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		Prologue

		

		I heard Jim’s cell phone ding with an incoming message. The two of us sitting quietly watching Game of Thrones on the DVR. When I heard him grunt out in surprise at what he was reading, I pushed the pause button. Chopped off heads and bare butts could wait, even if the butt did belong to Jon Snow. “What’s up, Jim?”

		

		“I just got an email from Marcus. He’s going to be coming through town, and wants to get together,” his voice registering surprise.

		

		“Marcus?” I asked wonderingly. Who the hell is Marcus, I thought. A totally confused look on my face.

		

		“You remember. My old college teammate. You’ve heard me talk about him before.”

		

		“You mean the dude that was the catcher thingy for you when you played football? The one you used to… Well… Mess around with all those girls with?” I asked. My voice getting about an octave higher as I thought of my hubby’s decadent past. In all fairness, he’d never hidden it from me. I mean, we did the numbers thing and all that before we got married. The resultant totals leaving me feeling extremely naïve. I just never expected to have to come face to face with his past. Any of it.

		

		“The proper term is a Wide Receiver, not ‘catcher thingy,’ but… Uh, yeah. That’s the one. I’d love to see him Sam. I really would. It’s been ten years. Damn, we did have some wild times together,” he reminisced. His eyes getting that glazed over look that men do.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		We’d both taken that Friday off, making a long weekend of it so we’d be home when Marcus arrived. I’d even added Monday to my time off, just for grins. Hey, I had the time coming. Jim was calmly sitting in the living room reading his Kindle, the time getting on towards mid-afternoon. I, on the other hand, paced the floor like crazy. I was definitely NOT looking forward to dinner tonight, or the weekend to follow. The sudden intrusion of a strange man into our guest room making me feel uncomfortable. Jim had convinced me to let his friend stay the weekend with us. I hadn’t been happy about it, but I finally gave in. Though, I was pretty sure I’d regret the decision later. I just couldn’t imagine having to listen to a whole weekend of sports stories. Or, even worse, girl stories. It was bad enough being a football widow during the season. I wasn’t exactly happy about Jim being around somebody that he used to mess around with other women with either.

		

		I’d never met Marcus, or even seen a picture of him, but I’d heard about him. Apparently, he was quite the ladies’ man. He and Jim had had no shame when it came to women. And, being stars of the football team, there were lots of available women. My piddly little number of three guys before we got married, all with condoms I might add, wasn’t even worth mentioning. Jim, honestly, couldn’t give me a number, just well into ‘double digits.’ But he promised he was past his wild days, tested clean and has been a model husband ever since we married. Uh, he’s darn good in bed, too! I guess maybe practice does make perfect. What can I say?

		

		Anyway, here I was, pacing the floor wondering just what I’d gotten myself into. When I get nervous, I clean house. Mumsy, did the same thing. Call it OCD or whatever, but it calms me. Normally, anyway. Didn’t work this time. Though, I do admit the house looked darn good. You could eat a three-course meal off these floors. I had the guest room all ready, and the hall bath glistened. Jim, making an effort to do his part, had laid in a stock of beer. Two cases worth, and he was satisfied with a job well done. Men!

		

		Just then, I heard a car pull into the drive. Jim opened the front door and strolled calmly out to great his old friend. They were doing the guy hug thing, when I walked out, stopping dead in my tracks. OMG! He was… Oh, fuck! He was big. I was expecting somebody thin and wiry, a fast runner, you know? Fast he might be, but at an easy six-one and full of bulging muscles, there was nothing wiry about him. He was also black as the ace of spades. Hadn’t seen that one coming, either.

		

		I cautiously walked down the steps as they broke their guy hug. Jim turned to me, “Come here, Babe. This is my old buddy, Marcus. Marcus, meet Samantha, Sam for short.”

		

		“Well, I understand the ‘short’ part,” he laughed. As I felt my blood start to boil. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Sam. I appreciate you allowing me to stay this weekend. It’s been a long time since I’ve had the chance to sit down and visit with this one. We were pretty close back in the day,” he said. His voice cultured and extremely deep, tinged with laughter. The timbre of it sending a chill racing through me.

		

		He held out his hand in greeting and I warily took it. My hand nearly lost in his. I guess big hands might be a requirement for a ‘Wide Receiver’ thingy type guy. But it left me feeling dwarfed standing next to this giant of a man. I mean, I came up to his chest. That was it. And, I was in heels!

		

		It seemed like forever until he let go of my hand, his warm brown eyes staring deeply into mine. OMG! No wonder these two were the campus Casanovas. He could make my heart flutter just by looking at me. Flustered, I have a feeling I turned a bright shade of red before he finally let me go. I don’t know whether Jim noticed my discomfort or not, but I’m pretty sure Marcus did. At least, that grin on his face sure made me think that he had.

		

		Jim helped grab his luggage and we all trooped back into the house. Jim showed him the guest room while I headed into the kitchen. I pulled some beers from the fridge for the men, grabbing a hard lemonade for me. If nothing else, it gave me some time to get a grip on myself. My heart was still racing from Marcus’ greeting. Don’t ask me why I suddenly found myself attracted to a tall, muscled, black man, with a voice to die for. And, uh… Oh, damn! He had this bulge in his pants that wasn’t bad, either. But I definitely found him attractive. Hubba, Hubba!

		

		Now, don’t get me wrong, I’d never cheat on Jim. Never! I loved my husband, and he loved me. We’d been married for five years now. Happily married, I might add. We’d met at the local Renaissance Faire. I helped my girlfriend, Carly, every year at her craft booth. What can I say? It was fun. Yeah, it was hard work, but it let me get dressed in sexy outfits and pretend I was somebody else. I wasn’t a nerdly office clerk when I was at the faire. I was the sexy, buxom peasant maid. Those corsets do all sorts of magical things for your figure. Hubba, hubba! The after parties every weekend were pretty wild, too. Anyway, Jim kept coming back and making very obvious passes at me all day. By the end of the day, he was asking me for my cell phone number and I was honestly considering it. Hey, he was darn good looking. He stayed late that night, crashing the after party and convincing me to give him a chance. We’ve been together ever since.

		

		My musings were interrupted by the return of the two men. As I handed them a cold beer in an iced mug, Marcus commented how he loved the service. Jim telling him how I’d filled in a few times at the ale booth during the faire. “You work at a Ren Faire?” he asked.

		

		“Yes, M’Lord,” I responded, in perfect dialect I might add. “Mostly I work at my friend, Carly’s craft booth. But, every once in a while, I fill in at the other booths if they’re short of people.”

		

		“I’ll have to come back some time during the faire, I think I’d love to see you in one of those costumes,” grinned Marcus.

		

		“She’s worth the trip, buddy. I promise you that. That’s where I met her. Damn, she looked hot in that outfit,” added Jim.

		

		“Hey, I am right here you know. Stop it, both of you, you’re embarrassing me. Besides, I still look damn good in my outfit,” I told them haughtily. With that, I flounced out of the room to the patio and sat down to pout. The men joined me a few minutes later. Spending the rest of the afternoon drinking beers and telling war stories about their football glory days.

		

		A few hours later, the guys decided we should all go out to dinner. Since not having to cook fit perfectly for me, I was happy to go along with the idea. Deciding on the local steak house, Jim suggested I go get cleaned up. Telling Marcus, it was because “she takes forever to get ready.” The men were chuckling amusedly at me as I stalked back in the house. Okay, okay. So, I might have stuck my tongue out at them. Chauvinist pigs!

		

		By the time Jim came into the bedroom, I was out of the shower and picking out something to wear. “Why don’t you wear that little leather mini-skirt, and that lacy, white top I like, Hon? You look dynamite hot in that outfit,” he added.

		

		“Jim, I don’t know, that’s awfully sexy for tonight, isn’t it?” The only time I’d worn it out with people before had been at a New Year’s Eve party.

		

		“Not to my mind. I can guarantee you Marcus won’t complain, either,” he chuckled, his finger tracing down my side. Then, he headed into the en suite and I heard the shower come on. I looked at the outfit he’d requested. It was very revealing and something that I seldom wore for just that reason. I pulled a few other things out and held them up in front of the mirror. Nothing really hitting me right. Hmmm… Damn, I really did look good in that outfit Jim wanted. WTF! I pulled the lacy blouse off the hanger. It had an off the shoulder, elasticized top, that hugged my breasts just right. I grabbed the leather mini-skirt and walked back into the bedroom to dress. Grabbing the sexy bra and panty set that I’d laid out earlier, I hesitated. Staring at what I had in my hands, I realized they wouldn’t work with the top Jim wanted me to wear. No bra allowed with that top. Wickedly I decided I’d give Jim just what he asked for. Settling for just a sexy little thong instead. Putting on my sexiest shoes, the ones with the four-inch heels and the ankle straps, I walked over and checked myself out in the floor length mirror. Damn, I looked good. Hmmm… In the right light, my nipples showed just a little through the lacy top. Oh, well. Jim did ask for it. Oops… Just how many of those hard lemonades had I had today anyway?

		

		I waltzed out of the bedroom, daydreaming about how hot I looked tonight. The thought of Marcus checking me out, making me tingle all over. Just as I passed the hall bath, the door opened and I walked into a solid wall. A huge, black one that smelled of soap and after shave. It was all chock full of muscles, too. OMG? Our collision causing the towel he had around his waist to come loose and causing me to lose my balance. The stilts that I was wearing were not doing much for my sense of balance. Marcus quickly reached out to steady me, his sudden reaction causing the towel to fall all the way to the floor.

		

		Rowllll! I was frozen right there. I couldn’t move. My eyes had to be as wide as saucers. I had never seen anything like that before. I mean, Jim had a nice cock, and he sure knew how to use it. But Marcus had a fucking log hanging between his legs! A big, thick, black log that was starting to get hard the longer I gaped open mouth at it.

		

		“OMG! I’m so sorry, Marcus. I wasn’t watching where I was going. I guess I’m just not used to having anybody else in the house,” I stammered nervously. Marcus slowly reached to pick up the towel and adjusted it back around his waist. Seeming totally nonplussed by what had happened. But, trust me, my face was beet red by this time. And… Uh… Well, my pussy was getting awfully wet, as well.

		

		“No harm done, Sam. You’re welcome to collide with me anytime you’d like,” he chuckled. That deep bass voice of his sending chills right through me. Then, Marcus gallantly stepped aside, and I continued unsteadily on my way down the hall. Still trying to catch my breath and get a few other things under control.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		As we headed for the car, Jim suggested that Marcus sit up front, so they could talk. Like they hadn’t been doing that all afternoon anyway. Marcus offered to help me into the back seat. It was a nice gesture. At least, it was until I realized the view he was getting as I awkwardly climbed into the rear seat of the car. Stupid sports car. The mini-skirt I had on sliding up my legs and presenting him with a gorgeous view of my moist pussy.

		

		The drive to the restaurant was full of football stories ad nauseum. Oh, goodie, at least it was something I didn’t have to pay attention to. Although, it left me plenty of time to think about what happened earlier. I couldn’t get the sight of Marcus big cock out of my mind. Damn, he had to have been a good eight or nine inches long. And… OMG! He was thick. Like, two inches plus type thick. And, he wasn’t even hard!!! I just sat in the back seat and quietly fantasized about what that might feel like. My nipples standing out like twin peaks.

		

		By the time we were nearing the restaurant, I could already detect the scent of my excitement. In the confined space of the car, it was quite noticeable. Well, it was to me. Hopefully, the wonder twins wouldn’t notice it. This weekend was not going anything like I’d hoped it would. The testosterone level I was dealing with was driving me insane.

		

		Marcus helped me out of the car once again, at the restaurant. His eyes devouring my little thong clad pussy. The lacy cloth clinging to my pussy, a damp spot forming. At least, he didn’t make any comments about what I was wearing. Or, not wearing, as the case may be. Even in my highest heels, I felt like a midget as I walked into the restaurant, flanked by the two men. The cold, air-conditioned interior hit me like a wall of ice. My nipples immediately coming to attention in the frigid air. A condition that was very noticeable considering the lacy blouse I was wearing. Damn, it was almost like being back at the Ren Faire.

		

		We had to wait a few minutes for our table, so the boys tugged me towards the bar. It was already crowded being a Friday night. They found one open stool, that they gallantly picked me up and perched me on. The two of them flanking me on either side as we ordered a round of drinks. They were still going on about some game they’d been in when the drinks came. I had no trouble downing that and asking for another while they blathered on.

		

		Finally, we got to our table, a banquette in a quiet side room. I was still sandwiched between the two of them. At least, the wine was good. Dinner did offer the opportunity for some conversation about something other than football. I finally broke my silence and asked Marcus what he was doing with his life? That broke the football spell, at least for a while. It seems that he was headed from California to a new promotion in Texas. Thus, the convenient stop at our place in Phoenix.

		

		I actually started to enjoy myself over dinner. The boys including me in their conversation as Marcus asked about Jim’s work and what I did. Plus, the food was excellent, as always. So, was the wine. Once we were through the main course, the boys decided it was time to play with Sam. The two of them offering rather uncouth comments about my short stature. Hey! I’m five foot tall. Well, almost… Then, trying to make up for it, they started telling me how good I looked tonight. My cute ass, great legs, and how hot my outfit was. Jim leading the charge. His hand caressing my thigh as we sat there wasn’t helping, either. Oh, God, I needed some more wine. By the time we were done with dessert, I was feeling no pain.

		

		Jim steadied me as we walked back to the car. Okay, I said the shoes were sexy, not that I could walk in them. We repeated the whole get in the backseat routine again. This time I didn’t even bother trying to be modest. WTF? Marcus had seen it all already anyway. And… I had seen quite a bit, too. Chortle, chortle… That was going to be a hard picture to get out of my mind. No pun intended.

		

		Back at the house, we all piled into the family room. I brought a round of drinks for everybody as we relaxed. Conversation went from personal stuff, to the election, to me. Okay, we’re back to picking on Sam. I heard all about my great little body, Jim even going so far as to say how sweet I was in bed!!! I was going to kill him later. When the boys requested another round, I grumpily complied.

		

		I passed a fresh mug of beer to Jim and sat my glass of wine down on the table. Then, handed another beer to Marcus. As I handed it to him, he reached out with his other hand and pulled me into his lap. I was giggling like crazy as he sat me astraddle his long legs. He looked at me, those deep brown eyes burrowing right into me. Then, he leaned forward and kissed me. His lips closing on mine. It was like they were on fire.

		

		I pulled back from him, but Jim was just sitting there guffawing like crazy at my predicament. Okay, buster, two can play this game! When Marcus went to kiss me again, I let him. My tongue slipping into his mouth and Frenching him. He tasted of the beer he’d been drinking. The scent of his cologne strong in my nostrils. Damn, he was a good kisser. I could feel a bulge starting to swell between my legs. A very big bulge.

		

		The room grew silent except for the music from the Sat TV. Marcus hands began to caress my leather covered behind, kneading my ass cheeks. We kissed like that for a minute or two. My heart rate going up like a SpaceX rocket. I felt a hand slide up my side, the heel of his palm pressing hotly against my breast. In an instant, his fingers grasped my top and pulled it down, exposing my breast. His lips transferred from mine to my swollen nipple! Shock waves rolling through me as he began to suckle at my breast.

		

		In a panic, I looked over at Jim. I was petrified at the turn of events and expecting him to be totally livid. Instead, he was… OMG? It looked like he was enthralled. His eyes were glued to where Marcus dark lips were suckling so voraciously on my nipple. Jim was practically drooling with lust-filled anticipation as he watched like some filthy voyeur. I pushed away from those rapacious lips, running into our bedroom, frantically pulling my top back up as I ran.

		

		I slammed the door to our room behind me, and threw myself on the bed, sobbing uncontrollably. How did I ever let things get this far? I’d never felt so out of control before. There was no way that I had intended for Marcus to… Well, to touch me like that. I was just teasing him. Getting back at Jim a little. Okay, I’d had a lot to drink tonight, I admit that, but I never meant to let him get intimate with me. Did I?

		

		It was just a little tit for tat. Oops, I guess that’s a poor turn of phrase considering what happened, isn’t it? It was just a little payback for what they’d done to me. I’d put up with their vaguely veiled innuendos all night long. And, I’d had enough. When he pulled me to him, I just decided to tease him. That’s why I let him pull me on his lap astraddle his legs. It was Marcus that reached up, like he owned me, and pulled my top down. In an instant, his lips were on my nipple. It was shocking… It was infuriating… It was degrading… It was humiliating… It was… OMG? It was so fucking HOT!

		

		I heard the door open as my sobs slowly decreased to whimpers. It was just the quiet little squeak of the hinge that alerted me, Jim hesitantly slipping into the room. He moved silently over to the bed and sat down next to my trembling body. His hands started to caress me gently, his voice hushed, as he tried to calm me down. He kept telling me it was okay, that he wasn’t upset. Everybody had had too much to drink, no harm done. He’d ask Marcus to leave in the morning.

		

		“You… You don’t have to do that,” I sobbed. “It was my fault, I shouldn’t have teased him like that. But, you two had been making remarks all night long, and I just wanted to get back at him a little. I know you two have history. I mean, he was your best friend in college. I just felt… Oh, hell! I don’t know what I felt? I’ll get over it. I just wasn’t expecting him to do that. And, then… Then… That look on your face. It was like you were excited over seeing him… Seeing his mouth on my… OMG! Jim?” My eyes locking on his pants leg. “Is your cock hard?”

		

		“Sam, Baby, I love you, you know that. I do. It was just… Well, I admit, it was kind of hot, seeing that. I’ve never seen you like that before. I mean, when we’re together, I see you up close. It’s all jumbled up with erotic feelings, closeup views, smells and tastes. This was like watching a movie. A very HOT movie. One where I knew the two stars. If it had been anybody else but Marcus, I would have been ready to tear their heads off. But, like you said, he and I have history. We used to share girls from time to time back in college, you know that. I never hid that part of my past from you. It just seemed, almost natural to see him with you,” he admitted quietly.

		

		“But… You… You liked seeing him touch me? Seeing his mouth on me like that? What? Do you want to see him fuck me, too?” I came back. My voice becoming hysterical as I heard my HUSBAND talk about watching me with another man.

		

		“Would you hate me, if I did?” he asked quietly.

		

		“Are you serious? Do you honestly mean that?” I asked incredulously. His silent, red-faced nod, the only answer I got.

		

		“I… I… I don’t know, Jim. You mean you really want to see Marcus fuck me? I don’t think I could do that. Certainly, not with you watching. I’ve never been with another man, Jim. Not since we got married. You know that. And, now, you’re asking me to… And, with Marcus?” I stammered.

		

		“Look, Sam, I can’t explain it all that well I guess, but when we used to share girls back in school… It was unbelievably hot. Not just the threesome parts of it, either. Some of it was just the watching, the voyeurism I guess you’d call it. Then, being with the girl again after… Somehow, it was just wildly exciting. Honestly, I wouldn’t mind sharing you. Not with Marcus, anyway,” he admitted. “I think it would be hot.”

		

		“I don’t know what to say, Jim. I mean, yes, he’s attractive. But, you’re my husband. I swore to be faithful to you.”

		

		“It’s not like you’d be cheating, Sam. I’m right here. I’m the one that’s asking you to do it,” he argued. The announcement followed by a moment of very pregnant silence.

		

		“Look, if you don’t want to let me watch… At least the first time. I’d be okay with that. But you’d have to come straight back here afterwards,” he finally declared.

		

		“Are you telling me, you want me to go in the guest room right now and… And… Fuck your friend? And then come back in here to you? Like some slut? My body all soiled and full of… Oh, no way! I can’t do that, Jim.”

		

		“I’m not telling you to that, Sam. I love you. But, I guess, I am asking you to. I honestly want to share you with him. If that means, letting you go solo the first time, I’m good with it. I won’t say that I don’t wish I could join you, but I do understand. I can wait until tomorrow to join you, let you two get a little better acquainted first.”

		

		“Better acquainted? You’re asking me to fuck him, Jim!” my voice nearly hysterical. “I’ve never… Well… I mean… And, he’s black. I’ve never been with a black man before. Never even thought about it. And then, you want to share me the rest of the weekend? I’m your wife, Jim. Not just some trollop.”

		

		“No, you’re not. And, I’d never think of you that way. Yes, you’re my wife, and I love you. I just want to share something that I love that much with my best friend,” he calmly explained.

		

		Oh, shit! The more he talked, the more I thought about it. My pussy getting wet as I remembered the feeling of his burning hot lips on my nipple. Not to mention the vision of his black cock in the hallway. Jim really seemed to want this. And, honestly, a part of me was pretty interested in the idea. The rest of me was scared to death.

		

		“Sam, it’s okay, I understand. But I’d love to have you go be with Marcus for a while tonight. I’m not worried about us, we’ll be fine. I’ll be here when you’re done, I’m serious. Tomorrow is a new day. Maybe the three of us can make it a day to remember? But you need to get over your fears first. The only way for you to do that, is to let you go to him,” Jim said calmly. “Now, go blow your nose, clean your face and give me a kiss. Then, go visit with our guest for a while. I’ll be right here when you get back. I promise.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		I closed the bedroom door behind me as I stepped into the darkened hallway. Gulping as I did. My pulse rate was through the roof as I thought about what I was about to do. The step I was about to take. How would I feel afterwards? How would Jim feel? I know he said he wanted this, but did he really? Was he ready to take me back afterwards? My body used, another man’s cock having been inside of me? I was about as unsure of this as anything in my life. But, admittedly, a part of me really wanted to do this. Hopefully, I could convince the rest of me to go along. I stepped slowly along the dark hall. My spike heels echoing like cannon shots in my ears with each step.

		

		Standing before the closed door to the guest room, I hesitated. I could hear music playing softly through the door. Something new age from the sound of it. I didn’t know if it was from the Sat TV in there, or if it was Marcus’ smart phone. Taking a deep breath, I scratched lightly on the door. Maybe, he’d be asleep and wouldn’t answer? At least, I would have tried, that way. OMG! A light switched on inside and I heard soft footsteps approaching the door.

		

		As the door opened, Marcus stared at me, eyes wide in surprise. He was naked except for a pair of briefs. His body seeming huge to my eyes. A big smile crossed his face as he reached out and took my hand. He pulled me into the room, closing the door softly behind me. We were alone.

		

		“You’re shuddering, Sam. I’m not going to hurt you, I promise. I’m delighted to see you. You are so beautiful. I couldn’t quite believe it when Jim told me how gorgeous you were, but he wasn’t lying,” Marcus purred. That deep voice of his sending shivers right through me. “I’d say I’m sorry about earlier, but I’ve wanted you since the moment I set eyes on you today.”

		

		I felt his big hands on my shoulders, pulling me to him. His lips closed on mine seductively. The kiss was gentle, tentative almost. Like he knew I was about ready to bolt. We stayed like that for a bit, just soft little kisses as his hands slid caressingly up and down my body. Then, warming as our tongues met and dueled sensuously. I was pressed up against him, standing on tiptoes while we kissed. My hands touching the hard muscles of his shoulders and arms. I could feel a bulge growing in his briefs as it pressed into me. I… I had to know.

		

		I slid from his arms and knelt submissively before him. My hands were shaking as I reached out and tugged his briefs down over his hips. His cock bounced free, still at half mast, thank goodness. It was just as big as I pictured in my memory. I touched him with my fingers. The contrast was exciting, my pale fingers sliding tentatively over his dark, black cock. I saw my wedding rings flashing in the dim room lighting, the sight filling me with a sudden empty feeling. Marcus hardening dick bringing me back to reality. I could feel it thicken as I stroked hesitantly along it. His black skin was velvety soft covering the stiffness hidden underneath. OMG! He was big.

		

		Marcus’ dick was hard now, springing to life in my trembling hands. He was a good ten inches long, and thick. Like, soda can thick. There was no way I could take that thing in my mouth. Uh, uh. Not about to happen. I guess it’s a good thing that part of me wasn’t listening, my tongue seemed to have a life of its own. Sticking out and licking the swollen head of that monster. His salty precum burst on my taste buds. Mmmm… He tasted good, too. Different than Jim, though. I tried to remember back to my other lovers, if they tasted different, but it was too long ago.

		

		I started kissing along his length. Unlike Jim, he was clean shaven. I could feel the little stubble left by the razor as I licked and kissed his balls. The musky man-scent of him filling my nostrils. Kissing back towards the mushroom shaped head of his cock, I opened my mouth. ‘Are you out of your mind, Sam? You can’t do this!’ I thought. But, the little devil inside of me said ‘Just watch me!’ I slipped my mouth down on to him, his girth stretching my lips tightly. His shaft burning hot against my lips. I slipped his throbbing cock over my tongue. It felt heavy lying there. Damn, he was big. I could only get a couple of inches in before it was hitting the back of my throat. Feeling my gag reflex kicking in, I backed off. Okay, that wasn’t happening. Sliding both hands around his shaft, I sucked on just the swollen head, worshiping it. My tongue teasing the sensitive underside just beyond the head. I let my hands move over the long shaft. Taking just an inch or two of him into my mouth. My tongue tormenting him as I heard him moan.

		

		Marcus hands wrapped into my long hair, pulling me down deeper onto his thick rod. I couldn’t breathe, but it was so damn hot. My mouth bobbed up and down his shaft, his hands controlling me. Shoving deeper with each thrust, my throat swelling open as he pushed into it. He was still nowhere near all the way into me, but it didn’t matter. Marcus was groaning above me as he fucked my mouth. That was the only way to put it, he was fucking me.

		

		I felt him swell, his groans increasing. I don’t swallow. Period. Won’t do it. Never have. But I guess there are some things that I didn’t have control over anymore. He thrust deep, his hard shaft pulsing heavily in my mouth. His salty seed filled my mouth and throat. I swallowed like crazy. I was drowning in his black baby seed. I could see lights before my eyes, I was about to pass out.

		

		Suddenly, he pulled out. I gasped for breath, coughing and sputtering as I inhaled his creamy cum. My eyes were watering, as I desperately tried to catch my breath. I was half collapsed, down on my knees, in front of a man I’d just met. Gasping for breath after sucking him dry. I felt his big hands reach down and lift me from the floor. It was like I was a feather in his arms. He pulled me to him, his lips crashing against mine. Our tongues meeting in a passionate duel, my mouth still full of cum.

		

		I heard the zipper on my skirt opening, my pulse rate rising with each quiet click of the teeth. The leather garment falling to the floor and pooling around my spike heels. Then, he pulled my blouse over my head, my hair flying every which way as he did. The only modesty I had left was the tiny thong I’d worn tonight, already soggy with my erotic excitement. He slid his fingers into it and peeled it slowly down my legs. Kissing along my body as he did. I stepped out of it, his hand wrapped around my strap heeled ankle. Marcus, still holding the damp piece of fabric, lifted it to his nose, inhaling my scent. Then, he purposely tossed it into his open suitcase, an apparent souvenir of tonight.

		

		With a big grin on his face, Marcus put his hands under my ass and lifted me. My legs wrapped around his waist as he pulled me to him. His lips kissing me as he held me like I was weightless. I felt something bouncing against my pussy. OMG? It was his cock. He was fucking hard again. I realized tonight was about to be a first for a lot of things.

		

		Marcus walked me over to the bedroom wall, leaning my back up against it. My arms around his neck as he reached down with one hand and grabbed his hard rod, aiming it at my petaled opening. Oh! Oh! OMG! He was big! I could feel him stretching my pink petals wide open. He wasn’t thrusting, just pushing insistently. I tried to relax, letting my weight press down on him. Suddenly, the big mushroom shaped head popped inside of me. I screamed. Oh, God, did I scream. I’ve never had anything that big inside of me before. Never.

		

		His cock felt like it was literally tearing me in two. Marcus held still, just holding me in his arms. My back pressed up against the wall, legs wrapped tightly around him. I’ve never been fucked like that. The position felt strange. Little by little, he let my body slide down on to him. Every inch of that monster tearing me wide open. I was writhing in his arms, my body spasming in orgasm despite the pain. Vaguely aware of hearing cries and screams, finally deciding they were coming from me.

		

		Suddenly, he let me drop. His cock burying itself all the way inside of me. Crashing into my cervix and popping through into my womb. Oh, fuck! That hurt! But… It was a good kind of hurt. I can’t quite explain it. I’d never felt like that before. I was a writhing mass of passion as he began to slide me up and down on that huge shaft.

		

		“Oh, God… Yes. Yes,” I screamed. “Fuck me, fuck that black cock into me!” I didn’t care if anybody heard me or not. Not even if Jim heard me. All I could think about was that huge shaft ripping me in two. My eyes rolled back in my head as lights flashed before me. My body one large muscle spasm. Spike heels digging into his ass as my fingernails raked his shoulders tearing at his flesh. Marcus kept pumping up and down, his cock ripping in to me again and again. It went on forever. And… I didn’t want it to stop.

		

		Finally, I felt him swell. Oh, God! This was it, he was going to cum. And… Oh, shit. He wasn’t wearing a condom. Oh, fuck… Fuck… Fuck! I was past caring by this time. I felt him surge, his hot cum filling me, scalding my insides. Filling my unprotected womb with his black baby seed. The warmth of it spreading through me as his cock pulsed with jet after jet of cum. His lips locked on mine one more time as I started to come back to reality.

		

		Marcus put me down on the floor, steadying me as I teetered in my spike heels. Then, he quietly led me to the bed. OMG? I’d just sucked off a strange black man, then let him fuck me, and I hadn’t even made it to his bed yet. I am such a slut. Well, I guess I’m a lot more than that? I’d just committed adultery, cuckolding my husband with a black man. My husband, who was just down the hall from where I was now lying nakedly in another man’s bed.

		

		Marcus was holding me, as we lay there. Kissing me softly, nibbling at my earlobe, then kissing down my sweaty neck. Both of us still gasping for breath after all of that. His big black hands were cupping my breasts, fondling them, as we lay spooned together. His fingers teasing my nipples, sending little electric shocks through me with each pinch. I could feel his hot jizz oozing from inside of me, sliding down between my thighs. I’d taken two loads of cum already tonight, and he didn’t seem ready to let me go even now. I’m not sure I wanted him to, either. I’ve never been fucked like that before. Not by anyone. I loved my husband, but I could sure learn to love an occasional dose of Marcus’ big cock.

		

		Speaking of, something was starting to press against my ass. OMG! He was getting hard again. I felt him roll me over, his lips descending from my neck and shoulders to my breasts. His hands roughly squeezing them. He pulled my nipple between his lips, suckling from me. Electric shocks ripped through me as he pulled on my sensitive nipples. His teeth teasing me with little nibbles. It felt wonderful. Even when some of those nibbles weren’t so little.

		

		Moving, he pushed my legs apart, his muscled body slipping between them. His cock hard again, pressing against my ravaged pussy. It didn’t matter. I wanted him, too. I cried out as he pressed between my swollen nether lips. His cock filling me once again. Even with my insides already coated with his creamy seed, he still felt unbelievably tight inside of me. His big cock stretching me wider than I’d ever been. Oh, fuck! He was pushing deep again, filling me with that huge rod.

		

		Lying there beneath him, his cock driving deep inside of me, his black body was glistening above me. I lost all track of time and space. The only thing I knew was that throbbing cock splitting me in two. Marcus was fucking me now, no other way to put it. He was just using my pussy like I was some street slut. His hard cock ramming deep inside me over and over. He was like a piledriver as he took me. I could hear our bodies slapping loudly together, the headboard crashing against the wall, sweat glistening from both of us as he took me. He was fucking me much faster and harder this time, this position allowing him complete control. All I could do was lie there and take it. And, oh yeah… Scream like crazy as he ripped me two over and over.

		

		I didn’t care if Jim heard me. Hell, I didn’t care if they heard me the next city over. Marcus was giving me the fuck of my life. I was nothing but one huge orgasm as he continued to fuck me. Finally, I felt him swell. I swear he started fucking faster, though I didn’t think it possible. His cock surged inside me as his black seed filled me once again.

		

		Afterwards, he kissed me. One soft, tender kiss. “Thank you, Sam. That was unbelievable. I hope it’s not our only time together. But, somehow, I have a feeling that Jim is looking to get you back sometime tonight,” he chuckled.

		

		I glanced at the clock on the nightstand. OMG! I’d been with him for two hours. What would Jim think? Well, I guess it didn’t matter what he thought. He’s the one that sent me in here. I just hope… Oh, do I hope! That he’s alright with it? I know it was his idea, but reality and fantasy are often two different things. I slid from Marcus’ warm arms and gathered my clothes. Not that there was much to grab, just my blouse and skirt. My thong now buried in Marcus luggage. I thought about dressing, but… WTF! It wasn’t like Jim didn’t KNOW just what I’d done in here. He might not have been able to see it, but he sure must have heard it. And, he did ask me to come right back when we were done.

		

		I walked, a little unsteadily, to the door and with only a quick look back, I slipped into the darkened hallway.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		My footsteps were just as unsure this time as I walked back towards our bedroom. I could feel Marcus’ hot seed oozing from inside of me. Warm streaks of it sliding down between my thighs. My pussy no doubt swollen and red, ravaged by his huge black cock. My breasts were tender from where he had mauled at them, my nipples still oversensitive from his bites. I could still taste his salty cum in my mouth, my first-time swallowing. And, I did it all for another man, not my husband. I was an adulteress, I’d cuckolded Jim. Let a black man fill me with his baby seed. I silently hoped that I hadn’t missed any birth control pills this month. That was one thing I didn’t want to deal with.

		

		I was standing there at the closed door, scared to turn the knob. Taking a deep breath, I reached out and opened the door. The little squeak of the door sounding unbelievably loud in the silent hallway. There was a light still burning in the room, but the big King-sized bed was empty. My heart fell as I frantically glanced around the room. Oh, thank you. Jim was sitting in our little reading alcove, a partially empty glass on the table beside him. He glanced up at me, startled.

		

		“Sam! You’re back… Are you… I… I mean, did you… Oh, hell, Sam. I don’t know what I mean, Baby.” Jim stood up and walked tentatively towards me. His eyes raking over my naked body as he came closer. I was standing there in front of my husband, the man I’d just cheated on. My clothes clutched against my nakedness. Hair, no doubt, a disaster. My makeup probably smeared all over my face, and another man’s cum seeping from my soiled pussy. I’m sure I made quite a pretty picture.

		

		Jim came up to me, his hands taking hold of my meagre pieces of clothing and tossing them aside. His arms went around me, his lips closing on mine tentatively. I whimpered as I threw my arms about him, my tongue burrowing into his mouth. Tears were streaming down my face, as we kissed passionately. Jim pulled away from my kiss, a surprised look on his face. “Does this mean that I might finally get you to swallow my cum some day?” he asked, grinning wickedly.

		

		I just nodded, numbly. God, I loved this man. His lips closing on mine again as our tongues dueled passionately together. This time, it was Jim that slid down my body to his knees. His lips kissing my tender breasts as he headed South. I’m sure he could taste the sweat on my body, probably smell the unfamiliar cologne that Marcus had worn. Jim hesitated as he got to my little landing strip. It was damp and heavily matted with cum. I had to reek of sex. I knew it. There was no way I didn’t. I had two loads of Marcus’ jizz in my slutty pussy. Hell, it was still running down my legs. I felt like Niagara Falls.

		

		Jim breathed in the tangy aroma of my sins, his nostrils twitching as he did. I felt his lips kiss my mound, just below the landing strip. His nose buried in my damp pubic curls. The feeling sending chills through me. Suddenly, my senses overloaded. Jim’s tongue raked along my cream covered slit, sending me soaring into orbit. I screamed out in orgasmic passion. Oh, fuck. My husband was tasting another man’s cum from my filthy, soiled pussy. Oh, damn, that was sooooo fucking HOT!

		

		Lights were flashing before my eyes again as his tongue devoured my swollen clit. My body seizing in spasms with each twirl of his talented tongue. I nearly passed out when I felt him slide his tongue inside of me, Marcus’ cum flooding out and into his voracious mouth. He was sucking Marcus’ seed from inside me. The only thing keeping me standing were his arms around me, I was near collapse.

		

		Jim finally stopped, my senses only dimly returning as he held me to him. His lips crashed against mine, the taste of our mixed juices on his lips. Frantically, he pulled me to our big King-sized bed. As I climbed in, Jim shed his clothes. Tearing at them in his haste, buttons flying. I just lay there before him, a sacrificial offering. I needed him to reclaim me. Fill me with his own creamy seed, make me his again.

		

		Climbing into the bed, Jim started kissing me again. This time moving on down my body, his lips closing on my sore nipples. It hurt, but I wasn’t about to stop him. Not after what I’d done tonight. His fingers wrapped around my tender breasts, the ache reminding me of my earlier passionate encounter. I just held him to me, letting him suckle from those same breasts that Marcus had sucked on so voraciously. I intended to let Jim do a lot of things to me, tonight. In all the same places that his friend had already used.

		

		Jim moved down my body again, his tongue tickling my navel, causing me to squirm. Hey! I’m ticklish! Okay? He kissed my cum matted landing strip one more time, then slid down further. His hands gripped my ankles, spreading my legs apart. My soiled and ravaged pussy blatantly on display before him. He just stared, I wondered what he was thinking. Did he regret his earlier decision? If he did, he kept it to himself. His cock, an angry looking purple rod, raging hard as he gazed at me. The shaft engorged with blood, ready to take back his wanton wife.

		

		His body glided between my spread legs, conforming to mine. I could feel his throbbing rod pressing against my ravaged pussy. Still tender and sore from Marcus fucking me so relentlessly, I wanted more. I wanted my husband. I gasped as Jim pushed inside me, filling me for the third time tonight. Not as huge as Marcus’ raging cock, he still fit just perfectly. He was my comfort, my rock. I was soaring through another orgasm as he crashed deep into me. Oh, God! I’d lost count of how many times I’d exploded tonight. My cries this time, slightly more subdued than earlier. But I loved every minute of it.

		

		Jim was speeding up now, his cock swelling inside my cum slicked pussy. I was crying out when he finally exploded deep inside of me. Filling me with his own seed. Taking me back. Reclaiming me and making me all his again. I wanted to cry in happiness. I fell asleep in his arms. My exhausted body only dimly registering the kisses that fell on my neck and shoulders.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		When I woke up the next morning, I was alone in bed. I panicked at first, then I heard the shower turn off in the en suite. Jim came out moments later, drying his dark hair with a big towel. “Good morning, sleepy head. About time you woke up,” he said smiling. “I’ll go out and start some breakfast, why don’t you grab a shower. I think you need one.”

		

		I threw a pillow at him as he ducked back through the door. Although, something told me he was right. Probably the fact that I smelled like a whore house. As I slid, sorely, from the bed, I saw a big stain where I’d been lying. It was still damp from my seeping pussy. Gee! I wonder what could have caused that? Snicker, snicker…

		

		As I started to get out of bed, I found I still had my sexy, strappy heels on. Damn, I am a slut. Unfastening them, I walked gingerly into the en suite. One glimpse in the mirror and I wanted to go back to bed. My hair was a rat’s nest of tangles. There were even patches of cum stuck all through it. My breasts had bruises on them and my nipples were still red and swollen. And, my poor pussy? Oh, fuck! It was raw and sore from the two of them using me. Long, dried streaks of cum ran down my pale thighs. I looked like some well used whore. Turning away from the visage, I turned the hot water on and climbed into the shower. Letting the steaming water wash away the sins of the previous night.

		

		*

		

		I walked into the kitchen, the two of them sitting at the island counter munching on eggs and bacon. They hopped up as soon as they saw me, each of them giving me a hug and a kiss. And, I don’t mean a little peck on the cheek either. Hell, I was just wearing cut-off jeans and a cropped T, my hair pulled back in a ponytail. Padding around the house barefoot. Guess they were pleased with something I’d done. Chortle, chortle… I had decided there was no sense in dressing until I knew what was on the menu for today. Um… Well, other than me, that is. I was pretty sure they planned to have some fun again tonight. This time with all of us together. Oh, God!

		

		The guys decided to leave today up to me. Probably a bad idea on their part, I was still exhausted from last night. Looking out the patio doors to the backyard, I opted for a day at the pool. The backyard of our adobe style home was fenced with a seven-foot cement block wall, making it very private. Perfect for nude sunbathing and skinny dipping, a benefit I made use of frequently. It was pretty nice for some other things, too…

		

		Done with breakfast, I flounced out to the poolside tossing clothes as I went. The terrible two staring wide eyed as I walked out. Taking in every inch of my naked body. I lay down on the chaise lounge, grabbing a bottle of suntan lotion and smoothing it over my body. The boys salivating in the wings.

		

		They quickly joined me outside, Jim handing me a mimosa as he sat down. Hmmm… The boys grabbed a chaise of their own, one on each side of me. Oh, shit! I was already a Samantha sandwich and the day was just starting. When it came time to turn over, I asked if somebody would put lotion on my back? Gee! Guess what? I had two volunteers! Marcus won the race to the lotion bottle, a big grin on his face. I lifted my pony tail out of his way as he sat down on the edge of the chaise. His big hands began to smooth the lotion over my shoulders and down my back. I could feel his fingers pressing against the side of my breasts as he spread the oil down my sides.

		

		When he got to my ass cheeks, he seemed to stall out for a while. His hands massaging my butt over and over. Finally, he continued down my legs. Paying particular attention to where they connected to my butt. His fingers massaged the oily lotion over my sore nether lips, caressing them gently. My pussy starting to leak from the erotic stimulus. I found myself whimpering as his fingers probed deeper and deeper. It wasn’t long before I shuddered in orgasm, his fingers stroking my clit as sparks flew through me.

		

		Eventually, Marcus continued down my legs, even oiling my feet and toes. OMG! I was unbelievably turned on, and it wasn’t even lunchtime, yet. After a while, I got up and dove into the pool. At least, it let me cool off. I paddled around the pool for a while, letting the water soothe my aching body. The boys joined me eventually. The two of them swimming laps as I enjoyed the view.

		

		Back on my chaise, I was treated to Jim oiling up my backside. His fingers every bit as talented as Marcus’ had been. Mmmm… Maybe even more so. I wasn’t going to last long at this rate. The two of them took turns oiling me up all morning. Finally, insisting that they needed to help me oiling my front as well.

		

		I couldn’t take it any longer, I dove into the pool just to get away from them. They joined me after a while, swimming while I lazed around on the blowup floater. I must have dozed off for a while, when I woke up, they were sitting on the edge of the pool talking. I looked over at them, admiring the view. Hey! It was quite a view. Both had kept exercising after their college glory days. I had two muscled football players dangling their feet into the pool. Uh… They had something else dangling, too.

		

		I swam over to the edge, coming up in front of them. My eyes closed on their beautiful cocks. Both, slightly tumescent as they gazed at my naked body. I reached up and took Marcus thick rod in my hands, massaging it to hardness. Leaning forward, I kissed the head of it, then slid his cock into my mouth. I bobbed up and down on his thick shaft, still unable to take him any deeper than a couple of inches. When I heard him start to groan, I pulled away and took hold of my hubby’s long hard rod. Jim was somebody I could deep throat, and I did. Over and over I took him deep into my throat until he was ready to explode. Then, giggling, I pulled off and went back to my black licorice stick.

		

		Back and forth, I teased them forever. Never letting them cum, just sucking them until they were almost ready. Finally, I gave in and let Marcus erupt in my mouth. His salty seed filling my mouth and throat as he exploded inside me. Shaking my head and giggling as I licked my lips, I moved over to Jim. His eyes full of lust as I took him into my cummy mouth. Over and over, I bobbed down his long shaft. Taking him deep into my throat as he exploded. His cum jetting down my pulsing throat and filling my mouth. I swirled his salty cum around my mouth, even letting him see his seed filling me. Then, I swallowed his tasty cum. The first time I’d ever done that for him. Laughing, I swam away from the two of them, leaving them collapsed on the edge of the pool.

		

		When lunch time came around, Jim asked if I was going to fix anything? I just looked at him, a mischievous grin on my face. “I don’t know, Jim. After all, I already ate. But, if you two want to fix something, I might nibble.”

		

		Jim’s growling response left me feeling like I might regret it later. I think the two of them were planning something special for me tonight. I just wasn’t sure what it was. Jim’s response for lunch, certainly gave me a little comeuppance. He called Jimmy John’s. The two men insisting that I answer the door. Okay, for you two. I grabbed my little terry coverup, loosely sashing it around my waist as we heard the doorbell.

		

		I opened the door to a very happy delivery driver. His eyes roaming freely over my body as I took the order from him. I went over the side table, grabbing Jim’s wallet and extracting thirty dollars to cover all the food they’d ordered. When I turned back around, I noticed a growing bulge in our young driver’s pants. OMG! I suddenly realized I’d probably flashed him when I bent over the side table. Oh, well. I’d done a lot of things these last two days. I’d better be careful, or I was going to get quite a reputation.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		The rest of the day was pretty much a repeat. Well, except for the duel blow jobs. I decided the boys needed to be at their top form for later. Whatever that might be. As dinner time rolled around, Jim asked me what I wanted for dinner. Hey! That was easy, I wanted reservations. They rolled their eyes but agreed to my request anyway. I headed in to the house to shower and change.

		

		Standing in the shower, letting the hot water wash away all the suntan lotion they’d spread on me, I began to worry about the night ahead. What the fuck do I do with two men? Especially, two men at the same time? This was unexplored territory for yours truly. Last night was the first time I’d even been with two men in the same day. Uh, or even the same month, if I’m entirely honest. Talk about a baptism under fire. Finally, I decided that between the three of us, we’d figure it out. Okay, mostly I decided the guys would figure it out. After all, they had experience at this. I was just along for the ride, or was I the ‘ridee?’ Hmmm… How much have I had to drink today?

		

		When I waltzed out of the en suite, I found a black mini-dress laid out on the bed. Along with another pair of four-inch high heels and a pair of thigh top stockings. I sure hadn’t put any of that there. Picking up the dress, I glanced at it skeptically. It was one of the skimpiest dresses I owned. Jim had given it to me as a present one time. I think I’d worn it once, and that was just around the house for our anniversary. It was very short with a halter style top. The top left my back bare and had a deep plunge in front that left my breasts very much on display. Okay, boys. I can see where this is going. I was rummaging through my lingerie drawer when Jim came into the room.

		

		“Whoa! I don’t recall laying any underwear out for you, Sam. That was on purpose if you haven’t figured that out. We want you commando tonight,” he announced proudly.

		

		“I am not your personal property James Davidson. I’ll wear panties if I want to,” I huffed.

		

		He just grinned at me lasciviously and went into the en suite to get ready. I dug through my thongs for a few more minutes before acquiescing to his request. WTF! They’d certainly seen it all before anyway. Slipping the dress over my head, I settled it around my hips and tied the halter about my neck. After putting on the stockings and heels that Jim had picked out, I walked over to the mirror and checked how I looked. Okay, I admit it, I looked damn hot in this outfit. Doing a little twirl before the mirror, I decided that it was a darn good thing we weren’t going dancing. Hell, from the looks of it, I’d be flashing half the city just by walking. Ohhh… I needed more wine…

		

		I headed to the kitchen and poured myself another glass of wine while I waited for the men to get ready. Marcus came in while I was staring absently out the door wall to the backyard. His arrival announced by a wolf whistle as he caught sight of me. I just gave him a dirty look and went back to my wine. When we finally left, Marcus ‘assisted’ me into the backseat again. I didn’t even bother to try and be modest. It wouldn’t have worked anyway, not in that outfit.

		

		Sitting in the backseat, I could feel my pussy moistening with excitement. I just couldn’t get the image of tonight out of my mind. Two men at the same time? Was I nuts? I was still trying to figure that one out when we got to the restaurant. Oh, shit! Valet service. The valet helping me out of the car, his eyes growing wide as I flashed him. I quickly resolved that I was NOT coming back to this restaurant again for a very, very long time. So far this weekend, at least four men had seen my privates, and it wasn’t over yet.

		

		Tonight, was Marcus’ treat. The restaurant he’d chosen was very dark and very private. We were shown to a cozy banquette in a side room. Over dinner, I found myself sandwiched between the two men once again. This time, they were more about paying attention to me than telling war stories. I kept finding stray hands caressing my stocking clad legs, wandering even higher more than once. By this time, between all the alcohol I’d consumed and the erotic stimuli the boys were providing, I was nearly going insane. My pussy felt like a rushing stream as my excitement heightened during the evening. Oh, fuck! Now they were taking turns kissing me while their hands wandered.

		

		We had just ordered dessert, when I decided I needed the ladies’ room. I was washing my hands and checking my makeup when the door cautiously opened, and Marcus head poked inside. I just stared at him like he was insane. Seeing that I was the sole occupant, he slipped into the room and pulled me into his arms. His lips closed on mine, kissing me passionately. Then, he tugged me towards one of the stalls, shutting the door behind us.

		

		As he bent me over, I braced my hands against the wall. Oh, fuck! I couldn’t believe I was letting him do this. But… Well, face it, I was horny as hell by this time. I heard his zipper and then felt that thick bulbous head of his cock pressing against my pussy. “Damn, you are so hot, Sam.” With that, Marcus put his hand over my mouth and shoved his cock into my protesting pussy.

		

		OMG! Oh, fuck! It still hurt as he slammed all the way into me. But, oh, it hurt sooooo good. I just hung on the best I could as he pounded that monster into me again and again. This was no loving fuck, this was pure lust. It wasn’t long before I felt him swelling inside of me, his cock erupting with hot blasts of semen deep into my womb. Lights flashed before my eyes as I went over the top. My passionate screams muffled by his big black hand covering my mouth.

		

		Finishing, Marcus pulled his deflating cock out and zipped up. “Don’t move, Sam. It’ll only be a minute or two,” he whispered.

		

		‘What? Huh? A minute or two for what?’ I wondered blurrily. I heard the outer door quickly open and close. A couple of minutes later, I heard it open again. The door to my stall was pushed open and Jim walked in, closing the door behind him. Another zipper went down, and I found a second cock pressing against me. WTF? “Jim? I’m your wife. What are you…” That’s as far as I got before his cock drove all the way into me with one stroke. The force of it leaving me breathless. OMG! He was fucking me frantically, his throbbing cock tearing into me over and over. I was whimpering and crying out as he took me. Finally, my cries evolved into a scream as I exploded in orgasm for the second time tonight. Jim’s burning hot seed being added to the deposit Marcus had already left in me.

		

		I was still wobbly as Jim escorted me back to our table. Dessert was setting there waiting. Though, somehow, I felt that I’d already provided it. The three of us calmly sitting there eating dessert and having an after-dinner drink as my ravaged pussy leaked copious amounts of cum onto the seat cushion.

		

		As we left the restaurant, the same valet rushed to hold the door for me. If he thought he’d gotten a view earlier, he was in for a total surprise this time. As I climbed into the car, my pussy was oozing with cum before his astonished eyes. Okay, new resolution, I was NEVER coming back to this restaurant. Damn good thing that the car had vinyl seats, too.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		The drive home was remarkably quiet. Honestly, I had no idea what to say to the two of them. In all my life, I’d never done anything like tonight. Not even in what I thought of as my semi-wild college days. My previous three lovers, all boyfriends that I was ‘in love’ with, were very conventional by comparison. None of them taking me like what these two had done tonight. I wanted to be mad at them, I really did. But… Face it, it was the hottest thing I’d ever done.

		

		When we got back to the house, Marcus gallantly helped me out of the car. His eyes lustfully devouring the mess he’d made of my pussy. Well, he had Jim’s help, but still… Anyway, I pretty much figured they had finished with me by this time. Yeah, I know. Silly, girl. Right? We’d no sooner walked in than Jim pulled me to him and kissed me, his tongue driving inside my mouth. Okay, not done with me just yet. We kissed like that for a couple of minutes and then I was suddenly turned while Marcus repeated the performance. Talk about getting turned on in a hurry. You just try being passed between two hunky guys while they take turns Frenching you.

		

		I felt somebody untie my halter, hands pulling my dress over my head. They did it so smoothly I almost didn’t even realize it until I was standing there in nothing but stockings and heels. Seems they still remembered all the moves from their glory days. For their next trick, Jim bent me over the arm of the sofa, his cock driving suddenly into me. I let out a scream as he crashed into my cervix with one stroke, his cock pumping in and out of me like a jackhammer.

		

		Marcus pushed his cock into my face, his hands wrapped around my head. My mouth opening almost automatically. His big cock slid between my lips and all the way to my throat. My gag reflex immediately kicking in, he pulled away and let me breath. Then, he pushed in again at the same time Jim was plowing into my pussy. OMG! What a rush! They had me spit-roasted. I’d… No way… Oh, my… I had never felt anything like it. They almost immediately found their rhythm, alternating who was in deep as they fucked me from both ends.

		

		I would have screamed out if I could, but all that came out were unintelligible sounds. It sounded like I was babbling. Hell, I probably was. Bright lights were flashing in front of my eyes, my body in wild spasms as they used me like some trollop. And, I liked it. Damn, did I like it! My body was exploding in one long continuous orgasm. I never wanted it to stop.

		

		Marcus blew his load first, his cock spurting his creamy cum down my throat and filling my mouth moments before Jim filled my pussy. Their assault leaving me weak and gasping for breath as cum drooled out of me from both ends. At this point, I had taken six loads of cum inside me today. That was a record for anybody as far as I was concerned. I know it sure beat out last night, which had been pretty darn wild.

		

		Marcus pulled me down onto the sofa, letting me curl up in his muscular arms. Jim headed into the kitchen, returning with drinks all around. It took me a bit, but I started to come back to reality as I sipped my wine and regained my composure. They were flanking me once again, taking turns as to who kissed me. It didn’t seem to faze them that I had just swallowed a load of Marcus’ salty cum. It got even weirder when, Marcus started kissing down my body to my ravaged pussy. I couldn’t help it, I cried out when his tongue raked along my cum covered slit. I never saw that one coming. Jim? Okay, sort of. He was my husband and he had this fetish thingy, but Marcus?

		

		Oh, Lord. They were tongue fucking me from both ends. My senses were on overload. I couldn’t have told you what day it was by this time. I just went with it. What else could I do? My body was a total traitor to any wishes I might have had to the contrary. Yeah, right! If you believe that, I have a bridge I’d like to talk to you about. By the time they were done, I was nothing but a limp bundle of flesh curled up between them.

		

		This time, they let me rest for a while. Once I was back up and sipping my wine, Jim leaned over and Frenched me again. Then, he kissed my ear and whispered, “I think it’s time we took you to bed. Marcus and I have some plans for you tonight that work best on a nice big bed.” Gulp!

		

		Next, it was Marcus turn to kiss me, pulling me into his muscular arms as he picked me up like I was a small child. He carried me into the bedroom, Jim leading the way. One more kiss, and then I found myself lying on the bed, a Samantha sandwich. These two were insatiable.

		

		Marcus pulled me on top of him, kissing me over and over. I could feel his big cock swelling beneath me as Jim stroked my back lovingly. He pulled me up until I was astride him, cowgirl style. Jim lying beside us, eyes devouring the view before him. As Marcus picked me up, centering me over his hard rod, I looked in to Jim’s eyes. Locking my eyes with his as I slid down on to that huge cock. My pussy stretching wide to receive him.

		

		I kept eye contact as long as I could, but I finally succumbed, closing my eyes and letting the erotic sensations flow over me. Despite being fucked by Marcus earlier, taking him inside me still caused a mix of pain and pleasure that was indescribable. After a few strokes on top of that huge monster, I was able to look at my husband again. He was watching in total, rapt fascination as Marcus fucked me right before his eyes. His huge cock ripping me in two with every stroke, incoherent cries and screams coming from me.

		

		Marcus looked over at Jim, a big grin on his face. “I think it’s time, Bro,” he exclaimed.

		

		Huh? Time for what?

		

		I felt Jim move up behind me, his hands sliding around and squeezing my breasts. I just enjoyed the flood of sensations for a few moments. I felt him caress my sides and butt, his fingers hot against my skin. He was feeling my hips as Marcus moved me up and down like a toy on his shaft.

		

		My eyes popped open wide when I suddenly felt my ass cheeks pulled wide apart and the weird feeling of oil suddenly being rubbed into my rectal flower. Whoa. Uh… Wait a minute now. No. No way! That was not happen… Oh, FUCK!!! I screamed like a banshee as Jim’s hard cock pierced my virginal rectal flower. All conscious thought left my mind. I had never felt so full, so unbelievably full, before. Marcus huge cock was stuffed deep in my pussy and Jim’s cock was rammed all the way inside my ass. I could feel them rubbing together inside of me. Oh. My. God. I was… He was… They were… Oh, FUCK! I screamed, I cried, my body was one huge orgasm. Nothing had ever prepared me for this. I didn’t even know it was possible to feel this way.

		

		The two of them were starting to move now, first one shoving in to me, then the other. Just fucking me with those hard, throbbing rods. I was like a ragdoll, thrashing limply between the two of them. Marcus came first, his black seed filling my womb as his big cock pulsed inside of me. The pulsing of his cock causing Jim to cry out and fill my virgin ass with his own spunk. I vaguely remember a scream, and then just blackness…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		When I woke up the next morning, I was alone. The big bed empty except for my weak, exhausted body. Numbly, I started to crawl from the bed. I still had my thigh top stockings on, and one shoe. I wondered bemusedly where the other one ended up? As I stumbled into the en suite, I couldn’t quite believe the vision that greeted me in the mirror. OMG? What had those two done to me? I thought I had looked bad yesterday, but today was a total eye opener. I had streaks of cum everywhere. It was in my hair, on my face, my tits, running down my legs, even streaking along my snagged and torn stockings. I was covered with small bruises and hickies, my pussy was raw and… Frankly, my ass hurt.

		

		Jim materialized in the open doorway. “Sam, you’re awake? Sorry, I was bringing you breakfast in bed. We wanted to wake you up properly,” he grinned.

		

		“We?” I asked weakly. Marcus suddenly appearing behind him. OMG. They were both grinning like total idiots. I just looked at them, stupefied. I was a complete wreck. It looked I’d been used and abused by their whole damn football squad… Team? Whatever! You get the idea. How could they possibly find me attractive? I could have easily passed for some ten-dollar whore after a very long Saturday night.

		

		Jim handed a mimosa to me, a big smile on his face. I took a sip of it, letting the bubbles tickle my nose as the tangy drink woke me up. Okay, they were proud of themselves. Hmmm… I guess they had performed rather well yesterday. Though, I wasn’t sure if I was ready for a repeat. Jim kissed me and reached over turning on the hot water in the big walk-in shower. The duel shower heads sending cascading water streaming down.

		

		Marcus started pulling the tattered stockings down my legs, coupled with little kisses as he revealed every inch. Then, they pulled me under the cascading waterfall. I sighed as the hot water began to beat against my battered body. The warm caress of it soothing away my sore muscles. The two of them washed me. They shampooed my hair, gently untangling the cum infused mats, and soaped up my aching body. They even cleaned places I wasn’t too sure I wanted them cleaning. Although, I couldn’t help but giggle as they did.

		

		Once they had me squeaky clean, they proceeded to get me dirty again. The hot water cascading down on us as they spit-roasted me for the second time. Or, was it the third? Last night was a bit of a blur. Anyway, after they’d both cum inside me again, they washed me all over once more and then gently dried me off with two big fluffy towels. I felt like a pampered princess. Sort of, anyway. Hell! Honestly, I wasn’t sure if I was a princess or a whore? Either way, they didn’t seem to mind. Chortle, chortle…

		

		Marcus had to leave later that morning, needing to be in El Paso that night for his new job. He kissed me goodbye, his tongue deep inside my mouth right there in our driveway. Those big black hands of his roaming freely over my body. The whole damn neighborhood would be gossiping about that for the next month. He and Jim did their guy hug thing, and he was on his way. His departure, somehow, leaving me feeling vaguely empty.

		

		Jim made love to me again that night. His cock filling me over and over with his hot seed as he reclaimed my body. I loved him, I really did. But, somehow, this weekend had changed me. Awakened a part of me that I didn’t even know existed. I had enjoyed being ravaged by the two of them. Oh, not as an everyday diet. No way! But, every now and again? Maybe? Please?

		

		Since I’d taken an extra day off, I was able to sleep in the next morning watching Jim get ready for work. He did leave me with a wildly passionate goodbye kiss before heading out. I spent the day recovering and daydreaming. My fantasizing far more erotic than any I’ve ever done before. By the time Jim came home that night, I was practically ready to rape him.

		

		After we’d calmed down, I knew I had to say something. They couldn’t do something like that to me and then, just leave me hanging. I’d just spent a weekend having the best sex of my life. Doing my best, I stumblingly admitted that I’d really liked what had happened. And, shyly acknowledging that I wouldn’t mind an occasional repeat. Jim was deadly quiet for a bit, like the wheels and gears were turning somewhere in his mind. I was on pins and needles as I awaited his reply…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		My nipples came to attention as I walked into the cool air-conditioning of the lounge. Sauntering over to the bar, I perched on an empty stool. My short leather mini-skirt rode up until it revealed the lacy top of my stockings. The little gold ankle bracelet I wore sparkled in the dim lights, the dangling ‘HW’ and ‘Queen of Spades’ charms showing prominently. The low-cut neckline of my blouse revealed the soft swell of my breasts as my nipples pressed sharply against the clingy fabric. The bartender was with me in an instant. Strange how that works. When he brought me my glass of White Zin, he shook his head no at my proffered bill, nodding towards the end of the bar.

		

		My benefactor raised his glass in salute. Hmmm… He was kind of hunky. Maybe six-two with a nice set of six pack abs. White teeth sparkled from a dark-skinned visage, his brown eyes burning with lust as he checked me out. I smiled back at him, my grin growing bigger as he started to walk towards me. OMG! There was one hell of a nice bulge showing in those tight pants he had on. I sure hoped it wasn’t false advertising. After all, I had a very loving, very lust-filled husband waiting at home to reclaim my cum filled pussy later tonight. I certainly didn’t want to disappoint him…

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Sam’s adventures, as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well! You can click on my Author’s Page for a complete listing.

		

		Many Thanks!

		

		Richard Carlisle

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-QNRSDAR1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





