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Cucked In The Elevator

Ricky always appreciated the way Sally showed off her best asset, her ass.  He ran his eyes up her long bare legs perched on stiletto heels and let his eyes linger when they found what was for him, the sweet spot.  The pert orbs jiggled just the right way under the little black dress hugging her body and he forced himself to look up, lest he miss out on the rest of her.  Luxurious curly locks swayed down her back in synchronicity with her stride, giving him alternating glimpses of her narrow waist. One side, then the other.

Sally turned when she reached the rear of the elevator and caught his eye, her lips pursed in a playful grin. “Naughty boy, I think you were staring at my ass again.”

“Your damn right I was!” He growled into her neck as he pulled her in and sucked her into his mouth.

He’d booked them a room at the swanky hotel so they could get away from their day to day and focus on each other.  It wasn’t that he didn’t enjoy being a cuckold, but she’d been fucking so many men that Ricky was hardly getting any for himself.  When they first entered the lifestyle she had been unsure about being with another man, and rarely played.  That changed after she’d experienced her first Black man.  It was as though she couldn’t get enough.  She was ravenous.

Nothing made his dick harder than seeing her stretched wide on a huge cock, and she loved him watching her fuck a man she’d chosen to be with.  However, after he started to lose count of her lovers, he suggested they take a pause and evaluate where they were going.  He suggested a night away to ‘remind her of the cock she really needed’, and she had readily agreed.  She assured him that he was overthinking her fixation with the dark flesh of her lovers, and that she could of course stop playing anytime she wanted.

They broke their embrace as someone came into the elevator behind them, both of them giggling like teenagers as Ricky turned to face whoever had joined them for the ride up.  Ricky, still smiling and riding high on the anticipation of having Sally all to himself tonight, felt a brief moment of panic as he looked at the man moving to the elevator panel to select a floor.  He tried to tell himself to relax, that it was all in his head, but he almost as quickly doubted his own reassurance.

Several inches taller than Ricky, his broad shoulders filled out the suit jacket and left no doubt as to the muscular physique beneath.  The cut of the clothing looked expensive and the Rolex that flashed in the light as he selected a floor confirmed that the guy was well put together.  The Obsidian skin of his hand absorbed the light, inexorably drawing it in as though it was a gravitational well, and when Ricky glanced over at Sally he could see it had a similar affect upon her gaze.

He was hoping for someone else to join them and break the spell he could feel swirling around his woman, but the elevator door slid closed and he felt them moving upward.  It was just the two of them, and him.  He cleared his throat and reached for Sally’s hand.  She glanced sheepishly at him and smiled, but then her attention went back to the man.  He’d half-turned to put his back against the side wall, and take stock of who he was riding with.

His eyes flicked over Sally and then Ricky, and then settled back on her. They started at her feet and slowly followed her legs up.  When he reached her crotch, his gaze paused for what was to Ricky at least, an uncomfortably long time.  It was in truth but a millisecond, an infinitesimally small amount of time that shouldn’t have been worth thinking about.  But Ricky knew his wife, and sure enough from the corner of his eye he saw her settle back onto one foot.

She bent her other knee, and in the process, pushed her hip out to the side.  He sighed inwardly and wondered if her response was instinctual, or a learned one.  Either way it didn’t matter, the response was there. For both men to see.  Arms casually to the sides, her posture one of being open, relaxed, and if Ricky knew his wife, available.  That she had let go of his hand to smooth out her dress did nothing to assuage his gnawing apprehension.

The man’s eyes trailed upwards, and although at what Ricky felt was a civilized pace, he knew that unless the man was blind that he’d be taking in all of her stunning beauty.  The enticing figure, the breasts struggling in braless defiance against the dress holding them in, her pouty lips and playful eyes, all of her.  Sure enough when his eyes met Sally’s he didn’t just pause like he had a moment earlier, he stopped, and smiled.  His full lips parted, exposing picture perfect pearly whites, the dimples accentuating the friendliness of his smile, but his eyes did not.  They looked hungry. They looked like a predator who had smelled his prey, focused upon it, and wanted it to know it should run lest it be caught.

Sally didn’t run, she was smiling right back at him.  Her bent knee shifted to the left, sliding under the hem of her dress, the movement inviting both gaze and...the promise of more?

The ding of the elevator broke the spell as it jolted to a stop and the door opened.  They all looked to the maintenance man now joining them, with his tool pouch hanging off his hip and a squawking radio clipped to his shirt pocket. As the door closed Ricky told himself that he was overreacting.  It’s all in your head, this is your night man. She might be enjoying the eye candy but it’s your cock she wants. Just relax!

They rode in silence.  Ricky kept glancing between Sally and the man who’s presence seemed to be occupying far more of the shared space than his admittedly impressive physique should.  He could see that Sally was making a valiant attempt to give him all of her attention, but her eyes kept flickering towards the stranger.  The sheepish smile on her face was making him nervous because if she was feeling sheepish, whatever thoughts she was having were not about him.

The stranger, to his credit was subtle.  While the corners of his mouth were turned up in the slightest of grins, he otherwise gave no indication of the attention he was eliciting from the  couple off to his side.  He gazed towards the wall over the maintenance man’s head and kept it there the entire time, almost.  There was a solitary glance complete with accompanying full-on smile somewhere between the floor they’d left and where the elevator now stopped.

The maintenance man to whom nobody had paid the slightest attention exited and the door slid shut again.  Their elevator companion positioned his back to the panel of buttons so he could face them.  As his smile started to reappear, he looked first to Ricky. “Hi I’m”—he turned his attention to Sally and gave her the full tooth effect—“Andre.”

Sally turned with a pleading look to Ricky who was about to respond.  She  cupped his face in her hands, seemingly oblivious to the fact that they were ignoring Andre’s friendly introduction. “I’m sorry, just this once more? Then the weekend will be all ours...” She kissed him lightly and pulled back to look him in the eyes. “I promise. K?”

He looked at her, so unabashedly earnest in her need.  A need that he’d awakened by practically begging her to try fucking other men, and then urging her to try that first Black man, and knew he couldn’t fault her for it.  He smiled ruefully at her and nodded.  Her face lit up and her eyes widened with excitement as she kissed him again. “You’re the best baby!”

Turning, she took two slow steps across the small space, the sound of her heels clicking over the hard floor cutting through the sudden silence.   The man’s smile was now accompanied by a faintly questioning frown as he tried to figure out what was happening. She stopped in front of him, and keeping her eyes locked on his she reached past him, which brought her in even closer.  Her fingers, finding the large red button head of the emergency stop, pressed it in with a loud ‘click’.  The elevator jerked to a stop and an alarm bell rang somewhere down the shaft below. “Hi Andre, I’m Sally.”

Her face was tilted upward to keep her gaze on his, standing as close as she was and that meant her mouth was close to him too.  She watched as his eyes roamed over her full lips so invitingly close, and then he glanced over her shoulder toward Ricky. “Don’t worry about him, he likes it when I’m”—Sally reached up and placed her fingers on the side of his chin, guiding his attention back to her.  As his eyes came back to hers she dragged her thumb over his lips, pulling downwards on the bottom one before letting it go—“a naughty girl.”

Andre raised an eyebrow and gave a slight shake of his head, a smile pulling up on the corners of his mouth and then he bent his head and brought his mouth to hers.

Ricky watched them meld together, Andre’s hands running up and down Sally as he pressed his tongue into her mouth, and her response.  She reached in between them and unbuckled his pants, her lips remaining locked with his as she did so.  With the zipper undone, she gave a brisk yank and his pants hung open, hanging off his hips.  She reached into his boxers but his stiffening cock was already pushing out past the waistband, far too large to be contained.  Her deft fingers stroked up and down it’s shaft, as her other hand tugged his boxers out of the way, and then the beast was free.

He grunted as she squeezed it and his hands reached behind her, cupping her ass cheeks to lift her up.  With a squeal she wrapped her arms around his neck and wiggled her hips, rubbing her exposed pussy over the head of his cock.  Ricky mused that since they’d gotten serious in the lifestyle, she’d stopped wearing panties ‘for easy access’, and he supposed she had a point.

Sally was already wet with anticipation and with a quick rocking of his hips, Andre slipped the head of his cock inside her.  She froze in place, eyes wide as she absorbed just how big the head of his cock was.  Then as he began to push further in, her mouth formed a perfect ‘O’.

Andre eased in slowly, but he was relentless and her moaning told him she was willing.  After all, the alarm bell was ringing somewhere below them and they didn’t have all night.  Ricky stared in fascination at the length of the man’s shaft.  Impossibly thick, he could see the veins pulsing up and down it as they encouraged all of it’s rigidity to penetrate his wife further.

Sally gasped as Andre finally bottomed out balls deep inside her and then gripping his shoulders, pulled herself up just a hair and then slid back down.  She repeated the movement again, rising further up off his balls before slipping back down, this time impacting with more force.  Andre started to rock his hips up and down and in no time he was thrusting into her as she bounced down with abandon onto him.

It wasn’t enough though and with a growl he spun her around and slammed her back against the panel of buttons.  Ricky watched as Sally squeezed her eyes shut in pleasure and pain, her fingers entwined behind Andre’s head and her legs wrapped around his waist.  Her back was pressing the buttons behind her with every thrust and before long the board was lit up as though it was keeping score.  Away Team Andre – full points, Home Team Ricky – zero.

The tempo increased lockstep with her moans, and his grunts.  Ricky grabbed the handrail as the elevator swayed and bounced around them and then Andre let out a low throaty growl.  Sally was already close and his energy took her over the top.  She opened her eyes and locked her gaze with Ricky, her eyes wide and mouth open in a silent cry as her orgasm swept through her.  Andre pressed his face against her head and pulled her harder down onto his cock as his cum flooded her insides, and then they were still.

Sally’s cheeks were flushed and her bangs clung to her sweaty brow as she and Andre  remained where they were, her little back dress up around her waist and his softening cock still inside her.  Her eyes shone with happiness as she looked at Ricky and she mouthed silently to him. “Thank-you!”

Ricky, relaxing his grip on the railing, leaned back against the wall while giving her a big smile and mouthing silently back. “No, Thank-you!”

When he thought about it, it was really Home Team Ricky – full points too, just differently.  There was no point in lamenting how the night could have gone.  Sure he had been hoping to have Sally all to himself, but she couldn’t fight who she’d become anymore than he could fight who he’d become.  He took consolation in the fact that if he was patient and she wasn’t too sore later, he might just get sloppy seconds.

The End (of this story but keep reading for more!)


Cucked At The Bar

Ricky had enjoyed their night away at the hotel the other week, even though Sally had fucked that stranger in the elevator.  He’d hoped to have her all to himself that night, but their relationship had become that of cuckold and queen of spades and he couldn’t blame her for the choices she made.  After all, he was the one who’d confessed his desire to see her fuck other men and she couldn’t be faulted for seizing upon it so readily.

Regardless, he was excited about tonight. Round two! He glanced over at Sally in the passenger seat, and for the umpteenth time took in her red skin-tight leather skirt.  It was playfully short and had ridden up her legs so that now it barely covered the matching red satin thong he’d watched her pull up and over her sweet pussy earlier. The skirt’s waistband encircled the thin black top clinging to her in a tight embrace. Sleeveless and hugging her slim waist, it crept salaciously over her breasts only to lead his eyes to where it ended and the long delicate lines of her neck began.  Her luscious locks hung down over her shoulders and teased his eyes with only the briefest of glimpses of the erect nipples poking emphatically through the material stretched over them.

Yep, sloppy seconds were all fine and good, but she’d promised to make this night special, just for him.  Live rock music, maybe some love ballad dancing, and then hot sex after were to be his reward for not minding her spontaneous cuckolding fuck session on their last date night, and Ricky thought that sounded just fine to him.  For the umpteenth time since Sally had proposed to ‘make it up to him’ for the elevator escapade he considered where he was at in his life. He grinned to himself and navigated the traffic to pull up in front of the bar. I’m the luckiest man alive!

STRUMMIN’ ON SIX, the name of the bar, was lit in bright red neon and cast a glow over the few people in line.  The men were wearing jeans and form-fitting t-shirts and the women wore various combinations of short skirts and tops that left nothing to the imagination, but it was moving quickly.  Ricky put his foot on the brake and leaned over to kiss Sally on the cheek, not wanting to mess up her lipstick.  He was looking forward to messing that up later.  “Go on in babe. I’ll park and be right with you.”

The parking lot was only a block away and he’d just signaled his turn into the lot while waiting for passing traffic when he was suddenly pitched forward against the seat belt.  Not hard, but enough to realize someone had just bumped their vehicle into the rear end of his.  Damnit, of all the times for this to happen!

There wasn’t much damage but it was enough that he wanted to file a police report.  By the time the cops had arrived and taken everyone’s information a bit of time had gone by and he was anxious to join Sally. He didn’t want to miss out on any time with her, especially with her looking so sexy.  He was also eager to dismiss the annoying voice in his ear telling him a woman looking that good was going to attract all kinds of attention.  If he was with her, it would be a good thing to have all eyes on her and at him being the one with her. Given her new-found sexual freedom though, her being left alone in a den full of hungry dogs was the last thing he wanted.

The band was playing a fast number and the heavy drum beat thumped through him as he walked into the bar.  The energy of the crowd was contagious and spying a glimpse of Sally on the dance floor, he felt his anxious worries fall away.  He nodded along to the music and made his way towards her, maneuvering around a couple doing more kissing than dancing.  Then the crowd briefly parted and he got a full-on view of Sally.

The beat was fast, but it hadn’t stopped her from draping her arms around the neck of a man and grinding her body against his in a sultry parody of a slow dance.  The guy was huge, handsome, and—Ricky groaned inwardly—as Black as the night sky.  No other way to put it.  Towering over everyone around him, he was built like a linebacker with arms thicker than Ricky's thighs, and the massive hands attached to them were now squeezing Sally's ass, bunching up the leather skirt and pulling it dangerously high.  She didn't seem to care if anyone saw her ass cheeks and if the man kept at it, everyone soon would.

Ricky was frozen in place, unsure of what to do.  They’d talked a lot this week about her sexual power, and how he felt about submitting to it and her whims.  She always followed up her questions with light teasing touches up and down the length of his cock, even if they were in public.  There was a lot a foot could do under a restaurant table and she knew how to make his yearning cock sing, along with his inner voice of secret desires.  The one that couldn’t help but admit he was turned on by her shamelessly cuckolding him wherever, and whenever she liked regardless of what he wanted in the moment.  The way she was master of her own sexual pleasure and his as a consequence, made him weak in the knees and his cock hard.

He knew what she expected of him, and as thoughts of how he’d hoped his night would go were replaced by how he now suspected it was actually going to go, he tried to look casual.  Shuffling loosely from foot to foot, he bobbed his head to the beat and held his ground. Only a few feet away from his smoking hot wife.  He wanted to hold her, to feel the leather skirt slide over her smooth skin as it rode up her ass cheeks like the way that the man holding her was feeling in that very moment.  He knew better though.  He knew it wasn’t his place, unless she allowed it.

They moved in a slow circle, dancing like it was a love ballad as everyone else around them rocked on like there was no tomorrow.  The man's hands were working over her ass cheeks as he ground himself into her.  Sally happened to turn her head as they rotated, and her eyes widened as she saw Ricky standing there.  He gave her a hesitant smile and tried to hold her gaze but his eyes briefly flickered down to the man's hands on her ass before returning.

She looked pointedly at his crotch with a raised eyebrow and flashed him a wicked grin.  Ricky felt his cheeks flush as she wordlessly pointed out to him that she was giving him exactly what he wanted, or at least what his cock wanted.  Then she pulled her lips together into a pout and batted her eyes at him, now wordlessly imploring him to go with it.

He didn't have a choice, not really and they both knew it.  She was just working him over with those pouty lips, and they both knew that too.  He didn't have a choice if he wanted to be true to what they both needed.  Want, or at least his, was no longer important, not in this life they'd so earnestly and equally chosen to live together.  Ricky sighed and shook his head in mock disbelief as the corners of his mouth pulled up into a playful smile.  He blew her a kiss and dipped his head into a nod and then took one step back.  He resumed his dancing on the spot and drank in the smile on her face as she blew him a kiss in return before turning her focus back to the man.

She brought her face up to his and beckoned his mouth with her softened lips and eyes lidded with promise, and need.  Oblivious to what had just transpired between husband and wife, he saw only her offering herself to him, ready for the taking.

Take her he did without hesitation because that’s what men like him did, while men like Ricky watched from the sidelines.  He lowered his lips to hers and teased them for a half-second before pressing them against her and probing her mouth with his tongue.  Ricky watched as she yielded, relaxing her jaw to allow his mouth to guide hers as they introduced themselves.  Pretty little white girl, ready, willing, and eager.  Strong Black man, alpha waves emanating, taking what he wanted, because she wanted him to.

It was a scene cut right out of his darkest fantasies and he felt his cock stiffen in his jeans.  Sally was lost in a world of erotic pleasure too few women would ever know, and Ricky was enraptured by the beauty of her unabashed sexuality.  She was taking as much as she was giving, in a single kiss, and Ricky drank her in.

She was the embodiment of beautiful.  Not in the obvious sense because that was well, obvious. No, it was so much more than that and one had only to witness her allowing him and the world to see her for who she was.  A huntress in the form of prey, her femininity belying the strength of the sexual power she had embraced and was hell-bent on making the most of.

The man broke the kiss and indicated with a quick jerk of his head towards the side of the room then brought his mouth to her ear.  Ricky could see him saying something and then straighten up to look at her.  The beginnings of a playful grin teased the corners of his mouth but he appeared to be waiting for a response.

Ricky caught his breath as Sally glanced over to him and winked and then turned her face upwards to smile and give her new friend an affirmative nod.  The man held out his hand and Sally’s disappeared into the massive mitt as he led her away through the crowd.  Ricky, unsure of what was happening and not wanting to miss a thing, followed a few steps behind.

Fuck me, look at that ass! Ricky smiled to himself in silent appreciation of Sally’s sashaying hips as they rocked the red leather skirt over her ass from side to side.  The flashing dance lights lapped hungrily at her long legs as they stretched out one in front of the other in sync with the music, and the man she was with.  He momentarily thought about how it wasn’t going to be him enjoying that ass here tonight but then she smiled up at the man, and Ricky pushed the selfish thought from his head.  She’s giving you what you asked for. You can have her another time.

He followed them past the edge of the crowd and saw that they were going down a short hallway.  The nearest door was marked WOMEN but they walked past it without hesitating.  Wait, are they going to...is he planning on...is she going get fucked in the bathroom? Ricky had always wanted to do a knee-trembler with her but the opportunity had never seemed to present itself.  Plus...he'd always had concerns that average-sized as his cock was, and nothing to be ashamed of, he might not have enough 'down there' to successfully execute such a maneuver.

He didn’t have to answer himself as he watched the man push open the next door which was marked MEN, then stop and look down at her with his eyebrow raised questioningly.  Sally reached up and grabbed the back of the man’s head, pulling him down into a quick kiss.  Laughing as they broke apart, it was her turn now to offer a hand for him to take.  She stepped through the doorway, leading him inside seemingly without a care as to if anyone was already in there.

Ricky followed, only mere steps behind now but as he entered the bathroom he was already too late to see anything further.  There was a row of urinals off to his left, and a counter with sinks to his right, and dead ahead were two stalls, one of which sported two pairs of feet beyond its door.  To his relief, there wasn't anyone else in there, not that they'd know it was his wife in the stall with another man.

He stood there a moment, unsure of what to do.  He could see their feet shuffling between one another as they did whatever they were doing, then Sally squealed and her feet disappeared from view.  It was his wife and he of all people had nothing to be ashamed of in watching what was unfolding for anyone who walked in to see.  Yet, he felt like a peeping tom.  No one knew it was his wife, and if they did know, what would they think?

He hurried across the room and into the other stall, softly closing the door and latching it quietly so as not to disturb them. Or, maybe it was so they wouldn’t know he was there.  He wasn’t sure, and didn’t care.  That was for him to unpack later. Now though, Ricky felt safe. It was sort of like the elevator last week.  Public, yet private because the only one seeing him cuckolded was the man fucking his wife.  Unlike last week, being alone in the stall gave him an extra sense of security and as he felt his cock hardening he unzipped his pants and pulled it out.

He knew lots of guys jerked off while their wives got fucked right in front of them but he wasn’t comfortable with that.  This however was different.  It was naughty, and it seemed the perfect time for naughty behavior.  Who jerks off in a bathroom? Flashed through his mind.  He leaned back against the side wall and listened to the panting and sloppy kissing an inch away on the other side. Well, who gets fucked by a stranger in a bathroom—his cock grew harder in his hand as they bumped the wall behind him—while their husband jerks off next to them?

Sally moaned and the wall flexed and pushed against his back only to retreat a moment later.  A moment after that the wall flexed against him again and the rhythm was set.  Ricky stroked his cock, matching their rhythm as he pictured the other man’s cock spreading Sally’s lips wide as he pushed inside her.  Ricky knew his wife, knew how wet she got from even just talking about fucking Black men, and he knew how it felt to be inside her when she was that wet.  Ricky wasn’t inside her right now though, he was. A mere inch away, another man was feeling her hot cunt wrapped around his cock, urging his seed to spill inside her, while Ricky had to make do with his hand.

The tempo increased and Sally was making those little ‘ugh-ugh-ugh’ noises that told Ricky she was about to cum.  The wall was flexing hard now and Ricky wasn’t sure that it wouldn’t have broke if he wasn’t there to support it.  Bounce—”Ugh-ugh-ugh”—Bounce.  Ricky’s shoulders actually lifted free for a moment.  It was a minuscule amount, but enough to speak to the force with which the man was driving his cock into Sally.  It grew more frantic, as did her vocals, and then she was shamelessly crying out. “Yes! Yes!”

Ricky closed his eyes.  His cock is inside her—Ricky stroked harder—she wants his cock inside her—he stroked faster yet—he gets her pussy while I get my hand—his hand was a blur as his stroking reached a frenzied pace. 

The man growled, low and guttural as his cock erupted inside Sally who matched it with a cry of her own. “Fuck, ohhhhh fuck!”

The wall heaved against Ricky, their silent partner and one who was lost in his own momentary bliss as his seed spurted out of his cock and flew through the air.  Drops splashed onto the opposite wall and immediately started a thick dribbling descent while the remainder of his spent frustration dripped onto the floor at his feet.

He listened as Sally giggled and told the man. "I didn't think I could take the whole thing." Then her voice grew sultry. "I'm glad I could, that was an amazing fuck." The sound of wet kissing drifted into Ricky's stall as he wiped the cum off his hand, tossing his spunk into the toilet.  He looked down at it, discarded and waiting to be flushed while the other man's cum was deep inside his wife.  From the sound of it, the guy was huge and likely had deposited a corresponding amount of cum inside her.

He looked at his dick, now limp and shrinking, and knew that no matter how engorged he got, he couldn't match what that guy had just given Sally.  He pictured how happy and content she looked after something like this, and how it felt when she looked into his eyes to tell him how much she loved him for being the kind of man that most couldn't dare to be.  Maybe there wasn't all that much to unpack about jerking off tonight after all.

Ricky thought about those red satin panties she was wearing, and how the gusset was going to be soaked in another man’s cum.  If they stayed and partied and danced to the rock music they’d both been looking forward to, she’d be doing it wearing them.  When he held her for a slow dance the musky smell would be unmistakable, and when he grabbed her ass he’d be reminded that he wasn’t the first man to do so that night.  Well, there’s always next week. He smiled to himself and opened his stall door just as theirs opened beside him.  Fucking ‘eh, let’s dance!

The End (of this story but keep reading for more!)


Cucked At The Family BBQ

Sally had fucked a different stranger on each of their last two date nights, cuckolding Ricky despite her promise to make those nights all about him.  Despite her promise to catch her breath and come up for air so to speak after so fully immersing herself in their new lifestyle and fucking what had become a countless number of men in front of Ricky.  So many that Ricky couldn’t recall the last time they’d had sex where he’d been the first man inside her that day.  He’d become accustomed to the smell and the taste of other men when he put his face between her legs, or how it felt to push his cock into her pussy already slick with another man’s cum.

She had admitted she was becoming, if not fully and completely already, addicted to Black men and the magic they wielded with their big beautiful cocks.  She’d never called Ricky’s cock beautiful, but that didn’t bother him, nor did her desire to fuck other men.  He couldn’t deny that those men gave her something he simply couldn’t, and her being comfortable sharing her true feelings about them made him feel loved and included all the more.  No, none of it bothered him but he couldn’t deny that he hoped just for once, she would choose his cock over one of theirs, when their date night had been promised to him.

He wasn't hung up on it, he knew he'd been the one to talk her into trying this lifestyle, and he knew his place.  He was a cuckold, and those men were not.  When Sally looked at him she couldn't unsee it any more than she could see that the men she fucked would never allow themselves to be one.  She loved and admired the strength it took for him to be a cuckold, but she also admired the strength those other men had.  Their sexual strength, and their ability to make her body dance and her pussy sing on the end of their cocks.  It was only natural for her to be drawn to them sexually and for them to take her as they pleased, and for Ricky to watch.  It was primal, it was who they were, and it was now a fact of his life.

He was a hopeful guy though, and today as he held the small fence gate open for her to walk through he was confident that today of all days, would be his lucky one.  He watched her hips sway in the little yellow summer dress that hugged her waist and flared out to barely cover her ass.  Not quite appropriate for a family BBQ, but she loved teasing him with the occasional flash of her panties, matching yellow satin ones today, in totally innocent surroundings.

“I don’t care if your nephews, or cousins, or uncles for that matter get a glimpse up my skirt. Let them.” Sally had said to him with a giggle as they made their way into the backyard. “They can jerk off later imagining what my pussy looks like under my panties, but you’ll be the only one who knows baby.”  She’d winked at him and flipped the back of her dress up at him to flash her ass and reveal the string thong running up it.

He smiled at that, though the thought of his cousin Max thinking about Sally's pussy did make him a little nervous.  Max had been adopted into the family when he was a kid and he was of course always at family events such as this.  He was 6 feet of solid muscle, honed from years of working out at the gym as a stress relief from his job as a big-wheel day trader.  He also had the kind of personality that made everyone like him, and to top it off as a Black man, he had a way with the ladies that even the most prudish of them responded to.  That, based on the last two weekends out with Sally and her impulse decisions regarding Black men, is in truth what made Ricky nervous today.

Ricky pushed the thought aside.  You’re being silly, this is a family event in the middle of the day! Thinking about what they had planned put his thoughts back on track.  He'd told Sally it had been a fantasy of his to fuck her in the tiny bed he'd had growing up.  He'd never even kissed let alone do anything else with a girl in his bedroom while growing up, and he wanted the first girl to be fucked on his old bed to be his wife.  Sneaking away into his parent's house during the party would be easy, what with the adults preoccupied with the chaos of all the kids running around.

They rounded the corner of the house and the enormous backyard lay before them.  The gathering was well underway with dozens of family members and close family friends standing in little groups talking while hordes of kids yelled and screamed while chasing one another around.  They made their way through the crowd saying hi and exchanging pleasantries with everyone, and then they found themselves close to the back door of the house talking with Max.

Looming large in front of them, he was sporting a tight tank top that showcased his thick arms with corded muscles glistening in the afternoon sun.  The dark flesh seemed to absorb the sun's brilliant rays, emphasizing its deep charcoal hues.  Yet that same flesh took the light and merged with it, shining it back at them and proclaiming the wondrous beauty forged from the melding of light and dark.

Ricky glanced at Sally and saw that she was very well aware of how the sun was shining on Max.  Oh shit, I better get ahead of this! He nudged her. “Hey babe, I forgot to bring the cooler, we should put our drinks inside.”

Sally was smiling at Max and it took a moment for her to realize he'd spoken. "Hmm? Oh, yeah sure." She glanced at him sheepishly and then looked back to Max. "Nice talking to you again Max."

“It’s always nice talking to you Sally.” Max grinned and then slapped Ricky on the shoulder. “Man, you are one lucky son of a gun.”

“Max! You're always such a tease." Sally placed her hand on his chest and pushed playfully.  It wasn't much of a push as it was a firm, all-encompassing touch, and one that lingered a millisecond longer than would typically be considered casual, and both men noticed.

Max was indeed a prolific womanizer and tease, never having settled down and he had for years been flirting with Sally.  Of course, the entire family ignored it all, just passing it off as Max being Max but today Ricky couldn't help but worry.  Things were very different today in their marriage than the last time they had interacted with Max, and Sally would do what she pleased.

The house was a back-split and the rear door led into a family room with a stairwell on the opposite wall leading up into the kitchen.  Ricky took Sally's hand and they moved across the room. Leading the way, he started up the stairs but stopped when the door opened behind them.  They both turned and looked back as Max entered the room and strolled toward them.

He grinned as he approached. “May as well join you guys and grab a drink!”

Ricky looked down toward Sally whose face was lit in a welcoming smile. “Great idea!” She looked up at Ricky, her smile now playful. “Come on Hun, show us the way.”

Ricky groaned inwardly. Stay calm man, this could be all in your head. He started up the stairs and when he was at the top he turned to look behind him, suspecting what he'd see.  It wasn't lost on him that Sally was in front of Max on the stairs and that her dress was very short.  Sure enough, Max’s head was level with Sally’s knees, which meant that…

He looked to Sally and her eyes alight with mischievous heat, met his.  Her look told him she knew Max was getting a perfect up-close view of her silky smooth ass and a hint of her satin thong-covered pussy under her skirt, and she was loving it.  He glanced down at Max and saw that he was fully engrossed in the view sashaying in front of him.

Ricky felt the pull of inevitability as they moved across the kitchen.  Maybe she’s just being a flirt. He put their drinks into the fridge and closed the door, handing a beer to Sally and then one to Max.  Sally took hers and placed it on the counter without a word, and then turned to face Max.  "I don't think a beer is what I'm looking for right now...Actually, Ricky didn't you say you were excited about me seeing your old bedroom?"

She didn't take her eyes off Max as she waited for Ricky to respond.  The milliseconds dragged on for an uncomfortable eternity as Ricky processed. This is my day, she knows I’ve never had sex in that bed! She can’t mean what I think she means. He cleared his throat and tried to sound casual as he vocalized what he wanted her to mean. “Uh sure Hun. It’s just up those other stairs at the end of the hall, let’s go have a look!”

Sally looked at him then and the corner of her mouth slowly pulled up into a grin as she pursed her lips. “No dear, what I want...” She let her words hang for a moment for effect as Ricky held his breath, then she continued. “Is for me to show Max your old bedroom, and our new outlook on life.”

Ricky shook his head slowly and let his breath out in a whoosh, mixing in a small “hoowee” with it as he came to terms with what she was telling him.  He couldn’t help but verify her intent though, as a small part of him clung to the fantasy of how he’d thought the day would go. “Really?”

Sally stepped over to him and draped her arms over his shoulders, tilting her head forward until their foreheads touched. Her voice was like black velvet, sultry and full of sin. “Really.”

He locked eyes with her and drank in the molten desire brimming them.  Her cheeks were flushed and he knew if he were to put his hand between her legs, he’d find she was already well on her way to where she wanted to be.  He had been looking forward to today, but he realized he’d been looking at it all wrong.  He’d been looking at the day as being all about him and what he wanted.  As a cuckold, he should have been looking at it from what she would want, because these days, what Sally wanted, was what he wanted.  He smiled at her and nodded. “OK.”

“You’re the best baby!” Her face lit up with excitement and she gave him a peck on the lips before turning back to Max, holding her hand out towards him. “Max, would you like to show me Ricky’s old bedroom? You must’ve seen it before when you were growing up?”

Ricky watched Max run his eyes up Sally’s bare legs, lingering over her tiny waist and breasts, glancing at her face and then as though realizing how obvious he was being, he looked at Ricky with a questioning look.

“Don’t look at him Max”—she wiggled her fingers at him, beckoning his hand to hers—“we’ve realized in life everyone has a role to play, and everyone has their place. And today his place isn’t in his old bedroom.” As Max took her proffered hand she stepped towards him. “Today, that’s your place”—she moved in and brought her lips close to his—“if you want it to be.”

They could see the wheels turning in Max’s brain as he considered how it was no secret that he’d been eye-fucking Sally for years and now the fantasy could be his reality.  All he had to do was accept it.

Max looked over intently at Ricky who kept his smile on his face as he said, “You know what they say Max, happy wife...”

Max still appeared uncertain so Ricky added as he gestured towards Sally. “Seriously Max, this is what Sally wants and”—he sighed, playfully shaking his head but his smile never faltered—“despite my own agenda for today, I enjoy it when she gets what she wants.”

Max continued to look at Ricky, searching his face to see if he was fucking with him, and then after a long moment he shrugged in acceptance of their dynamic. "You're pretty damn awesome for being so cool, fist bump coz!"

They fist bumped and then Sally piped up, placing her hand on his chest. “What about me Max, aren’t I pretty awesome too?”

Max brought his attention back to her, looking at the heat in her eyes as she gave him her best flirty smile.  Pressing his mouth to Sally’s, he let his tongue answer for him.  Just as Ricky was starting to wonder just how much one had to explore another’s mouth in a first kiss, they broke apart and Max took her hand in his.  “Come on then little miss Sally, let me show you that bedroom you’re so curious about.”

Sally looked over her shoulder at Ricky as she was led away.  She frowned with the intensity of the feelings she had for him in the moment as she smiled at him and then blew him a kiss, telling him just how much she loved him.

That was all Ricky needed. He followed them up the short flight of stairs and now it was his turn to look up Sally's skirt.  As her hips swayed and the summer dress bounced in his face he caught a glimpse of the satin gusset hugging her mound. A mound he suspected was getting pretty wet for another man, and one that when he finally got his turn to explore would be full of another man's cum.  Her pussy looked so inviting, the outline of her soft lips teasing his eyes beneath their satin shield and he didn't care about the how or the why.  He knew only that if he played his cards right, he might just get his own chance to explore what was under those panties later on.

When they got to the door at the end of the hall, Max opened it and Sally followed him into the bedroom.  She stopped as she cleared the threshold and turned around to face Ricky.  Keeping her eyes locked on his, she dropped her hands to her hips and curled her fingers up under her dress.  Sally gyrated her hips back and forth and as she lowered her hands with the elasticized waistband of her panties pinched between her fingers, brought her panties down along with them.

As she lifted one foot, and then the other to slip the panties off, the corner of her mouth pulled up into a wicked grin.  The glint in her eyes told him she knew just how much she was fucking with his head as she stretched out her arm and mashed the panties into his face.  “Here, you hold onto these. No need for them to get in Max’s way.”

Ricky felt his heart skip as her words hit him, coursing through his gut and into his cock, making it jump in his pants.  She always knew just how to needle into the dark corners of his brain and therefore into his cock, and he loved that about her!  His hand came up and caught them as she let them go, and he felt the cool air on the skin of his nose, now slick with her juices that had soaked into the gusset.  I knew it! He grinned to himself with pride at knowing his wife.  She’s been dripping for Max since we got here.

He didn’t know what to say but it didn’t matter.  She’d already turned back to Max, pushing the door closed behind her.  Before it shut she called out to him. “Be a good boy Ricky, and make sure no one disturbs us.”

His cheeks flared red in embarrassment as her giggle followed and then became muted as the door clicked shut.  His face may have been burning up, but his cock was growing harder as her words coursed through his soul and rang out in their truth.  He loved the brief flash of humiliation as she gave herself to other men in front of him, and loved even more how much it turned him on to be her cuckold.

He heard Sally squeal followed by bed springs squeaking a loud protest at suddenly being intensely compressed after so many years of disuse.  The momentary randomness of the squeaking brought an image of her being tossed onto the bed and that made his pulse quicken with a twinge of jealousy and lust.  He knew she liked it rough sometimes, and as much as he tried to be ‘that guy’, it never really seemed to hit a home run with her.  He wanted to be that guy, but then again that was perhaps why he was the cuck standing outside the room, and Max was the one in there fucking Sally.  That line of thought fueled his lust, and the jealousy passed.  He’d recently decided to stop trying to figure himself out and was learning to just accept his place with Sally.

The bed springs hadn’t quieted down, rather they signaled a transition from random motion to a steady rhythm, one that started slowly but rapidly increased in tempo to an energetic pace.

Ricky stepped back to peer down the stairs, trying to block out the sound of Sally’s moans now coming thru the door as he listened intently for anyone coming into the house.  Satisfied that they were alone for the moment at least, he went back to the door and pressed his ear to it. 

“Max...ughhhh…oh my God”—she panted, and Max grunted, the sound of the springs being compressed telling Ricky exactly what was happening—“you’re so fucking...ughhhh…big!”

Ricky couldn’t help himself and he cracked open the door, trying to be as quiet as he could be, not that it mattered with all the grunting and panting going on.  His old bed was off to the side and as such he had a clear view of what was happening as he peered through the small opening between the door and the frame.

Sally’s legs were spread as wide as they could go forming a ‘V’ in the air, welcoming Max’s cock that was presently pounding with abandon into her.  Despite her exclamations of how big he was, she was apparently having no problem taking every inch of his massive cock, her legs quivering with every ball-slapping thrust inside her.

Her dress was bunched up around her waist, her hips were rotated up to take him in, and Ricky had a front-row unencumbered seat.  He could see the shimmering trail of their mingled juices splattering out of her well-fucked cunt, dribbling down her ass crack and dripping off Max's balls.  Every thrust of his cock splashed more of their debauchery back onto them and the wet sloppy sounds accompanying them harmonized with the bed springs that were now cheering them on.

Ricky saw his wife laying on her back, legs spread, pressed into the mattress and getting fucked like there was no tomorrow on his bed. His bed!  For the briefest of moments, he was conflicted.  He recalled the countless times he'd lain there himself, cock in hand and jerking off to all the pretty girls in his class.  Year after year he'd jerked his cock raw in that bed, dreaming of the day he would be fucking instead of wanking off.

He blinked as Max withdrew his cock almost to the tip and Ricky got a glimpse of what Max was packing.  He took in the length of it, the meaty girth and the veins running up and down it pulsing with lust.  His eyes followed Max’s cock and took in Sally’s pussy, stretched wide and whose lips were wrapped hungrily around the dark chocolate monster that was impaling her.  He looked down at his crotch, where his own cock, and not at all comparable to Max’s, was nonetheless straining through his jeans.

It wasn’t fair! His mind told him. She’s your wife, you should be the one fucking her there, in your old bed of all places!

His cock throbbed as it sought relief from the confines of his jeans and Ricky knew his body was telling him what his mind was failing to.  She’s fucking your mind as she fucks Max, and you both know it. She’s giving you what you need, and she’s getting what she needs.

Sally moaned as Max plunged in balls deep and held it there, then pulled back out only to plunge back in even faster.  “Oh fuck Max, yeah, yeah, fuck me Max!”

Ricky could feel the angst roiling in his gut but now his mind was catching up to his cock. Max is giving her what you can’t, and she’s giving you something she couldn’t without Max.

He smiled to himself as he closed the door and quickly went to look down the stairs to see if the coast was still clear.  Returning, he leaned his back against the door and listened as Sally’s moans became urgent and the mattress springs screamed out in celebration of the Olympic fucking that was beating the hell out of them.

He gripped his rigid cock through his jeans and squeezed hard, imagining Sally’s cum-soaked pussy and what he hoped would be his turn to be inside her later on. He thought about how much naughty fun they’d been having, and how wonderfully she was mastering how to fuck with his mind as she gave them both what they wanted.  It takes a special kind of woman to know her man so well, and to trust him with knowing her darkest desires. He gave himself some slack for his weak moments of doubt, and smiled even more as his cock told him how damn good the angst felt.

Ricky closed his eyes and listened as Sally came and Max grunted out thick ropes of hot seed into her. I really am the luckiest man alive.

The End (of this story but keep reading for the bonus story!)


Sarah Rides the BBC Train Home

Micheal and Sarah practically fell through the open doors to the train car, laughing and kissing, and lost in each other as they ran high on the emotions of the evening.  It was the last car at the end of the last train making the hour-long run that night from downtown out into the burbs where they lived.

They’d both been very open-minded people long before they ever met, but together as a couple, they played off each other’s desire to try new things.  Of late, they had been flirting with the idea of swinging but as with most couples, perception was everything.  Micheal called it swinging, and Sarah called it cuckolding.

His reasoning was simple, in that as much as he loved the idea of watching Sarah being fucked by another man, he also loved the idea of fucking another woman at the same time.  Her reasoning was equally as simple.  She too loved the idea of fucking another man in front of Micheal, but there was no way in hell she could picture him being with another woman.  No one told her what toys to play with, she was never one to share her toys, and she couldn’t imagine starting now.

Sarah was a strong-willed woman, but she came up with a compromise of sorts that she dangled in front of him.  They would allow each other a hall pass with whomever they chose, provided they were both present, it felt right at the time, and Sarah would get to try this out first.  She’d said it wasn’t full-on swinging as far as what Micheal had perhaps envisioned, but it was a way for them to try out the concept of fucking other people in a way that she was comfortable with.  She’d also stressed that there was no guarantee she’d ever feel it was the right time for Micheal to fuck someone else, but at least doing it her way would get them in the game so to speak.  He’d readily agreed, of course.  All the research he’d done had made it sound amazing to fuck someone else in front of your partner, and after Sarah had experienced it, surely she’d want the same for him.

Prior to boarding the train, they’d spent the evening at a fancy new club downtown, dancing and enjoying the music in a sea of people partying and having a good time.  Sarah had caught the eye of all the men around her, wearing a slinky black dress that followed the tight curves of her ass and fluttered tantalizingly just beyond.  The stilettos and black nylons only furthered to draw the men’s eyes up her legs, toned to perfection with long hours of Pilates classes, leaving them all yearning for what lay beyond the hem of the short dress.  One man in particular had caught her eye and she’d begun to dance and flirt with him, with a single look urging Micheal to stand aside while she explored her options.  It had quickly come to an end before it had barely started when the man’s wife appeared out of nowhere and caused a scene.  Micheal and Sarah left the club soon after, laughing at the beating the man had received all the way to the door as his wife dragged him out of the club by the ear.

It had all happened so fast that Micheal hadn’t had time to dwell on the events.  One moment he was dancing with his wife, the next his stomach was dropping as he watched Sarah making moves on another man, and then he was laughing with her when it came to an end.  His laughter had a touch of relief to it, as though in the moment it was happening he had regretted their agreement and was now glad to have a reprieve from it.

He’d almost convinced himself that whatever he’d been feeling was just nervous anticipation as they cleared the door and landed in the closest seats to it.  The rail car had seats paired together on either side of the aisle running the length of it.  The doors marked the mid-way point and the rows of seats reversed direction so half the car pointed forward, and the other toward the back.

The car was empty in front of them and they turned toward each other and kissed as the train pulled away, and he could tell she was running hot from what had transpired. He broke the kiss long enough to nibble on her ear, the lights of the station fading through the window facing him.  He slid his hand between her thighs, his cock thickening as his fingers glided over her silky nylons. “It’s a night of firsts. Come on babe, let’s make sex on a train one of them!”

Sarah had skewed her head to the side so Micheal could suckle on her ear and in doing so was able to take in more of the other end of the car, the end they hadn’t looked at on their way in.  Something out of the corner of her eye caught her attention.  She turned her head to get a better look and Micheal took that as an invitation to suck on her neck.

Against the wall at the end was a row of seats running the width of the car and sitting in the middle of them looking back at her were two very large Black men.  They were wearing tailored suits that lent them an air of sophistication, but the muscular frames beneath were nonetheless barely contained.  Whatever business they were in paid well, and left them ample time for the gym.

As physically intimidating as they were, the upturned corners of their mouths and the glint in their eyes that she could see even from where she sat, told her they were friendly and had been enjoying what they saw.  There was another look in their eyes too, one that all women were attuned to, hunger.  She remembered the rush of flirting with that man on the dance floor, and how easy it had been to do it once she’d allowed herself to make the leap from married, to married and available.  Her panties were damp from the experience and as much fun as it would be to fuck Micheal right here, one look at those two hunks was all it took to show her what she really wanted to do on this train tonight.

She turned her head back to Micheal, interrupting the trail his tongue was leaving down her neck.  “Micheal”—she gently pushed on the side of his chin, pointing his gaze toward the two men—“look.”

She watched his eyes widen as he realized they hadn’t been alone, and at how big the guys were.  He kept fit himself, the cardio classes at the trendy fitness studio down the street from his work saw to that, but it just wasn’t the same as whatever these guys were doing.  She watched as he took in the fact that they were well put together, and then she glanced at them as well.  Their eyes flickered over to hers and she winked, then before she could read their expressions, she turned her focus back to Micheal. “Hey.”

He returned his gaze to her and she lay her hands on his cheeks, looking up into his eyes. “We had fun earlier tonight but I’m not done”—she flicked her eyes toward the men and then back to him—“and I need you to keep your end of the deal. This is my night, OK?”

His eyes flickered back and forth between hers and she could see him churning through the implications of what she was telling him. 

“Sarah, we don’t even know these guys, and”—he gestured around them—“we’re on a train for Christ's sake!”

She shook her head slowly, smirking at him. “We didn’t know that man at the bar, and you wanted to fuck on the train, so what’s the difference?”  Her face grew serious. “Now enough with the excuses. We’re either doing this, or we’re not. What’s it gonna be?”

She lidded her eyes and licked her lips just the way he’d once told her drove him crazy, bringing them close to his, the heat of her breath on his face matching the fire already smoldering between her legs. “Come on baby...”

Micheal knew there was only one correct answer.  He’d agreed to her terms, and if they were going to have any sort of success with this new lifestyle he had to keep his word.  He didn’t know which one of them she wanted, but that would be evident soon enough.  He tried to speak but saying it was harder than thinking it, so he cleared his throat and tried again. “OK.”

Her lips met his in a heartfelt thank-you, and as her tongue moved inside his mouth, her eyes bored into his, telling him, willing him with everything she had, to know how much she loved him, and that this was going to be a good thing.  She kissed him for a moment longer and then ended it, standing up and smoothing her dress out in front of her before extending her hand to Micheal. “Come with me babe, I want you to have a front-row seat, and I want to know you’re with me all the way in this.”

He stared at her hand, looked back toward the men, then back at her hand as if in a daze.  He shook his head ruefully, as his mind finally processed that this was actually happening, then he stood and took her hand in his.  Stepping into the aisle, he stood aside and she took the lead, her arm outstretched behind her as she tugged on his hand, prompting him to follow.

Sarah tried to look confident, sexy, and in control of her destiny, all of the things she wanted to feel, instead of struggling to contain the butterflies swirling around in her stomach as she approached the men.  Holy shit, I’m doing this! She placed one foot seductively in front of the other, the clicking of her heels forming a synchronous beat to the muted clanking of the steel wheels on the rails below them.  Each one succinctly proclaiming her approach.  Each one making her heart skip as it brought her one step closure to fucking someone other than her husband.  Both men were raking their eyes up and down her, shamelessly stripping her naked in their mind's eye and fucking her with unabashed desire as she approached. I’ve got this.

Her nylons swished lightly together as she stopped in front of the two of them and then half-turning, guided Micheal to the last row of seats facing toward the men. “You. Sit here”—as Micheal sat she turned back to the men—“and I’ll...”  They were sitting as guys do, with legs splayed and one guy’s knee was almost touching the other, forming a barrier in front of the empty seat between them.  She pushed her shin against them, nudging their knees apart and then she spun around and sat her ass down in between them. “I’ll sit right here.”

Micheal had absolutely no idea of what he was supposed to do in a situation like this.  It didn’t exactly come up when he was knocking back brewskies with his pals. ‘Hey Joe, when your wife is coming on to a couple of guys right in front of you, what do you say?’ He had never asked the question and didn’t have the answer so he did what seemed polite. “Hi, I’m—“

Sarah silenced him with a raised eyebrow and a slight shake of her head.  If she was going to do this, she didn’t need him distracting her, or them.  This was her moment, and as long as Micheal could keep his end of the bargain and let her drive, she’d focus on, and take care of him later. As excited as she was, fucking two men at once was one hell of a way to jump into her first time.  She didn’t need any distractions and she definitely needed to jump in before her nerves got the better of her. 

She had never done two men at once, nor even considered it in her wildest dreams, but this new lifestyle was about pushing boundaries, and one glance at those two delicious-looking men made her want to push a lot of boundaries.  Sarah drew a quick breath and lay her hands up high on the thigh of each man, her petite lithe fingers a hairs breath away from the jewels hidden within their pants. She made eye contact with one. “Hi”—then looked into the eyes of the other—“is this seat taken?”

Micheal stared at his wife. Who is this woman? His stomach had dropped into the seat when she made it clear he was to be a silent witness to her taking pleasure from another, and it was happening right now.  His heart was hammering with the cocktail of fear of the unknown and salacious excitement at what was going to happen.  Ready or not.  But, he found a part of himself fascinated at how empowered she was, how she was owning the situation, and reaching for not one, but two men to quench her thirst for exploring what it meant to be a sexually empowered woman.  A woman who was about to make her husband a cuckold.  It was as though he was seeing her for the first time, and he supposed as far as stripping away the constraints of what was considered socially acceptable, he was.

His cock stirred in his pants and he knew that whatever else he was feeling, he was more than willing to let her drive.  The man she was looking at didn’t reply, instead, he smiled a greeting and then leaned in and at the same time, his hand reached behind her head, pulling her in for a kiss.

Sarah’s mouth moved like a dancer embracing and losing itself in the beat.  It had been so long since he’d experienced it himself, Micheal wondered how it must feel to share that first kiss with a new woman.  Especially one who was responding as enthusiastically as Sarah was to the man currently sharing that very thing with her.  Her cheeks flexed as the other man pushed his tongue inside her, teasing her and drawing her tongue back out and into his mouth, drawing out her desire for all to see.

He pulled away, his greeting delivered with a smile to which she responded with one of her own even as he gestured to her other side, at his friend patiently waiting with a friendly smile of his own.

She pivoted in her seat and took in the other man.  His smile, and the hunger in his eyes that to his credit he was downplaying, made her run hot.  She ran her fingers through the weave of tight curls of his short hair and gripped the back of his head while bringing her mouth close to his, her eyes alight with mischief, and heat. “Hi.”

She didn’t wait, and he didn’t hesitate, and their lips mashed together in unabashed lust.  Micheal contemplated that if one didn’t know better, someone might think they all somehow knew each other already, his wife’s casual familiarity with her mouth and theirs, a possible tell.  He realized how odd it was to be contemplating something like that at a time like this, but he supposed it was nothing more than his mind giving himself time to process what he was witnessing.

As she kissed the one, the other’s hand caressed her leg, the black nylons accentuating the gold Rolex on his wrist and the dark skin of his fingers as they gripped her flesh through them, and then hefted her leg up and over onto his.  His hand then moved between her spread thighs, up under her dress, and though Micheal couldn’t quite see the details, he assumed inside her as she gasped into the mouth of the man kissing her.

Mr. Rolex seems pretty good with his hands, Micheal thought as Mr. Smiles became familiar with Sarah’s mouth.  None of them had been properly introduced to know anyone’s real names, but he was pretty confident that wasn’t the most pressing detail of the evening at this point.

As if remembering they weren’t alone, Smiles glanced over at him but before Micheal could react Sarah broke the kiss long enough to pant a quick “He’s fine” before resuming with renewed enthusiasm and capturing his complete focus.  That exchange hadn’t been lost on Rolex who then also glanced to Micheal, his probing of Sarah’s pussy slowing.  Micheal shrugged and smiled, then sat back in his seat, and the man nodded back.  He then returned his attention to Sarah, pushing his hand further up under her skirt and finger-fucking her with rapid strokes that had the watch jumping on his wrist.

Sarah moaned and shifted in her seat, spreading her legs wider and Micheal could see the man's fingers sliding into her past the thong panties pushed to the side.  The man’s fingers were slick with her juices and Micheal’s cock stiffened further at the sight of her running wet for another man.  She shifted again, and without breaking the kiss with Smiles, she reached down and tugged her panties down her thighs.  Rolex pulled out his hand long enough to accommodate her, then moved his hand back into position.  Her one leg was again draped over the man’s thigh, giving him ample access to her pussy, and her other leg was outstretched toward Micheal.

He stared at it, taking a moment to process the implied directive.  Dangling from the tip of her shoe was her panties, the soaked gusset glistening in the rail car lighting as it proclaimed to the world that they’d never been so wet and they didn’t care who knew it.  He slowly reached for them, and as he lifted them free and took them in his hand she lowered her foot without acknowledging him, instead moving her hand onto the crotch of Smiles.

Micheal brought the panties up to his nose and inhaled the delicious scent of her sex that he’d for so long taken for granted, appreciating it on a whole new level as he realized he’d never take it for granted again.  He’d always marveled at how nimble her fingers were as they danced up and down his shaft in the quiet of the night.  Watching them now as they deftly undid the man’s belt, lower his zipper and pull out his cock and then begin to dance up and down it as they had previously only done with him, only served to make his cock throb.  He felt a twinge of jealousy but it was gone as fleetingly as it had appeared and left only a wonder and appreciation of her skill as a woman in its wake.

Sarah let go and dropped her hand to Rolex’s leg, indicating with a push that she wanted him to move over.  As he shimmied his ass to the side she placed both hands on Smiles’ thigh, braced herself, and brought her knees up under herself to crouch on all fours.  Ass up and head down, she was perfectly positioned between the two men.

Rolex moved around on the row of seats and got up onto his knees behind her, one hand working his pants loose, and the other pushing her dress up over her ass and around her waist.  He lightly slapped a massive paw onto her ass cheek, squeezed it, and then ran his hand over the smooth white flesh as his pants dropped and his massive cock sprang free.

Micheal couldn’t help but stare at the thick trunk, veins pulsing along the dark shaft pumping the engorged head full of eager need.  There’s no way she can take that!

As if reading his mind and ready to prove him wrong, as Rolex nudged his cock between the slick folds of her pussy lips, Sarah pushed back onto it.  Hesitantly at first, and then brushing her mouth over the tip of Smiles’ cock, she pushed harder still.  Licking the drop of precum off her lips, she froze, tongue extended.  The enormous girth of the monster she was trying to take inside her had made itself known.

Time froze for all the men as she gathered herself, and as one they let out a collective breath of appreciation as she slowly pushed a little further, then further still until the head finally slipped inside and she let out a guttural groan of pleasure and pain.  It said more than words ever could. It hurt. It was so damn big. She’d never been spread like that. She didn’t know she could be spread like that. And, it felt gooood.

Rolex had patiently waited for her to get acquainted, but now slowly rocked his hips forward to push his cock deeper inside.  Instead of crying out, Sarah lowered her mouth over Smiles’ cock and muffled her moans as its head pressed into the back of her throat.  No less massive, her lips were stretched around the Black sausage and it forced her to relax her jaw to allow it in.

She’d ‘deepthroated’ Micheal on many occasions, pressing her nose against his pelvis as she took it ‘all’, but he’d never, not once, made her gag.  She was gagging now and Micheal could still see half of the man’s cock, and the tears dripping out of her eyes as she struggled to take more.  Rolex was picking up the pace and her head was rocking back and forth along with her body, angling his shaft like a pole in the wind as she kept her mouth clamped around it.

A bell chimed and a robotic voice announced a stop but nobody paid any attention to it as Sarah dug deep and relaxed her throat enough for Smiles’ cock to push all the way in.  She immediately pulled her head back, drew in a gasping breath, and then plunged back down.  This time almost taking it all in one go.  She wasn’t able to touch her nose to his pelvis...yet, but as Micheal looked on in awe, he knew how determined she could be and that it was only a matter of time.

He sniffed her panties again, then gripped them tightly and mashed them down into his crotch and against his ramrod-hard cock straining to bust free of his pants and join the party with Sarah.  Watching her with those men, taking their cocks that were so much bigger than his, he knew there would be lots to think about later, but his dick was telling him not to worry about that right now.  He grinned to himself as he pressed harder, feeling the head of his cock slipping against the precum soaked inside of his boxers. There would be no joining in, tonight was her night.  And that was so very fucking OK with him.

Behind them, a young couple stepped into the train.  Casually dressed, her in a loose cotton skirt and blouse, and him in jeans and a t-shirt, they moved toward the seats closest to the door.  Just as Micheal and Sarah had, but in this case they hadn’t sat down before realizing they were not alone.  They turned toward the rear of the car, their eyes not understanding what their ears were telling them.  Wet slurping noises and liquid splattering juicily out from between flesh slapping against flesh echoed down the inside of the car and assaulted any preconceived sense of morality they may have started their evening with.

Realizing what they were witnessing, their eyes darted from the woman fucking the two beautiful Black men to the relaxed-looking man who was completely engrossed in the scene unfolding mere feet in front of him.  The guy grabbed her hand and turned toward the sliding doors which were still open. His urgent voice was low, not wanting to disturb whatever the hell was going on at the end of the car. Like most guys his age, he enjoyed a little porn now and then and always enjoyed a little feisty naughty talk with his girl, but this was something else.  This was no place for them to be.  He hoped she wouldn’t be too traumatized by this and was anxious to get her home and make her feel safe.  “Come on hunny, let’s go. We can call a cab.”

He took a step but her hand tugged against his and pulled him to a stop. She was looking down the aisle but then turned her face toward him, her cheeks flushed and eyes alight with a look that was unfamiliar to him. “I don’t think I want a cab, I think I want to have a seat”—she gestured with a slight tilt of her head toward the woman getting fucked senseless—“over there...”

The End.
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