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CHAPTER 9

I arrived ten minutes early and the pretty girl behind the counter checked me in. I hung my clothing in a locker and proceeded to room five, lying face down on the table. Reggie, my masseur, beat me up for an hour. I left that room on wobbly legs. A short walk down a pristine hall and a sharp turn brought me to the huge sauna room. I entered through airlock doors and waited for my vision to adjust. The lighting was dim and the steam thick. The massage and sauna areas were gender specific, so I shed my towel, laid it flat to sit on, and dropped naked to the wooden slats. There were about a dozen men in there with me, all ages and all of us naked. I leaned against the wall and let the heat penetrate all the way to my bones. I closed my eyes. I heard guys come and go but I ignored them. I was relaxed. My body felt great. I wondered if Vivian would act on her horniness without me and my dick twitched. Steam hissed.

I opened my eyes. I’d dozed briefly. The room had more men in it now and more steam too. A dense fog obscured everything. The cloud was thicker against the ceiling leaving only our lower bodies partially visible. I thought again about Vivian and my eyes drifted onto the man seated farthest to my left. He was fat and round and pale, and his dick was a mushroom cap lost in a tangled mess of thatched dark pubic hair.  I moved on. The next guy was skinny to the point of frailty. He had little body hair and no muscle, but his dick was twice the size of the man next to him.

What the fuck was I doing?

I laughed to myself. How quickly I’d adapted to our new life. Vivian tells me she’s horny and soon I start sizing men up for her. Before our night with the surfers sitting in a room naked with other men would have left me mildly uncomfortable. Now I enjoyed myself. That night changed everything. That night even changed the way I view other penises. Before they were ugly little things to be avoided. Now they were possible toys for me to hand over to my wife. My view of the men attached to them had not changed, but my view of their organs certainly had. Surprisingly, I felt not an ounce of jealousy or worry. I had confidence in me and Vivian. It helped that we were on vacation thousands of miles from home. We’d never see these men again. Bean, Jelly, and Roscoe would all become distant memories and so would anyone else we found.

The next man had his legs crossed and sat turned away from me but the next man, mocha colored skin, with arms and legs covered with fine dark hair, sat with his legs spread and his thick snake of a cock resting on his towel. The heat had his big balls spread like they’d melted. His plump tube rested between them. Vivian had enjoyed Bean’s cock for his girth. I knew she’d enjoy this one for the same reason. I kept one eye on him while I continued my assessment of the sauna. It was a game to me now. A challenge to find someone Vivian would delight in. I had no intention of inviting anyone anywhere, but the game was fun.

I sat there sweating as new men entered and took a seat. Several departed. At one point several men in a row exited the sauna and the steam thinned enough for me to see the face of the well-hung man, but he was staring at the ceiling. I did notice a large butterfly tattoo on his shoulder. I looked at his cock again. His body was nothing special, other than the caramel color, but his dick was. The head had a flared crown that made it wider than the fat shaft behind. The skin was smooth except for a fat vein that ran along the side.

I checked again to see if his face was visible and discovered he stared right at me. He had an exotic look, like a mix of Islander and African, but with thinner lips and sharp cheek bones. He was handsome, I think, in an exotic way. He raised an eyebrow. I got rattled, realizing I stared, and he knew it.

I panicked. I pointed at his big dick and gave him a thumbs-up. I smiled. I nodded and made the gesture for okay. I felt like an idiot. A perverted idiot. He probably though I was gay. He grinned and looked away.

Minutes later, after a few more guys exited and the sauna was almost empty, he left his seat to come sit by me. I was instantly nervous. What if he was the gay one and liked my eyes on his dick?

“Trayvon,” he said, offering a handshake. “Call me Tray.”

“Edward,” I said. “Call me Eddie.”

“How’s your day going, Eddie?”

“Good. Did some shopping with the wife and later I’m going to dinner with my wife. The wife and I might see a movie after that.”

He chuckled.

“Relax, Eddie. I’m not gay.”

“Oh. Married?”

“Girlfriend, but she’s back in New York. I’m returning from a business trip and stopped at the islands for a few days. You?”

“Vacation. Two weeks. About halfway through.”

“Nice.”

We chatted. Simple social stuff. We talked about our favorite books and movies. Small talk, until the last guy departed leaving only me and Tray in the sauna.

“Why were you checking out my cock?” he asked, as soon as the door closed.

I considered denying everything but why? I’d never see this guy again.

“My wife, Vivian, and I are trying new things while on this vacation.”

He smiled broadly.

“New things like other men’s cocks?”

I cleared my throat.

“Sounds outrageous when you phrase it like that,” I chuckled, nervous.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve been invited a few times into other couples’ beds. Is that what you want?”

“I might. I don’t know if she’d want you.”

“But if she did, you’d step aside? Or were you looking at this dick for yourself?”

There was suddenly not enough air to fill my lungs. Tray moved quickly.

“No,” I protested. “I was looking for her.”

“You’d step aside and allow me to fuck your wife?”

My gaze dropped to his lap, landing on that thick tube. I didn’t mean to. That’s just where my eyes landed. He leaned back a little to help me take a good look.

“Maybe,” I croaked. “This is crazy. I have no idea what I’m doing. I’m sorry to bother you. Here you were just enjoying some nice steam and now I’m making things weird. I’m sorry.”

“Not weird, Eddie. Not for me. Big dicks are rare. I know I stand out.”

I smiled like a goofball.

“Is your wife pretty, Eddie? Don’t say you think she is. Tell me truly. Yes or no.”

“She’s beautiful. Sexy. Great body.”

“Nice ass? Pretty face? Nice tits?”

“All of the above. You’d like her.”

I couldn’t believe I was peddling Vivian to this man.

“I’d like to meet. There’s a bar on the beach. Castaway. They have a firepit on the lower level. See you both there around ten?”

I nodded. I couldn’t speak. Things were happening so fast. Big things. Radical, risky things.

“Excellent.”

He rose to his feet. Tray and I were still alone. My eyes darted to his dick again. I couldn’t stop myself. What was I doing? Could I truly hand Vivian over to this stranger? He started to wrap his towel around his waist and then caught me looking. He paused. He turned. He lifted his cock and tugged a few times. His fingers barely met around the barrel. I stared at it. He added his balls and lifted everything.

“Will she like what I have?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He was fucking with me. He released his cock and balls and let them hang under their own weight. He swayed his hips to give them motion. He lifted the shaft and slapped it like a policeman’s baton on his other palm, smack, smack, smack.

“She’ll like my cock?” he asked again.

I cleared my throat. Vivian would love his dick.

“Yup,” I croaked. “Yes. Yes, I believe she would. She will. We’ll see. She may chicken out. Maybe just a few drinks and then bedtime. Who knows?”

Tray knew. His cocky smile was half sneer. His eyes held supreme confidence. He had no muscle, his smooth body was out of shape, but you’d believe he was an Olympic athlete based on his confidence.

“Maybe don’t tell her everything,” he said. “In fact, tell her nothing. I can grab a seat near you, and we can pretend our meeting is pure happenstance. That way if Vivian and I don’t click, I wander away and nobody’s feelings get hurt.”

“You mean if my wife is actually ugly you aren’t stuck.”

He laughed out loud.

“There is that, yes.”

“How many times have you done this?” I asked.

“How many times have you?” he countered.

“Once. One time, and that was pure luck. We were high as kites.”

That seemed to please him. He wrapped the towel around his waist.

“See you around ten,” he said.

“How many times have you?” I asked again.

He didn’t answer. I called after him.

“Tray? How many times have you?”




CHAPTER 10

I suggested drinks by the water and Vivian loved the idea. Castaway was made to look like a shelter someone stuck on a desert island would build. Pieces of a wrecked ship nailed together with driftwood and palm fronds. There was a bar, a firepit ringed with chairs, and a small cove where the seawater came right up to your seat. Vivian had worn a lovely shimmering gown, so we opted for the firepit. We talked about everything except Bean and the boys. Now, days later, we were still unsure what all that meant to us. We might still be in shock. Neither of us regretted what we’d done, but we were not yet comfortable speaking freely about what we’d done. We were on vacation, and being on vacation somehow changed all the rules. Our lives might revert to our old ways as soon as we get home.

I felt guilty keeping my meeting with Trayvon from her, but I rationalized it like I would a surprise birthday party. It was in her own best interest, so that made it okay.

I was taking a sip of chardonnay when Trayvon approached, his hand and wrist wrapped in a bandage. He asked Vivian if the seat near her was taken, and she told him to help himself. He did, struggling with the empty chair a little. She turned to me and mouthed oh my god, which meant she thought Tray was handsome.

If only you knew what was in his pants, I thought.

Viv and I continued our conversation. I wondered how Tray would inject himself. I soon found out. The waiter brought Tray a bottle of wine and a glass, and Tray fumbled with the bottle until Vivian noticed.

“Can I help you with that?” my wife asked.

Tray raised his bandaged wrist.

“I’m sorry, yes. Too much tennis. Doc says I can’t use it for a few days.”

That was it. That was all he needed. Viv got up to help and he asked where she was from and complimented her earrings. Vivian was instantly friendly. She asked him a few questions too and then invited him to join our table. Smooth. She pulled his chair around, placing herself between us. She poured more wine in his glass.

He controlled the conversation, but not in any way you’d notice. He always circled around to Vivian again, asking for her opinion on things, listening closely, laughing at her jokes. He melted her. I saw the glow build in her eyes. What she didn’t know was that each time she looked away, at me or out to sea, Tray grinned at me like a hungry wolf. Wine flowed and so did the conversation. Our glasses never emptied. Eventually, the man excused himself to use the restroom.

“I can’t help you with that,” Vivian joked.

“Just when I really need you.”

He smiled at her, and their eyes met and held. Tray moved on, headed for the restroom. Vivian waited until he was far enough away, then turned to me.

“Wow. That man is incredibly attractive.”

“Handsome?”

“More than handsome. Gorgeous, but in an atypical way. Not movie star handsome. Tray has a nice face and amazing eyes but it’s his masculine manner, his confidence combined with his kindness and intelligence. What a babe.”

I wrestled with my decision. Did I truly want a man like that to make love to my wife? She was obviously interested in more than mere sex with him.

“Is he the kind of man you want to have sex with?”

She laughed.

“Every woman wants to have sex with that man, HoneyBear. At first, I thought he was a handsome stud you found for me but it’s obvious you never met him.”

I said nothing. No need to lie to her face. I glanced at the restroom and saw him coming our way again.

“You can if you want,” I blurted.

Her eyes went wide.

“I can fuck him?” she asked, stunned. “Tell me honestly. Are you saying I can have sex with that man?”

“I think so.”

“Don’t waffle, Honey. Yes, or no?”

My stomach flipped.

“Yes.”

Her hand dropped to the table.

“OH MY GOD,” she said, thunderstruck.

Did I doubt what I was doing? Yes. Yes, I did.

“I can’t believe this,” Vivian muttered, suddenly nervous. “I was joking when I told you to find me a guy. I never thought you’d actually do it. I’m not even sure I wanted you to do it. I thought the guys on the beach were almost certainly a one-time thing and I was okay if that were true.” She glanced over her shoulder at an approaching Trayvon. She took a gulp of wine with a trembling hand. “Are you sure, Honey?”

“No,” I croaked.

My wife rolled her eyes.

“Goddamn it, Eddie.”

Tray drew too close to continue our conversation. Vivian smiled at him. He sat and their conversation resumed. A younger couple took a table nearby. She was pretty, with shoulder-length black hair, and still wore a small bridal veil from her recent wedding. Her man had a military haircut. T

“Congratulations,” Tray said.

“Thank you so much,” The new husband replied.

The young wife beamed joy and adjusted her lace veil.

“Come join us,” Tray continued, locking his gaze on the young wife. “Let us treat you to drinks. It’s the least we can do for young love.”

The wife was rising from her seat, drawn into Tray’s eyes, before the husband could decide. I hurried to prepare a place for them at our table. They sat and introduced themselves as Rita and Neal. They’d married only an hour ago.

“Neal ships out soon,” Rita said. “We wanted to make it official before he left for six months.”

They were so in love, gazing at each other with incredible fondness. I ordered another round of drinks, and the waitress carded them. They were barely legal, and we teased them about it. The conversation zipped all around the table with everyone contributing, but it was Tray that held control. He was the teacher and we, his students. Rita became as smitten with the man as my wife. He was fantastically charming. I studied the ladies’ faces and learned they were enthralled. Then I remembered what this man had hidden in his pants and grew alarmed. He could ruin a marriage before it even got started. Tray kept the waitress busy, and we were all soon buzzed.

Rita and Vivian excused themselves for a trip to the restroom and I noticed a gorgeous Asian woman speak to them briefly before continuing on her way. Did she warn them about Tray? The girls were gone for a short time and then returned, holding each other’s arm and laughing like old friends as they crossed the distance. Our conversation resumed. I wondered what our next step would be.

“Let’s take this back to my suite,” Tray suggested after a while.

Everyone agreed except Neal, who stated he wanted to spend some private time with his new bride, but he quickly caved to group pressure. I admit a lecherous urge had taken root in me. I wondered if Tray would somehow violate the sanctity of their betrothal. Some lewd and vulgar part of me wanted to see that.

We paid our tab and headed inside the resort.

Soon we were seated inside his huge suite on a U-shaped couch that circled a massive chunk of marble which served as a coffee table. Do not bang your toes on this thing in the dark. Giant paintings adorned the walls. All the furniture was oversized, like it had been built for professional athletes.

“This suite must have cost a fortune,” I said.

“It was all they had available when I arrived,” Tray explained. “That’s what I get for poor planning.”

The women took seats on each side of Trayvon while Neal and I found spots on the long arms of the couch. Neal glanced at me nervously. Did he feel his new bride slipping from his grip? I certainly felt that way about my wife. Tray was exotic and interesting and charming and sexy. Add wine to that mix and any woman would be tempted. I paid little attention to what was said until Tray shocked me from my musing.

“Then kiss her,” he told Vivian. “You think she’s hot and you’re right, she is. No man here will mind. Kiss her. Neal will appreciate you getting his lovely new bride all hot and bothered for their wedding night.”

Vivian and Rita stared at each other, both with a mischievous and naughty look in their eyes. All that wine had finally hit home.

“The men won’t care. Am I right, men? You don’t care if your sexy woman kisses another sexy woman. Hell, it only makes them hotter.”

“I’m fine with it,” I said, because I was.

Rita was pretty. I’ve never seen Vivian kiss another woman. Vivian has never kissed another woman. I wanted to see that very much.

“Sure,” Neal mumbled, not sure at all.

Vivian gave me a look like she was about to jump off a cliff and plunge into the warm sea. She grinned, and then lifted Rita’s chin to tilt the woman’s face. Time slowed as my wife descended and pressed her soft lips to this other woman’s mouth. Rita’s body rose, lust surging. She moaned and my wife did too.

“Beautiful,” Tray said.

I expected Vivian to be the aggressor, but Rita was. Already horny in anticipation of her wedding night and the consummation of their vows, Rita lifted a gentle hand to Vivian’s large breast, caressing my wife through her dress.

No further encouragement was necessary. The women had found each other attractive from the moment they’d met. The kissing built into touching and then Rita slipped her hand under Vivian’s dress. My wife’s moan skewered us all. She attacked Rita with a heightened lust, freeing the young bride’s smaller breast and fastening her mouth to the button nipple. Rita looked stunned but did not retreat. Vivian took that as an okay and moved higher over the young woman’s body. My wife found the zipper and opened the side of Rita’s dress and quickly had the garment shoved around her waist. The lacy bra went next. Neal looked ready to freak out when his wife’s tits were exposed. Vivian dove on those breasts, licking and sucking and nibbling until she had Rita groaning with desire. The new husband glanced at me and Trayvon to determine our reaction to the unveiling of his wife but whatever he saw in us was not enough to demand a stop.

Vivian wanted more.

My wife kissed and caressed Rita all over as she quickly worked to undress the beautiful girl. She left the veil in place because it was pretty but stripped Rita of everything else. I marveled at the younger woman’s bald vulva; her sweet pussy prepared for her wedding night.

“Girl on girl is not cheating,” my wife mumbled.

I wondered if she was reassuring Rita or reassuring herself. Perhaps she said it for us, the three men watching. Whatever. It was exactly what Rita needed to hear. The young bride threw herself at Vivian’s clothing and soon stripped my wife. What a glorious sight. There’s nothing threatening at all to me about Vivian with another woman. When Vivian kissed a trail down Rita’s writhing body and then planted her mouth on the girl’s pussy, I felt only lust, no jealousy. My eyes were glued to the sight. Neal and Trayvon too.

“I don’t know about you,” Tray told Neal and me. “But I find my tight clothing suddenly uncomfortable.”

I turned to look at him, but Neal did not. Tray shed his clothing rapidly, including the bandage, down to his boxers. I held my breath as those came off, revealing his heavy meat swinging.

“We’ll just watch the women,” he promised.

Yeah. Right.

Neal finally remembered that the room had other people in it and some of those people were saying and doing things. He turned his attention our way, ripping his eyes away from his wildly sexy wife. His expression was pure disbelief. Rita had stunned him. Then his gaze came around and landed on Tray’s big veiny cock hanging and a transformation took place. I’ve never seen a man submit so fast and so willingly.

“Are you going to fuck her?” he croaked. “Are you going to fuck Rita?”

Vivian heard and her attention swung our way. She saw Trayvon naked and then his bare cock and she closed her eyes. She returned her mouth to Rita’s bald pussy. Neal turned to me. Trayvon hadn’t answered him.

“Is he going to fuck her?” he asked. “Is Tray going to fuck my wife?”

I looked at the two women. Rita heard and finally noticed naked Tray. Her eyes grew big. She ran her gaze up and down the man and then rested a hand on the back of my wife’s head. Vivian laughed.

“You just gushed,” my wife told Rita. “Your pussy is sopping.”

“Have you seen him?” Rita mumbled. “He’s magnificent.”

“Yes,” I answered Neal. “Tray is going to fuck your wife.”

I began to undress. Tray was right. This was something that was best viewed naked and besides, my growing erection was starting to become uncomfortable. To my surprise, Neal stripped too, proudly displaying his somewhat undersized erection. He gripped his dick in one hand and watched Vivian eat his wife. He looked shocked by it all but caught up in the wildness. He began to jerk himself. I took my hard dick in hand too. Vivian looked so sexy eating young pussy. Strangely, neither Neal nor I made a move towards our wives.

Rita reached out to Trayvon.

Tray stroked his big cock with both hands, slowly up, slowly down. He wasn’t fully hard yet, but he was getting there. He approached Rita, resting his heavy cock on her open palm. She closed her fingers around the shaft, testing the thickness, and that seemed to shock her back to awareness.

“Neal?” she whined. “What’s happening, Baby? What should I do?”

Neal was enthralled. That young man was being exposed to something that triggered every erotic feeling he’s ever had. His expression told me he had shared this fantasy once or twice with his lovely new bride but never expected to encounter such a moment in real life, and especially not on their wedding night.

“You look sexy, Honey,” he answered.

“Is Tray going to fuck me?” she asked.

Poor Neal couldn’t answer. He nodded vigorously. Rita pulled on Tray’s thick meat and the man stepped closer, dangling his fat snake over Rita’s face.

“God,” she whimpered. “What do I do?”

Vivian moved higher and grabbed Tray just behind the plump head. She tugged his cock to Rita’s mouth, brushing her lips with the tip. She mashed the spongy head against Rita’s mouth and the girl caved, parting her lips and allowing the mocha-colored python to enter. Tray flexed his hips and forced several inches in, and Rita choked, eyes wide.

“Suck on it,” Vivian said.

Rita stopped thinking for herself and simply obeyed. She pulled her head back, stretching Tray’s cock, and then worked her lips farther down the shaft. Neal was jerking his cock fast, eyes glued to his new wife. Vivian ducked under to tongue the dark hanging balls and Tray sighed.

“Heaven,” he chuckled.

I took a step back, taking the whole scene in. I touched Neal on the shoulder. He turned. I pulled him away.

“Let’s give them to him,” I quietly suggested. “Let’s hand him our wives.”

This wasn’t for us, the husbands. This was for Trayvon and our wives. The man had a powerful sexy aura about him, and our women couldn’t resist, but the truth is, I didn’t want Vivian to resist. Now that it was happening again, just like our night with the surfers, I saw the hotness, I saw Vivian’s rampant sexuality. I might feel shitty about things tomorrow, but right now I wanted to watch her do this.

“All right,” Neal conceded.

Tray held his cock over our women and watched them work. His dick soon gleamed from their saliva. They licked and sucked every inch, worshipping the man. Neal and I took another step back. Neal jerked his dick like he was eager to ejaculate, and I warned him to slow down.

“This could be a long night,” I said.

He watched Rita closely. He glanced at naked Vivian a few times, but his eyes were all about his wife and that big mocha cock. He looked like he wanted to suck it too, but I doubted Tray would allow that. Neal moaned softly when Rite gobbled the fat head and sucked hard.

“Fuck her, Trayvon,” he said. “I want to see that big cock go in.”

Rita moaned enthusiastically.

“You’re sexy, Baby,” he told his wife. “So sexy right now. I think you’d look good being fucked. You’ll look even sexier being fucked. I want to see it. Do you want him to fuck you, Baby? Do you want that big dick?”

Rita continued to suck but slowly spread her legs.

“There’s your answer,” I told him.

Vivian took Rita’s open legs as an invitation and left Tray to begin eating the young bride again. Tray took those open legs as an invitation too, but not to fuck Rita. He took his now stiff member away from the bride and moved behind my wife. I hurried to a new spot to see them better. Vivian didn’t realize what was coming until it was too late. Tray knelt behind her and lined his slick cock up with her slit. He pushed half his dick into her with one motion. Vivian groaned loudly and lifted her butt, encouraging him to sheath more, which he did. Vivian’s head lifted higher with each inch he drove deep. His balls moved relentlessly towards her pussy as his fat cock filled her and then they stopped when he pressed her cervix. He flexed his ass and Vivian groaned but her tunnel was filled. She could take no more.

Tray refused to be denied. He grabbed Vivian’s ass to hold her in place and tried to push his cock deeper, applying relentless pressure. Slowly, her cunt began to accept him. My wife groaned as his fat cock gradually crept deeper.

“So much dick,” she mumbled. “God. Fill me.”

She’d never felt anything like that man inside her. Tray held himself steady, constant pressure, forcing her body to take him. Vivian closed her eyes and slowly tilted her head back, pleasure building as he stretched her in every direction inside.

Finally, the last bit of cock glided through her opening. Tray held still, savoring the astonishing tightness encircling his inches. He began to move with small thrusts, launching waves of pleasure though my wife. He built speed and Vivian began to lose her mind. His balls soon crashed into her clit on every thrust. Her breathing turned chaotic, and she braced herself against the couch.

“I’m—!” she gasped “I’m gonna—!”

Vivian crumbled as a massive orgasm ripped through her. She dropped her head to Rita’s pussy and laid there, lost to the waves smashing into her. She moaned and gasped and cried out in blinding pleasure. Rita stroked her head to comfort her. Tray pumped his cock smoothly in and out. Her pussy clung to him like taffy. When her orgasm finally peaked and receded, Tray eased his cock out of her and shoved her aside. He stood over Rita, his wet and pulsating cock towering above this new bride.

“What are you going to do to me?” the girl whimpered.

Tray aimed his gaze at a wiped-out Vivian. Rita looked at her too. Then the new bride looked at her husband. Neal was all in, jerking his cock and licking his lips.

“Can I?” she asked her man. “It’s our honeymoon night. It was supposed to be you. Can it be this man instead?”

“Yeah,” was all Neal could manage through a strangled throat.

“Baby,” Rita pleaded, distraught, concerned. “Are you sure? I’m giving it to him? Are you sure? Tonight was supposed to be me and you. This can never be undone.”

Neal gurgled something unintelligible and nodded several times. Rita swung her attention to Tray and that menacing spear of wet succulent meat. She spread her legs wider, offering her pussy, but Tray walked up between her thighs and stretched his cock for her mouth again. Rita studied Vivian’s pussy juice all over the thing and quickly made up her mind, opening her mouth and slipping the plump head onto her tongue. Neal groaned. Tray placed his hands on the bride’s head and pulled her mouth farther down his cock. She couldn’t handle much but watching her struggle to take all she could rendered the moment incredibly erotic. She moved her hands to his caramel ass and pulled his hips closer, choking on his stiff dick.

“Go lick her pussy,” I told Neal. “She’ll need to be soaked to handle him.”

“My God,” Neal muttered, inflamed by the thought. “This is better than I ever imagined. I can’t believe it’s truly happening.”

“I kind of felt the same way,” I said. “Our first time.”

He left my side to crouch between her wide-open legs. He ducked his head between Tray’s thighs, rising to tentatively lick Rita’s cunt. He tugged his wife’s legs, bringing her pussy to the edge of the couch. He buried his tongue and began to lap her pussy juices like honey.

When Tray was ready to fuck her, he gave no warning. He simply stepped back and plunged his cock into the same pussy that now held Neal’s tongue. Neal tried to move aside, but was too late, sharing the same cunt. Tray pumped that tunnel several times, forcing his fat cock in, gliding along Neal’s wiggling tongue. Rite moaned loudly at the fantastic sensation and the new husband stayed put. Tray fucked the sexy young bride and Neal pleasured them both. Rita arched her back, overcome by both men moving inside her at the same time. When Tray withdrew, he dragged his big mocha balls and heavy throbbing shaft across Neal’s cheek and tongue. The young husband welcomed the humiliation, shuddering and almost climaxing.

“Come back,” Rita panted, begging. “Put it inside me again.”

Tray moved closer.

“Grab my cock,” he told Neal. “Put me inside your woman.”

Neal used both hands to aim the man, parting her labia with the tip before shoving the cock deep. Tray grabbed Neal’s head and forced his face into Rita’s crotch. He stared at Tray entering Rita’s bald cunt. He hesitated only a moment before wedging his head farther, sucking and licking Rita’s pussy and clit while Tray began to saw his big cock in and out. Neal had lost any hesitation concerning Tray’s penis.

They would never forget this honeymoon night.




CHAPTER 11

Sometime later, Tray sat on the couch and Neal sat next to him. The new husband held the man’s fat cock straight up with one hand, while maneuvering his new bride’s hips with the other, trying to bring them together. Rita still wore her veil as she straddled Tray and gazed down at the large pole getting closer to her opening. She bit her lip. Neal was diligent, aiming Tray, steering that throbbing piece of meat towards Rita’s penetration. Vivian and I sat and watched.

“Will you do that for me?” she asked, casually playing with my cock.

I studied Neal. He concentrated on the task, enjoying the thick and pulsing cock in his hand. Rita’s labia made contact and began to blossom around the tip. She eased herself lower. Neal helped guide him in. She sucked air, ready, eager.

“If that’s what you wanted,” I said. “But I’d rather not touch another man’s cock, if you don’t mind. I’d do it if it turned you on, but I have no desire for it.”

She cuddled closer.

“No,” she said. “I won’t ask you to. I think it’s beautifully submissive and sexy as hell, but I won’t ask you to do it. It’s not your thing. I just love the way it demonstrates how Tray’s penis rules us all. Neal likes it.”

“He does,” I agreed. “I thought he might suck it a little first.”

Vivian got a look in her eyes.

“No,” I stated. “Don’t even go there.”

“It would be hot,” she said. “It would turn me on.”

“It’s only hot when you do it. I don’t like gay sex.”

“Baby, just imagine sucking a soft cock, making it hard and slick, getting it ready to fuck me. You don’t think that’s sexy? I think it’s sexy. Think about it.”

“No. I don’t need to. You know I’ll do almost anything for you but that goes too far. It’s just not me.”

We returned our attention to the threesome unfolding on the huge couch. Moments ago, Rita had straddled Tray and Neal had reached in to spread his wife’s labia, opening her to Tray’s advance. The young woman eased her hips lower, enveloping Tray in warm, wet flesh. She closed her eyes and let her weight carry her down his stiff shaft, ecstasy twisting her expression.

“She sells that cock well,” Vivian muttered. “I can almost feel what she feels.”

I knew my wife wanted Tray again. I knew the man would be inside her again before this night ended and we returned to our room.

Rita settled her cunt and then leaned over to kiss him. Neal leaned back, no longer needed. After a moment, he left the couch to come sit with us. We watched Rita fuck herself on Tray.

“That’s so hot,” Vivian said. “You’re a lucky man. Pretty Rita is so hot.”

“Do you truly think so?” Neal asked, tormented. “I think she is, but it leaves me feeling weird. Am I weak? Am I perverted? Is something wrong with me? What man allows his wife to fuck another? Am I a shitty husband?”

“Not at all,” Vivian assured him. “A man that wants to make his wife happy can never be a shitty husband. Eddie has twice allowed me to have sex with other men. If your marriage is solid, and Rite wants a guy, there’s no reason not to let her have him. Is your marriage solid?”

“Yes. We’ve been together since senior year of high school. But my worry is that in a few days, I’ll go away for six months. Did we open this door at the wrong time? No way she stays faithful while I’m away.”

“Tell her she doesn’t need to. Tell her to send you videos of her lovers to jack off to. Think about the sex you’ll have with her when you get home. You’ll go wild on each other. She’ll have so much to tell you.”

“I should let her fuck around while I’m gone?”

“I would,” Vivian continued. “Either it makes things better, or it ends the marriage before you’ve invested too much time. It’s harsh, but it’s the truth. You can get on with your life or you and Rita can have animal sex night after night. Trust me, you want a wife that fucks around. Just ask my husband.”

“Is that true?” he asked me.

“It is. Before this vacation I had no idea it would be hot to watch Vivian get fucked. It’s intense. It leaves me dizzy. But I love it.”

Rita moaned and we all turned our attention back to the couch. She ground her hips, slowly shaking her head, riding him. I tried to picture how far up into her body that mocha cock went. Jesus. She looked lost in euphoria. Her pleasure built slowly and then spiked all at once. This orgasm wiped her out and she slithered off Tray like melting butter.

“I need some of that,” Vivian said, after a minute.

My wife left us to stand by the couch. She straddled Tray and turned to look over her shoulder at me.

“Well?” she teased. “You saw how it should be done.”

I went to her and sat on the couch, gazing up at her delicious womanly body. My stiff dick poked up from my lap. Tray’s stiff cock lay on his stomach, sparkling with Rita’s wetness. I knew what Vivian wanted and while there was no way I was going to suck the thing, I knew she’d get off on me holding that dick like Neal had. I circled the base of Tray’s cock with my fingers and stood the man upright. I placed a hand on her hips to guide her down, bringing them together. My mind reeled at the sight. The cock in my hand was a cannon, a weapon, a meaty spear about to pierce my wife. All at once I saw with perfect clarity the raised and pulsating veins, the flared head, the potent drop of precum sitting on the slit at the tip. I was about to ease this monster into my loving wife. I felt dizzy.

“Last chance to suck it,” she teased.

Trayvon laughed.

Vivian began to lower her pussy. The gap grew smaller and smaller. My breathing turned ragged. My mind could not grasp what I saw. I was giving her to him. I was literally giving my beloved wife to this man.

I was as much a slave to my desires as Rita and Vivian were to Trayvon, or Vivian had been to Bean and Roscoe and Jelly. My wife and I had stumbled upon something while trying to solve the puzzle of her boss. We’d burst into a new world, a dangerous and exciting world. Most astonishing was the revelation that these lusts had been inside us all along, hidden, living side by side with things we knew. What else was in there that I knew nothing about?

My gaze dropped to the fat cock in my hand.

What else was in my head that I knew nothing about? How many mysteries about ourselves do we take to the grave because chance and opportunity never conspire to bring them to the surface?

I steadied his dick as she drew closer and then the tip split her labia. I gasped. His cock was hot and throbbed gently in my hand. Vivian eased lower and her pussy lips enveloped the head and crawled down his shaft. Tray groaned at the hot tight fit. Vivian gasped.

Now that the head was snuggly buried, I took his hands and placed them on her breasts. I moved behind her, my stiff penis standing up and wobbling, and pushed down on her hips, impaling her on his cock.

I needed to cum so badly I couldn’t see straight.

“Would you let my husband suck your dick?” Vivian asked Tray.

“Anything you want, Babe,” he said. “If it feels good, do it.”

“Next time,” she muttered, losing herself to the thick cock moving deeper.

I sat back to watch Vivian take over. My wife used Tray. She rode that fat dick slowly, grinding her cunt down on his inches. She took from him all the pleasures his big dick could provide. She fed Tray her tits and reached behind to fondle his large balls and stole for herself every ounce of pleasure that large penis could deliver. She orgasmed, then soon orgasmed again. She grabbed her tits and roughly tweaked the nipples. She reached back for his scrotum again and looked at me.

“If only we’d discovered this years ago,” she said.

I understood.

She lifted her hips and pulled her pussy off him. She quickly changed positions, sitting on his cock again but this time with her back to him. She hefted his heavy balls.

“Come feel them,” she told me. “Feel their weight. They’re so big. Bigger than any of my surfer boys. Bigger than yours too, Honey.”

This was a compromise I was willing to make. She was turning herself on, talking dirty, pushing the envelope. I wouldn’t shut her down. I moved between his knees and took his ball sack from her. She was right. His testicles were large and heavy.

“I’m going to make him give me every drop he has in those,” she said, gleefully. “Look at me while I’m fucking him. I’m going to make him cum. Keep his balls in your hands. I want you to look into my eyes when he begins to shoot. I want you to feel his balls jump and twitch while he fills me with cum.”

A battle raged in my skull. So much about her idea left me hotter than hell. I was uncomfortable with another man’s testicles in my hands, so I told myself to imagine I was a doctor giving an exam. Vivian began to drag her pussy up and down his length, polishing his pole with her cunt, coaxing the huge load he’d carried all night up and out.

I wanted that. I wanted him to fill my wife with sperm. Just the idea left me trembling and wildly turned on. I cupped his nuts and lifted a little to hold their weight. Vivian kept her eyes locked on mine and as she fucked this man faster and faster. Her expression changed into this beautiful mask of agony and ecstasy. His thick hard cock stretched her and stuffed her. She was chasing his load now with no regard for her own pleasure, which is why she surprised herself with a sudden orgasm moments later. She whimpered and moaned but continued to fuck his hard shaft, continued to keep her eyes on mine.

“It’s coming,” Trayvon mumbled.

Vivian threw herself down his meat, desperate now to get him off and share that moment with me, her loving husband.

“He’s getting bigger,” she whimpered, eyes wide open now. “He’s swelling inside me, Honey.”

I felt it too through my palms. His balls were hot coals, tight and hard. His heartbeat pulsed through the thin skin.

“Unngh!” he grunted. “Yeah. Vivian! Take it!”

My wife looked at me with a crazed desperation, drowning in the reality of fucking another man in front of me, of accepting his huge load of hot sperm in front of me, of sharing this insane moment with me, and knowing I also experienced everything through the pulsating of his balls. It was too much. Vivian’s voice cracked as she cried out, another orgasm shattering her body and her mind. My stiff dick throbbed and ached as I felt surge after surge of steaming semen leave his nuts to race up the long shaft and into her. This was the most erotic moment of my life.

He came a lot. I lost Vivian to her climax and focused my attention on Tray’s convulsing nuts. He spit again and again and again until his semen leaked around the fat shaft and dripped to the floor. Vivian fell backward against him, and he cupped her breasts. Her legs spread wider in this position, and I saw the glorious mess he’d made of her cunt, a cunt that clung to him like it loved him.




CHAPTER 12

Turbulence rocked the flight home. Vivian pretended to be afraid and hid her head under a blanket while hugging me. In truth, she sucked my cock. We were both insatiable since that night with Trayvon.

This morning, I stood out of sight while Vivian took selfies of her naked body. She sent them to her boss, and he returned the favor with more pictures of his erection. Unimaginative, yes, but fine with Viv. She now knew how good that big cock was going to feel. She knew she’d fuck Edward and be glad she did. She knew she’d land the Charles account and probably many more.

“An office affair sounds like fun,” she’d said.

I’d agreed. She’d called Kit to explain our plan. Her best friend was skeptical but intrigued and wanted to know all the details as they occurred.

Vivian opened her mouth wide and eased my erection to the back of her throat. She’s gotten so good at sucking cock. Some women suck the dick to please the man. Some women suck the dick to please themselves. Vivian was now fully and irrevocably one of those. Our surfer friends had started the ball rolling, but Trayvon had given it speed. My dick head nestled between her tonsils, and she left it there, savoring the gently throb. A flight attendant stopped by to check on us and I told her Vivian had fallen asleep. She looked at the mound that was my wife’s head under the blanket and her eyes turned skeptical, but she smiled and nodded and moved on to the next passenger.

Vivian bobbed with almost agonizing slowness. Sometimes all she did was swallow and let her mouth and throat muscles do the work. I fought to control myself. The sensations were intense.

The woman sucking my cock on this flight back to the States was not the same woman I’d left with. Our efforts to navigate the treacherous waters around her boss had eased us into the encounter with the kind and playful surfers, and they’d laid the foundation for what happened next with Trayvon. I’d learned that while Vivian had plenty of interest in sex, she lacked the skills and experience to make what she wanted to happen. We’d learned a lot on this vacation. I wasn’t the same man flying home either. I heard her phone buzz under the blanket and felt her shifting around. I saw the glow from the screen.

“Wha du fuk?” she exclaimed, pushing me out of her mouth.

She sat up, covering my exposed dick with the blanket. She smoothed her hair, wiped around her mouth, and read again the text she’d received. She read it again. She turned the phone towards me. The message was from her friend, Kit.

Your boss has been arrested! It’s on the news! Twenty-seven counts of sexual assault! They are asking other women to come forward. The office had been closed. You are out of a job, Baby-Girl! I’m so sorry!

Like Vivian, I read the message twice.

“Fuck,” I said.

Vivian was distraught.

“Everything we did was for nothing!” she snarled. “I have no job, no Charles account. Nothing. I came home from vacation to start looking for work. Goddamn it. Bean. Jelly. Roscoe. Tray. I never needed to do anything with any of them.”

She threw herself against my chest, burying her face in the crook of my neck. I hugged her, comforting my wife, holding her as she gradually calmed. She slid lower, returning to her earlier position with her head in my lap. I covered her and looked out the window. Several minutes later, I felt her tongue lift my now softened penis and slip me in. I sensed this wasn’t sexual, this was my wife merely comforting herself. With my dick. I welcomed it for either reason.




CHAPTER 13

We learned Vivian wasn’t jobless. Not yet. Word was spreading and clients were fleeing but for now Vivian still needed to go into the office Monday morning. Edward obviously made bail and called a meeting, but given the nature of the charges against him, some by current employees, the court ordered a police attendant to accompany him. Vivian said the staff meeting was tense. People were angry and scared. Edward avoided looking anyone in the eye. She came home and poured some wine and immediately got to work on her resume. After, she found me in my home office and dropped heavily into my reading chair.

“This sucks,” she said.

“I’m sorry, Baby. Looking for work is awful.”

“It is. On top of that, I feel so stupid for what we did with our surfer boys and Tray. Turns out all that was completely unnecessary. I needn’t have slept with any of them because Edward is going to jail.”

I pursed my lips, thinking.

“You disagree?” she asked.

“I do.”

“Explain.”

“I get that our original motivation was to find a way to handle Edward, but we discovered something. I’m not ready to let all that go just because he’s in prison.”

She made a face.

“You— You want me to still have sex with other men? I thought the whole point was to get me ready for him.”

“It was, but then we learned we liked it.”

I saw a hint of a smile.

“We sure did,” she murmured.

I waited. I know her. Right now, her mind was drifting back over that tent on the beach, the next morning with Bean, her amazing time with Trayvon, Neal, and Rita. Moments ago, she was depressed and agitated. I saw her slowly becoming aroused.

“Why don’t you call Kit and go out tonight?” I said. “Just you and her. Forget about work and Edward and trying to find a new job. Have some drinks. Laugh.”

“Flirt?”

“If that’s what will change your mood then sure. Flirt.”

Her smile grew.

“You are the best husband ever.”

I smiled too. She left the chair to kiss my cheek.

“I mean it,” she said.

“Have fun. Forget about everything.”

She left to call Kit. I focused on the documents before me. She returned about an hour later, looking fantastic. She never dresses like this. She’d gone through her closet and put together an outfit assembled from other outfits. Her top was a shiny square of fabric held on by loops of thin silver chain. Her houndstooth skirt was short, slit over one thigh, and riding low on her hips. Our vacation to the island had transformed her confidence.

“Holy shit, Viv. You look incredible.”

“Thank you, HoneyBear. I’m meeting Kit downtown at that new club, Daisies. She knows the girl that’s singing tonight and wants to show support. I’m not sure what time I’ll be home. I’ll text you to let you know.”

“Sounds great. Be safe. Have fun.”

I couldn’t pull my eyes away. Her top shimmered and swayed and I suspected no bra lay beneath. Was she wearing panties? I wanted to ask but it felt so heavy-handed. Let her enjoy herself.

She departed and I got back to work. Time passed. More time passed. Eventually I realized I was hungry and tired, and I needed a break. I reached for my phone, but it wasn’t on my desk. I scanned my office and then remembered I’d sat the thing on the dresser when I changed into shorts and a T-shirt. I strolled to the bedroom and retrieved the device.

I had massages waiting. Many messages, all hours old.

Having fun, Vivian had written. Love this club. XOXO. Then, over an hour later: When you say flirt, how far do you mean? An hour after that: I take your silence to mean everything is up to me. Or you’ve misplaced your phone, LOL. Then, just twenty minutes ago, the one that sent the heart rate skyrocketing: There’s a man here who is sooooo hot and he’s flirting with me. I still don’t know how to do that. All I know how to do is jump straight to the sex, so unless I hear from you otherwise, that’s what I’m going to do. I hope that’s all right. I love you.

Well. There it is. Twenty minutes is a long time. I knew in my gut I was too late. My body tightened all over. My penis woke up. My temperature rose. She was doing something naughty right now. I felt it. I knew it. The connection we shared told me I was right. I raised my finger to type a return message and stopped. What if I said nothing? What if I left everything up to her? The idea intrigued me. I returned my phone to the bathroom counter. I would say I never noticed it was missing. This night would be pure Vivian. I’d encouraged the surfers and I’d encouraged Tray. What would Vivian give herself if it was all up to her?

I returned to my office and kicked my shorts off. I slowly played with my penis, trying to imagine what she did at that moment. I got hard easily. I stroked and teased myself for hours, remembering our vacation adventures, until my balls ached with need. I needed all my willpower to resist marching back to my phone and sending her a text.

The sound of our front door opening freaked me the fuck out.

“Wait here,” I heard Vivian tell someone. “I’ll see if he’s awake or not.”

“Sounds good,” a deep male voice said.

I moved quickly to grab my shorts but not quickly enough. I had only one leg in when Vivian entered my office. I tried to hide my erection, fumbling with my shorts and turning my body.

“What’s going on in here?” she hissed. “I saw the glow from the computer. I thought you were in bed, asleep. Why are you still in your office?”

“I was masturbating.”

“Why didn’t you answer my texts or calls?”

I pretended to scan the office for my phone.

“Shit,” I said. “I don’t know where I left it. I thought it was in here with me. I guess that explains why you never sent me any updates.”

“I sent a ton, including some about bringing a man home and how I needed to hear from you if that wasn’t all right. Fuck. What do I do now?”

I pulled my shorts up, but my erection made a ridiculous tent of them.

“What would you have done if I had been asleep?”

She shrugged.

“I’m not sure. Sit and talk with my new friend. Maybe more, if I felt something with him. Is that all right?”

“What do I do? I can’t go to bed without walking through the living room. He’ll see me. Things will get weird.”

She pondered a moment, glancing back at my chair.

“Were you fantasizing about me?”

“Yes.”

“Out at a club. Without you?”

“Yes.”

“That’s sexy.”

She pondered another minute.

“I need to get back to him,” she said. “You’re right about making things weird. Just stay here in your office until he’s gone.”

“You want me to hide in my own house?”

“You’re welcome to join us in the living room but I promise you’ll change the mood we’ve spent the last few hours building. I’m okay with that if waiting back here is too much.” She stepped closer and squeezed my erection through my shorts. “Or maybe you can let nature run its course?”

She was hot and horny. I saw it in her eyes. All the stress and tension of the last few days seethed in her. She knew exactly what to do about it.

“I’ll stay back here,” I mumbled.

She kissed my cheek. She turned to leave but then thought better, opening a file cabinet drawer. I saw down the front of her top when she bent over, beautiful tits wobbling free. I was sure he’d seen the same sight many times tonight. She withdrew a yellow tape measure.

“What’s that for?” I asked.

“It’s going to help me win a bet.”

She went. I listened to her heels all the way down the hall and then lost her on the carpet. There was no way the man had heard our hushed conversation, so I crept out the door and down the hall.

“My husband fell asleep on the sofa in his office,” she told her new friend.

Vivian had left the lights off but lit the fireplace. I had plenty of shadows to hide in. I found a good spot behind the dining cabinet which allowed me to look through the glass doors. I could see them but, because of the reflection, they could not see me. I peeked around the corner.

Our surfer boys were tan. Trayvon had mocha skin, the color of coffee with cream. This man was black, and I mean black. Papua New Guinea black. He wore a business suit, three-piece, minus a tie. Even I could see he was handsome. He was seated next to Vivian on our real leather Remington Chesterfield couch, and the top of her head came only to his shoulders. He would be much taller standing. Taller than me, too. He had angular features and a shaved head, big eyes and a beaming smile.

“A tape measure?” he chuckled, a slight accent decorating his words.

“A bet’s a bet,” she replied. “Stand up. I want to see it.”

“Kit warned me you were shy and inexperienced.”

“I am.”

“Just not right now.”

“Wine makes me brave.”

He laughed, a melodic sound, free of scorn.

“Very well, then, Vivian who is married. I look forward to winning.”

He unbuckled his belt and opened his pants. He hooked his thumbs, and pants and underwear went down his legs together, releasing the blackest, thickest cock I’d ever seen. The firelight played across his smooth jet skin, highlighting the huge balls behind the shaft. His hose of black beef rested in a curving arc over his scrotum. Vivian calmly left the couch to kneel before the man, sitting on her heels and squaring her shoulders. She was trying to act nonchalant, but I saw the tremors in her hands, the stiffness in her spine.

“You may apply your tape,” he said, lifting his shirttail out of the way.

My wife placed the metal tab at the end of the tape again his pubic bone and then drew down along the top of him to the piss hole at the end.

“Seven,” she announced.

“I told you at—” he began.

She held up a finger to stop him.

“Lean forward a little,” she said, drawing the tape into her hand for another measurement. “This is the number that really matters, and this is where I think you’ll lose our bet.”

He leaned forward. His dark cock slid off his ball sack and hung in open air. Vivian caught the shaft on her palm and I almost gasped. The raw eroticism of a cock that big and black in her dainty white hand stole my breath. She held the tape to the top of him and circled the shaft back to the top, reading his girth while soft. She checked the number twice.

“Seven,” she said again, thwarted.

His smile widened across his face. Vivian used the tape measure like a sling, lifting his meat level with her face. She held him suspended and leaned closer, kissing the dark head.

“A woman who pays her debts,” the man exhaled.

Vivian opened her mouth and met his eyes, allowing him the pleasure of anticipation. She came closer until she held him on her tongue. She gently sucked before crawling her lips farther down the shaft.

My mind lit up like fireworks. Her pale color next to his coal black skin sent a surge of erotic energy through my body. She released the tape to take his dick in both hands to work him deeper.

She was unhurried, savoring this man’s cock in her mouth. I imagined her at the club with Kit, eyeing potential males, conversing with this one and that one until this man captured her interest. Then she spent the next hour or two working herself ever hornier, lust growing as she denied herself what she wanted until finally the moment arrived and she invited him home.

Now she was on her knees before the man she’d wanted most, and his throbbing dick filled her mouth. I knew she’d fuck him. I knew that’s where she’d lead him. She moved her hands to his hips and pulled his body closer, forcing another dark inch into her mouth. The man got to work on removing his shirt, kicking off his shoes, shuffling out of his pants. Soon he wore nothing but socks. The sight of that well hung black man standing over my wife made my dick turned into diamond. I have an interracial kink I knew nothing about.

He slipped the tape measure off his cock and whipped it behind her head, flattening her hair against her neck and pulling her closer still. Vivian gagged on his fat dick but fought to take even more. He gently rocked his hips, tenderly fucking my wife’s mouth. His shaft was beginning to gain an upward curve, adding a little in length and girth. Vivian had to back off as he grew harder. Soon she could only suck the head and an inch or two. She slipped him out of her mouth and leaned back to examine his fine black meat, so pleased with herself.

“That is a gorgeous cock,” she said.

He used this moment to slip off his socks.

“I’m happy you’re happy,” he said, in his charming accent. “You’ve never known a black man?”

“Never.”

Vivian stood and reached for the zipper on her hip. He stopped her.

“You are too lovely, Vivian,” he said. “I’d like to see you remain dressed like that.”

He knelt and kissed her belly. He kissed lower, planting one on her skirt over her pussy. He slid his dark black hands up her legs until they vanished under her skirt and my wife gasped. When they came down again, they carried lacy white panties with them. She stepped clear of her underwear. He tossed them aside and his hands began another journey up her thighs. Vivian opened her legs but stood her ground. She rested her hands on her hips. She gasped again.

He lifted the front of her skirt until he saw her sweet pussy. He kissed all around her vulva, slowly kissing closer, zeroing in on his target. Her legs trembled. Finally, he tilted his head and pressed his dark mouth against her cunt. My wife moaned, then jumped a little when his long pink tongue penetrated her.

“Jesus,” she gasped. “That feels amazing.”

He pulled his face out of her crotch and playfully extended about six inches of pink tongue for her to see. My wife shuddered.

“That’s the longest tongue I’ve ever seen. Put it in me again, René.”

“You like my second cock?”

Vivian chuckled.

“Is that what you are? The man with two cocks?”

She didn’t wait for his answer. She rested her hands on his head and, while looking him in the eyes, brought his face forward again. His tongue slithered between his big lips and parted her labia and wiggled into her depths. She gasped and steadied herself, shuffling her feet a little farther apart.

“God,” she groaned. “That’s incredible. I feel you in there like a writhing cock, rubbing against my walls, teasing me. Unngh, I’m going to cum.”

He chased her orgasm, listening to her moans and gasps, then backed away after getting her close. He did it again. He repeated his torture again and my wife groaned in frustration.

“Let me cum,” she pleaded.

He leaned back on his heels.

“No, ma’am. Not yet. Let’s take this to the bedroom.”

“No,” she whined. “Make me cum now.”

He pushed his tongue into her again but only for a moment. He pulled out, licking all around her mons.

“Do you hate your husband?” he asked.

“No! I love him.”

“Why cheat behind his back?”

“Who said it was behind his back?”

“How can you do this if you are married?”

“He lets me,” she said. “He knows I love it and he loves it too. It’s exciting and fun. We both have great sex afterwards.”

“You’ll tell him about me?”

“Yes. Every detail.”

He pondered that for a moment.

“Interesting,” he said.

He rose to his feet, clearly frustrating Vivian.

“What? Why are you stopping?”

“I am more than a pawn, pretty Vivian. I am more than simply a player in your erotic drama.”

“You’re killing the mood, René. Don’t you want sex with me? Am I not hot enough to fuck?”

He ran his eyes up and down my woman. She looked so hot and sexy in her skirt and revealing top.

“You are far beyond hot enough.”

“Then fuck me, René.”

He crossed his arms on his chest. His black cock had lost some stiffness, arcing out from his hips to point at a spot on our floor across the room.

“Fuck me, René,” Vivian insisted.

“In your bedroom,” he said. “In the bed you share with your husband.”

“No. Here.”

“No. You want to use me? Fine. We use each other. But I want in. I want in to your perfect married fantasy. I will love to fuck you, but only in the bed you share each night with him. I will forever alter your view of that bed. I will alter your view of the whole room. You will always sense me in there with you, each time you and your husband make love.”

I was beginning to understand why Vivian had selected this man. Who thinks like this? I bet he instantly stood out from the other men at the club. Also, bragging about his big cock probably helped too.

“You want to invade our sacred place?” she asked, intrigued. “My married pussy is not enough? You want to desecrate our bedroom? Our bed?”

“Yes. You will always remember your night with René.”

Vivian was conflicted. She wanted that big black cock, but she’d instinctively saved our bed only for us. I watched, wondering how she would decide. There was no way to check with me. I stepped back to the office and closed the door. I moved to the hall closet, preparing to hide. They’d walk right by me if she took him to our bedroom.

“All right,” she said. “In a way it makes everything more exciting. You want to fuck me in my husband’s bed? Do it. Let’s go.”

She held out her hand and he took it. That was the last thing I saw until after they walked by. René stopped and spun her around, pressing her back against the closet door, inches from me.

“Tell me to fuck you,” he said. “I want to hear you say the words.”

“Fuck me, René,” she said.

“Tell me you want my cock.”

“Oh, I so do. I’ve never seen anything like it. I do want your cock, René.”

Vivian was so close to me I smelled her perfume. Strands of her hair slipped through the slats to tickle my face.

“I want to cum inside you,” he said.

“I want that too. Please. Fuck me so well I never forget you.”

He kissed her passionately and continued down the hall. They entered the bedroom. I gave them a moment to reach the bed and then slipped out, creeping silently to see what was what.




CHAPTER 14

 

Vivian had turned on the lights but used the dimmer to set them low. She now circled the bedroom lighting candles to add to the warm glow. René stood at the foot of our bed slowly stroking his thick black cock. Why did the color of his skin thrill me so much? Why was I so eager to see Vivian get fucked by a black man? I had no answers, just like I could never explain why blue is my favorite color or spaghetti my favorite dish. I didn’t even know I had an interracial taboo predilection until tonight. Trayvon had been light skinned enough he never pressed that button.

René was coal black. René was exotic and forbidden. The mere thought of that black spear traveling into Vivian left my legs weak.

My wife returned to her lover.

“Shall I leave my clothes on?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said, grinning. “I will remove them. Or I may not.”

He released his dick to pull her close. They kissed and Vivian melted. She was nervous about René in our bedroom but thrilled by the wickedness of it too. She slipped a hand down to cup his cock and balls while they made out.

“Give me your tongue,” she murmured.

They French kissed and he slipped into her mouth. My wife groaned. She tugged on his dark cock and rolled his balls around. I saw her glance at our bed, anxious. She worried how I would take this escalation. Her knees bent like she intended to drop and suck his black cock, but he beat her to it, moving her so the bed hit the back of her legs and then dropping to his knees. He lifted the front of her houndstooth skirt again and dug his face into her crotch. I knew the moment his long tongue penetrated by her sharp and sudden intake of breath.

“Oh, René. God, that’s incredible.”

She spread her legs wider, granting him full access.

The man turned my wife into a dessert. He licked and sucked and nibbled every inch of her, delicately parting her inner lips with the tip of his tongue before circling all around and then pushing deep. He quickly had her gushing cunt juice, climbing towards orgasm. Like before, he’d bring her close and then back away.

When her legs turned too weak to hold her, she sat on our bed. He pushed her knees far apart and moved between. One hand played with his cock while he ate her.

“I’m going to cum,” she muttered. “Don’t stop, please, René. Give it to me.”

He buried his wiggling tongue all the way, licking into the depths of her sopping cunt. She clutched his head and raised her hips and he devoured her, making my wife scream when he finally allowed her to climax. He feasted through the whole long event, driving her wild. She was wiped out when he rolled her face down and pushed her skirt over her ass. I thought he intended to fuck her doggie but no, he resumed his oral assault on her pussy, eating her from behind now. He pushed a long black finger up her ass and another two into her cunt. He sucked and licked her clit until she was begging him to stop yet constantly grinding her pussy on his face. Her moans grew louder and then she came again, shrieking and clawing our bedspread. He ate her until she was awash in sensations and then he quickly stood and sank his big black dick into her tight spasming cunt. I almost groaned out loud. Jesus! His black cock was embedded in her cunt. My imagination had no idea what to do. This was all real!

Vivian howled as her pussy now had something to clutch. Her muscles clenched around his inches and her orgasm spiked through the roof. She lifted her ass high to receive him, offering herself completely to penetration, and his pumping hips and piston cock drove her crazy. He fucked her on our bed and my dick was like cast iron.

Once he’d wrung every ounce of climax from her, leaving my wife weak and breathing hard, he withdrew and regained his feet. His cock was an ebony horn now, wet and curved. He pulled her hips to the edge of the bed and stood over her again. I thought he intended to fuck her from behind again, but he slipped a long finger into her ass. She softly grunted at the intrusion. He added a finger and began pumping in and out. Vivian lifted her hips a little to help him. He moved over her ass and pointed his thick cock down, placing the bulbous head against her sphincter. She was still too out of it to realize what was coming.

My heart seized inside my chest. Jealousy blossomed like a rose. Outrage flared. How dare he take Vivian in a way I never had! She’s my wife! This man, this stranger, was about to experience Vivian in the most intimate way. My chest felt like I was being crushed. He would forever be the owner of this momentous event. Mere seconds from now he would be the only man to ever know my wife in this private, cherished, and infinitely familiar way. She would have a connection to him she did not have with me. I struggled to draw breath. Do I shout a warning? Do I intrude, denying this man what should be mine alone? Time ground to a halt. His large black cock head mushed against her tight puckered eye.

As he withdrew one finger and then the next, he flexed his black ass and pressed the head against her wrinkled hole, swapping fingers for cock. He was slick and she was messy and before she was aware enough to worry and clamp anything shut, he eased his fat cock head into her ass. Her ass!

“Unngh,” Vivian grunted. “I’ve never—"

“Breathe deep,” he told her. “Play with your clit.”

Vivian deflected her sudden urge to panic and reached under her hips to find her empty pussy. She rubbed her clit and lips as he leaned over and whispered hotly in her ear, gradually sinking more and more of his cock up her ass. Her pale round butt looked amazing skewered by his dark spear.

“You’re so big,” she muttered.

“Do I feel good going in there?”

“Y— Yes.”

“Then relax and let it happen. Play with yourself for me.”

I could not believe what my eyes told me. His gleaming cock had her hole stretched wide, yet she pushed her ass back to meet him. She moaned as her hand rubbed her clit and I realized she was going to orgasm again, orgasm from a black cock traveling deeper up her anus.

“Oh, God,” she gasped, sounding grim, like he was making her feel pleasures she’d never felt before and understood she would always crave again. “Don’t stop, René. God help me, don’t stop.”

Her body shook as she attacked her clit, rubbing furiously as he fed her rectum more dark inches. He kept the pressure constant, burying his cock until his black balls covered her pussy.

“Unngh,” she grunted. “Jesus, yeah. That’s fantastic.”

He pulled back and her asshole came with him, squeezing his ebony shaft, clinging to his girth. He pulled half his cock out and then sank deep again, repeating his moves, in and out.

“Jesus!” Vivian wailed. “I’m going to— I’m gonna! Fuck! Aaaaarrrgh!”

My wife convulsed and shuddered beneath him. She rubbed her clit as his cock pumped her ass and she came like thunder, rocking our bed and wailing. I swear it sounded like she lost her mind, speaking gibberish. He fucked her ass as she experienced an epic climax.

This was something different. I’d never seen or heard her react like this. The man was melting her psyche. She pressed her face into our bed and screamed as her climax refused to end. He continued his relentless and merciless in and out, dragging his stiff inches over raw nerves. When she finally began to slow, he kept his cock in her, leaving her a wilted pile of skin and bones. Neither moved. He attempted to withdraw long minutes later, but she sucked air and slapped his leg.

“Wait,” she mumbled. “Give me time.”

He did eventually pull his black cock out of her and then left her rumpled on the bed. He rounded the corner out of my sight, and I heard the shower come on. Vivian did not move. I heard the shower door open and the splashing of him under the water and I hurried to Vivian. I kissed her cheek. She lifted her head. She tried to speak but saw my straining erection and grabbed it, pulling me to her mouth. I kept one ear on him and let her suck my cock.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled.

“Don’t be.”

“He’s in our bed. He took my ass in our bed, Baby.”

“Shh, I saw everything.”

I held her head and forced my cock deep, taking a minute for myself, fucking her mouth because I was dying to cum and needed something. Anything. I was so close to cumming. Too close. I took my dick away from her.

“Give him whatever he wants,” I hissed, returning to the hallway to hide.

I had no idea what he planned next, so I thought it best to hide until I knew. I heard him emerge from the shower and dry and then he entered our bedroom. Vivian lay where he’d left her. I heard fabric rustling and movement but could not tell what was happening. After some time, I felt it was safe to check and discovered he’d moved them both under the covers. He was on top, between her legs which she’d drawn up beside his body. He moved slowly, savoring her sweet pussy wrapped around his black cock. Under the covers, I could see nothing except their basic shape and movements.

Disappointed, I stepped back to wait.

He fucked her slow and steady for a long, long time. I heard my wife orgasm now and then. I heard muted voices speaking but could not make out the words. I stole risky glances now and then but there was nothing more for me to see. They were under the bedspread and making love.

Finally, I heard him begin the climb towards a climax of his own. Their sounds of passion grew louder, and I risked another look. The covers had slid away revealing his black ass rising and falling as it drove that dark fat cock in and out of her tight white pussy. He rumbled he was close, and my wife wrapped him in her arms and legs, granting me a better view of her cunt clinging to his meat. I was blown away. The contrast of their skin inflamed the kinky taboo buried in my mind and I had to take my penis in hand and jerk off as he fucked her.

At last, he roared that his orgasm was here and pumped his hips furiously until he rammed all the way in to spew hot sperm. Then he pumped rapidly again until he drove all the way in once more to release the next batch of semen. Again and again and again he flooded my lovely wife with his seed.

He held himself above her. Vivian was wiped out. He tipped and rolled to the side, pulling the covers over their bodies and blocking my view. Neither moved. Sleep seemed imminent. I watched and waited but eventually crept back to my office. I quietly closed the door and locked it. My dick had never been so hard and so ready. I moved to the sofa and sat. Soon I laid down.

Jesus.

My head was filled with swirling images, snapshots of René and Vivian, starting out in the living room and ending with his thick pole spreading her cunt as he injected a gallon of frothy sperm. I was desperate to drain my balls but what if he left? I would be unable to fuck my wife. Would she even want me too? The man had hammered every hole she has.

I got up to pace the room. My dick would not go soft. Before too long I sat again but my leg would not sit still so I left the chair to lie flat on the floor. I risked a few strokes, not enough to set me off, but I had to stop. The temptation to ejaculate was too strong. I closed my eyes, and a dream was instantly in my mind: René, slow fucking Vivina’s ass again but right in front of me. He pulled my head down to her butt so I could watch his black cock conquer her ass from mere inches away. She was moaning and gasping and kicking her legs.

I awoke suddenly, realizing the thumps I heard were not from my dream. I slipped out of the room and snuck down the hall to the bedroom and discovered Vivian was now riding him. Her hands grasped our headboard, which sometimes banged against the wall. She rode with luxurious slowness, rolling her head, sometimes caressing her own breasts. The covers were pushed off and I saw how his dark log filled and stretched her, his black hands rested on her pale hips. She was grinding her cunt all the way down on his stiff inches, savoring the exquisite sensation of a pussy stuffed to overflowing with hard meat. God, she looked sexy.

I watched and she soon orgasmed, followed not long after by him. They settled in to sleep again. I returned to my office.




CHAPTER 15

The sky was growing light when a sound woke me. I cautiously slipped from my room and quickly realized René was walking to his car parked in our driveway. I hurried to the bedroom. Vivian lay on top of the covers, face down, obviously recently fucked from behind. Again. I wondered which hole he conquered this time. She looked destroyed. I gazed down on my slutty, carnal wife and the erection that would not die last night came roaring back. I considered my various options and then stopped thinking and acted on my base needs. I crawled onto the bed and placed my cock at her puckered sphincter.

“René?” she mumbled, half asleep.

She lifted her hips to present her ass, thinking I was him. I held her butt in my hands and, using his heavy load for lubrication, pushed my aching cock through her tight ring. I kissed her neck. She began to lift her ass in time with my thrusts, coaxing me deeper and fucking herself on me.

“No,” I whispered. “Husband.”

Her eyes opened slowly. Realization set in. That was her loving devoted husband in there. She went wild. Well, she went as wild as she had remaining energy for. René had drained my wife, fucked her stupid. Vivian had virtually no energy left at all, but she gave me all she had. I fucked her ass like he had, and she played with her clit and had a powerful orgasm. I soon followed; my electrified penis ready to burst. I exploded deep in her bowels, a first, and stayed buried in there while we kissed wildly.




CHAPTER 16

Vivian emerged from the warm ocean water and headed for our gazebo. Her white two-piece swimsuit was almost transparent. I gazed at my gorgeous sexy wife and hesitated before lifting my phone.

“Don’t move,” I said.

She laughed and struck a pose.

“This moment certainly seems familiar,” she said. “You plan on sending those pictures to Edward in jail?”

“I’m sure he could use them.”

She laughed.

“I don’t know,” she said. “With that big cock of his, I’m sure he’s quite a popular inmate. Probably not the kind of attention he wants though.”

“Grim.”

I snapped several pictures. Her areola were small dark circles under the thin fabric. Her bald pussy lips, a newly acquired habit, were obvious. I glanced around at the men ogling her. She was aware of their eyes on her and welcomed the interest.

“You know,” I said. “We grabbed a spot in the bikini top optional section.”

“I’m aware.”

“Just saying.”

She gave me a shy smile.

“You think I won’t?” she asked.

I shrugged.

Vivian reached behind and untied her top. She did the same to the knot behind her neck, smoothly pulling her top away, freeing her breasts. I snapped pictures. She tossed her top on her pile of stuff and ran a towel over her wet hair. We all watched her glorious breasts sway and wobble.

“I can buy men’s souls with these things,” she chuckled. “Guys are obsessed.”

“Guilty.”

She adjusted the towel on her lounge chair and settled in, allowing the hot sun to dry her. She placed her sunglasses over her eyes. A ring of men around us gawked at her bare tits.

“Two vacations a year is not enough,” she said, dreamily.

Down along the waterline a tall and athletic black man sauntered by. He noticed my half-naked wife and altered his course, coming in for a better view. His head turned as he passed, drinking in the sexy splendor that is a topless Vivian. My wife did the same, staring at his dark physique and handsome face from behind her sunglasses. He smiled at her, and she returned it. He walked on.

“What is it about black men?” she asked, once he was far enough away.

“What do you mean?”

“They can be so attractive. Do you feel yourself drawn to black women?”

“No, not especially, but I get what you’re saying. I feel something special towards Asian women. To me they have an extraordinary beauty.”

“See? I never knew that about you. There’s so much we need to discover. We’ve been married for years and yet we don’t fully know each other.”

“There’s a lot we don’t talk about.”

“Exactly.” She turned her face to the receding black man. “I bet you were unaware of my dark meat cravings,” she said.

“Completely.”

“I’ve always had them but never said a word. Isn’t that sad? I was so inhibited, so afraid of what you and others might think, I kept something true secret. Then we met Trayvon, and he opened the door a bit. Then I went to that club with Kit and met René, the blackest man I’ve ever seen, and my pussy gushed. God was he ever sexy. There’s something so exciting about crossing racial lines. His big cock was just a bonus. I was so instantly hot to fuck him. I would have, even without his warning.”

“He warned you?”

“Yes. He told me I should just go home and go to bed. He said his cock was too big for an innocent girl like me. I figured it was just male peacocking but challenged him anyway. We made a bet about it. I was happy to lose.”

“That was some of the hottest sex ever.”

“I agree.” She swung her gaze back to me. “Maybe it’s time to do that again?”

“You mean find René when we get home?”

She shook her head and pointed down the beach.

“No,” she said. “Farther down is the nude section. Maybe we should grab our towels and set up down there. We can sunbathe nude. We could check out the men around us. Find me someone new, someone dark.”

“The guy that walked by a few minutes ago is headed that way. We could follow him. Maybe catch him naked. Maybe discover he’s got a big black cock to go with that confident smile. Did I ever mention I have a thing for black guys too?”

“No.”

“It’s true. They are the men I most want to fuck you.”

She grinned. She rose from her chair and began gathering her things. I rose and joined her. She leaned over to kiss my cheek.

“Have I ever mentioned you are the best husband ever?”

“Nope. Never.”

We held hands and began the trek to the nudist section of the beach.

End.
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