured. “But I know it would take more than a big dick to get you to cheat.”

She pretended to contemplate.

“No,” she chuckled. “That’s all it takes.”

I hugged her and we both laughed.

“It’s actually funny,” she went on. “The way I see things. I look at a naked woman, and I see her in her entirety, all of her parts make the total. When I look at a naked man, it’s different. I see a man and a penis. Not even a man and his penis, just a man and a penis. The dick is separate in my mind. It’s like I’m meeting them both, two entities.”

“I see women the same way you see women. Her whole body is her: face, breasts, legs and ass. Everything.”

“Exactly. I can hate the man but like his dick. I can like the man but hate his dick. It’s strange. Most of my girlfriends agree. They separate the man from his penis too. Meredith is fucking a guy right now she can’t stand, but she’s in love with his cock. She says their sex is unbelievable. That’s why she stays. Remove his dick and she dumps him.”

“Easy with that kind of dick-removal language, please.”

Piper chuckled.

“Dicks are mostly ugly,” she continued. “It’s not how they look that’s so appealing, to me anyway, it’s what they represent. Can you think of a more manly symbol of masculine power? There simply isn’t one. I like looking at them not because they’re pretty, although Jamal’s actually was pretty, but because it’s like I’m gazing into the face of masculine power. That’s why size matters. Bigger feels a little better, yes, but it’s the idea that the cock fucking me is infused with a far greater dose of masculinity.”

“I get that.”

“Do you have any idea how flattering it is that Jamal looked at me and got hard while he was trying to dance?”

“Not really. I guess I don’t.”

“Men talk shit non-stop. I know I’m pretty and I know that gives me advantages, but the downside is all the bullshit a pretty woman must face. Almost everything coming out of a man’s mouth is a lie. They’ll say anything, they’ll say whatever they must to get in your pants. But an erection is no lie. An erection is the truth. It’s refreshing. It’s an undisguised truth. Men can’t fake a hard on. Not yet anyway. He can say whatever he wants but if his dick gets hard from looking at you? That’s like the ultimate compliment. They get them even when they don’t want to, like Jamal, up on stage trying to dance and do his job. I loved it. Not all my girlfriends agree but that’s what does it for me.”

“What are Janie’s feelings on the subject?”

Piper tensed slightly at the mention of Janie’s name.

“Janie? Janie loves sex. That girl will fuck anything. Girls, boys, whatever.”

“I never knew that about her.”

“Not something she advertises. Baby, would you mind getting up and getting me some orange juice? My headache is getting worse. I think I’m dehydrated.”

“No problem.”

I slid out of bed and headed for the kitchen. Piper and I always walk around naked or nearly naked, and the thought of throwing on clothes or a robe never occurred to me. The house was warm inside. It never occurred to Piper either, as she watched me leave our bedroom naked. I stopped at the refrigerator and poured the juice and turned around, headed for the bedroom again, tall glass of OJ in hand.

Janie stood under the arch, checking me out.

“Nice,” she said.

She stood in the same lacy bra and panties I watched Piper remove just hours ago. God, that body. That face! I gawked at her and she gawked at me and I must admit, I enjoyed her staring at my hanging cock. Her expression told me she liked what she saw. The connection I’ve always felt with her flared.

“Pour me a glass too?” she asked.

“Sure.”

I sat Piper’s glass down and retrieved the OJ. I took my time, unashamed, allowing her to stare all she wanted. I felt my dick swell a little from her attention as she ran her eyes up and down my body. I’m no stud, but I am in good shape, and I’d guess my dick a little better than average.

“I heard you,” she said.

“Heard me what?”

“Heard you make Piper orgasm. I heard how you made Pip cum. Well done.”

“Thank you.”

“I’m looking at your cock and picturing her O face. It must be nice to have a dick that can do that to a woman.”

“It must be nice to have multiple orgasms.”

She snorted a laugh.

“Fair point. How’s our girl doing?”

“Good. Hung over. Headache. Tired.”

“Let her know I’m going to finish my juice and go home. Thanks for letting me crash here.”

I ran my eyes over her scrumptious body.

“Our pleasure.”

She took one last look and left the kitchen. I watched her retreating ass. I took Piper her drink and helped her sit up. I gave her Janie’s message.

“You saw her just now?”

“Yes,” I said.

“She saw you naked?”

“Yup.”

“You just stood there?”

“Yup. By the time I noticed her, it was too late. Fair is fair. She was wearing see-through bra and panties.”

Piper searched her feelings about that and gave a little shrug. I sensed the last twenty-four hours had been a turning point of some kind for us. A lot had happened. Several unspoken boundaries had been breached without repercussions or consequence. We’d ventured into new terrain and found the view lovely. I watched Piper thoughtfully sip her juice.

I heard a tapping at our open bedroom door. Janie, dressed. Piper and I were still naked but neither of us made a move to cover ourselves. Janie let her eyes roam again.

“Look at the sexy couple,” she teased. “Anyway, I’m headed home. Rolf is annoyed I stayed out all night, so I need to go patch things up with him.”

“Translation: blowjob,” Piper said.

Janie gave her a thumbs up.

“One last thing,” she said before turning. “I got Jamal and Oscar’s numbers last night, if you need them.”

She waved and was gone.

“Drops a bomb and flees,” I said.

“Right? Bitch. I don’t know why she added that last part, Baby. I never asked her to get their numbers. Why would I?”

“I believe you.”

“Why would she even say that? It’s so random.”

I thought for a minute.

“I know why,” I said. “She overheard us fucking last night. She heard my nasty pillow talk. She heard you speaking names. She probably thought I was being serious and we would want their numbers.”

Piper drank some juice, her mind a million miles away.

“Can you imagine?” she asked.

“Imagine what?”

“Imagine being serious about that, the things you said last night. Imagine Jamal in our bed.”

I chuckled.

“It sounds like that’s exactly what you are imagining,” I said.

She looked at me with a blank face.

“You are imagining that, aren’t you?”

She gulped more juice.

“I need sleep,” she said, setting her empty glass on the nightstand.

I didn’t push, because she was exhausted and had a headache, but imagining Jamal in our bed is exactly what she’d done. She laid down and I covered her with a blanket. She closed her eyes. I had no reason to be upset. I fantasize about other women all the time, actresses and colleagues and the hot girl at Starbucks. It’s natural to notice beauty. Look but don’t touch is the only rule that makes sense. Anything else is impossible. Even following that simple rule is incredibly difficult for most people.

Then, before I could stop myself, I imagined Jamal in our bed. What if my cock had been big and black last night? What if I used the cell number Janie had and arranged for a private dance for Piper? She found him attractive, even desirable. What if I fiddled around with that, toyed with her lust? I could use that phone number to tease her. Our sex last night was some of our hottest ever. I wasn’t thinking I’d actually bring the man into our bedroom, but Piper and I could certainly have a lot of fun with this.

I sent Janie a text asking for Jamal’s number. I explained how I wanted to tease Piper with the idea I might use it. She sent it immediately and asked me to keep her posted on how my little game played out.  I said I would.


Chapter 6

I held onto that number for three days before looking at it again. I had the man’s number. Now what? I chewed on how best to use it and decided the first best step was telling Piper I had it. I thought about sharing the news over breakfast but then I realized I could use it in bed the next time we made love.

So, that’s what I did.

Which brings me to now.

The bedroom was a haze of sweat and heavy breathing, the air thick with the scent of our bodies mingling in the heat of the moment. I had her on her back, her ankles crossed behind me. I gripped her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I thrust into her, my rhythm steady and deep, ignoring the pounding of my heart. She was moaning beneath me, her back sometimes arching whenever I hit that spot just inside her pussy that makes her toes curl and her nails rake down my back. I waited until I had her too turned on to rebel.

"You're so wet," I whispered, leaning forward to press a kiss against her earlobe. "You're soaked."

“You get me hot.”

“Yeah? Maybe. Maybe that’s it. Or maybe you’re thinking about someone else fucking you right now.”

Her eyes jumped to mine.

“You are all I think about.”

A lie, but I appreciated her efforts.

“Close your eyes,” I said, and she did. “Feel my cock sliding in and out.”

“I love it,” she moaned.

“Picture it bigger,” I teased. “Bigger, and black.”

Piper shivered, a small gasp escaping her lips as I spoke. She turned her head slightly, her eyes opening just a tiny bit to check my expression.

"Shut up and fuck me," she breathed, though her voice lacked any real bite.

“Have you thought about him at all?” I asked.

“Maybe.”

“I know you have. When? This morning? In the shower?”

“When I masturbated last night.”

I stopped for half a second. She chuckled.

“Got you,” she said.

I drove my cock all the way in to punish her for taunting me. She groaned with pleasure. I began thrusting again, slowing my pace just enough to let her feel every inch of me, to let my words sink in.

"Think about the way he moves on stage, the way he looked at you that night. I bet he was hungry for you."

“Why are you doing this, Baby?” she groaned, fighting her rising arousal.

I reached my hand up to her breast, squeezed it firmly as I resumed my thrusts, a little harder and a little faster.

"I have his number,” I whispered hotly into her ear. “I’m thinking I might give him to you as an early birthday present.” 

Piper’s eyes went wide, her back bowed off the mattress as what I was saying washed over her. I pinched her nipple lightly and closed my mouth on it.

“You’re lying,” she rasped. “Only teasing me.”

“No. I have Oscar’s too. I made Janie give them to me.”

I ground my hips against her, feeling her inner muscles clench tight around my cock, grateful she had something in there to squeeze.

“I’ll invite him over. I’ll invite him in. I’ll watching him fuck you. Would you like that?"

“Stop, Tommy,” she whimpered. “Why are you doing this? Let’s just make love. Just make love to me.”

I worried my timing was off. Maybe dropping his name during sex was a bad idea. I backed off, turning silent while I worked my hips. Piper stayed soaked.

“Where would you be?” she muttered, so low I almost missed it.

My heart jumped.

“Watching,” I said. “Prowling around our bedroom. I might give you my cock to suck or I might sit back and watch his big black fantasy cock open you up. I can already hear the sounds you’d make under him. You’d—”

“Unngh!” she cried, pussy spasming around my cock.

I stopped talking to focus on her sudden orgasm. Her vaginal walls were fluttering along my length, coaxing a load from me. I held back, marveling at how fast and how hard just the thought of the man made her cum. I softly growled, leaning down to nibble her earlobe as my relentless hips pumped. Her breathing was erratic. I used my body weight to keep her pinned while I thrust and she climaxed. When she came down, she spoke, mumbling: “He won’t even remember me.”

I pushed all the way in and held it.

“You made him hard,” I reminded her. “We always remember the ones that make us hard.”

I feasted on her tits while I thought about what to say next. I clearly had stumbled upon something powerful, something that lay outside her self-control. She’d resisted Oscar and Jamal the first time but that had been extremely public. Could she exercise the same restraint in a more private, even intimate setting? The question set its hook in me. What was Piper capable of? I wanted to tease her but what if she had no will to resist?

I played with fire.

"Imagine him up on stage,” I said. “Can you see him?”

“Yes,” she croaked.

“You alone are giving him fits, making him spill out of his G-string. He could have any girl he wants, but clearly, the girl he wants is you.”

“Oh, God.”

“He dances and flirts, but he always comes back to you. He’s growing, filling his thong. You can see the outline of his big cock through the thin fabric. Can you picture it?”

I shifted my angle, driving into her deeper but slower, feeling her walls glide along my length, and clenching around me.

That’s what he would feel, I thought.

A rush of blood thrilled us both. Piper moaned.

“You’re killing me, Tom,” she murmured, clutching my body with her arms and legs.

I kept talking.

“You’re in a hurry to feel him inside you.”

“Yes.”

“But you must take him in your mouth first.”

“God, Tom, yes.”

“Suck on him. Make him wet and hard. Feel him throb with life against your tongue. He swells so big and hard you are forced to back off.”

Piper groaned. I was tying my wife in knots.

“You palm his big, hot, black balls and feel electricity jolt you as you realize all the sperm those twin orbs carry. You are seized by the feminine need to get what’s inside those fat testicles, inside you. The need makes your pussy ache.”

My wife surprised me by orgasming again. She clutched at my body, whimpering so much it sounded like crying. She lifted her hips to meet my thrusts, hungry for deep penetration.

“You can’t wait any more,” I said. “You push away from him to lie on your back and spread your legs right at his handsome face. Can you see yourself do it?”

“Yessss.”

“You grab his hard black cock with both hands, pulling him forward. You lift your head to see it happen, see your sweet little pussy impaled by your first black cock ever. He’s big enough to scare you but lust drives you on. You place the large head at your opening and shift your hands to his firm ass, pulling him down, driving his cock into your tight white body.”

“Goddamn it!” she cried, cumming again.

Her hips met mine on every thrust, helping me get my cock deeper. I suckled her breasts, one after the other, and then continued.

“You search the room for me and find me at the foot of the bed. I’m watching, mesmerized by the sight. My sweet little wife is accepting a black cannon into her body. Jamal kisses your lips and then your tits, slowly inching his thick cock deeper. I begin to masturbate. It’s all too much. You look far too sexy for me to simply stand and watch. You see me pleasuring myself and any last vestige of guilt evaporates. If I’m getting off on you getting fucked, then you certainly have the right to do the same. You grab his face and kiss him passionately while driving your heels into the bed to force your hips higher and your pussy all the way down his length. He’s buried, balls deep, and I’m watching my wife lose her mind.”

“Fuck!” she cried, arching her back hard and lifting her hips. “Fuck! Jesus!”

She was cumming again. I was amazed. She looked glorious. I shut up to fuck her hard through her climax, making her head explode and filling our bedroom with her screams. Her eyes locked onto mine and a wicked, hungry glint entered her gaze. She lifted her hand, grabbed my hair, and pulled me down for an intense and heartfelt kiss as she orgasmed all over my dick which in her mind was actually his. I never stopped thrusting. I’d managed to turn myself on with my own narration. I fucked her hard, dragging out her climax, until I finally lost her. She crumpled to the bed, but I continued to use her body. Fucking her pussy and sucking her tits. She came around soon, holding my face between her hands.

"Do you want to share me?" she asked, her voice breathless and husky.

I didn’t answer.

“I’ll do it,” she rasped. “I’ll fuck him, for you, Tom. Right here in our bed. Is that what you want? Is that why you keep doing this?”

I gripped her hair from underneath, pulling her head back as I thrust into her with abandon, my balls slapping against her ass with a loud, wet sound. Piper’s back arched, her head thrown back as she cried out, her body shuddering as she neared the edge. I’d talked myself into a frenzy. Not as strong as hers, but one that filled my head with the sense this was something we should actually do.

“Condom,” I heard myself croak.

“Yes!” she snarled. “Of course. He’ll wear one as he pounds me into our mattress. I’ll suck him hard and put it on him myself and then guide that gorgeous black cock into my guts. I’ve never fucked a black guy, Baby, but I’ve always wanted to. This will be perfect. Let’s do it. Text him, Tommy. Get him over here. Let me fuck his brains out while you watch.”

Somewhere along the way my wife had taken control of my little game. I couldn’t tell if she was serious or playing. I fucked her even harder, feeling my semen begin to rise. My dick turned harder, growing bigger.

“Ohhhhh, God!” she wailed, cumming again.

I felt her orgasm ripping through her, inner muscles clamping around me like a vice, despite how wet she was, milking me for everything I had. I lasted almost no time after that. With a roar, I buried myself deep inside her, filling her with seed as I orgasmed too, my body shaking with the force of my release.

Twice. Twice now we’d gotten each other so worked up we orgasmed at the same time. It was beautiful. It was terrifying. This fantasy I’d tapped into stoked a fire so hot we both burned.

I collapsed onto her, panting and spent, our bodies tangled together in the aftermath. I held her loosely, lacking the strength to hold on tight, and kissed her forehead. I ran my hand through her damp hair. She was breathing like she’d finished a marathon, beads of sweat down her throat and across her breasts. Her eyes were closed and her lips parted and I wondered if I was a fool, leading my beloved wife down a path as perilous as this one. I didn’t ponder that worry long. My cock was still mostly hard. I realized I’d led us both to this place and while the story of fucking him turned her on more than it turned me on, I had to admit, I loved the fairytale too.

But what do I do now?


Chapter 7

The neon sign outside buzzed with a hypnotic hum, casting a kaleidoscope of purples and pinks across the wet pavement of the parking lot. I pushed the door open, the chime announcing my arrival with a jingle that sounded tinny and artificial compared to the thumping bass that vibrated through the walls the moment I stepped inside. The air here was thick with cheap cologne, stale beer, and the musk of sweat and arousal that clings to everything in places like this.

I paid the cover charge and got my hand stamped and passed through the sheet of hanging plastic beads, wondering if Piper or Janie had made some comment when they did the same about a week ago. I made my way to the bar, ordered a whiskey, neat, and let my eyes scan the room. I wasn't here for the drinks or the atmosphere. I was here because Piper was insatiable these days, and I had planted a seed in my own mind that had bloomed and refused to die.

When I’d asked, Piper had told me about Jamal and Oscar in excruciating detail, her voice breathless and husky as she recounted the night she’d seen them perform. She’d wanted them both, she’d already admitted that, but she mentioned it again while we were lying in bed later, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest. I asked her to clarify what she thought of the men, and she’d surprised me by talking about their dicks.

"They were incredible, Thomas," she’d whispered. "Jamal is just massive. Oscar is super thick, but he’s covered in veins. I was repulsed right at first, but that was just from the surprise. The more I looked at his cock, the hotter I got. You know how I said I liked the veins on your forearms? It’s like that. His cock looked strong and healthy and full of vitality." Her eyes had glazed over, a distant hunger flickering in their depths. "Oscar is hot, but I wanted Jamal most of all. His body is sculpted from dark marble. Every muscle is defined. He’s not overdone, like a bodybuilder, he’s more like an ironman triathlete. He moves smoothly and with perfect coordination. Sexy. I watched him spellbound." She’d paused her confession then, biting her lip, drifting through memories of her night out with Janie. "I watched him dance and then he noticed me and came my way. He flirted with me like crazy. I ate it up. All those women were swooning, but he only had eyes for me. His black body and handsome face were exotic to me. Erotic even. I moved from appreciating how sexy he was to wondering what sex with him would be like. Janie said she wanted to fuck him too, but Jamal was focused on me. I felt like I was already his girl. I felt special."

I nodded at the time, swallowing hard, my own jealousy mixing with a strange, heated excitement. I decided right then I would go to Dangle, the club they visited, and see this man for myself.

Now, standing in the flashing lights, breathing the man-made fog, feeling the loud music all the way down to my bones, I questioned my motives. Why was I here? What did I hope to accomplish? I wanted to see the man that my wife was so willing to give herself to, but why did I want to see him?

The bouncer gave me a look like I’d better not start trouble. He checked my stamp and pointed me towards some empty chairs. I glanced at the stage where a tall but skinny male gyrated, his thong pouch in front bulging with cock. Women screamed over the music, trying to hand him money. I sent my eyes around the place. I was early and there were several tables open. I saw two lone men like me, but they looked gay. I guessed they were here for the same reason the women were. I sat and a waitress sailed by, noting my drink.

“I’ll stop by again when that one is finished,” she said.

I gave her a nod and settled in.

I did not wait long. The DJ announces every dancer before they hit the stage, and I soon heard him call out Oscar. The man appeared, smiling a ten-thousand-watt smile, dancing, having fun, flexing his muscles and bouncing his swollen package in the faces of the ladies. The women went wild. He worked his way through three songs, just like the first guy. They stripped in stages: song one was all dance, song two was remove a thong layered on top of a much smaller thong underneath, and then song three, take it all off and swing your big cock around. Women threw money and screamed about how hot you were and how badly they wanted you to fuck them. Must be nice.

I sat through four more dancers before the DJ announced Jamal. He wore a cape on stage which he quickly shed, revealing he was carved from onyx. His skin was the color of dark chocolate, glistening with oil under the strobe lights. He danced with a slow, predatory grace, his hips rolling in a way that commanded attention. Oscar had been full of fun, promising a good time. Jamal was a threat, imposing, supremely masculine and undefeated. He moved with a grace that seemed impossible for his height and weight, his well-defined body a series of sharp, angular lines. I examined the man, contemplating how he had, in at least one very important way, stolen my wife from me.

Song two he peeled off a covering thong and my heart bounced against my ribs. I saw the outline, the heavy, swollen outline of what lived between his legs. His G-string struggled to contain him and the women lost their minds. Money rained down on the man. He bounced and thrust of his hips, imitating a fucking motion, and every woman lining the stage was ready to fuck him. Days ago, one of those women would have been Piper. Janie too, but I cared nothing about her lust for other men. Piper was my whole world, and this man had the power to lead her astray.

Song three arrived and I held my breath. I felt suddenly strange seated in a male strip club, watching men expose themselves. I slouched in my seat, self-conscious and abruptly awkward. Jamal teased the ladies and then turned his back on us. His tiny G-string went down.

He faced us again.

Jamal’s dark cock was a masterpiece of masculine anatomy, a heavy spear of flesh that commanded attention the moment it was revealed. It hung thick and proud, its girth impressive enough to make other men, including me, feel inadequate. The shaft had a deep, rich mahogany color that perfectly matched his well-oiled, caramel skin. The skin was smooth and glistened with a light sheen, stretched tight over the ridged veins that ran the length of the shaft. The head was a flared mushroom cap that looked massive, like it weighed down the tube of meat behind it. Beneath, his large heavy balls were equally impressive, looking plump and full, resting against his thighs as if ready to deliver a flood of cum.

The crazy ladies went crazier. Some tried to grab it. Some tried to stuff it into their mouths. One woman flashed her tits, begging Jamal to fuck her. Women threw business cards at him, complete with their cell numbers. Many, almost all, of these women wore wedding rings on their left hands. I realized that women are just as bad as men, but far better at hiding it. This crowd would return to their modest behavior the instant they hit the parking lot. Jamal laughed and played along, allowing them to almost touch him but then dancing away. I tried to imagine what the night with Janie and Piper must have been like. Jamal got hard on stage. I was sure every woman that night hated Piper, but God, I bet they wanted Jamal so very, terribly much. A big hard cock in front of these women risked a riot.

I took a sip of whiskey and contemplated my life. My wife had given the man an erection. Their attraction for each other, damn it, was mutual.

After his set, I waited for him to exit the dressing room to grab some water or work the crowd, and he soon did. Oscar was with him. They both wore shiny sweatpants but no shirt. Another dancer took the stage. I took a deep breath and walked over. Jamal spotted me first, a knowing smirk playing on his lips. He was allowing some women to wipe his torso with a towel. His eyes locked on mine. Oscar leaned against a pole, stretching his muscular arms and flirting with a pretty blonde. What a life these fuckers lead.

"Are you a new fan?" Jamal asked, his voice deep and smooth. He thanked the women and took back his towel, draping it over a shoulder. He walked towards me, his presence dominating the small space. "I saw you watching us. You gay?"

“No,” I blurted.

“You a promoter?” Oscar asked. “You got another gig for us?”

“I’m not,” I said, suddenly embarrassed to be in this club and talking to these men. “Can we go somewhere private? I have a few questions.”

“He’s a husband,” Oscar chuckled. “What’s your wife’s name, bro? What does she look like? You want my boy Jamal to fuck her? We get that a lot.”

I was mortified. Other husbands have come back to them? I get a husband returning to the club because he was jealous, but the mannerisms these two displayed seemed to indicate they expected something else from me, like they knew more about why I was here than I did.

I nodded, unable to find my voice for a moment. Jamal chuckled, a low rumble that seemed to vibrate in his chest.

"Piper," I said, the name rolling off my tongue. "My wife’s name is Piper."

Jamal’s eyes widened slightly. A flicker of recognition crossed his face.

"Piper? She’s the one who told you about us?"

"She told me everything," I said, stepping closer.

Oscar ignored the pretty blonde and moved closer.

“We remember her,” Oscar said. “Hell yes. You got yourself a damn sexy woman, bro. Piper is real pretty. She’s fine as fuck.”

I cleared my throat. Where was I going with this?

“She feels the same about you two,” I said.

“Nah,” Oscar said, shaking his head. “She liked me, but Jamal was her man. I could see it on her face. My boy and her connected. For real. What are you doing here? You arranging a date for Jamal and your girl?”

There was an idea I could embrace.

“Yes,” I said. “A date. I thought it would be funny to give her a date with you for her birthday. She’d be so shocked. Her birthday is next week, so we’re a little early, but she won’t mind. Doing the date early helps the surprise.”

Oscar grinned but Jamal only faintly smiled. His eyes narrowed.

“A date,” he said.

“Yup. Nice restaurant. I’ll pay for everything.”

“Thoughtful.”

“I refuse her almost nothing,” I admitted.

Jamal was looking right through me. His gaze pierced my soul. He’d been in this situation many times with many husbands, while for me it was my first. I felt the weight of his experience in these matters like a fourth person standing there with us, studying me, judging me. Jamal grinned broadly, his teeth white against his dark skin.

"She’s a lucky woman, to have a husband so devoted. You’re a lucky husband, to have a wife who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to say it."

“We are always honest with each other.”

Oscar was grinning at me like a fool. I suspected we were negotiating something far beyond a simple date.

“I felt a connection with your wife,” he said. “I’ll be honest too, since that’s what we’re doing here. This date with Piper might last a while. Will you be there, or will you wait at home?”

“I haven’t thought about that at all. I’d need to discuss the arrangement with her.”

“Or you could make it a surprise,” Oscar suggested. “Tell her to meet you someplace nice and have Jamal be there instead.”

I tried to swallow. I felt a strange sense of danger.

“A surprise sounds like fun,” I rasped. “Let’s do that. I have your number. I’ll text you the details. My name is Thomas, but you can call me Tom.”

Jamal stepped closer, invading my personal space. He smelled like musk and expensive cologne.

"You sure about this, man?” he asked. “It’s gonna be hard on you, waiting at home, hot little Piper out with the stripper. Can you handle it?"

"I can handle it," I said, my voice tight and anxious. “I live to make her happy. Her pleasure is my pleasure.”

Jamal placed his hand on my shoulder. His grip was firm, his fingers dug in.

"All right. Let’s do it. Hell yes. A date with Piper. Send me the details. I’ll take real good care of her."

I nodded, my heart racing. A trickle of sweat ran down my ribs. I rubbed my shirt. I shook hands with Jamal and then Oscar and I turned back to my table. My legs shook as I walked the short distance and dropped into my seat.

What the fuck did I just do?

I told myself I’d never send Jamal the details. Then I pictured Piper after she came home from her date with the man. Our sex would be transcendent, unequalled, supernaturally intense. I wanted that like a junkie wants his next fix. I lifted my whiskey in a trembling hand and sipped.  I took my time, allowing myself to calm down. I left a tip and drove home.

They named the club Dangle as an obvious reference to the bouncing cocks put on display there, but at this moment I thought of it more in terms of a fishing lure. Dangle something the women want but can’t have.

I sat motionless in my car in our driveway, the engine idling. Piper was at Janie’s tonight and would be for another few hours. Those women can talk. I said I’d stay home while she was gone but clearly, I hadn’t. I had gone and swatted a hornet’s nest. My head buzzed. I accepted the date and rejected it in equal measures, every two seconds until I was dazed. How could I allow it? Did I trust Piper or not? The worst part of all this, and the part that tied me in knots until my belly ached, was the damning sense that I, deep down, hoped Piper would lose control, which was an insane thought for me to have.

I opened the garage door, parked the car, and entered the house. I aimed for my office, turned on my computer and searched for five-star restaurants in town. The shaking returned to my hands. I had to stop. I leaned back, staring blankly at the screen.

“Make a decision,” I told myself.

I sat motionless for another fifteen minutes.

I grabbed the mouse, clicked a few buttons, and confirmed the reservation. I had booked a table at The Cove, the best steakhouse downtown. Before I allowed myself to think about anything, I sent Jamal a text with the time and date.

Nothing will happen, I told myself. Piper and Jamal will laugh about what I’ve done, enjoy their fantastic meal, and then Piper will come home and literally fuck my brains out. I liked that scenario. I smiled at my desk. What if they do fuck? My mind suddenly launched itself down a rabbit hole. Piper will still come home, just much later, and literally fuck my brains out. In either scenario, I got my brains fucked out. I started to smile.

Was I seriously rationalizing this?

He’ll be wearing a condom, I told myself.

My mind was my own worst enemy. I groaned. I took comfort from the fact he’d wear a latex barrier between his cock and Piper’s pussy. Technically, he would never have even been inside her. I was rationalizing again, but I did feel better.

I summoned the image of Jamal from the club. That big, black cock had sent the crowd into a frenzy. It had been the centerpiece of the entire evening. I summoned the memory of how Piper’s eyes had glazed over when she talked about the man, how her breathing had changed.

I had set them up, arranged the time and place, and now the ball was rolling. My stomach was in knots, a tight, twisting sensation that had nothing to do with hunger and everything to do with anticipation. I kept running the scenarios through my head. They would have dinner. They would drink wine. The conversation would be flirtatious, loaded with sexual tension. Jamal would be charming, smooth, and undeniably masculine. Piper would be glowing, her confidence boosted by his attention.

Then what?

That was the question. What would happen after dinner?

There was no answer except to go through it and see.


Chapter 8

That table, with fine linen tablecloth and napkins, real silver cutlery, actual gold candlesticks and a view of the ocean and forest covered mountains, all the way to the horizon, sat empty tonight after two minutes. Piper and Jamal never even ordered appetizers. They ordered expensive wine, drank a little, and by the time the waiter returned, the tension had grown too great and they had left.

I knew all this because Janie sent me a text and told me. She also mentioned Piper and Jamal were on their way to her place. Rolf was out of town for several days.

Sorry, Janie’s text had ended. Piper needed someplace close. A motel would generate a receipt. If you leave now, you can get here before they do.

I broke into a sweat. Piper had expected me to join her but then Jamal showed. I wished I could have seen her face. She tried to sit across the table from him but even sitting and chatting had created more sexual tension than she could handle. She couldn’t risk being seen in public with Jamal, so she counted on her best friend to save her.

I was at my favorite pub enjoying my favorite beer. I wore only baggy shorts, sandals, and a T-shirt, but I grabbed my car keys and raced to the highway. I arrived at Janie’s and she hurried me into a spare bedroom.

“What’s going to happen?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she scoffed. “Your wife is crazy these days. But I figured if something does start to happen, you’d want to stop it.”

She closed the door on me as the front doorbell gonged. I heard Janie turning off lights as she hurried to the living room. Voices, laughter, and then quiet. Moments later I heard Piper and Jamal chuckling as they walked through the hall past the door that hid me.

They were headed towards the master bedroom.

My entire body locked down. The air in this spare bedroom was suddenly thick and heavy. Silence that felt like a physical weight enveloped me like a blanket of cotton. I was hidden behind the door and Piper had no idea I was here, but would that even matter to her right now?

I heard voices from the master bedroom and risked opening the door to this room just a fraction of an inch. Piper and Jamal had pushed their bedroom door closed but not all the way. I decided to give them a moment and then peek through the crack. Before I could, Janie opened my door wider and stepped close to me, her breath hot against my throat as she whispered in my ear.

“I saw the look in Piper’s eyes,” she said. “She’s going to fuck him. What should we do?”

I stared at her.

“I love you guys,” she continued. “You’re the perfect married couple. You have the kind of marriage I want. I hate to see that destroyed. She is determined. Should we stop her? What are you feeling right now?”

I noticed for the first time Janie was dressed in a white robe. The front had fallen open a little as she leaned in to speak to me, and I found myself gazing down at the curve of her gorgeous tits, tits I’ve always wanted to see. I detected steam in the air. Her blond hair looked damp.

“Were you taking a shower?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes.

“What? Why care about that now? We need to do something.”

“Let’s see what they’re doing,” I answered. “You might be wrong about her.”

“If they wanted to just talk, Tom, they could have done that in the living room. Why go to the bedroom?”

“Let’s be sure.”

I admit I was stalling. We crept down her hallway together. She crouched and I leaned over her, both of us holding our eyes to the tall crack of light from the bedroom.

My wife was stunning. The green dress she’d selected for tonight was modest based on how much skin it showed, but racy based on how it hugged her body, flowing around every curve. She’d worn it for me, but it was Jamal that now eyed her with hungry lust, and her expression told me that at that moment, at least, she preferred his lust to mine.

“You look beautiful,” he rumbled.

“Oh my God,” she exhaled. “So do you. I can’t decide if I want to unwrap you or just keep staring. I love this moment. I want it to last.”

Jamal chuckled.

“I hear you,” he said. “But I’m far less indecisive. I know what I want.”

He stepped forward and took her shoulders, turning her away. Janie punched my leg softly and gestured like it was time for me to do something. I waved her off. Jamal drew down the zipper on the back of my wife’s dress. He kissed her nape and she shivered. He nudged the garment off her shoulders, and it fell in a circle around her high-heeled feet. She’d gone with the matching bra and panties set, black, that she wears when she knows she’s going to have sex with me. I gasped a little, realizing this man had taken my place tonight.

“Piper is so pretty,” Janie murmured. “Look how sexy.”

“I am.”

“Are you going to stop this or should I shut up?”

I did not answer. I had no answer. I was mesmerized by what I saw.

Piper turned to face Jamal and ran her eyes over his muscular frame.

“Your turn,” she said.

“You’ve seen me naked, Baby,” he teased.

“You’re right, I have. Naked and off limits.” She bent and quickly withdrew a condom from her fallen purse. “But you’re not off limits tonight. My husband said I could have you as long as you wore protection.”

“Is that right?” the big black man chuckled. 

Janie looked up at me with a hard questioning stare. I shrugged.

Piper began to unbuckle his pants. Her dark hair hung like a halo around her face. She looked radiant, her skin glowing, her eyes intense and determined. Jamal rested his hands on his hips and let her do all the work. I watched her tits jiggle and almost spill from her bra.

“This damn buckle is taking too long,” my wife hissed. “Take off your shirt.”

Jamal untucked his shirt and pulled it off over his head. He was a massive wall of muscle with a chest that seemed to span the width of the room. He looked imposing.

“Damn,” Janie muttered. “Now we get to the good part.”


Chapter 9

Jamal kicked off his shoes and plucked his socks, tossing them aside. Piper had finally cracked the code on his belt buckle and his zipper soon followed. She yanked his pants down to his feet and his hefty black cock swung up and grazed her cheek. My wife stepped back to look at him, and I suddenly regretted my choices that led to this point. Her expression bordered on love. She wanted this man so much, but the way she gazed at his cock almost broke me.

“Your first?” Jamal asked.

Piper nodded several times.

“Your first big, or your first black?” he asked.

“Both.”

Piper reached behind to undo her bra, but Jamal stopped her.

“Let me do that,” he said.

He turned her away again and kissed her neck and shoulders. He flipped the clasp with expert hands and slid her panties down too. He stepped closer and Janie and I watched his heavy black cock slip between Piper’s thighs, sliding through her gap to poke out a black cock head and several inches of shaft in front.

“Fuck me,” Janie softly moaned. “I can feel that.”

The muscles in his shoulders and arms were coiled like springs, ready to snap. His dark skin contrasted sharply with the white comforter on the bed behind them, a visual feast. Jamal eased my wife back a little until she rested against his broad chest. She was breathing fast. Jamal moved slowly, kissing, touching, fingertips flowing along my wife’s skin, raising goose bumps. He didn't rush. He took his time, savoring the moment just like she had. My regrets began to fade, replaced by a growing thrill. I was beginning to tent my baggy shorts. Janie noticed, looked confused, figured it out, and shook her head.

“It is sexy,” she agreed.

With one smooth Swing of his strong black arms, Janal swept my wife off her feet. He carried her to Janie and Rolf’s bed, his thick cock swinging as he walked, and placed her in the center. He climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping and groaning under his weight. Piper reached out, her hand trembling slightly as she touched his chest, her fingertips tracing the definition of his pecs. He smiled, a slow, predatory grin that made Piper tremble. She knew what was coming. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss that was deep and demanding. I watched Piper’s back arch off the bed. Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. It was a passionate kiss, one that spoke of desire and hunger, and it made my stomach tighten. Then, he pulled back. He looked down at her, his eyes dark and intense, and Piper knew what was coming before he even said a word. She parted her legs, inviting him.

I watched with my heart rattling like a jackhammer against my ribs. He positioned himself between her thighs. His hip now blocked the view of his erection, but then he turned and we saw it. Janie gasped. I swallowed a groan. It looked to me like it would hurt her. He lifted himself higher to kiss her again and dropped his cock on her stomach with a thump.

"Thomas," Janie whispered, her voice barely more than a breath. She squeezed my leg. Her nails dug in. "Just look at that thing. I’m soaked."

I didn't need her to tell me to look. The truth was I couldn’t look away. I stared, glued to the scene unfolding before me. He lifted higher, bringing his cock to my wife’s mouth. He held the tip at her lips, daring her to refuse, and then they both laughed.

“I have no willpower,” Piper chuckled, kissing the tip of his cock.

He lifted his hips, tilting them to make it easier for her, and my wife licked all over the head before opening her mouth wide and sucking him in. I groaned. It was hard to watch my beloved treat him so well, but my cock kept expanding anyway. Now my shorts looked silly. Comical. I had a cone of fabric over my crotch. I reached down and lifted my hard dick up against my body.

“Just take it out,” Janie muttered, hooking her long blonde hair behind her ear. “I’ve already seen you naked.”

I hooked the leg of my shorts and lifted, pulling my cock out into the open air. I throbbed. Piper sucked that big black dick with such reverence, such adoration and devotion.

When she had him ready, my wife opened the foil packet and sucked the condom into her mouth. She placed his cock head inside too and worked her tongue as her mouth traveled down his length. When she pulled back, he was sheathed in transparent latex almost halfway down his length.

“Jesus,” Janie gasped. “It barely fits him. I thought she’d blow him for a while, but it looks like she wants that dick in her right now.”

Indeed. Janie spoke the truth. My wife grabbed his cock with both hands and tried to force the man down between her legs. He stopped her.

“In the outside world,” he said. “I respect that you’re my equal in every way. In the bedroom, girl, I’m the boss.”

“That’s hot,” Janie whispered.

Jamal lifted higher and dropped his balls onto my wife’s lips. Piper opened her mouth and let them fall in. Her tongue worked his sack and his head fell back. Her expression told me she liked that he had taken charge. He made her paint his testicles with wide strokes of her tongue. He lifted higher still and my wife tongued his asshole. His cock was pulsating so hard it bounced. Only when he was ready did he slide back down her body and place the head at her entrance, the tip nudging her slick folds. Piper gasped. The moment she’d craved ever since she first saw the man, had finally arrived. Her head fell back, her eyes squeezed shut.

Janie hugged my leg. Piper grabbed a pillow and covered her mouth. Jamal braced his knees and elbows and lined himself up to penetrate.

“Do it,” Janie whispered. “Hurry up. Stop dragging it out.”

We watched his black ass flex.

“Wait!” my wife cried.

Jamal froze.

“Wait,” Piper repeated. “Bring it to me again.”

My heart sank. She’d come to her senses, realizing what she was about to do would violate the sanctity of our faithful marriage.

Jamal lifted himself over her and Piper pinched the edge of the condom with both hands, dragging the latex sheath down and off. She tossed it aside.

She was going to fuck him. She simply wanted to fuck him bare.

“You sure about that?” Jamal asked. “I’ve gotten a lot of wives pregnant.”

“I’m sure,” Piper said. “I want it. The man who fucks bare is one up on the man that fucks the same girl while wearing a condom. I want you to have me all the way. I want to have had you all the way. I want to feel your skin gliding along my skin, knowing we have truly become one.”

“What about the deal you made with your husband?”

“I’ll tell him what I did. He won’t like it. He’ll probably hate it. But I’ll let him know this will be the one and only time.”

Jamal laughed.

“Right,” he scoffed. “More like you’re going to fall in love with this big black cock and need it every day.”

Jamal leaned down and they kissed hot and passionate for long minutes. He shifted lower, bringing his stiff dick in line with her swollen pussy. My wife spread her legs even wider. Janie and I experienced a moment frozen in time: his black spear poised and ready before her pink and puffy pussy lips. He probed gently and then he began to ease forward. Piper grabbed his arms, her eyes growing wider by the second. Her face slowly melted into ecstasy.

“You like it,” he murmured.

All my wife could do was nod. Her hips rose on their own, eager to capture more cock. Her back came off the bed, but he just kept pushing more cock into her. Piper cried out, an involuntary sound that carried all the emotion and intense pleasure she was experiencing. I glanced at Janie and noticed she’d opened her robe, massaging and caressing those fantastic tits I’d always wanted to see. Piper made a strange mewling sound, like an animal, and I watched her body shudder, her back bow, her nails dig into Jamal’s arms. She gasped, closed her eyes tighter, and then suddenly thrust her hips.

“She’s cumming,” Janie croaked, disbelieving.

It was true. My wife was already orgasming over the cock she’d taken so far. My penis throbbed at the sight, precum oozing from the tip. I took my dick in hand and began to stroke. Janie reached lower to play with her pussy. Jamal took Piper’s wrists and held her down, anchoring her to the bed as he began to thrust.

I loved the sight. I fucking loved it. Piper was more of a sexual creature than I’d ever seen her be. She tossed her head as his cock pumped in and out. Her eyes flew open like she wanted to see this gorgeous black man towering over her, fucking her into the mattress, like she couldn’t believe she was actually doing it. Her legs left the bed and circled his waist. Her heels drove into his ass, forcing him to fuck her even deeper. This was primal. This was raw and animal and undeniable. My wife, the woman I loved, the woman I married, was surrendering herself completely to another man.

This was an aphrodisiac I couldn't explain. I felt a strange kind of thrill all the way down to my bones. I felt it in my mind. I felt it deep in my heart. I was the voyeur, the witness to her pleasure, her wild sexual self, her slutty, cock-loving scandalous spicy self. I watched Jamal’s muscles ripple across his body as he pumped his hips, a steady, rhythmic motion that drove Piper wild. I watched his bare-naked cock glide in and out, the instrument of her mind-boggling pleasure. She had no defenses against this man. This was total surrender. Her moans filled the room, low and deep, a symphony of pleasure.

I looked at Janie. She watched like I did, masturbating, empathetically attached to the woman we both loved. She rubbed her pussy and pinched her nipples and looked over at me at the last second, biting her lips and cumming hard. I had to release my dick or start spurting. Jamal moved like the skilled lover he was and only slowed once Piper’s climax began to fade.

He left my wife a melted wreck.

He continued to slow his thrusting until, finally, he stopped. Piper panted beneath him. Her eyes were closed, her chest heaving. He tried to withdraw his meat from her, but she flinched and gasped and clutched his arms to make him wait. She needed to feel him in there.

“Leave it in me,” she muttered. “Just for a little while.”

He moved to snuggle her, and after a few minutes, I watched her breathing slowly return to normal. She gave a nod and he pulled his thick, stiff cock out of her body. She slowly rotated in the bed, crawling lower to lick his balls and up the shaft to the head. He watched her pleasure his meat.

“You like that,” he said. “You like sucking a cock.”

“Piper means flute player,” she joked.

He chuckled.

“But yes,” she continued. “I love sucking cock. This black dick looks so manly, so masculine.”

He rolled onto his back and spread his legs, granting her full access to indulge her desires. She sucked, but she also studied his cock, so different from mine or any of the few others she’d experienced. She was fascinated by his girth, measuring his circumference with her fingers. She was fascinated by his color, holding the thing away to get the best view of his dark meat. I grew ever more aroused watching her play with him like that, so casually, yet with an expression of deep desire. Jamal was right. Piper was falling in love with his cock. It sounded absurd when I phrased it like that, but it was true. If I can be in love with Sydney Sweeney’s tits and Margaret Qualley’s face, if I can have an emotional reaction to Lalisa Manobal’s ass, then my wife can certainly fall in love with Jamal’s cock, especially considering what we now knew it could do to her, how it was capable of making her feel.

“I should go get Janie to help me with this monster,” she said. “I hate sharing you but I kind of owe her one and she loves dick as much as me. She’d be eternally grateful for turning her on to this one. Is that all right?”

Janie and I looked at each other, panicked.

We quickly retreated from the door. I stepped into the guest room again but felt like that wasn’t good enough so I then moved into the closet. I lost sight of Janie but listened closely.  I heard the muffled sounds of Piper and Jamal talking but then after a few minutes, nothing. I decided to risk coming out again.


Chapter 10

My heart fluttered against my ribs like a caged bird, each patter vibrating so much I was sure others could hear it. I stepped into the hallway and noticed the door had been moved. It was now open about an inch wider. I pressed my eye against the cold wall, wedging myself into the narrow gap between the door and the jamb. It was a sharp angle, but it was the only way I could see everything, and I wanted to see everything. I wondered briefly what had happened to Janie and whether she was still hiding, but then I caught a whiff of her perfume. She had passed this way moments ago. My mouth turned dry.

I peered into the bedroom.

I needed to see.

Janie had passed this way. She now stood beside the bed, shrugging her robe to the ground as Jamal feasted on her gorgeous tits. Piper was all smiles as she sat with her back to the headboard, watching her new lover and best friend get to know each other. Jamal’s black cock curved up from his pelvis like an ebony scimitar. The thing vibrated with each beat of his heart. 

Piper’s legs lay sprawled across the duvet, thrown wide open, exposing her swollen labia. I gawked at the curves of her breasts and the soft flat plane of her stomach. She looked like a queen surveying her kingdom, but her eyes were locked on that man’s big cock. She shared him because she knew she should, not because she wanted to. I saw jealousy in her eyes.

Jamal stood on his knees, bending his head to suck Janie’s breasts. He was a man cut from dark marble, hard and sculpted. I knew if things went wrong and I ever had to fight him, I would lose, lose, lose. He was a statue of cut muscle, his skin glistening with a sheen of sweat. Janie scooped her tits and offered them to his full lips. His cock nudged her pussy, and she glanced down at it and then at Piper. The two women shared a knowing smile.

“Don’t get used to it,” my wife warned. “He’s mine. I’m just sharing.”

Janie laughed.

“You’re married, bitch.”

“Shut the fuck up. So are you.”

They both laughed.

“Seriously though,” Piper added. “I will kick your ass.”

Janie locked eyes with her best friend and curled her fingers around Jamal’s cock. She tugged on him.

“Tell me, girlfriend,” Janie taunted. “Does it bother you when I do this?”

Jamal laughed.

“Girls. Please. I have enough for both.”

Everyone chuckled. Everyone, except me.

Janie sank to her knees, bringing his hard dick even with her face. He was a heavy slab of black meat that curved slightly upward, the slit at the tip already dripping with precum. Piper let out a soft, breathless sigh, her hand rising to her chest, her fingers gently toying with her nipple.

“I’ll allow you to fuck him,” Piper said. “But don’t even think about stealing his load. That belongs to me.”

My ears burned. Piper has never spoken this way. She loves making love, but this was something different. This was raw lust. Jamal dragged Janie onto the bed with them, and I watched, mesmerized, as Piper reached out, her hand trembling slightly as she brushed her fingertips against Janie’s cheek. It was an intimate gesture, a silent question. Janie looked up at Piper, her eyes wide and dark with desire, and then Janie returned her attention to the massive erection Jamal stroked with his fist. Jamal caught the look the women shared.

“You girls like girls?” he asked.

“I do,” Janie said. “Piper doesn’t like girls except for me.”

“I like dick,” Piper chuckled. “But Janie’s pussy is special.”

Janie bit her lip, her eyes locked now on Jamal’s hand as he worked his shaft up and down. She looked hungry.

"Come here," Jamal grunted, his voice deep and rough.

He kicked his legs out, settling onto the bed, the mattress dipping and creaking under his weight. He pulled Janie closer, his hand tangled in her hair. He forced her head down, but Janie didn't hesitate. She wrapped her lips around the head of the man’s cock, taking the first inch. She was a skilled little thing, more skilled than Piper, and she began to bob, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, a little more cock vanishing into her mouth each trip down. Jamal groaned, dropping his head back onto a pillow. Piper moved over him, kissing his lips as Janie began to suck his cock in earnest.

This was just about the sexiest thing I’d ever witnessed, made even sexier by the inclusion of my wife. Piper angled her head as she kissed him, eager to watch Janie suck. My wife looked like she wanted to join her friend, but she held back, content, for now, to be a spectator like me. She enjoyed the show as much as I did, maybe more.

"Take it all," Piper commanded. "Show us how much you love his dick."

Janie gasped for air, her lips swollen and red. She looked up at Piper, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

"He's so big, Pip. I need both hands with him."

Janie returned to sucking and Piper reached down, sliding her fingers into her pussy, masturbating to the sight of her best friend sucking big black cock. She was getting off on this.

Jamal quickly had enough. He wanted pussy. He shoved Janie backward and climbed over her, positioning himself between her spread thighs. He grabbed her ankles, lifting and pulling them farther apart, exposing her completely. He lined up his cock with her opening.

"Grab it," he told Piper. “Put it in her. Guide my cock into your best friend.”

My wife raised her finger, wagging it in his face, warning him.

“Do not cum in her,” she said. “That load is mine.”

“Yes ma’am,” Jamal said.

Piper grabbed Jamal just behind the head and rubbed his cock all around Janie’s opening. Then she surprised us all by leaning down and licking Janie’s slit. Janie moaned and lifted her hips, then lifted her head to watch. Piper moved her mouth to Jamal’s cock and sucked but quickly returned to Janie’s pussy.

I had to start jerking off again. This was all too hot.

After some back and forth, my wife placed the large dark head at Janie’s swollen labia and pushed, shoving the man into Janie. She ducked her head to lick her best friend again and then backed out, all the way to the headboard again, getting comfortable to watch.

Jamal thrust forward, burying himself deep inside Janie in one smooth, wet stroke. Janie cried out, her fingers deep in Jamal’s shoulders. Piper began masturbating again.

Jamal soon fucked Janie hard and fast. His hips slapped against hers and the sound echoed in the quiet room. He was relentless, a force of nature, and Janie his willing victim, her moans filled the air, mixing with Piper’s soft sighs. It was a concerto of pleasure. My dick pulsed in my hand, but I dared not cum. Piper would come back to me at some point, and I had to be ready.

My wife leaned forward, on elbows and knees, her face inches from Janie’s as Jamal fucked her. She caressed Janie’s breast, squeezing it gently as Janie bucked beneath him.

"Look at you," Piper murmured, her voice thick with arousal. "You look so good like this. You’re so pretty when you’re stuffed with black cock."

Janie’s eyes were glazed.

"You're so wet," Piper continued. "I can smell that sweet cunt from here."

Piper lowered her mouth and sucked Janie’s nipple. She rose up and kissed her and returned to her breast. My wife flashed her teeth and nibbled Janie’s nub and Janie gasped.

“Do that again,” she whimpered. “Make me cum.”

Their mouths met, a clash of lips and tongues, as Jamal stroked into the girl. Piper broke the kisses after a moment and focused on Janie’s nipples again, sucking and biting one and then the other, over and over. Janie’s cries of pleasure grew louder, came faster, and Jamal drove his cock like a piston.

My dick was hard as iron.

Piper eased a hand down Janie’s hot body until she found her friend’s clit. She rubbed as Jamal fucked and then Janie cried out, cumming hard. Piper flashed a hard look at Jamal to remind him to hold back and he nodded, understanding. Janie’s orgasm lasted a long time, and Jamal did all he could to extend it, stroking deep and smooth.

Finally, Janie punched his chest lightly and shoved him away. She rolled to her side and covered her face with her hands as his long snake slithered out of her soaked cunt. He was harder than ever, and Piper gawked at that throbbing pillar of dark meat.

My wife rolled onto her back, resting her head on Janie’s butt. She spread her legs at her hung lover and then with two fingers she spread her labia too. Her inner lips parted and I actually saw inside my wife. I gasped and let go of my dick.

“Fuck me,” she told the man. “Fuck my married pussy. Fill me with your hot, black man’s sperm.”

I stood in the dim hallway, my back pressed against the cool wood of the wall, holding my breath. The door to Janie’s bedroom may have only been cracked an inch or two, barely enough to let the sounds and heat of the room escape, but it was perfect for me. Without realizing it, I had been waiting for this moment all night, my cock aching with anticipation.

I smelled Janie’s body lotion, and Jamal’s cologne. I smelled the perfume Piper had put on for our date tonight. The bed creaked as Jamal walked his knees across the mattress, moving up between my wife’s legs. It was a sound that drove me wild. I knew exactly what was about to happen. Piper was ready for Jamal, that big, muscular stripper she’d first seen all those days ago.

I leaned closer, holding my eye to the gap.

Jamal lifted my wife’s legs behind her knees, resting her ankles on each of his muscular shoulders. His dark skin glistened with sweat from his efforts with Janie. His stiff cock bobbed as he moved, slowly approaching my wife’s waiting pussy. My breathing dropped to the bare minimum. I knew what I was about to see, but I doubted I was truly prepared to see it. Those large balls carried a lot of sperm and if I didn’t stop them, all that sperm would be going inside Piper. Janie had urged me to interrupt this madness, but I simply couldn’t bring myself to do it. The muscles in his dark arms coiled as he shifted his weight forward, rising over her. Piper smiled at him but then her eyes were drawn down, down to that missile between his legs.

"You're beautiful," Jamal rumbled, and we all heard how earnestly he meant it.

Piper let out a breathless sigh, her voice trembling.

"You're the one who's beautiful, Jamal. I’ve never seen a man like you in my life. Just look at all your gifts."

My wife reached for his cock, and he lifted his hips to place it in her hands. She tugged a few times but rapidly grew impatient, angling him lower, guiding him to her soaked cunt. She teased herself but only for a second or two. Then she tugged on him again, using his cock to split her labia and draw him in. Jamal took over, flexing his black ass and sliding his cock deeper. Piper gasped, her head gracefully falling back against the pillows. Her eyes fluttered shut, her mouth opened in a silent O. I saw her throat working as she swallowed hard, her face flushed a deep, heated red.

"God!" she cried out, her voice cracking.

I watched her face, drinking in her every expression. Her eyelids were fluttering, her lips swollen and parted. Her brows were drawn together in a look of intense concentration, and her mouth hung open as she struggled to catch her breath. She looked wild, untethered, completely lost in the sensation of accepting, again, his cock into her body.  She looked blissful. His dark skin against her pale skin was an erotic twist I hadn’t expected.

By now he was far enough forward that her legs bent back over her. He slipped them off his shoulders and she hooked them behind his legs. Jamal kept pushing until my wife lay there stuffed with hard black dick.

He began to pump his hips. The man had to be ready to cum. He’d been hard and fucking for a long time. He worked his hips back and forth and Piper quietly urged him on. He built speed and power until their bodies slapped. He slammed into her again, and again, harder and faster each time. His sweaty muscular body writhed between her wide-open legs. Piper jerked from each thrust. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, bunched them in her fists. She was moaning almost constantly now, a low sound that seemed to vibrate through her. Her hips bucked up to meet him, seeking more, needing more.

"Harder!" she grunted, her voice rising in pitch. “Make me feel it.”

“Give it to her,” Janie added, lifting her head to watch the action.

His muscles bulged as he pistoned in and out. The bed frame banged against the wall, a steady staccato rhythm that matched my own heartbeat. Piper writhed, her body undulating under him, her legs wrapped tight around his.

"I'm gonna cum!" she wailed, her head thrashing from side to side.

"Cum for me, Piper," Jamal commanded, his voice tight with exertion.

She cried out. Her back arched so sharply I thought she might hurt herself. Her hips bucked off the bed. Her body shuddered violently as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth opened in a scream without sound. She panted. Her chest heaved, sweat beading on her forehead and neck and running down between her bouncing tits.

Jamal groaned, thrusting fast, deep, and hard. He lowered his mouth to hers and they kissed intensely, tongues writhing. He grabbed her wrists and pinned her arms to the bed and then his head came up until his back arched and he stared at Janie’s ceiling.

“It’s coming,” he growled.

“Give it to me,” my wife hissed.

Jamal thrust several more times and then pushed his cock all the way in. His groan was loud and meaningful. He held himself buried for several bursts of sperm and then pumped rapidly a few times before fully burying himself again and delivering another massive gush of semen. Piper felt his interior explosions and clawed at his dark body. Her fantasies were coming true. That big black cock throbbed inside her, spitting buckets of sperm. Her body trembled. Her chest rose and fell as she struggled to catch her breath. She lay there with legs spread accepting everything he wished to give her. She closed her eyes as if in prayer. When his cock finally finished erupting, he lay on top of her, supporting his weight on his elbows. Her pale body almost disappeared under his.

Nobody moved. Nobody spoke. It was done. His seed swam inside her now and she smiled at the thought. Jamal tried to pull out but Piper stopped him. Their bodies lay merged as one for long minutes.

I pulled back from the door, my hand shaking as I reached down to adjust myself. Watching her like that, seeing her lose herself completely had filled me with so much lust I thought I would burst. I desperately needed to orgasm but dared not even touch my dick.

“You can join us now,” my weary wife said, her voice weak. “Tom? Baby? You can stop hiding. Come here. Join us on the bed.”

They knew all along?

My wife nudged Jamal and he pulled his hips away. His fat cock slipped and slithered out of her dripping pussy. Piper aimed her legs towards the door and opened them right at me, offering what I craved most in this world.

Then, Janie did the same. The women shared a kiss and held hands and aimed their swollen cunts right at me.


Chapter 11

I hesitated to step into the spotlight, but Piper and Janie were too enticing. Both? At the same time? My nuts clenched at the thought. I instantly presumed Janie had confessed everything after we fled down the hallway and she returned. I should have known better.

That my wife had known I was a Peeping Tom made everything even hotter. She had boldly said and done with Jamal exactly what she wanted.

I pushed the door wide open.

Jamal, thick black cock, wet and finally soft, draped across his muscular thigh, chuckled and waved me forward.

“Janie ratted you out, man,” he laughed.

“I’m glad she did,” Piper admitted, extending a welcoming hand to me. “The guiltfree sex was so much better.”

I approached the bed. I glanced at Jamal’s big slumbering cock, but that was mostly because I felt like I was walking by a sleeping lion. My gaze landed on Piper first, then floated over to Janie. They were, at this moment, under these circumstances, the two sexiest women to ever have lived. Thoroughly fucked and exhausted by orgasms, Janie’s pink nipples and puffy pussy lips momentarily distracted me from my wife’s bedraggled image, and what a sight Piper was. Everywhere my eyes roamed I saw the evidence of her infidelity. Sexy doesn’t begin to describe how good she looked. The crown jewel, of course, was her swollen and leaking pussy. Jamal had filled my wife to overflowing with hot sperm. She was an obscene and raunchy sight, and my dick grew even harder.

“Fuck us,” Piper said, making sure I understood her intentions.

“What about Rolf?” I asked.

“Rolf encourages me to do all kinds of things,” Janie said. “I just have to tell him what I’ve done. He loves it.”

I did not ask for an explanation. I studied the big bed. The sheets were tangled and damp, a testament to the heat that had been radiating from that spot for hours. My chest heaved slightly as I drew a deep breath. I had intended to go home and wait for Piper, and then make sweet, sweet love to my wife. This might be better. I stared at the ceiling, the air of the bedroom contrasting with the warmth still radiating from bodies close by. Piper watched me with big, hopeful eyes. Next to her, breasts rising and falling, pussy pointed my way, was Janie.

How did I get so lucky?

I tugged off my T-shirt and baggy shorts, letting my hard cock wave and sway in the warm bedroom air. Janie breathed shallow and light, eager to get her hands on me. We’d always shared a sexual tension and now, at last, our moment had come.

I shifted my gaze to the corner of the bed, where Jamal rested, grinning. The definition of his shoulders and the V-taper of his torso led down to rippled abs and narrow hips, so different from me. He was all corded muscle and self-confidence. His skin glistened with a sheen of sweat from his efforts fucking my wife and her friend. We’d all come a long way since the girls went out to a strip club. He knew he was the catalyst for this mess, this glorious, tangled mess of bodies in this king-sized bed.

The mood in the room was thick with unspoken permission. It was a chaotic arrangement, certainly, but one that felt right in the dim, heavy atmosphere of late night. Piper was my wife, my partner, the woman I loved, but right then she was warming a huge load of Jamal in her womb. Why did that turn me on so much? I stepped closer, taking my wife’s hand. She pulled me onto the bed.

"Can't leave a lady waiting," Jamal murmured, his voice a low rumble.

He leaned in and kissed Piper’s shoulder, a soft, lingering kiss that made Piper sigh. I watched them for a moment, the intimacy between them, the familiarity they now shared, and marveled at the power of sex. Just like that, they were bonded. My wife pushed away from her new lover and rolled forward. Her mouth closed over my erection, and I gasped loudly at the heat and slick wetness. Janie rolled closer too, and I moved as she lay on her back, lowering my sensitive balls to her mouth. Piper sucked my cock while Janie feasted on my nuts and I groaned. There was nothing like it. Two mouths aren’t twice as good. They’re a thousand times better. I opened my knees a little, setting my nuts on Janie, and held onto my wife’s bobbing head. I touched Piper’s cheek, my thumb tracing the line of her jaw. She leaned into my touch, her eyes closing for a brief second before opening again, filled with a dark, hungry desire.

“Fuck her,” my wife told me. “Fuck Janie.”

I kissed the top of Piper’s head, reluctant to end the waves of pleasure racing through me, but eager to get inside Janie.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes,” my wife answered.

“Time for me to go,” Jamal said, patting my shoulder.

I expected whining and crying and protests, but both women merely kissed Jamal and helped him stand. He dressed as Janie pushed away from me, moving higher on the bed and spreading her legs again. With Jamal she had stared at the man’s cock. With me, she stared me in the eyes. Our connection was real and intense. Piper moved close to her best friend and opened Janie’s legs wider. My wife reached for my cock and guided me in, kissing me fiercely as I sank into Janie’s hot, wet, and incredibly tight pussy.

“Everett,” Jamal said from across the room, and Piper turned to look at him. “That’s my real name. Everett.”

“Nice to meet you, Everett,” Piper said.

There was no greater proof of the real connection he felt with my wife than revealing his true name to her. Piper smiled gratefully at him. They locked eyes. An entire conversation flashed between them.

I knew then that this was not an ending. This was a beginning.

When Jamal left the bedroom, Janie barely glanced at him.

Piper steered my mouth to Janie’s offered tits. I was in Heaven. I knew Jamal was right. He predicted Piper would crave his cock, and I knew that was true. But with Janie beneath me and my loving wife by my side, I was fine with that arrangement.

End.
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