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Running Group

It was too early when the alarm went off on my phone. I rolled over in my warm bed and wanted to smash the stupid thing with a sledgehammer. I reached for it on the bedside table and accidentally knocked it off onto the floor. I groaned. No hitting the snooze button now.

I flung the covers off, got out of bed, and picked up the phone. I shut off that annoying BEEP…BEEP…BEEP and looked at the clock. 5:15am. Way too early.

But then I thought about why I had set that alarm. Why I was getting up so early. It was for a girl of course, a beautiful blonde I had met during my lunch break yesterday. Emma.

She had been a bright spot that day, after my boss had yelled at me for writing up a report incorrectly I had to get out of the office. So at lunch I walked down to the nearest deli, grabbed a turkey and cheese sandwich, and took it back outside and sat on the nearest bench where I ate it and stared at passing traffic.

“Is this seat taken?” she asked.

I looked over and when I saw her I thought I was imagining her. She was absolutely gorgeous, long wavy blonde hair, big intelligent blue eyes, full pink lips, and a killer smile. She had on a tight cream-colored long-sleeved top that fit her snugly. That top was tucked into a dark red skirt that was probably just within the dress code regulations at her work. It was pretty darn short and it showed off a pair of long, tan, toned legs.

“I can find another,” she said.

I panicked, realizing I hadn’t responded yet. I finally got something out, “No!”

Emma giggled. It was the most beautiful sound I’d ever heard, like harp music.

“I mean, you can sit down,” I said, flustered and embarrassed.

“Thank you,” she said matter-of-factly. Then she added, “I’m Emma.”

“I’m Kyle.”

“Nice to meet you,” she said.

“You too.”

Then she started talking about how great it was to get out and get some fresh air for lunch. I agreed. And she went on, talking about how she hated being cooped up in the office all day. I agreed again. Then she touched my arm, and it was like fireworks exploding inside me. She turned toward me and said, “I know, you should join my running group.”

“Running group? What’s that?”

Emma giggled, that beautiful sound. “It’s just a group of us that goes for a nice, easy run in the mornings before work. It’s so tranquil before the city wakes up. You’d love it.”

“If you’re going to be there I’m sure I would.”

Emma grinned and I thought she was about to laugh at me. I regretted saying that. But she didn’t laugh. She just texted me the time and where to meet. Then she told me how nice it was meeting me and she headed back to her office. I watched her leave, that tight dark red skirt fit her just right. Once she turned a corner I raised my fists and yelled out, “Yes!”

A man walking by gave me a look like I was crazy, but I didn’t care. I had a date, sort of, a run group date. That’s a thing, right? I would be there, Emma would be there, it was a date for sure. I was so excited. I had struck out with girls all through college, and after graduating I got so busy finding a job and moving to the city over the course of the last year I didn’t even have time for a girlfriend. Until now.

I got up and walked back to the office with some extra spring in my step. Maybe today was going to be a good day after all.

* * *

All afternoon at the office I barely got any work done. I couldn’t stop thinking about Emma. Those eyes, that smile, and that amazing body. But the thought of our date was nagging at me too. A run group. I searched the Internet to find out what that was and it was pretty clear, just a group of people who got together for casual runs. No big deal, except for the fact I had not run so much as a mile since middle school.

* * *

I was so nervous, but also excited the rest of that afternoon. I was pacing around back at my tiny apartment. It was ten o’clock and I knew I needed to get some sleep. I had to be up early. I had a pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt ready for the morning. I had my sneakers and socks ready, and I couldn’t stop thinking about Emma. During my dinner, my shower, and now as I got my stuff ready for tomorrow I could not stop thinking about the hot blonde. I remembered her tight, round booty and long legs as she walked away from the bench where we sat together at lunch. I thought about her nice, firm breasts in that snug-fitting cream top she was wearing. I started to stiffen. I sat down on the side of my bed. I reached into my shorts and grabbed my hard cock. I started pumping. I had had a hard-on for Emma for most of the afternoon, so it was no surprise that as soon as I started stroking a spot of precum formed in my boxers.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, imagining the hot blonde sitting next to me, maybe just in a sexy bra and matching panties, reaching over to touch my cock.

It had been way too long since a girl touched my cock.

I stroked harder.

FAP! FAP! FAP! FAP!

“Oh God!” I muttered.

My balls were already full and tight. I thought about Emma’s big, bright smile, her full lips. I wanted those lips wrapped around my cock, those blue eyes staring up at me.

“Oh fuck!” I groaned.

My balls clenched. I gasped. My cock pulsed. I bent forward, still pumping as I spurted in my boxer shorts. I shot three big streams, my heart racing, my breathing heavy.

I blinked, still gripping my cock in my shorts, my hand covered in warm, sticky cum. I milked it slowly, straightened back up, and felt dumb for jerking off. I had made myself obsessed with this girl. I shouldn’t do that, but she was so beautiful, and that amazing laugh she had, I already loved everything about her. I wanted to see her again. I needed to get some sleep. Maybe after tomorrow morning we’d set another date, and after that date her lips wrapped around my cock won’t be just a fantasy.

* * *

After shutting off the alarm on my phone I stumbled around my room, put on my shorts, sneakers, and t-shirt, and headed toward the bathroom. I brushed my teeth, ran a comb through my floppy hair, and considered shaving, but I just didn’t have the time.

I hurried to the kitchen, grabbed a granola bar and woofed it down, followed by a bottle of water. I glanced at my phone again and realized I needed to get going. I grabbed my keys and headed to my car.

* * *

Fifteen minutes later I pulled up to the meeting spot, a parking lot just a few miles from where I worked. A small crowd had formed, I saw a few attractive girls stretching and limbering up along with another guy. I didn’t see Emma.

I froze, afraid she wasn’t coming. I didn’t get out of my car, but then a white SUV pulled up next to mine and parked. When I looked over I saw Emma’s smiling face. She waved and got out of her car. I quickly got out of mine.

“Hey,” she said, smiling brightly.

That beautiful smile was even better than I remembered. “Hi, Emma,” I quickly said.

She walked around the car and I got a great view of her running outfit, it did not disappoint. She had on a tiny red top, it was just a sports bra, showing off her firm breasts and tight abs. Her shorts fit tight as well, the dark gray material hugging her hips. They were really short, and her outfit made it hard not to stare, somehow I managed to focus on her beautiful face, that wavy blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail that just seemed to emphasize her eyes and smile. God she was gorgeous.

“Ken, right?” she said.

I deflated a little. “Kyle.”

“I knew that,” Emma quickly said, still smiling. “Come on, Kyle. Let’s join the group.”

“Okay,” I said.

We walked up and a few of the girls greeted me. I said hello and they all greeted Emma, some with hugs.

“Are we ready to go?” Emma said.

“Let’s do it,” one of the girls yelled out.

“Come on,” Emma said, starting to jog away.

I was a little surprised at the abrupt start, but I followed along, right behind the girls. They formed a four-wide group as we jogged down the empty city street. I had a great view. The girls all had nice booties, but Emma’s was by far the best, and she was the only one wearing those tight shorts, the rest opting for more modest apparel.

I loved watching her bouncing bottom, her long legs. I wished I could’ve got a view from the front, but there was no way I could pass her and look back. I couldn’t pass her anyway, I could barely keep up. After a few blocks I was already huffing and puffing, my ankles and knees screaming at me, my feet slapping the pavement flatly.

Someone—I think it was the other guy in the group—handed me a bottle of water. I chugged it then dropped it to the street, continuing. I had to finish this run, if I didn’t Emma would think I was a loser.

So I kept going, fighting through the pain, sucking in air, my vision blurring, and finally we made it around a corner and I saw all our cars in the parking lot.

How did I do it!

I made it to a grassy spot, dropped to the ground and rolled over on my back, spreading my arms out wide, gasping for air as I looked up at the gray skies above. My whole body ached. Why was I doing this?

Then that beautiful face appeared above me, smiling, looking down at me. I couldn’t help but look at those breasts in that tight red sports bra.

“A little tougher than you thought it would be?” Emma asked.

I nodded. “Yeah.”

She held out a hand. I took it and she helped me up. I was surprised at her strength. I was still a bit wobbly. My legs felt like jell-o.

“You gonna make it back tomorrow?”

Every aching joint and bone in my body wanted to say no, but I looked at that smiling face and quickly said, “Yeah, sure. I’ll be here.”

“Great job everybody,” Emma said.

Then we all went to our cars. It was crazy we had done that run before the city even woke up. I was just seeing cars with workers parking. I had to go get a shower and then I’d be back down here. Maybe I’d see Emma for lunch.

On the drive home traffic was a little worse, and when I stopped at a red light I did something naughty. After watching Emma run in front of me all morning in those tiny little shorts that barely covered her round booty I couldn’t help but get hard. During the run I was so breathless and exhausted I didn’t have to worry about popping a boner, but now that I had recovered and was all alone in my car I couldn’t help it. And I was so hard I had to do something about it, so I reached into my shorts, grabbed my stiff cock and started pumping. I went at it hard and fast, stuck at that red light, thinking about Emma’s amazing body. And before the light changed to green I erupted, my balls clenching, my cock pulsing. I groaned and spurted into my shorts, cumming hard, just as the light turned green.

I kept milking my cock as I drove through the intersection, finishing quickly, then pulling my hand out of my shorts like nothing had happened. I was already excited about running tomorrow.

* * *

When the alarm on my clock went off at 5:15am the next morning I smacked that fucker so hard I was immediately afraid I broke my screen. I did not want to get up, but I did want to see Emma again in those tiny running shorts. In fact, I was already hard, and that was the only part of me that felt good this morning. I slowly sat up and put my feet on the floor. My feet hurt, my ankles ached, and every single muscle in my legs was sore, muscles I had never felt before and had no idea existed.

“Oh God,” I muttered as I hobbled to the closet, found a clean t-shirt and pulled it on. I gingerly stepped into some shorts, then sat back on the bed and carefully reached down, grabbed my socks, and somehow put them on, followed by my sneakers. I was not a runner. Who would do this for fun?

I slowly stood, hobbling to the kitchen, forcing down a granola bar and some water, then heading to the bathroom. I brushed my teeth and didn’t even consider shaving. I smoothed my hair, then grabbed my keys, and headed to my damn running group.

* * *

I was the last to arrive, and I got several friendly waves as I got out of my car and pretended to be feeling great. The sun was already peeking out and it felt much warmer today already.

“Good to see you again, Kyle,” Emma said.

“Yeah, good to be here,” I said.

Emma was already bouncing in place, getting warmed up, ponytail bouncing, breasts jiggling in a tight lime green sports bra. Her black shorts were just as tiny as yesterday. Yes! This was why I was here.

“Let’s go!” Emma shouted.

I started, falling in behind Emma and her friends. Again, they all looked great and I remembered exactly why I was doing this. Emma’s ass was such a nice sight to behold. I couldn’t stop staring. I remembered jerking off to her yesterday on the drive home. I’d probably do it again today, thinking about her in these tight shorts.

We took a different route today, one I wasn’t familiar with at all. I was huffing and puffing, my aching legs screaming at me as we took a sidewalk where we all had to get single-file. We ran past some faded tennis courts with ripped and sagging nets, then we passed a few cracked basketball courts surrounded by rusty chain-link fencing. It seemed kinda sketchy.

On the last court a shirtless black guy was watching us, holding a ball at his side like he was waiting for a game to begin. “Hey!” he shouted.

I thought he was talking to me so I quickly looked away. It was a good thing I did look away, because the brunette in front of me suddenly slowed down, and if I hadn’t looked I would’ve ran right into her. That would have been incredibly embarrassing on my second day in the run group. I welcomed the stoppage anyway, I needed to catch my breath. I put my hands on my knees and sucked wind. I don’t know why we stopped, and I didn’t care.

But when I looked up, Emma had jogged over to the black man on the court. She was smiling, he was smiling, and they were talking. Did they know each other?

I caught my breath and asked the cute brunette I had almost ran into, “Do you know him?”

She got a funny little smile on her face and leaned in, “He’s Emma’s boy-toy.”

“Boy-toy?”

“Yeah,” she said, licking her lips.

“What’s that mean?” I asked.

The brunette arched an eyebrow. I thought she was about to tell me, but then she stood back and yelled out, “We’re burning daylight! Let’s get going, group!”

She jogged by me and the entire group followed. Everyone except Emma who was still out on the court. I let them all pass. I wanted to see what this deal with Emma and this black guy was all about, so I snuck around to the edge of the basketball court, outside the fence that surrounded it. I got close enough to hear them talking, both their backs turned toward me.

“That was so much fun last time, Rashod,” I heard Emma say.

“Damn right,” he said.

He bounced his basketball a few times, then held it against his hip with his forearm. Emma was touching his arm. I wondered what she thought was so much fun last time.

“Is anyone showing up to play with you?” Emma asked.

“Nope,” the man said. “I was just up here getting a solo workout in.”

“Nice,” Emma said. “Bet I could give you a real workout.”

“You sure could,” he said.

Emma suddenly looked around. I ducked out of her view. I slowly peeked up and watched as Emma took the black man’s hand and started tugging him away from the court.

Where were they going?

I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t help but follow them. They crossed the street and started down the sidewalk, passing a clothing store and a barbershop then turning sharply and disappearing. I quickly followed and stopped where they made that quick turn.

They were walking down a dead-end alley, all the way to the back, surrounded by brick walls. I followed, staying close to the nearest wall and hiding behind a yellow dumpster, it smelled like rotten bananas, but the smell didn’t bother me, I was too curious about what Emma and Rashod were doing back here.

Then I found out.

As I peered into the back of that shadowy alley, looking over the top of that stinky dumpster, I saw Emma push Rashod against the nearest brick wall and crush herself against him, her arms going around his neck, his going down around her back, his big black hands against her tan skin. Their mouths came together in a passionate kiss. I didn’t blink. I couldn’t believe what I was watching. Emma, the girl I had such a massive crush on, the girl I’d jerked off to countless times the last two nights, the girl I wanted more than anything was kissing this big black man right in front of me.

As they kissed, Rashod’s hands went lower and lower until they were on Emma’s ass, squeezing her cheeks in those tight black shorts. It made me mad. I wanted to be doing that.

Her boy-toy, that’s what the brunette said about Rashod. She said he was Emma’s boy-toy. I guess now I knew what that meant.

They finally broke the kiss and I got ready to backpedal out of the alley. I figured they had snuck off for a quick makeout session. I was wrong.

Rashod and Emma didn’t leave. In fact, the action was just starting. Emma squatted right in front of Rashod and looked up at him, a huge smile on her face. No, I thought. She couldn’t be about to do that, not here in this dirty alley.

But she did. Emma did exactly what I feared the most. She hooked her fingers into his baggy black basketball shorts and pulled them down to his ankles. What I saw shocked me.

Rashod had a massive penis, long and dark, a huge pair of balls hanging beneath. He made me feel absolutely miniscule as his cock rose, and it wasn’t even fully hard yet.

Emma had her hands on his muscular thighs, watching as he got hard, her blue eyes wide. She licked her full pink lips, then she leaned down and took one of his big balls in her mouth, sucking it, then letting it pop out, then sucking the other one. She stuck out her pink tongue and ran it up the underside of his shaft, then she pressed her lips against his tip, giving his big black cock a soft kiss.

“You know what to do,” Rashod said, a wolfish grin on his face. He had a single gold tooth that gleamed in the dim light.

“I sure do,” Emma said, then she opened wide and took his cock into her mouth, sealing her lips, closing her eyes, and sucking hard until her cheeks hollowed, moaning like that cock was the greatest thing she’d ever had in her mouth. My entire body tensed up as I watched Emma suck that black man’s cock. My fists were clenched at my sides and my blood was boiling. That was my crush out there. I wanted to stop them, but I had no idea how. And I couldn’t look away. And…I was also rock hard. I couldn’t explain it, but watching Emma suck that BBC had given me the hardest boner. Maybe it was just because I liked her so much. That had to be it, right?

Emma let out another long moan and I had to keep watching. She was going deeper and deeper, bobbing her head faster, her blonde ponytail swinging behind her head. She took him so deep she started to gag and sputter, but she didn’t slow down or stop at all. She kept right on sucking as spit and precum drooled off her chin onto her lime green sports bra.

GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG! GLUHG!

My boner wouldn’t stop throbbing as I watched those pink lips slide up and down that dark cock. A spot of precum was forming on my shorts. I should leave, I really should, but I had to see the end of this. Emma wasn’t possibly going to fuck him, was she?

She kept right on sucking. Rashod rested his big hand on the back of her head. She bobbed back and forth and when he let out a deep groan she backed off, smiling up at him. His stiff cock was huge. It was all wet from being in Emma’s mouth. I don’t know how she was taking that length…unless she had a lot of practice.

Then I heard the words I did not want to hear. Loudly and clearly Emma looked up at Rashod and said, “Fuck me with that big black cock. I have to have it.”

I leaned forward, staring in disbelief, I didn’t care that I was touching that nasty dumpster, I had to get a look at this. Rashod was still leaning against the brick wall, smiling as Emma stood up and took her top off. They came together for another hot kiss, but not before I got a quick peek at Emma’s firm, perfectly shaped breasts. I even saw a flash of her pink nipples, which were rock hard. Those breasts were right against Rashod’s chest as they kissed again and his hands slid down inside Emma’s shorts, bulging the black stretchy fabric as he groped her cheeks. Lucky bastard!

His big black cock pressed against her abs as they kissed, smearing that spit and precum over them. When they broke the kiss Emma took a quick step back, shoved her shorts down, and kicked them off. I had stared at her ass long enough these last two mornings to know that she didn’t wear any panties under those shorts, not even a tiny thong. She was butt naked, except for her sneakers and a small gold necklace. I got a quick glimpse between her legs and saw that Emma was totally smooth. So hot.

They kissed one more time, making my cock throb intensely. My balls were getting full and tight. It was torture watching my crush with this bigger stronger man with a massive cock, but I couldn’t look away.

Emma turned around after their kiss was done, she backed her tight booty against Rashod and his cock slid right up her crack between her cheeks. Emma looked over her shoulder and giggled, then she wiggled her booty right against him. I’d die if she ever did that to me, but I’d die happy.

Rashod gave Emma’s ass a smack, it made a loud POP! that echoed in the tight alley, followed by a little squeal from Emma, but she was still smiling, still looking over her shoulder at Rashod as he grabbed his BBC and slid it down toward her awaiting pink pussy.

She was dripping wet. I could see it on her inner thighs. Her delicate pink pussy lips were glistening. Rashod slid the tip of his cock up and down, barely parting her, then he eased in, nice and slow, making Emma moan.

He eased back and his dark cock was covered in her juices. He grabbed her around the waist and eased forward again. Emma looked up at him with the naughtiest grin on her face. She said, “Fuck me.”

Rashod started pumping, quickly working his way up to a fast rhythm, banging Emma, driving deep into her pussy. But it was exactly what she wanted, she was moaning and gasping and begging for more. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Harder! Harder!”

Rashod was absolutely manhandling her. I had never fucked a girl like that, and it made me wonder if I had ever really satisfied a girl.

“Oh! OH! OH! OH!” Emma moaned.

I glanced over my shoulder, more traffic was passing on the street, but no one seemed to notice what was going on down in this little alley. I turned back to the real show.

Emma’s back arched and her moans turned to screams. “YES! YES! YES! YES! OOOHHHH!” Her body trembled and shook and she slid off of Rashod, gasping, going down to her hands and knees.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

I must’ve said it too loud. Because as soon as that curse left my lips, Rashod and Emma’s heads turned in my direction. I ducked, but I heard Rashod’s deep growl first. “Who the fuck are you?”

“Get the fuck out of here you pervert,” Emma added.

I was frozen with fear.

“He still back there,” Rashod said. “Imma kick his ass.”

That got me moving again.

I popped up, held my hands out, and said, “No! Please!”

Rashod had all those muscles and he was a good five inches taller than me. I did not want to get on his bad side.

“Hey,” Emma said. “It’s you.”

“You know this muthafucka,” Rashod said, despite being naked he was still ready to kick my ass, I could see the primal urge behind his arrogant smile.

“He’s the new guy in my running group,” Emma said. “Did you follow me?”

“No,” I quickly said.

Emma gave me a look.

“Well, yeah,” I admitted. “I was curious.”

“Now you found out,” Rashod said. “So get the fuck gone.”

“Wait,” Emma said, grabbing Rashod’s arm and pulling him close. She whispered something in his ear and he grinned. She smiled at me. “Hey, Kyle. Why don’t you come over here for a closer look.”

I gulped. “What?”

“Come here,” Emma said.

I looked around nervously, then walked over to the naked couple. I glanced at Emma’s perfect tits, then quickly looked away. I saw Rashod’s big black cock out of the corner of my eye and quickly looked down.

“What?” Emma said. “Now you’re too shy to watch? Look at my body? Don’t you like it? I know you’ve been staring at my ass during runs.”

“That right?” Rashod said. “You been staring at my girl’s ass.”

Before I could say a word Emma said, “He sure has.”

Rashod growled deeply. I trembled.

“Be nice,” Emma said. “We’re about to have some real fun.”

“Good,” Rashod said. “I ain’t done.”

“I know, baby,” Emma said, grabbing his arm again.

“Kyle,” Emma said. “I know all about guys like you. I know you like to watch. And I’m going to let you. I know you’ll love it. You want to watch us, Kyle?”

I nodded.

“Good,” Emma said. “When you were watching us earlier you got hard, didn’t you?”

I nodded again, my face heating up and turning red.

“Of course you did,” Emma said. “How could you not? It’s normal for guys like you.”

“Cucks,” Rashod said.

“Mm-hmm,” Emma said. “Good little cuckolds like Kyle. Now relax, Kyle, and watch me, watch your crush with a real man, a superior alpha male, a big black cock.”

My mouth was dry and I was trembling. I wasn’t sure if I was turned on or not, but I stayed where I was and lifted my gaze to Emma and Rashod. They came together for another kiss, right in front of me. I could hear the moans, the kissing noises, everything. While they kissed Emma had both hands on his cock, working it, getting it stiff again and Rashod groped her tits, squeezing those soft tan orbs in his huge black hands.

“Yes,” Emma gasped as she broke the kiss. “Fuck me right here, Rashod.”

She got down on a piece of cardboard on her back and spread her legs wide. Rashod kneeled between her legs and grabbed his cock, he eased into her. This close I got to see the look of pain followed by the look of pure pleasure on Emma’s face as she took his cock. He was deep inside her when she looked at me and smiled, “I want you to jack off.”

I gulped. I wanted to ask her if she had really just said that. But after everything else that had happened this crazy morning I knew she had. I nodded and put my hand down the front of my shorts. Sticky precum was everywhere. I gripped my stiff cock lightly, bulging my shorts with my fist. I didn’t start pumping, if I did I’d cum instantly.

“Fuck me, Rashod,” Emma said, turning her attention to the big black man.

He started working his hips back and forth, pumping in and out of Emma’s tight pink pussy. It looked amazing, and I couldn’t stop watching, that thick black cock was stretching her out and she loved every second of it, moaning and gasping. Her ass came off the ground, working in rhythm with his deep fucking. He reached for her tits, squeezing and groping them and pinching her soft pink nipples.

Rashod grunted and drove his cock harder into Emma. She gasped and moaned and begged for more, gripping his forearms and biting her lower lip. It was so hot, so sexy. I had never seen anything so hot.

I started stroking.

I should’ve waited a little longer, but I just couldn’t, my cock was so hard and it was constantly throbbing, my balls were so full and tight. I pumped hard and fast, staring at the beautiful naked woman getting fucked by a BBC right in front of me.

FAP! FAP! FAP! FAP!

I groaned, my body tensing up. That familiar urge coming from deep down inside me. I had my own personal porn show going on just inches in front of me. It was incredible, and I couldn’t last a second longer. I kept right on pumping as my balls clenched. My cock pulsed. I exploded in my shorts, shooting two big spurts of cum, pumping my cock until I finished and milked the rest of my load out.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned.

My cock softened in my sticky, cummy hand. I looked up and saw Emma smiling at me as Rashod pounded her. She had seen the whole short thing. I pulled my hand out and wiped it on the leg of my shorts. I came so quick. I burned with embarrassment, the humiliation almost overwhelming me.

Then Emma started trembling, first her legs, then her abs tightened and she moaned loudly, “OH! OH! OH GOD! OH GOD! YYYEEESSSS!”

At the same time, Rashod grunted, his big muscles flexing, starting at his chest and arms, then down to his ass as he slid deep inside Emma and expelled his load. Every gasp from her was another big spurt of cum. I counted four, then they were both breathing hard, Emma’s tits rising and falling.

She reached for Rashod, grabbed his arms, smiled, and said, “Remember?”

He chuckled, “Yeah.”

He stayed in her. Emma lifted her head, her face glowing with sweat, a big dreamy smile on her lips. “Kyle,” she said. “How much do you like me?”

“A lot,” I quickly said, still feeling the heat of embarrassment for doing what I’d just done.

“Enough to be a really good cuckold?” Emma asked, her eyebrows rising.

“Yeah, sure,” I said.

“Good,” Emma said. “You’d be the best cuckold ever if you ate my pussy.”

“I’ll eat it,” I said.

“Okay,” Emma said. “I’m ready.”

“Right now?” I asked.

“Right now,” Emma said.

Rashod eased out and Emma grabbed my arm, squeezing it, sending fireworks of excitement through me. “Now,” Emma said.

I crawled between her legs on that cardboard. I could smell the sex, it was strong and pungent and musky. I wasn’t so sure I could do it now. That smell was in my throat already, but Emma put a hand on my head and urged me down. “Isn’t it pretty?”

I looked at her pussy, it was leaking cum already, all wet. She urged me down…and I did it.

I put my mouth against her pussy lips and tasted her…and Rashod. His cum rolled out of her and covered my tongue. I gulped it down despite the strong bitterness. I slid my tongue between her folds and gathered more cum. I swallowed it too.

“Good cuckold!” Emma said, totally delighted.

I kept at it, licking and sucking, enjoying Emma’s pussy despite the cum. When I thought I had it all I put my head up and smiled. Emma patted my head. “I knew you could do it.”

“I liked it,” I said, even though I was about to gag.

“Good,” Emma said, sitting up, then getting to her feet. “I might just let you do it again sometime.”

“I’d love that,” I said.

“Just don’t sneak up on us, cuck,” Rashod said. “Or I will kick your ass.”

I nodded.

“Be nice,” Emma said as she got dressed.

She left the alley with Rashod, I left a few minutes after them, walked back to my car and jacked off on the drive home. Joining a running group was the best thing I’ve ever done.


Also by Crystal Red
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Hotwife Homestead: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://tinyurl.com/bdcsm5mk

Allen Mills has it all. A hot redheaded wife with incredible curves. A great piece of land out in the country. But he does not have a lot of know-how.

That is where Roc comes in. Roc Stone is a muscular black stud. A celebrity in the world of online homesteaders. And Allen’s wife, Roxanne, has convinced him to come to their property and fix everything that is wrong.

Allen has no idea what he is in for, especially after Roc takes a liking to his wife.

Hotwife Homestead is a hot, humiliating story with voyeurism, cuckolding, and a dirty cleanup.
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Cruise: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://tinyurl.com/zhp49h2c

Ben and Steph do not have a lot of money. Burned out and stressed to the limit, the suburban couple need a getaway. But the cruise they are going on is unlike any other. It is a vacation where wimpy white husbands like Ben sit back and watch as their beautiful wives find new partners. Big, black, muscular, alpha male partners. Men that can truly satisfy all those gorgeous white wives.
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Superstar: An Interracial Cuckold Story

https://tinyurl.com/bpemuxcu

My wife, Kara Lipson, is the hottest up-and-comer in country music. The busty blonde bombshell is a huge talent. She sings from the heart and loves her fans, but one simple video brings her dreams crashing down.

Out celebrating with friends, Kara is caught on camera drunkenly yelling a racial slur. Now her record contract and her path to fame and fortune are slipping away.

With the help of her manager, Kara and I start a new path to regain her fame. We will do whatever it takes.

Her manager sets up a solution, a naughty video to post to her social media to prove she is no racist.

It starts simple enough, but something awakens inside me while filming that scene. Kara feels it too. A feeling that takes us deep into the world of cuckolding, humiliation, and big black alpha males.
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