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Seeds Planted

As I watched my wife pass through airport security to meet her pimp in Jamaica, I thought back to how this change in our lives began.

Sarah and I had been dating for a while when I asked her to marry me. Sarah is beautiful - a petite blond with a slim, tight body and perky B cup breasts. She has a glorious smile and is fun in bed - particularly because she never said ‘no,’ and could orgasm multiple times in a session.

I didn’t meet her sister, Holly, until a couple of days before our wedding. Holly is five years younger than Sarah, and was still in college. She was apparently quite a wild child, part of the reason we hadn’t seen her until then.

When I met Holly, my heart nearly stopped. She was a tall brunette with huge natural breasts that were just about popping out of her top. She was wearing a short skirt that showed off her perfect ass and long muscled legs that went for miles. Her face was perfect, wide mouth and beautiful features that a model would envy.

Sarah poked me and said, “Come on, wake up. Remember to breathe.”

I looked at her, guilty that I had been staring, and she laughed. “No. It’s OK. Every man acts like that - at least the straight ones. Are you thinking you picked the wrong sister?”

“No baby! I love you! I was just, um, surprised. I want you ,” I said as I kissed her.

Holly laughed, “That’s OK, he’s the wrong color for me.”

I turned to look at her, and she held her hands apart, saying, “Black only, with at least a nine-inch cock.”

Sarah said, “Slut.”

Holly laughed, “I know what I like.”

***

Funny, but one thing I remember most at the wedding is watching Holly with her date - a muscular black college guy who kept his hands on her the entire night. I even fucked my new bride while I imagined the black guy fucking her sister. - driving his big black meat into her pink pussy.

During the honeymoon, I brought up her sister and her date a few times, probably too many, until Sarah blurted, “Are you wishing you were black so you can fuck my sister?”

I was surprised, mostly that I was such a dolt. I said gently, “No baby, I have the right sister. I was just wondering if you’ve had a black guy?”

Sarah stopped her rant and said, “You’ve been thinking about me  with black guys?”

“Actually, yes. Have you?”

“No. Holly offered to let her boyfriend fuck me before the wedding so I could try one, but I declined.”

“Really? Why did you say no?” I asked.

Sarah seemed to get angry again, “Because I was engaged, shithead. Would you want your bride to walk down the aisle and exchange vows with you after she’d fucked somebody else?”

My slight smile gave me away, as she blurted, “What is wrong with you?”

I didn’t bring it up again for a long while.

***

Over the next couple of years, I stalked Holly’s social media to see her with several black guys. I particularly liked when she was at the pool or beach, showing off in a bikini, and the contrast of her date’s skin against hers.

After she graduated, Holly moved back to be closer to family, so we saw her a little more often. She was always solo or with a black date. I spent a lot of time fucking Sarah fantasizing about Holly and a black guy, or that my wife was being pummeled by one of Holly’s men - her legs spread and taking a big black cock.

We were surprised by a wedding invitation from Holly - the date only two months off. Sarah saw Holly a lot more, as they planned the wedding - a small affair of family and a handful of friends.

Holly brough her fiance, Craig, over for dinner one night. Both Sarah and I were shocked when we met him - he was a skinny white guy, shorter than Holly and very bookish. He seemed nice, and treated Holly like a queen, or more like his master. He was in finance, and apparently very well off.   I imagined Holly was marrying for financial security, because he clearly did not own a nine inch black cock.

The wedding was a pleasant affair, mostly family. It was strange because Craig’s three groomsmen were black, and I was certain that I recognized them from Holly’s social media posts as ex-boyfriends. Perhaps they were dates for the bridesmaids.

After the ceremony, the reception got loud and a lot of alcohol flowed. After the bride and groom danced, Holly spent a lot of time dancing with the black groomsmen.

I had to know, so I waited for Holly to head off to the restroom and followed her. When she emerged, thankfully she was alone.

“You are a beautiful bride, with a perfect wedding, not too big, just family and a few friends,” I started awkwardly.

Holly was a little tipsy, and said, “Thank you. It’s just how I wanted.”

“Um, do I recognize the groomsmen as your ex-boyfriends?” I asked, feeling bold and hoping I didn’t start something.

Holly giggled, “Yes, someone  has been stalking me… Actually they are current  boyfriends.”

“Current?” I asked, a little confused.

The bride giggled, “A girl is entitled to a memorable wedding night, isn’t she?”

“Oh,” I said, stunned and excited. “Which, um…”

“All three!” Holly blurted. She leaned closer and said, “I have three holes, after all,” then laughed loudly.

“And Craig?”

“Oh, he’ll be there. Somebody  has to take the video.” She looked me in the eye and said, “And clean up.” She laughed again.

“Oh,” I said, unsure what else I could say.

She turned to head back to the party, then stopped and looked at me, “Hey, they all want to fuck Sarah. Let me know if you want to share her, OK?”

“OK,” I said.

“Ha! I knew it!” she laughed as she headed back to the dance floor.

Within a half hour, they cut the cake, and the bride and groom departed, followed by the groomsmen.

Sarah looked at me and asked, “After party?”

“Consummation of nuptials,” I replied. As I held her gaze, I added, “All of them.”

Sarah’s eyes opened wide, and said, “No! You’re making that up.”

I took Sarah by the hand and said, “Holly told me. Let’s go fuck.”

***

Over the next few months, Sarah and I talked about Holly’s wedding and wedding night a lot. Sarah spoke with Holly after the honeymoon, and Holly happily told her about the wedding night gang-bang, offering that her friends would give Sarah the same.

Holly explained Craig married her with the agreement that she would keep her black boyfriends. Craig was what she called a ‘cuckold,’ and Holly’s boyfriends were ‘bulls.’ Craig liked to be humiliated by Holly and the bulls, and she’d regularly tease him about his tiny penis as she sucked or fucked the bull.

I urged Sarah to try one of Holly's bulls, but while she was intrigued, she said that she didn’t trust that it would remain secret. Her sister’s carefree style would almost assure that the world would get out.

I bought her a big black dildo ‘to practice’ and we had a lot of fun and fantasies with her rubber boyfriend. While she seemed excited by the idea, and rode her rubber black friend while describing what she would do, she was too worried about friends finding out.

A couple of months later, fate handed me a chance to get Sarah violated by another man. My company was paying for me to go to a week-long conference in Jamaica, and I could bring my wife - it would only cost us the airfare.


Island Heat

When I broke the news of the trip to Sarah, the island getaway excited her. I also explained that she’d be able to pick up one of the locals and try out our fantasy. Sarah seemed lukewarm about the idea, but did not directly shut it down.

I bought her a black micro-bikini to wear at the resort and explained that she would definitely attract attention with it. She laughed and said that she’d never wear it to the pool, but she would wear it in the room for me.

I noticed she bought some flirty sundresses and tops that showed off her modest cleavage, along with a couple of pairs of short-shorts, which displayed quite a bit of ass cheek. I said nothing, thinking it might spook her, but I felt very confident that Sarah would see if the local would hit on her.

Holly apparently went crazy when Sarah told her about our trip. Holly claimed that all the guys in Jamaica wanted to score white American girls and that Sarah would have to beat them off with a stick - or with her mouth or pussy.

***

We had planned on arriving early Saturday, so we would have the weekend at the resort before the conference started on Monday. Unfortunately, our flight was delayed, so we didn’t arrive until late Saturday.

The resort had a club, so after we dumped our bags into the room, we went for a drink. The place was very busy, probably because it was Saturday night, and there were probably four local guys for every tourist, from what I could tell.

We got drinks and took a seat, watching the people. It was very apparent that the local men were here to pick up tourist women, and we saw a few brave or drunk girls dancing on the floor with an ever-changing group of suitors.

I excused myself to go to the restroom, and returned a little while later to see our table surrounded by local men, all talking and flirting with Sarah. My wife didn’t seem uncomfortable, rather seemed excited by the attention. I noticed that there were three more drinks in front of her on the table.

I wanted to spy, so hung back, watching as the men talked to her, obviously trying to attract her. She was flirting back, and I saw her casually touch an arm or hand here or there. Eventually, one man took her hand and led her out on the dance floor.

I watched my wife dance with the dark stranger, their bodies lurching and gyrating obscenely. At one point, the stranger put his hand in the small of Sarah’s back, and pulled her towards his extended leg, causing her to straddle it. My wife willingly humped against his thigh as his hand moved to her ass.

I was hard as a rock and wondered if Sarah was going to score tonight! Just then, another of the suitors pulled her away, and began dancing with her. Sarah laughed and joined in a sensual dance with him.

This repeated over and over until all four men had danced with her. I headed back to the table, because I wasn’t sure that Sarah was in control anymore. When I took my seat, the suitors looked at me and slowly disappeared. Sarah returned to the table with the last man, who was jet black with a toned figure and big white teeth.

He boldly shook my hand and said, “I’m Jonathan. Thank you for the dance.” He turned to Sarah and said, “See you more this week?”

Sarah giggled, “I hope so.”

As Jonathan drifted off, I turned to ask Sarah how she was doing, but she cut me off by urgently saying, “Take me to the room and fuck me. RIGHT NOW.” She grabbed my hand and led me away at an urgent clip.

Within a minute of entering our room, we were naked from the waist down, and she was riding my erection with wild urgency, moaning and grabbing at my chest. She orgasmed within three minutes, a record for her.

As she rolled off of me, she said, “Fuck. I can’t believe how aggressive they were. They would have fucked me right there in the club.”

“I would have watched,” I laughed.

My wife gave me a look, and asked, “You would? Really?”

“Oh God, yes. I’d love to see a big hard black dick push inside you. See your little pussy stretch and take him in, then hear you moan as he pounded you, eventually emptying his balls inside my pretty bride.”

“Wow, you’ve thought about this a lot, haven’t you?”

“A lot, yes.” I agreed.

“Well, I don’t know if I could go through with it, but prepare for lots of sex if they hit on me like this all week.” She got up and got ready for bed.

***

The next day, we wandered the resort, had some lunch, then headed to the room for a nap. I awoke a couple of hours later to an empty room and a note from Sarah, “Went to the pool.”

I pulled on my trunks and headed down to the pool, a tropical themed expansive pool with palms and bushes scattered around, providing lots of shade and separate seating areas.

I walked for a bit, looking for Sarah, and noticed that there seemed to be a lot of local guys hanging around, again scoping for tourists. After a bit, I spotted Sarah, sitting in the shade with a black man. I recognized him as Jonathan from the club.

I watched, and they were sitting in lounges, chatting. Sarah seemed to laugh a lot, as Jonathan talked, his white teeth blazing against his jet skin. I was about to join them, when Jonathan stood up in front of Sarah, holding out his hand for her. He was sporting an enormous erection inside his swimsuit, and it was pointing directly at my wife’s face, perhaps a foot away. It was hard to tell from my distance, but I would guess it was eight or nine inches long!

Sarah sat staring at it for a long moment, before she reached up for his hand. As she rose, her eyes never left his cock. When she finally stood, she took a step to steady herself, and his penis poked her in the belly. She froze, then slowly looked up at Jonathan with a smile on her face. It was then that I knew she would fuck him at some point.

I watched as they walked into the pool, still holding hands. My wife continued to watch his bobbing erection until after it disappeared under the water. I decided that might be a good time to join them, perhaps I could invite him back to our room.

As I joined them, Jonathan greeted me, then quickly made an excuse to leave. I tried to invite him to stay a bit, but he fled as quickly as he could.

My wife watched him leave, then turned to me.

I said, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare off Moby Dick.”

Sarah looked at me and asked, “What?”

“I saw the size of him. And I know  you did. You were staring at his cock the whole time since he nearly impaled your face with it.”

My wife grinned, “It couldn’t be real. I mean, Holly is always talking about the size of the black guys, but wow.”

“I’d love to see you take it inside you,” I pressed.

Sarah grabbed my hand and led me out of the pool, “Let’s get yours inside me for now!”

We headed to the room for a repeat of last night’s action.

***

We had dinner and were settling in the room. I was sitting on the bed in my underwear, looking through the conference schedule. Sarah disappeared into the bathroom, getting ready for bed, I assumed.

She stepped out, wearing one of her revealing tops and short skirts. My wife said, “I’m going to go to the club for a bit, you wait here.”

“By yourself?” I asked.

“Oh, I won’t be alone,” she giggled. “I want to be aggressively flirted with by those guys, again. I’ll be back and we’ll have fun afterwards.”

“What if Jonathan is there? You promise to invite him to the room?” I pressed.

Sarah’s nostrils flared in excitement, “Yes, if he’s there, I’ll invite him. I don’t know if he’ll come, though.”

I laughed, “Oh he’ll definitely come , hopefully inside you.”

“Ummm,” was all my wife said as she left the room.

I nervously waited for her for the next 90 minutes. I almost got dressed to check on her a few times, wondering if things could get out of hand. Then I’d realize that the resort had to make sure nothing bad happened like that. People cheating and hooking up was OK, rape was not.

The door flying open and Sarah rushing in surprised me. She immediately stripped as she said urgently, “Get your cock out! I need a good fucking!”

I happily obliged, and we didn’t really talk until she and I both got off.

“So, was Jonathan there?” I asked, as we lay panting.

“No. But there were a lot of men who wanted to dance. I think I was the only white girl there.” She paused for a moment then said, “And they were SO bold! I think I felt ten penises tonight, poking my bell, or ass. Two guys actually shoved my hands down their pants to feel their cocks!”

My wife looked over at me and said, “God, they were so big and warm. I really wanted to fuck, but it didn’t seem safe. So I came back here before they all fucked my on the dance floor.”

After a bit, she laughed, “I might have teased a little, too.”

We fell asleep, and when I got up the next morning, Sarah was asleep. I let her sleep, but left a note saying, “Hope you find Jonathan. Invite him back.” I then left for the conference, hoping my wife would make our fantasy come true.

***

I had a lunch break, so checked on Sarah and see if any of the locals at the pool were hitting on her again. I carefully circled the pool area, moving behind the trees and bushes, trying to stay out of sight. I didn’t see Sarah in any of the lounges, and was about to go to the room, when I spotted her.

She was sitting on Jonathan’s lap, straddling him as they kissed! My heart jumped, then started racing as I watched. She was sucking his tongue and kissing him, while his hands were groping her ass. It was so erotic, seeing his dark black hands against her white skin!

I moved a little closer, and they eventually broke the kiss. She was smiling, and laughing at something he said. I wasn’t close enough to hear them, but I could see that he had an enormous bulge in his pants, rubbing the front of her bikini bottom. I could see her move to rub herself against him, to tease, as she giggled. If they were naked, just one thrust would drive him inside her!

She stood, placing her hand in his lap, grasping his cock to steady herself, then gave him a shake as she giggled and scampered to the pool, wading in quickly. He stood to follow, his obvious erection leading the way. It sure seemed that she was going to bed him before the end of the trip.

As he waded into the water, Sarah waited in the middle of the pool for him. She had moved to a position where she could see me, so I had to leave. Besides, I had to get back to the conference, no matter how much I wanted to spy on her. It took a while for my hard-on to subside as I walked back to the meeting rooms.


Monday - Room Service

I hurried back to our room after the conference sessions, expecting to change into my trunks and continue to spy on Sarah and her new black friend. I wanted to see his black hands on her white skin again, and maybe even see them kissing. I wondered if she’d open her legs for him. We had several more days at the resort, so I was hopeful she’d ‘give it up’ before we left.

When I entered our room, I heard the shower running, and immediately assumed she was in the shower with her new friend. I carefully peeked into the bath, hoping to catch a show, but was disappointed when I saw only her through the fogged glass.

Just then she turned off the water, and I watched her slide back the glass door as she grabbed a towel. I loved the way her body looked when she was still wet. Her pubes were fairly sparse and light colored, so when she was wet, her labia was clearly visible, almost as if she had shaved.

As she finished toweling her face, she spotted me and said, “Oh! You startled me. Have you been watching me?”

I grinned, “Yeah. I hoped you’d have company.”

She continued rubbing her body dry as she said, “Oh, you thought I would have Jonathan in the shower?”

I smiled and nodded briefly.

My wife examined me as she said, “You really want me to hook up with a black guy. And I suppose you want to watch?”

I followed her out of the bathroom, as she went to get clothes. I answered, “Of course I want to watch. I want to watch you kiss him as you spread your legs for him. Then I want to watch his big black cock disappear into your beautiful white body.” I could feel myself getting hard as I said the words.

“Oooh,” she said, as she dug in the drawer for clothes.

“I watched you kiss him at the pool today. It was so hot watching his black hands on your ass as you sucked his tongue,” I ventured. She turned to look at me, a surprised expression on her face.

“Yeah. I sneaked back during lunch break, I explained.

She examined me, thinking through her response. I had to break eye contact, her gaze was quite intense, so I looked around the room for something to straighten.

I saw that the bed was still a mess and said, “What’s with maid service here? It’s dinner time and they still haven’t made the bed. I’ll call, maybe they can clean it when we’re at dinner.”

As I stepped towards the bedside phone, Sarah said, “They were here. We have fresh towels and they made the bed.”

I turned to look at her and she looked me straight in the eye as she said, “Jonathan and I messed it up this afternoon.”

As my mind whirled and stomach churned, all I could manage was, “You?”

“I kissed him and spread my legs for him. His big  black dick disappeared into my white body, only you weren’t here to see it.” She paused for a moment, then said, “It took a little while to get him all the way inside the first time, but now I can take all of him.”

I felt horny and faint at the same time. I let her words sink in, then asked, “The first  time?”

“Yes. He was hard again in minutes, and I couldn’t resist - I came almost the whole time he was inside me.” She stepped towards the bed and said, “Three times at least. My memory is a little fuzzy from all the orgasms.” She touched the bed and said, “Sorry, but the wet spots are all on your side.”

I stepped close to my wife, and pulled her tight to me by her ass cheeks, leaning forward and kissing her. She responded, taking my tongue into her mouth. My cock grew as hard as steel as I realized Jonathan had his tongue in her mouth too.

As we broke the kiss, I said, “My turn.”

Sarah gasped, “Oh!” as I pushed her onto the bed and began stripping my clothes. She watched me and said, “You want me now ? I mean he was.. We were…”

I cut her off and said, “Yes. I want sloppy seconds. It’s too bad you showered. I want you right after him, so I can reclaim you and feel you just after you’ve had another man inside you.”

With that, I mounted her, feeling her warmth as I entered her. I probably imagined it, but I swear she felt looser. I imagined his sperm still inside her and started pounding her like I hadn’t since we started dating.

Sarah responded, moaning and arching her hips to meet my thrusts. She started orgasming just before I peaked. It was hard to hang onto her as my balls emptied into her cheating pussy, but I was spurred on knowing that I’d be the second man to come inside her today.

When we both finally calmed from our orgasms, I rolled off of her to lay next to her on the bed.

***

As we lay together on the bed, staring at the ceiling, she said, “I know we should have used condoms, but everything happened so quickly.” She paused for a moment and said, “I’m safe until the weekend, I think. I don’t think about it because you’re clipped, sorry.”

I felt myself growing hard again “No. Bare is good. Did it feel good?”

“Oh God, yes. Are you going to be jealous?” She asked, pausing.

“No. Please tell me everything. How it felt. Did you suck him? Kiss him while you had sex? Did you ride him, or lay back and let him have you? Was it exciting to cheat, or didn’t you think about it?”

“Wow, you want to know everything,” my wife said, then closed her eyes as she began. “Well, I wore the black bikini out to the pool, hoping Jonathan would be there. He wasn’t, so I lay down in a lounger, even though every man’s eyes were on me. I closed my eyes, thinking about what I’d do if any of the men approached me. I must have fallen asleep, because I woke to Jonathan’s voice saying, ‘Hey Girlie, you gonna get burned. You got sunblock in the room?’ I opened my eyes, and he was standing over me, with a very obvious boner in his shorts. I looked up into the shadow of his open leg hole and was sure I could see a pink cockhead.”

She breathed in for a second, then said, “I knew what was going to happen. I told him he could help me put it on, then led him here to the room. As I opened the door, he leaned forward and kissed me. It wasn’t like a peck, he covered my mouth with his, then I felt his large tongue push into my mouth. I opened my mouth to accept him, and he filled me with his tongue - it felt like he was fucking my mouth with his tongue, and I couldn’t get enough. I felt my pussy gushing from excitement as I let him use my mouth like that.”

“I don’t know what happened, but suddenly we were naked, and I felt his enormous cock in my hands. As I looked down and saw his dark penis in my hands, I got on my knees and started sucking him. It was huge, and dark, and hot - and I got more horny as I saw my hands, particularly my wedding ring, against his jet black skin. I rubbed my ring against his shaft and balls as I sucked his cock head, knowing that I was about to violate our marriage.”

“Oh baby, yes,” I encouraged her.

“He was so hard, and big! I was so fucking horny, I climbed onto the bed and spread my legs for him. I nearly lost my mind as I watched him climb on top of me, his big black meat about to push into me. I wanted it SO badly! When I felt him pushing inside me, I wanted him all the way. I knew I had just given up my vows and didn’t care! I needed him to own my pussy.”

“When he pushed deeper inside me, and kissed me, filling my mouth with his tongue, I completely yielded to him. I wanted him to have everything! At that thought, I started coming. I orgasmed like c r azy, pulling him deeper and clawing at him as I felt his muscled ass, trying to pull him deeper.”

My wife looked over at me and said, “I was lost in the deed. I wanted him to have me completely. I let him do whatever he wanted to me, and started crying as he came inside me, emptying his balls deep inside me, taking me completely. It was overwhelming, baby.”

“Wow, that was better than I expected” I said, as we lay still for a moment, processing her story.

After a moment, I said, “If you’re safe until the weekend, let him in you bare every time, OK?”

“You want us to do it again?”

“It sounds like he owns you, or you want him to, so, of course. We have the rest of the week here. I hope you have him inside you most of that time, as long as I get you afterwards. I want you sloppy and sweaty and covered in cum. You are planning on seeing him again, aren’t you?”

“Yes.” My wife paused for a bit, then said, “Now I know why my sister dates black guys. He had an enormous  dick, and he fucked so  good.”

“Maybe you should wear that micro bikini tomorrow,” I suggested. I really wanted her to wear it in public, although originally so that guys would gawk and hit on her. She already had a sure thing. “If he doesn’t return, maybe you can find another guy.”

“Oh, really?” my wife said.

“Yeah. His black skin looks so erotic against your pale skin. If I sneak away for lunch again, maybe I can see it. And watch you kissing. I love how you suck on his tongue.”

“Mmm. It feels so dirty letting him inside me, whether it’s his tongue, or fingers, or penis.” She paused for a moment, then said, “I’m sorry. This was supposed to be swapping. We talked about watching each other, not about me sneaking off and fucking someone else.”

“No, this is OK,” I assured her. “It’s exciting to see you with him, even though I’d like to watch you fucking. Just promise me you’ll let yourself go - don’t worry about me being jealous, just do what you want and have fun. I know you’ll be coming home with me. And it’s fine to use our hotel room with him.”

“Hmm, OK. It is  exciting having another man inside me, getting him off and feeling his hands all over me. Please don’t come to the room if you can’t find me. I don’t know what he’ll do if he gets caught.”

“OK,” I said, saddened that I would miss the show. “Put the ‘ do not disturb’  sign up so I know.”

***

We dressed and went to dinner, as I examined every waiter, porter and worker as potential meat for my wife.

I suggested we go back to the club, but she didn’t seem too keen on the idea. When I suggested Jonathan might be there, she changed her mind and I could see that she was excited to go.

We sat at the bar and ordered drinks. It was the same bartender as the previous night, and I’m certain he smiled even wider when he saw us.

As we sipped our drinks and surveyed the club and dance floor, Sarah said, “I don’t think he’s here.”

I said, “Why don’t you take a walk around? Maybe he’s in one of the back booths. If you have any offers to dance, he’ll certainly see you on the floor.”

She looked at me curiously, and I grinned at her as I added, “Besides, maybe you’ll find a backup in case Jonathan just wanted to ‘hit it’ then ‘quit it.’”

Without a word, she took another sip of her drink then started a tour of the club. I could see nearly all the black guys tracking her with their eyes. She hadn’t made it a quarter way around before she was holding the hand of a large local. He was jet black and full of muscles. I imagined that he’d break her if she took him to bed.

The bartender appeared and said, “Back for more? I heard your wife and Jonathan had fun.”

I could see that he knew. He seemed unfazed about the situation, perhaps swinging happened as much as the blogs suggested.

“Yeah, she said that it was nice to have company while I was at the conference.”

The bartender smiled, then nodded towards Sarah on the dance floor. The songs had changed, but she was still dancing with the huge guy. “Jocko is good company too.” The bartender looked at me knowingly and said, “He’s too much for most girls, but he has boundless energy for keeping company. Do you think your wife will be at the pool tomorrow?”

He knew. He had to have spoken with Jonathan to know she was at the pool. Jonathan or the beast on the dance floor, I just wanted Sarah to cheat. I looked over to see her grinding on Jocko’s leg, as his big black hands were on her back and shoulder.

I turned back to the bartender and said, “She’ll definitely be at the pool, looking for company. She’ll be wearing her special sexy suit, too. I hope Jocko will be there to keep her company.”

The bartender smiled broadly as I slipped a few bills across the bar. “I’m sure Jocko will show her a big time.”

I watched my wife dancing with the man who I had just arranged for to fuck her tomorrow. I wondered how much cock she could take.

Another local cut in at the next song change, and danced with Sarah. She didn’t object as he put his hand on her back, then moved it to her ass.

I got another drink, and watched as she switched partners several times, each time letting them touch and fondle her.

I finally retrieved her, realizing that I still had to get up early, and aware that there was a line of men waiting to grope her on the dance floor. I would have loved to continue watching, but for the time.

***

As we walked back to the room, I said, “Well, no Jonathan, but you had no problem finding men.”

“Yeah,” she said, strangely silent.

“The first guy looked pretty huge.”

She glanced at me, then said, “Yeah. He rubbed against me a few times and I could feel his dick. It was the size of my forearm, I think.”

As we got to the room, I said, “The guys were pretty handsy with you tonight. You didn’t seem to mind.” I felt myself getting hard as I remembered their black hands against her skin.

She stopped and looked at me; her eyes a little wide as she almost panted. “I am so fucking wet! My juice is running down my leg. If you don’t fuck me right now, I’m going back and letting all of them do it!”

I was immediately hard and rushed to open the door and drag her inside. We only had time to drop our shorts before we were on the bed and I was inside her. She started orgasming almost immediately. It took me a couple of minutes, and I grunted my load into her as she calmed from her orgasm.

As we lay panting, I said, “ Now  you can go fuck them all.”

“It’ll have to wait for another time.”

I fell asleep dreaming about her on a bed in the middle of the club as a stream of men took turns fucking her.


Tuesday - Conference Sessions

The next morning, Tuesday, I got up and dressed for the conference while Sarah slept. I adjusted the room curtains so that some of the bed could be seen in the mirror from outside the room. I hoped to ditch one of the afternoon sessions and spy on her fucking Jonathan or Jocko.

I laid out the micro bikini, hoping she would actually wear it.

***

At lunch time, I hurried back to the pool area, hoping to spot her with one of the locals. It took me quite a while to scope out the area in a way that I wouldn’t be seen, and finally decided that they weren’t there.

I had a few minutes before I had to get back, and thought I’d check the room, just in case. I quietly approached, moving near the window where I had left the curtains ajar.

I could barely make out the sounds of Sarah moaning, and a man’s voice! I carefully pressed against the window, and could see only part of the bed. I could see a man’s large black legs moving, with my wife’s tiny white legs under them, her ankles wrapped behind his knees. She was being fucked by a black man, probably Jocko from the size of him!

I rubbed my cock as I pressed my ear to the window, hearing my wife’s faint moans and a man’s grunting as they fucked. I thought I might come in my pants as I watched my wife being fucked by a huge black man! I cursed myself for not opening the curtains more, and would rectify that tomorrow.

One of the maids moved her room cleaning cart onto the pathway, startling me, and realized there was no way to continue watching without getting flagged as a peeping tom.

I turned and hurried back to the conference, hoping my erection would go down before I returned to the meetings. My mind spun as excitement and erotic thoughts about my wife fucking another man overwhelmed me. I was useless at the afternoon sessions, and bailed on the last one, hoping to catch more of the cheating show.

I paused at the pool area for a brief time, in case Sarah had gone there with her new stud. I was about to hurry to the room, when I noticed a group of black guys at a set of chairs near the end of the pool. There was a sole white woman with them, straddling the lap of one large guy, laying against his chest, kissing. It was Sarah!

I moved as close as I could, and noticed that the other men were also muscular like Jocko, and were flexing and posing for Sarah, unashamedly pulling their shorts tight to show the outlines of their cocks.

Sarah was giggling and laughing as they showed off. At one point, Jocko pointed to one guy and said something to my wife, trying to gently nudge her off his lap, as if sending her off to the other guy.

Sarah shrieked playfully, then stuck her hands down Jocko’s pants, clearly gripping his member to keep from being pushed away. He laughed and shrugged, then they continued kissing.

It was apparent that I was staring at them, so I moved on to our room, unable to find a hidden vantage that was close enough to see anything. I dropped my stuff in the room quickly, then opened the curtain even more so that I’d have a full view of the bed. I then left and found a seat where I could spy on the walkway leading to our room, hoping to catch Sarah and Jocko heading for more carnal fun.

It was well past the time I’d normally return to the room, and I realized Sarah wouldn’t bring him back if I was there. Besides, there was a group dinner and party this evening, so we had to get ready for it. I went to the room and got showered and changed.

I noticed that the bed was a mess, so they must have come back after maid service again. Sarah arrived at the room shortly before our dinner was scheduled. She seemed flushed and excited and eagerly met my kiss.

“You’ve been a bad girl, I hope?”

“So bad!” she giggled. “Jonathan never showed, but Jocko from last night was at the pool.”

I smiled and pointed to the bed “I see you came back after maid service.”

She laughed, “Oh, no. We came back early, maybe an hour after you left.”

I raised an eyebrow at that.

“Oh yeah. When I saw him at the pool, he said he was going to fuck me.” Her eyes got big as she said, “I don’t know what came over me, but I just led him back to the room. We fucked almost all day. His cock is huge! I felt so full, and slutty when he was inside me. The maid walked in on us while I was sucking his cock - it was so exciting!” She laughed. “I bet the bed is soaked! Yeah, I promised no condoms. Besides, I don’t think they make one big enough for him. I never imagined having something that big inside me! I was basically a sleeve for his monster and he used me to get off. It was amazing!.”

She hugged me then said into my ear, “I didn’t wash or clean up, just like I promised. Do you still want your defiled wife?” With that, she flopped onto the bed and peeled off her bikini bottom.

I kneeled down in front of her to inspect her used pussy. I slid a couple of fingers into her, and she was definitely not as tight as usual, but not ‘loose’ either. She moaned when I fingered her, so I leaned forward and licked her clit.

“Oh yes! Eat me, Baby. Eat my dirty cheating pussy. Do you taste that black man?”

I moaned, but kept at it, turned on knowing she had given herself up like that. It only took a few minutes to make her come. My face was coated with her juices, which may also have included some of Jocko’s.

As I pulled my glistening face away, I said, “Come on, we have to go to the company dinner.”

“Oh, shit. I promised Jocko that I’d go to dinner and a club with him and some friends tonight.” She looked at me hopefully.

“Were those the friends at the pool this afternoon?” I asked. She seemed surprised, so I added, “It was exciting watching you in his lap and kissing him. It looked like he was pushing you towards his friend.”

“Yeah. They kidded they should pass me around for a real ‘Island Experience’.”

“It looked like they were displaying their packages for you to pick.”

She laughed, “Yeah. My sister was right about black guys! So, what should we do about tonight?”

I smiled, “OK. Go to the club and dinner, as long as you promise to be a dirty girl. Put out the ‘do not disturb’ if you bring him or the others back, OK? Unless they’re cool with me watching.” I winked.

“Yeah. What if they want to pass me around?”

I grinned, “Only if you want to. But don’t clean up!”

“And don’t use condoms. I got it. Jesus, babe. I’ve already screwed two strangers in two days. Maybe we should slow the roll,” she said as she headed to the shower.

***

The company dinner was boring, and surprisingly, many of the spouses backed out. Vacation was too much fun to ruin it with a company event.

After dinner, most of us headed to the resort club, and I eagerly hoped to see Sarah. Luckily, none of the colleagues who knew Sarah were going. I ended up hanging at a table with a couple of other wallflowers, and we watched the dance floor while we drank.

Of course, Sarah was there with Jocko and two other bodybuilders from the pool. She was on the dance floor about half the time, sometimes with Jocko and sometimes with others.

Most of the wives from the group danced with their husbands, but a few were bold enough to dance with locals that asked them. Unfortunately, none of the party wives were with anyone I knew, but I tried to remember the husbands for later in the conference, to see if they were into swinging or watching. Maybe I’d get some strange tail on this trip.

One of my drinking companions, Bob, commented when Sarah was on the floor, “See that one in the flower skirt? I don’t think she’s with our group. She’s been dancing and groping a few of the local guys. I bet she’s on one of those Jamaican sex holidays.”

“Oh? What are those?” I asked.

“You know, when wives go on a ‘girlfriends trip,’ but they’re really out to get as much black dick as they can. The husbands never know that they’ve been in bed with black guys.”

“Wow, that’s wild,” I commented. Hmm, maybe Sarah’s sister goes on those, I thought.

“I bet that little honey is gonna get boned by all those bucks. What do you think? She’s just screaming ‘fuck me!’ Her husband should never have let her out of the house.”

“It definitely looks like it,” I agreed. I hoped Bob was right, and they’d all nail my wife.

Action distracted us at one of the nearby tables, where a white couple were sitting with one of the locals. The woman was whimpering as the local was obviously finger-banging her while the husband held her hands. The husband was smiling as the black guy was violently working his hand into her under the table. She gave a long moan as her head fell to the table, lost in her feelings.

When I looked back to check on Sarah, she was gone. As were Jocko and two others. I grew excited, thinking that she might head back to our room for sex!

I waited about 30 minutes before excusing myself and heading to the room. I carefully approached when I was sure no-one was looking, and saw the ‘do not disturb’ sign up! Sarah was in there fucking!

I pressed my ear to the door, and could hear grunting and creaking, then my wife moaning, “Oh Fuck! Yes! That’s it!” My dick was hard as steel, imagining her with a black dick buried inside her.

I could hear a male voice laughing, then maybe another? Holy shit! I imagined she had two guys in there. The voices were hard to hear as Sarah screamed, “Oh! So Deep! Aaaaaaahhh! Ungh!”

I noticed someone watching me, so I pulled away from the door and pretended to inspect a couple of others, as if I was lost.

I didn’t want to have security show up and question me, and definitely didn’t want them to interrupt my wife’s cheating debauchery, so I found a chair across the garden courtyard where I could spy on our room door.

I played the sounds of my wife in my head over and over, imagining the scene. I had an erection that wouldn’t go away, as I thought about what she was doing, probably with a pair of guys.

I wondered how long I’d have to wait. They had been in there for a half hour at least, and I figured they must  know that I’d be back soon. I was feeling drowsy after about 30 minutes, and was jolted from my stupor when our hotel room door opened.

I watched as a pair of black men, whom I vaguely recognized from the club, left our room, chuckling and talking. She DID have two guys! I got out of the chair and started hurrying towards our room, hoping to grab Sarah right after her sex with them.

I froze when the door opened again, and Jocko stepped through the door, my completely naked wife standing next to him. He turned and kissed her on the forehead, as he grabbed her ass and laughed. He then turned and headed towards the club.

Sarah watched him for a moment as she stood naked for all the world to see. As she closed the door, she spotted me and stopped. I watched her smile, as she slowly and deliberately removed the ‘do not disturb’ sign, keeping eye contact with me the whole time.

She then closed the door, continuing to look at me, knowing that I’d want her even more.

As I raced to our hotel room, all I could think was ‘THREE guys! She had three guys! Did she take them all at once? Did they take turns?’ Holy shit! I was so excited to hear!

I fumbled to open the door lock, and entered our room to find Sarah laying back on the bed, her legs spread. The room stank of pussy and cum and sweat. It smelled like a porn movie, which heightened my excitement about what she had done.

I started excitedly stripping my clothes off “Three guys? All three?”

Sarah smiled and said, “Yes. Three guys.”

“All at once, or did they pull a train?”

“We did it all. I had them all at once, baby. It was fucking awesome! Three cocks inside me! I felt so dirty and horny.” She started rubbing herself as she said, “Oh my God! I want it all the time now. Come on, I’m still horny!”

As I entered her, she felt soaked and loose, and I knew Jocko had stretched her and filled her. “Oh! You feel so good.”

My wife moaned, “Oooh, Jocko said that too.”

That made me so excited. As I pumped her, I asked, “Did they all come inside you?”

“Mmm, yes. My pussy, my ass, my face,” she said as her breathing quickened. I looked and saw some sticky streaks in her hair!

“I’m gonna come inside you next!” I said as I felt my orgasm building.

“Mmmm, yes. You, too,” Sarah moaned as she peaked.

I felt her begin to buck and thrust as her orgasm took her. I couldn’t hold off, and emptied my balls into her as I hung onto her. The thought of her letting black strangers fuck her was so thrilling - I stayed hard as I pulled out.

After a moment of recovery, she saw I was still erect, and moved down to suck me. She looked up and laughed, “It seems strange to have a white one now.”

She kept at it for almost 10 minutes until I came again, filling her mouth. My wife swallowed, then gave my cock a kiss, as she crawled up next to me, saying “I love cocks. I just love them!”

I thought about her and Jocko at the door, and asked, “Why did Jocko kiss your forehead? Is he falling for you?”

My wife laughed, “Hell no. He didn’t want to kiss me after I’d been sucking their cocks.” She looked up at me and said, “But you don’t mind,” as she leaned in for a deep kiss.

We lay together until we fell asleep.


Wednesday - Local Activities

I awoke the next morning to Sarah moving around the room naked, opening the windows and sipping coffee.

“Good morning!” I said, as my eyes adjusted to the light.

“Getting some fresh air in here. Smells like a whorehouse.”

I realized with a start that she wasn’t naked - she was wearing the neon micro bikini that I always asked her to wear. She might as well be naked! “It smells like sex with you, baby.”

Sarah turned and flopped on the foot of the bed as she said, “Well, then I guess I’m the whore in this house.”

“Hey,” I protested.

My wife laughed as she sipped her coffee. “Oh no, I’ll own it. I’m a whore.” She looked at me excitedly and said, “And I really  like it. I think we’ve opened Pandora’s box.”

I struggled out of bed and said, “Correction. You’ve opened Sarah’s box.”

“To everyone,” she growled. She watched me as I brushed my teeth, then asked, “Did you notice what I’m wearing?”

“Oh, yes!” I said enthusiastically. “It looks freaking awesome! You look like a walking wet dream.”

My wife chuckled and said, “I hope to be a walking wet spot. I’m heading to the pool to pick up some more native dick - as soon as you get your ass out of here.”

As I showered, I thought about how Sarah had become what I fantasized about, and wondered if I would still be excited if she kept up this pace. I also wondered if this was just a vacation fling, or if she’d keep it up when we got home. I figured time would tell, but was pretty sure she’d tire of being a cum sponge for the black guys.

I kissed her as I headed off to the conference, and said, “Happy hunting. Be safe.”

She grinned and headed off to the pool, looking naked except for the tiny spots of neon covering her nipples and pussy.

***

As usual, I hurried to the pool at lunch break, hoping to see her with Jocko or maybe some new guy. After a bit of wandering around, I determined she wasn’t there, so headed to our room.

The ‘do not disturb’ sign was out! I tried to look casual, waiting until no one was around, but there was a maid cart a few doors down. When the maid went into that room, I approached ours, expecting to listen at the door.

As I got closer, I saw the curtains were half open, and I had a clear view of the bed. It was impossible to miss seeing the action: a black ass was fiercely humping a white woman. The white woman was certainly my wife! I couldn’t see beyond their waists, but Sarah’s legs were wrapped around her lover as he pounded her. Her little white hands gripped his ass, holding him inside. I could feel my cock pushing painfully against my pants as I watched my wife fucking another man!

I only got to watch for a minute or two before the maid emerged and stood watching me. As much as I wanted to linger and watch, I also didn’t want a confrontation, so I headed back to the conference, trying to imagine at what moment the stranger would unload into my wife.

***

When I headed back to the room at the end of the day, I checked the pool again, and there was no sign of Sarah. I hoped that she’d be in the room, pinned under another man, so that I could watch this time with no maid interference. I even planned on placing my phone on the window ledge and recording, so I could see the show without obviously being a peeping Tom.

Unfortunately, the ‘do not disturb’ sign was not on the door, but I entered quietly in case she had forgotten. The room was empty.

I wondered if she was with some resort guest, or maybe hooking up in a bathroom somewhere. As I changed into something more comfortable, I saw a note written on the mirror in lipstick:

Went to town. Jockos club. Back late.

It was signed with a heart. Town . I knew the town was rough, and tourists were warned not to go. But if Jocko was local, he probably knew how to stay safe.

I had dinner alone, then tried to kill some time by heading to the club, thinking that it might be possible that Sarah was there. I ordered a drink, and it was the usual bartender. When there was a brief break in the music, he asked, “Where your pretty lady?”

“I’m not sure, but I think she went to Jocko’s club.”

The bartender stared at me a second, then broke into a smile and said, “She be having lots of fun, for sure.” He cocked his head and asked, “You like her to have lots of Jamaican   man  fun?”

It felt funny to admit, but I said, “Yeah, I guess.” The bartender chuckled as he went to help another guest.

I finished my drink then headed to the room to wait for her. I wasn’t sure whether she’d be back with a man and need the room, or whether she would hook up at Jocko’s club or house. I had no place else to go, so I had to stay in the room. I wore my gym shorts and t-shirt, in case she brought someone back and I had to leave. I hoped she would let me watch, though.

I finally drifted off to sleep, after being agitated most of the evening, wondering what and who she was doing. I woke to the sound of the door opening.

As Sarah entered the room, I saw that the sun was up, and realized that I had better hurry to get ready for my conference meetings. She was dressed in a very short flowery skirt and a tiny tube top, showing the bottoms of her boobs. Sarah gave me an exhausted smile, and said simply, “Hi.”

“Long night, huh? Jocko wore you out?” I asked, itching to hear details.

My wife grinned and said, “And his friends.”

“Oh, Friends!” I said, excited to know that she was being as slutty as I had hoped. “Was it a gang-bang, or did he pass you around?”

Sarah stripped off her top as she said, “Definitely passed around.” She turned to look at me as she pushed down her skirt, revealing her lack of panties. “I did it willingly. I don’t know what’s happened to me, but I love being a slut. I couldn’t get enough!”

I looked at her nakedness, knowing that other men had fucked her last night. I said, “Damn! I wish I had time…”

My wife sat on the bed, spreading her legs, and said, “Knock off a quickie. Just come and go.” She said it so businesslike, that it turned me on. It took me less than 5 minutes to drop my pants on the floor, then drop my load into her.

As I pulled back, she smiled and said, “That’s how I like it now. That’s how Jocko likes me to service his … friends.”

Her pause was strange, but I didn’t have time to question her. I washed up quickly, got dressed and by the time I was ready to hit the door, Sarah was lying on the bed snoring. She was naked, legs spread just like when I had finished with her. I hurried off to the conference, imagining my wife fucking Jocko’s friends.


Thursday - No Call No Show

At the lunch break, I hurried to the pool, hoping that Sarah was meeting Jocko again, but there was no sign of her. I looked to see if she was with another new guy, but no luck there either.

I went back to our room, and carefully peered into the window, being sure that no one saw me peeping. The drapes were open, and Sarah was still flat on her back, legs spread with her nakedness on full display.

As much as I wanted to mount her then and there, I instead woke her, persuading her to take a shower and drink some water and aspirin. I watched her shower for a while, getting aroused as I imagined her taking those black cocks inside her. I wondered how much she orgasmed, and if she even cared about the men or just wanted dick. I left before I needed to masturbate, holding my load until later tonight.

***

At the end of the conference day, I made a cursory tour of the pool, but saw no Sarah, so headed to our room. I carefully checked the windows, hoping for another show of her and a lover, but it seemed the room was empty.

I checked the room and found a note from Sarah:

On an adventure. Back on Saturday morning. Gonna be a real whore.

It was signed with a heart again.

Saturday! Fuck! She was going to be gone for 48 hours. As I thought about it, I realized the idea of her sleeping in Jocko’s bed turned me on. She would make herself available to him all night, and probably to his friends before then.

I ate at the cafe, then headed to the club, hoping she would be there. Not only was she not there, the regular bartender wasn’t there either, so I couldn’t ask about Jocko or his club.

I sat and drank, watching the couples. Each time I saw a black guy dancing with a white woman, I wondered if her husband had encouraged her, or if she were out cheating on him. I tried to imagine each woman getting fucked by her black partner.

I got a little too drunk and stumbled back to the room. Mercifully, I passed out as soon as I hit the bed, and woke with a whopper of a hangover. I groggily got cleaned up and drank a gallon of water and lots of ibuprofen as I stumbled through getting ready to attend the last day of the conference. I wasn’t clear-headed enough to fully process that my wife was sleeping at another man’s place.

It took nearly all day, drinking coffee, caffeinated soda, and shoveling food into me before I was not feeling sick. My brain was still dull, so I was spared the anxiety of wondering what Sarah was doing or where she was. I didn’t even have the energy or stomach to check the pool or room at lunchtime.

I was finally feeling a little closer to normal by dinner time. I ate a heavy dinner, to soak up the last dregs of the booze, and headed to our room. Sarah wasn’t there, and the bed hadn’t been used, so I assumed she had stayed with Jocko the entire time. I laid down for a nap, hoping my head would be clearer in a couple of hours.

When I woke, I was surprised that it was nearly midnight! I washed my face and headed to the bar, hoping that Sarah might be there. It was Friday night, and fairly packed. I noticed two of the guys Sarah had fucked, but she was not with them.

I settled at the bar and ordered a drink, the usual bartender was there. When he returned with my order, he grinned and asked, “Where your pretty lady?”

I looked at him as I took a sip, then answered, “With Jocko, I think.”

The bartender stared at me for a minute, making me uncomfortable, then asked, “She with Jocko all this time?”

“Yeah, I think. At his club, maybe.”

The bartender leaned closer and said, “Mon, Jocko ain’t got no club. He got a cathouse.” He looked me straight in the eyes and said, “Jocko selling you wife ass, mon.”

My stomach lurched. Not from the drink, but from the realization that he might be right. “No, she is just hanging with him.” I nodded and said, “She might sleep with him, but that’s it.”

The bartender gave me a serious but understanding look. “If she Jocko’s girl, he’s selling her. As sure as she got a pussy, he charging money for it.” After a brief pause, he said, “Sorry Mon. You not wan’ her back.”

He walked away while I stared straight ahead, wondering if he was right. I remembered Sarah’s pause as she said, “how he likes me to service his … friends.” I wondered if she was going to say “customers.”

While I was still in thought, the bartender brought another drink and set it in front of me, saying, “For you. For free. You need it.”

I said, “Maybe I can go to Jocko’s. You know where it is?”

The bartender gave me a sad look, and said, “Not safe for white tourists, mon. Just give her up and drink, mon.” He turned and left.

I tried the fresh drink, and it was very strong. I decided I didn’t want to be hungover before our flight, so I left a tip and headed to our room. I wasn’t able to sleep, thinking about Sarah. I spotted her note and the last bit hit me like a ton of bricks:

“Gonna be a real whore.”

I wondered if she was working in a brothel like the ones in Nevada, or if she were hanging on the street like a skank. If I only had a car, I’d drive around looking.

I packed our stuff, leaving out just what I needed for the trip tomorrow, and left an outfit for Sarah. I found her shortest skirt, and a cropped white top, then threw her bras and panties in the dumpster. If she was gonna be a whore, she was gonna dress like one.

I finally fell asleep, vaguely worried that she might not come back.

***

I awoke to a tapping on our door and opened it to find Sarah standing there. I stood in shock as I looked at her. She was wearing a very short flowery skirt, a tiny white tube top that showed her nipples, and flip-flops. Her dirty blonde hair was braided into cornrows leading to ponytails, and she was wearing large hoop earrings where she usually wore studs. Her makeup was nearly smeared off, and her knees were skinned like she had been crawling.

She wore a weak smile, and said, “Hi” Strangely, she didn’t push her way into the room, she just stood there. She looked like a street whore, and I grew horny and excited.

I said, “Well, if we’re going to do something, we better get inside.”

I let her in and closed the door behind her. She looked a little confused, seeing the bags packed.

I asked, “Did you have a good adventure?”

My wife looked at me, and a smile formed as she said, “Oh, yes!”

I was so fucking horny, so I unbuckled my pants and pushed them off, revealing my erection.

Sarah grinned and said, “I haven’t seen a white one in a while!”

I asked, “How much to fuck your cunt? Same as your asshole? How about if I want all your holes?”

My wife looked at me, a little surprised, and I added, “I know Jocko was selling you. How much for a married whore?” She continued to look at me, and I persisted. “How much to fuck you?”

Sarah finally said, “One thousand. All three holes for three thousand. It was just his friends.”

“Jamaican dollars?”

“Yes,” she replied.

“Can I pull your hair?” I asked.

“Yes, you can do anything.”

I pointed to the bed and said, “Lay back and spread. I want to fuck your used-up pussy.”

My wife didn’t even flinch. She climbed up on the bed and hiked her skirt up, exposing her sex.

I knew she had many men that week, but I didn’t care. I needed to reclaim her. I pushed into her, and she was definitely not as tight as usual. As I entered her, she just stared at the ceiling, letting me do what I wanted. The same way she let other men do this.

It didn’t take me long before I was climaxing - shooting my load into my well-used wife, filling her for the N’th time this week. I wondered how many men had used her as their cum receptacle.

I lay on top of her as the last of my semen leaked into her, then I got up and washed myself. I then grabbed my wallet and handed her six US dollars.

She looked at the money and asked, “Where’s the rest?”

I laughed and said, “That’s about $1,000 Jamaican. You sold your cunt for $6. You’re cheaper than a Detroit crack whore, honey.”

She looked surprised, then looked up at me and said, “I didn’t get to keep any of the money, anyway.”

It was then that I realized she wasn’t carrying a purse or wallet. “Where is your wallet? Your purse?”

She looked confused for a moment, then said, “Jocko’s I guess.”

I said, “Get dressed. At least I have your passport in the safe.” I threw her the top and skirt that I had picked out. She showered quickly, and I stuffed her hooker clothes into my suitcase. I wanted to fuck my Jamaican whore more later.

She exited the bathroom and put on the top and skirt. She was still wearing her hair in cornrows and braids. It looked strange on her, but added to her trashy street appearance. I noticed a tramp stamp tattoo on her back and I turned her around to look at it.

It was a Jamaican flag with a large “J$” on it. “What’s this?” I asked.

She seemed to think for a minute, then said, “Oh yeah. My Jamaican souvenir.”

“What’s it mean?”

“I don’t know,” she said, irritated that I was asking her.

As Sarah applied some makeup, she didn’t seem to notice, or care, that her nipples were visible and her skirt exposed the bottoms of her ass cheeks. It was certainly more coverage that she was wearing when she showed up.

I pondered the mark, and said, “I wonder if it means you’re for sale?”

My wife looked at it in the mirror and said simply, “Well, I am.” She caught my gaze and said, “Was.”

I called a porter and loaded our bags onto the cart. As we walked towards the front desk, I noticed some of the staff checking out Sarah’s tattoo, then giving her a big smile.

As we waited for our turn at the front desk, I said, “We should have time to take a cab to Jocko’s and get your purse and wallet.”

Sarah froze, then said sharply, “Not a good idea.”

“Why?”

“Jocko thinks I’m coming back to work later, after I get my stuff,” my wife said quietly and urgently.

“Why would he think that?”

“Because he said he owns me,” she stared into my eyes, then added, “and I agreed.” She got a little agitated, then said urgently, “I wanted so badly for him to sell me! I wanted to be a whore!”

“OK, no Jocko's,” I said. “We’ll cancel your cards when we land in the US.”

The rest of the trip, I was very aware of the eyes checking out my wife, and had a hard time controlling my erection most of the time.


Sharing Is Caring

When we arrived home, I couldn’t keep my hands off my wife. I was ready to have sex at least twice a day - every time imagining her with her legs spread or on her knees for a black man.

Two weeks after we returned, I arrived home from work to find Sarah sitting with her sister Holly, chatting as they shared a bottle of wine.

As Sarah headed off to the bathroom, Holly leaned closer and asked, “Do you eat her after?”

Surprised, I asked, “You mean?”

She excitedly nodded, “Yeah, clean her out? Eat it up. From the other guy.”

I just stared, so she continued, “It’s the best! I bet Sarah would go wild!”

“Craig does that?” I asked, imagining the mousy man with his face between Holly’s legs.

“Oh, yeah!” she laughed enthusiastically. “Every time. The best is right after they finish.” She shrugged and said, “Sometimes I let Craig watch us fuck, if my bull is into it.” She looked even more excited as she said, “He eats me right after my bull finishes. Hot from the hose!” She laughed again, then sat back a little and said, “I bet he’s slurped down a gallon of black baby batter.”

Her admission surprised me, but she was a little tipsy and apparently horny. I couldn’t help saying, “I’d eat your pussy, too.”

Holly raised her eyebrows and said, “Oh! You would?”

“I’d do anything to get my face between your legs,” I admitted.

At that point, Sarah returned with another bottle of wine and asked, “What is going on here?”

I felt a chill run through me, as I realized she must have heard. Flirting with her sister was way out of bounds, I knew.

Holly laughed and said, “Your husband just told me he wanted to put his face between my legs!”

Sarah looked at me directly and paused for a second before she said, “You should let him. He is an awesome pussy eater.”

Holly looked at me with a new curiosity as she asked, “Are you sure? He’s your husband.”

I met Holly’s eyes as I heard Sarah laughing, “Sis, I’ve just fucked a mile of black dicks. He can have his fun.” My wife smiled at me and said, “His mouth is just as good as black dick, I promise.”

Holly gave me a wink as she said, “Okay, then. We’ll see. My bulls don’t go down on me, and Craig is busy cleaning me, not getting me off.”

Holy shit! I might actually score that hot little firecracker that was two leagues out of my own! That her “bull” may have used her was of no concern to me.

It was clear as Sarah sat down with a fresh bottle of wine that the girls had more to talk about that didn’t involve me. I took the hint and headed upstairs to the bedroom, where I changed and picked up a book.

***

I tried to concentrate on the book, but all I could think about was getting Sarah’s sister naked and diving into that tight muff. I wondered if it would still be tight after all the black cocks that had fucked her. I decided it might be even more exciting if she were obviously used and loose.

After about 45 minutes, I checked on the drunks and see about ordering dinner or picking something up. As I was marking my place in the book, Sarah stumbled against our doorway, saying “Gotta pee,” in a slightly drunken mumble.

To my surprise, she stepped into our bathroom, dropped her skirt and panties, and sat on the toilet to urinate - all the time facing me. I was excited to glimpse her bald pussy as she sat, but stepped towards the door “I’ll close the door for you.”

While I heard the sounds of her peeing, she looked at me and said, “Why? You’re gonna see my pussy eventually, Mr. Magic Mouth.” She giggled as she finished and wiped herself.

She stood, only a few feet away from me, then looked down at her skirt and panties as she paused, either in confusion or thought. I could clearly see her pussy lips, slightly parted. She wasn’t virginal, but didn’t look as used as I expected.

Sarah looked up at me and said, “Why not now?”

“What?” I asked, as she stepped towards me, then pushed me aside.

“Why don’t you see my pussy now?” she said as she shakily made it to the bed, then flopped onto her back, her legs spread, showing off her pussy. “Use that magic mouth on me, Mister.”

I couldn’t believe this! I had dreamed about eating or fucking Sarah’s sister for years, and here was my chance! I was still worried that Sarah wasn’t really serious, just maybe agreed because she was tipsy.

I asked, “Should we check with Sarah?’

“Fucking make me come! Stop talking and get your mouth on me, goddammit!”

OK, I wasn’t gonna argue. I kneeled in front of her and began kissing the insides of each thigh, gently licking and sucking.

She moaned, but said, “Please! Don’t tease me!”

I continued up each thigh, alternating as I moved closer to her sex. She was definitely ready - I could smell her juices as her hips slowly moved, trying to push closer to my face.

“Oh, God! Hurry!”

I finally ran my tongue up her lips, tasting her as I smelled her heat. She let out a low moan, as I continued to take long licks at her. I made my way to her clit, and gently circled it with my tongue, causing her to squeal. I knew my wife could hear, but I was too far gone. My cock was rock hard, trapped against the bed, as I moved one hand under her ass, and pulled her tight against my face, as I licked and gently sucked her clit, causing her to hump against me.

I then moved my other hand up and entered her sopping wet hole with two fingers, curling them up to feel the roughness of her g-spot. As I did that, I sucked harder at her clit. She screamed and grabbed my head, pulling me tight as her body convulsed. I had a hard time hanging on, but kept at it with my fingers and mouth.

Her intense orgasm lasted for a couple of minutes, then I pulled my mouth away and stopped my finger motions to allow her to come down from her peak.

As her breathing calmed, she said, “Oh my God, that…”

As soon as she spoke, I latched onto her clit again, and stroked her hard and fast with my fingers, causing her to scream and begin bucking again in another orgasm. I kept this up for another couple of minutes, then let her recover.

I heard her try to speak again, but all she got out was “Gahh!” as I again assaulted her clit and g-spot. I repeated this through two more orgasms until she fell limp and didn’t talk. My face and hand were soaked, as were the bedsheets.

I extricated my hands and face from the sloppy mess, and moved up to lay next to her. Her mouth was open, and her eyes half-lidded as she stared at the ceiling. She was breathing gently.

I was about to rouse her when I heard Sarah’s voice, “I think you broke her.” I looked up and my wife was standing there with her hand down her pants, as she added, “I’ve heard of ‘fucking her brains out,’ but never ‘eating her brains out.’”

I asked, “Is she OK?”

Sarah pushed her skirt and panties down as she said, “I don’t know, but I’m next.” She paused as she climbed onto the bed, and said, “Unless you’re gonna fuck her now?”

“I don’t know, can I?”

Sarah scooted over, spreading her legs in front of my face, and said, “I guess so. But why don’t you take care of me while you decide. I’m so fucking horny!”

My wife’s pussy was a well-known playground for me, so I got her going in no time. I was more energetic and focused than usual, with a bombshell hottie’s pussy juices all over my face and her naked pussy just feet away.

It took a while, but I got Sarah to orgasm three times, which was more than usual. She must have been just as turned on as I was, or maybe I was more attentive after having to work on her sister’s new pussy.

As I lay there, trying to decide whether I should give Sarah another orgasm, my wife said, “OK, enough. Now you can fuck her.”

I raised up onto my elbows, about to check on Holly. I looked over and my wife’s sister was looking at me with some intensity as she said, “Yes, you can fuck me now.”

I quickly got out of bed and stripped off my clothes. Holly was watching me, which made me a little self-conscious, but I was too horny to care. When I turned to climb up between her legs, she was watching my cock, and said, “Nice. I was worried you’d have a baby penis like Craig, but yours is very nice.”

As I crawled up between her legs, my wife slid out of the bed.

I looked over, and she said, “I don’t need to watch you two. I’ll order some dinner.” She then looked at her sister and said, “Make it good. He’s been dreaming of you for years. He’s clipped, so take him raw.”

As I lowered myself over Holly, she smiled up at me and said, “So, I’m your dream girl?”

“Mmm,” I said, as I felt the tip of my cock against her wetness.

I felt her hands on my ass as she said, “Well, now you get to fuck me. Don’t be gentle.”

I looked into her eyes and kissed her as I entered her body. I could feel her heat and slickness against my cock, which was as hard as steel. She pulled me close and said, “That’s it, lover. I want you inside me. Do it however you want, just come deep inside me, baby.”

We fucked at just the pace I liked. I could feel her muscles pulling at me, and felt myself pushing against her insides. I held off as long as I could, enjoying the feeling of being inside her. It took me about 15 minutes before I pulled her tight and released inside her, flooding her like so many of her ‘bulls’ had.

Thinking about her beautiful face and body pinned under black men as they used her, kept me excited and hard. As I pulled out, she noticed I was still erect, and laughed, saying, “Oh my God! Between that mouth and your staying power, I can’t believe Sarah ever thought about another man.”

Holly looked up at me with a mischievous smile and said, “Take my ass, next. Fuck my ass and take as long as you want to come.”

“You sure?” I asked. I was turned on by her raunchy request, and even more so, thinking that she was married and doing this with me.

Holly turned over and said, “I like it better than vaginal. Take your time and take my ass!”

I grabbed some lube from the side drawer, lubed us up, then entered her ass. She wasn’t as tight as Sarah, but Sarah almost never let me have anal. If Holly liked this better, I bet she had a lot of anal sex. I got harder and more excited as I thought about her getting reamed by all those black men.

It took me another 20 minutes before I pushed into her and came. She orgasmed twice during that time while we fucked, which surprised me, because she had no orgasms when we were missionary. I guess she really did like anal sex.

As I pulled out of her, she turned on her side and smiled, “Damn. I’m glad Sarah is OK with sharing you, otherwise I’d have to take you by force.”

She slid off the bed and pulled on her panties and skirt, then said, “Let’s go,” as she headed out of the room. I pulled on my pants quickly and followed.

When I got downstairs, Holly had picked up her purse and was talking to Sarah. I overheard her saying, “... right about better than black dick. You sure I can have him whenever?”

Sarah spotted me and turned slightly to include me in the conversation, “You see what he’s capable of. I’m not worried about sharing - he’s always ready for more.”

I asked, “Are you leaving? I thought we’re having dinner.”

Holly chuckled and pointed to her crotch as she said, “I’m bringing Craig’s dinner home in my ‘to go box’. I hope you’ll come over and whip up a hot meal for him some time.”

I didn’t know how to respond, but Sarah was obviously excited, “Fuck yeah. Do it, Baby!”

“Okay,” I responded. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it, but I would not pass up on another round with Holly.

Holly smiled and said, “Tomorrow,” to Sarah, as she left.

***

“Tomorrow?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Sarah said as she studied me. “One of Holly’s bulls has a friend she wants me to meet. It’ll be a double date.”

My stomach flopped and churned as I realized she planned on keeping up the black slut life. “What kind of ‘meet’ are you planning?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

Sarah licked her lips and said, “The big black kind of meat.”

Black Maled

The next day, I arrived home to find Sarah already gone. When I checked the mail, there was a package for Sarah from Jamaica. I carried it to the office, wondering why she would be corresponding with someone from the island.

After I nuked some dinner, I spent my time wondering where Sarah was and whether she was fucking Holly’s friend yet. In order to distract myself, I pulled out the package and carefully opened it, hoping to reseal it if I needed to. There was a USB stick in it, with a paper note that had an email address and writing that said, “$15,000 in payment or you will be on the internet.”

Fuck. What the hell was this?

I put the USB in my Chromebook, and ran a scan for viruses, but nothing. There were a couple of images and a large video file.

The images were of Sarah sucking or fucking black guys. Her wedding ring was visible in all of them - perhaps that was the point. I couldn’t help but jerk off as I played the images in a slideshow. One picture was of her driver’s license. That’s how they found her.

I played the video, hoping it might be images of Sarah having sex. I was not disappointed.

The video opened of Sarah in her little floral dress, holding a drink and leaning against Jocko. The cameraman asked, “You here for fun, girlie?”

Sarah laughed and said, “Oh yeah! Here for fun!”

Jocko smiled at the camera.

The cameraman said, “You Jocko’s girl?”

My wife grabbed Jocko’s biceps and said, “Yeah, I’m Jocko’s girl!”

The video cut abruptly to a two second clip of Sarah sucking Jocko’s cock, then to another two second clip of her sucking another cock, then another two seconds of a third guy. She was in various states of undress for each clip.

The video flipped back to Sarah leaning against Jocko. The cameraman said, “You like Jocko’s friends, too?”

“Oh, yeah,” Sarah laughed

The video abruptly cut to a view of Sarah laying back on some sort of padded bench. She was completely naked, her ankles and knees held up and out by some sort of material ropes, leaving her sex obscenely exposed.

The camera view shifted a little to the side, as a black man stepped between her legs and unceremoniously entered her, then began pumping. My wife moaned, and the camera moved to show her face. Her eyes were closed, and she lay limply like she was exhausted or passed out.

A man’s voice asked, “You like that, skettel?”

“Mmm, yeah,” my wife moaned, without opening her eyes. Her body gently jerked as the man continued to fuck her. The camera showed her tits gently rocking for a while, then moved to show the guy’s cock pummeling her pussy. The cameraman’s voice said, “Come on mon, wet her already! Others waitin’!”

The camera swung up to show four more men standing nearby, their cocks out and hard as they stroked them. They were all larger than mine, and a few were the size of porn stars. I realized they were about to pull a train on my wife!

As the camera moved back, the man inside her groaned, and pushed tight, obviously coming inside her. He stayed like that for a minute, then pulled out. His wet softening cock made a plopping sound as he withdrew.

My wife mumbled, “Fell out,” and the camera moved to her face.

Her eyes were still closed as the cameraman said, “You be full again soon.”

She just moaned, “Mmm.”

The camera swung around to show a new man stepping up and shoving his large black cock inside her. He said, “Fucking wet,” as my wife moaned again. He pounded away at her, and the camera recorded the action. After only three minutes, he pushed deep inside her and cursed and he added his load to her insides.

After he pulled out, he moved up to her face and pulled her head over, pushing his slimy dick against her mouth. My wife moaned and opened her mouth, leaned forward with her eyes closed as she suckled at him.

The camera recorded the action, until her body jerked again, and the camera moved back to show a third man fucking away at her. His dick was huge, and he was methodically pulling out all the way, then driving his monster deep inside her with a mighty thrust.

I watched man after man use my wife, always emptying their nuts inside her. She was a sloppy mess, but at least it worked like lube to keep her ready for action. She would occasionally moan, or ask for more, but mostly, she just lay there - a sperm receptacle for the natives.

I wondered how she could walk that morning when we left, then realized with a jolt that her hair wasn’t braided. This video must have been from Thursday night, so she stayed for more the following evening! Fuck! She was a bigger slut than I could have ever imagined!

I watched for the next 90 minutes, jerking off three times as half of Jamaica fucked my wife. When this section ended, I rewinded and counted 19 men. 19 men had creampied my wife for nearly 2 hours. Counting the men at the hotel, and her estimate from Friday night, Sarah had fucked over 30 men in a week!

30 in a week. 30 men had their cocks inside her, some more than once. She had more dicks than most women and some porn stars. Fuck, I could never get that out of my mind whenever we were in bed, and it turned me on so much!

***

At the end of the run of men, someone had said, “Tattoo Pete here, mon.”

The camera man said, “You want a Jamaica souvenir, girl?” He chuckled and said, “You got plenty inside you, how about one outside?”

Sarah moaned, “Yeah. Souvenir.” She wasn’t really lucid, but I guess she agreed. The camera showed a couple of men rolling her over, her legs and pussy were sloppy with cum and sweat, and her back wasn’t much better. A woman brought a towel, and they wiped down her lower back and ass.

Over the next hour, I watched the Jamaican flag appear permanently on her skin. The artist added a large black “J$” to the middle, which I looked up and found was the currency sign of the island. As the artist finished, he laughed, “Now everybody know you for sale!”

Sarah moaned, “Yesss, for sale.”

Jocko entered the room and laughed, “Girl just living for cock.” He turned to the black woman who had cleaned her up and said, “Wash her and put her to bed. We put her to work tomorrow again.”

***

The camera cut to a scene with Sarah walking towards the bar, her blonde hair in partial cornrows and braids, wearing a tiny tube top and short flowery skirt. The cameraman asked her, “What you doin’, girl?”

Sarah laughed and said, “Gonna sell my pussy and make lots of money!”

“Money for Jocko?” the cameraman asked.

“Oh yeah! Jocko's pussy, Jocko’s money!” she laughed as she pumped her hips. Holy shit! She really was a hooker! God, she was hot.

The video abruptly cut to an outside view, apparently an alley. About 30 feet away, a woman was on her knees blowing some guy against a wall. The camera zoomed, and I could see that it was my wife! Sarah was sucking some guy in an alley, like a common whore. It only took a couple of minutes, before the guy grabbed her head, clearly coming. Sarah pulled her head back when he finished, and he walked away, tucking his dick back into his pants.

Another man walked up to her and handed her some money, saying something I couldn’t make it. Sarah stood and leaned against the wall, as the man pulled his cock out and lifted her short skirt, shoving his cock into her. He fucked her against the wall for about 5 minutes before he cried out, pulling her tight, dumping his load into her.

The video continued for another 60 minutes, jumping to scene after scene of my wife servicing men in an alley. Each time, she took money and either blew them or took a dicking against the wall. I re-ran the clip and figured she had serviced 15 men during that time.

Sarah had been lying to me about her “adventure.” She had assured me that Jocko had sold her only to his trusted friends, but the reality was that she had been a skanky street whore. My pretty wife was a cum sponge for strangers.

***

The next video was from inside the club, as the cameraman walked through a doorway into the same room from Sarah’s gang-bang, and my wife was now bent over the table, sucking away at some black guy’s cock, while another fucked her from behind.

The guy behind her grunted and cursed as he pushed into her, obviously orgasming. After a moment he pulled out, and another guy stepped into his place, shoving his big black cock into my wife. Sarah didn’t even react as the new man began pumping her. The camera scanned the room, which was filled with perhaps a dozen guys, drinking and laughing as they watched their buddies fuck Sarah. They were using some heavy accented patois, so I couldn’t understand what they were saying.

The video continued as several more men used Sarah, each finishing inside her.

The video concluded with the same paper sign, with an email address and writing saying “$15,000 in payment or you will be on the internet.”

I watched the video again and realized how much Sarah had not told me. I wasn’t sure how to handle this, so thought about a response.

I set up a Google search agent for my wife’s name, waiting for the blackmail videos to be posted. I also routed her messages to my private email.

I then went downstairs and poured a drink, waiting for my wife to return from her black date. Wow. ‘Black’ date. My wife was going out on a date with a black man, with the sole intention of having sex!

Slut Sisters

When I heard her car pull up, I rushed to the door because I was excited to see Sarah after her “date.” I only got one or two chances on our vacation to reclaim her after another man. I had to wait until after our flight home to reclaim her after her last adventure, which I just found out was dozens of men!

I opened the door to find both Sarah and Holly giggling, as Sarah hunted for her keys.

“Oh, Hi!” My wife chirped.

“Why, Hello, Mr. Magic Mouth,” cooed her sister.

I opened the door and stepped back, as I asked, “Did you ladies have a nice date?”

Holly said, “If you mean, ‘Did we get fucked by our bulls?’ - then yes, we had a nice date.”

“Do you want to tell me about it?” I pressed.

“Get us some wine, and we’ll tell you,” my wife said.

I hurried to open a bottle and bring back full glasses.

I sat on the arm of the chair as I watched them raise their glasses, “Slut sisters,” they toasted as they laughed and drank.

Sarah said, “OK, it was wild. I went to Holly’s house, and Craig answered the door. He let me in, and Holly was sitting in the living room with two black guys. It was pretty clear which was her bull - they were making out and he had his hand under her skirt.”

My wife laughed, “It was so weird, Craig just watching his wife kissing her bull. Holly broke off enough to come over and hug me, then introduced me to Jim, her bull and George.” Sarah took an excited breath as she said, “Holly told me that George was my bull and told him I was his to breed. Fuck! It felt so nasty and exciting.”

Sarah took a breath, then continued, “She told Craig to get me a drink and get another for her bull. But she called him ‘Cuck.’ We all called him ‘cuck’.”

Holly was bursting as she blurted, “Your little hot wife here had her bull’s tongue down her throat in 30 seconds.” She looked admiringly at her sister and added, “And had his cock down her throat in 5 minutes.”

Holly turned to me and said, “Now I know how you cucks feel. There was something exciting watching my sister blow some guys she had just met. All she wanted was his dick.”

Holly took a big drink of her wine, then said, “So of course, I had to blow my bull. I was kind of busy, but I could hear her bull grunt, and your little slut gulping down his baby batter.”

I looked at my wife, and she said, “I can make them come really fast.” I remembered the videos of her in the alley and realized that she needed to do that to make the most money.

Sarah slurped her wine and said, “So we watched Holly blowing Jim for a while. I asked Craig if he liked the show, and he was grinning. He told me he likes it better when they fuck. It was a weird scene, but I got even more horny.”

Holly picked up the story, “So, here I am, working to get my bull off, when I see George pounding the shit out of your wife.” Holly looked at her sister, then said, “He was raw-dogging her within 30 minutes of meeting! Fuck! It looked so hot watching that big black dick fucking into her, so I told Jim to fuck me.”

Sarah laughed and added, “It felt very sisterly - both of us getting bred by black bulls. I even told Craig that I liked him to watch - and he got right down there, watching those big black balls slapping the two of us. He was so excited to watch other men fucking us!”

Sarah finished her glass of wine, then excitedly said, “Then the BEST part!”

Holly agreed, “Ummm.”

“Jim pounded Holly like a crazed epileptic, then groaned loudly as we watched him fill her with his load. After a minute, he pulled out, and I expected to see his cum oozing out of her. But, no! Craig dove in there and started lapping Holly’s pussy! He was eating the cum right out of her!”

“That made me so horny that I came on George’s cock while he was fucking me. He lasted another few minutes, then HE blew his load into me.” My wife leaned forward and said, “And I told Craig to clean me out - AND HE DID!”

“It was not a pussy eating like you give. He was a sperm vacuum. He really slurped and sucked and licked all of George’s sperm out of me.” My wife was breathing quickly, staring at me waiting for a response.

“Holy shit. Craig ate your pussy?” I replied.

“Craig sucked the sperm out of her,” Holly corrected. She looked at her sister and said, “Sperm vacuum? That’s a great description. I think that’ll be his nickname from now on.”

“So what happened then?” I asked.

Holly said, “They got dressed and left. They were done with us.”

Sarah offered, “We had some drinks while Craig cleaned up.”

Holly looked at me and said, “And then we came here. For your magic mouth.” She giggled.

I couldn’t believe it. My wife’s ultra hot sister wanted sex with me! And my wife was approving it. Of course, my wife had become a $6 Jamaican whore, so she really couldn’t object.

I’m sure my face showed my excitement as I asked, “Who’s first?”

My wife said, “Go on. Take her upstairs. I know you want to fuck her.”

Holly didn’t hesitate. She hopped out of her seat and grabbed my hand as she said, “Thanks, Sis.”

When we got in the bedroom, I started removing Holly’s clothes, still amazed that I was going to have sex with the stunning woman I had fantasized about.

She stood naked watching me as I disrobed. I still felt a little uncomfortable as my erection sprung free.

Holly smiled and said, “I guess you DO want to fuck me.”

“Oh my God, who wouldn’t? What would you like?” I asked, dying to touch her again.

Holly laughed and said, “Well, if I get to choose… I came here for you magic mouth.”

I gave her a playful shove, pushing her onto the bed “Then I guess you’ll be coming from  my magic mouth.” I didn’t mind at all - I loved to make her scream from orgasms, and that’s exactly what I did.

After the first few, she pushed my head away, and said breathlessly, “Oh God! I don’t need to pass out every time, baby. Besides, I want to come on your cock, too.”

I didn’t need any encouragement, but this time, I took my time and kissed my way up her gorgeous body, then took her slowly and deliberately, kissing her and caressing her with my hands. I brought her to two more orgasms before I peaked, filling her as I emptied my aching balls.

As we lay entwined, she looked at me with tender eyes and said softly, “I wish you were mine. You are such a great lover.”

Sarah’s voice surprised me and broke the mood as she said, “He’s yours whenever you want, Sis.”

Holly and I both turned to see Sarah standing in the doorway. My wife said, “It was so hot watching you two. Seeing you two making love , not just fucking.”

Holly said softly, “Sorry, Sis…”

Sarah shushed her, “No. I’m not mad. It was really  hot. Please be his lover whenever you want.”

My wife chuckled and added, “Of course, you’ll have to pass me around to your bull and his friends. I only want black dick. Miles  of black cock.”

We watched as my wife went to the closet, emerging with her big black dildo and the lube bottle. She smiled and said, “You two keep making love. I’ve got my fun for tonight.”

Holly stayed the night in our bed. At some point Sarah joined us, so I woke up between two beautiful naked women. It was nearly impossible to leave to go to work.

***

Over the next couple of days, we had great sex, and I often wondered when Sarah would fuck her next “bull,” so one night I tested her. “Think Holly will give you to her bull’s friend again, soon?”

“I don’t know, but I hope so.” My wife looked at me curiously then said, “You just want to fuck my sister again, don’t you?”

I grinned, “Well, yeah. But I really want to see you fucking a black guy. Maybe you could invite George over sometime?”

My wife smiled and asked, “You want me to invite a bull here to our home to fuck me? Will you serve us and clean up like Craig?”

“No,” I replied. “But I will watch. And I want to reclaim your sloppy seconds. I want to fuck you when you’re full of your black date’s cum.”

My wife snorted, “You don’t need me. You have Holly. I know she’s way hotter than me, and I can see that she loves your magic mouth.”

My wife seemed to think for a moment before she said softly, “I’ve been thinking of going black only.”

“You have been  black only.”

She said, “Not even you. Just blacks. You’ll have Holly.” My stomach churned with jealousy and fear. Did she want to divorce me? Did we fuck up our marriage that much?

“You want to leave me?” I asked.

“No! Of course not. I love you. It’s just that I think about being fucked by black guys all the time. Not making love, just fucking.” She paused then said, “And not just this once a week shit.”

I was shocked. While having Holly would be exciting, and she was the most gorgeous woman I'd ever seen, it still felt wrong. My wife looked at me, expecting an answer, so I said weakly, “Let me think about it, OK?”

“OK, fair,” she said.

I retreated to the office and watched the video of her in Jamaica.

Impulsively, I replied to the blackmail email from my personal email address:

“This is Sarah’s husband. We should talk.”

I wasn’t sure what I’d say, but it felt like I wanted to talk to Jocko. Talk to the pimp who sold my wife to dozens of men.

***

I arrived home on Friday, and Sarah had dressed up - somewhere between sexy and slutty. She was on her way out of the house and gave me a big kiss. My wife explained, “Holly’s bull is having a party.” She winked and said, “With a couple of his friends. I dunno when I’ll be back.”

“I assume you’ll be fucking them?” I asked with a grin.

“All of them, hopefully,” she said brightly as she walked away.

I nuked some dinner, wondering how long it would be before she had her first black cock. About an hour later, the doorbell rang. We never had guests, so I was curious who it could be. Maybe a package delivery.

When I opened the door, it was Holly. She was wearing a dress that showed off her cleavage, and long, long legs. She was wearing red high heels and lipstick to match. She looked like a wet dream.

“Uh, Hi,” I managed. It was hard to talk to her when she looked this way. Plus, I was confused - she was supposed to be at a party with my wife.

“Can I come in?” she asked, with a giant smile.

“Sure,” I said, letting her in. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.

“Um, I thought you were at a party with Sarah? She said your bull would have a couple of friends there…”

Holly looked at me, inspecting my face before she replied, “Oh, there’s a party, alright. It’s a gang-bang party. And Sarah is the main attraction.”

“What?” I said, shocked and a bit excited.

“Don’t worry, Craig is there. He’ll be acting as her sperm vacuum. Works out, really. Most guys don’t want sloppy pussy.”

“Oh. Uh,” I didn’t know what to say.

Holly said, “It’s OK. Craig and Sarah know I’m here.” She placed a hand against my chest and said, “I told Craig that I was going to be your wife for the weekend, or as long as Sarah was busy. He gave me a big wad of cash so that we could go out and have fun.”

She stopped talking for a second then burst out laughing.

“What?” I asked, confused and still processing what she had told me about Sarah.

“Sorry,” she said as she controlled her laughing. “Just the words. I mean Craig gave me a wad of cash, and the guys will give Sarah their wads.” She laughed again.

She was crude, but funny, and my cock was growing hard looking at her. I said, “Maybe I can give you a wad, too?”

“Oh, definitely.” Holly stepped back and slowly turned, as she explained. “Let’s go out and you can show me off. I love it when men stare at me - it makes me so horny! Then we can come back here and work off my horniness, Mr. Magic.”

She held out her hand, showing off her diamond ring as she said, “I’m your wife now. At least for a while.” She giggled.

“Let me get dressed, then,” I said as I headed for the bedroom. I quickly changed into something nice, trying to figure out where we should go.

As I opened the car door for her, I asked, “How long do you think we have?”

Holly laughed and said, “At least a couple of days, I think. I told Jim to pass her around to his friends as long as they want. Craig will let them use our place to fuck her because he wants cleanup duty.”

“He really likes that?”

“Oh yeah. He likes Sarah because she’ll do all the guys, and he’ll have gallons of cum to slurp up. I don’t do gang-bangs.” She paused for a moment, then added, “I think he might be gay. I asked Sarah to see if he’ll clean any of the guys, too. If he sucks their cocks, I’ll be certain.”

“Then what will you do?”

“Nothing. I still get to fuck real men, and he still pays the bills and watches me. It will be kind of exciting to watch him sucking black cocks.” She squirmed, probably from excitement.

We went out to a fairly nice club, where Holly was definitely the hottest woman there. She was gorgeous, and flirty, and hung onto my arm whenever other men would talk to her. She also flaunted her body and make the guys drool. I couldn't think about my wife getting passed around while I was out with her sister.

By the time we got home, we were both so horny that we ended up having sex in the living room. We left our clothes on the floor as I led her upstairs to the bedroom, and we had another round, softer and sexier this time.

After we lay together for a little while, Holly got out of bed and inspected Sarah’s closet, as well as her toiletries. When she returned to bed, I asked, “Checking out the amenities.”

Holly snuggled against me and kissed my neck, “Just seeing what I need. I think I’ll be here a lot.”

I fell asleep thinking about that.

***

I awoke to the smell of coffee, and found Holly sitting next to me, holding a cup out. I took the cup and sipped it, staring at her, as she was still naked.

“What?” she giggled.

“I can’t believe this is happening. That you’re really here.”

She smiled and said, “Yep. I’m here. I’m yours.” She reached over and stroked my cock as she added, “And you are mine.”

“In case you’re wondering, I spoke with Craig this morning, and Sarah is fine. He said that she had a great party until 4 or 5 this morning, and that he cleaned her up at least nine times from Jim and his friends.”

“I wasn’t really wondering, I was actually thinking about going down on you again,” I said, grinning. “But now I’m wondering. How long do we have?”

Holly laughed and said, “Hmm, going down on me? That sounds perfect! But, we should have plenty of time. You see, Craig, being the fast-thinking pervert he is, asked Jim to stay the night and invite his friends back whenever they want over the weekend.”

“Whoa! Really?”

“Yeah. He said he already got two calls and they are on their way over. My sister is quite the slut. And my husband is happy to turn her out for his perverted desires.”

Holly put down her coffee and sat back on the bed, spreading her legs, as she said, “It’s a little strange because he's never agreed to have my bull stay the night before. I don’t know how I feel about that. Maybe you can get my mind off of it - get your face down there and make me scream, baby.”

I was so worked up that I went to town on her. Between having this untouchable beauty available to me, and knowing that my wife was again a whore for black men, I lost track of time and her orgasms until I realized she wasn’t responding.

When I crawled up to check on Holly, she was again staring into space with her mouth open, breathing gently. I lay down next to her and gently touched her breasts and body for several minutes before she stirred.

She looked over at me with wet eyes and said, “Oh my God.”

“Are you OK?”

She repeated, “Oh my God.”

I grinned as I looked at her, then resumed running my hands over her body.

She finally said, “I think you shorted my brain out from orgasms. Oh, my God.”

“More?” I asked playfully.

“I may die. But what a way to go.” She finally moved a little, putting her hand on my erection as she said, “Your turn. Are you thinking about Sarah?”

“Not at the moment, I’m thinking about you.”

“Oh! I should ask Craig to make a video for you. You wanna watch your wife getting boned by black guys? You can watch the video any time. I know Craig jacks off regularly to mine.”

“I’d like to see yours,” I said.

“OK,” she said, as she reached for her phone. After a few minutes of poking at it, she put down the phone and said, “I shared my online drive with videos and photos. I hope you like them. Do you want Craig to make some for you?”

“Sure, but I have one already.”

“Oh?”

“From Jamaica.” I was feeling frisky and wanted her to see how slutty Sarah could be. I opened my phone, then pulled the video up from email and started it. Just after the blackmail banner closed, I handed the phone to Holly, then watched it with her, peering over her shoulder.

We watched the video of men pulling a train on her, shooting load after load into my wife. My cock was rock hard at this point.

After about 10 minutes, I reached over and took the phone, saying, “Let me jump ahead. There’s about 90 minutes of Sarah taking loads.” I found the part where she talked about being a hooker, followed by the alley scenes.

I passed the phone back to Holly, who started the video. I could hear her say, “Oh!” then after a bit, saying, “Is she?”

“Yes. She’s an alley whore. Those men are paying to fuck her face or pussy,” I confirmed.

Holly watched for a while more, as three more men paid and used her sister. I took the phone from her.

She looked up at me in stunned silence.

I explained, “She met up with this guy, Jocko, who fucked her in our room. The next day, he invited her out to his ‘club’ which turned out to be a brothel. It only took him a day to convert Sarah into a prostitute. She went back to him voluntarily and enjoyed having him sell her to strangers. That’s where she got that Jamaican tattoo. The J$ means she is for sale, I guess.”

“And you let her be sold?”

“No. She told me she was off with Jocko, and disappeared for a few days. I assumed she was fucking him at his apartment. She returned the morning that we checked out, wearing her new tattoo. She told me that his friends paid him to fuck her, not about the rest of this,” I motioned to the video on the phone.

Holly looked bewildered, then eventually asked, “How did you get the video?”

“Jocko.” I saw her eyebrows arch in surprise. “He emailed them, trying to get money to keep them off the internet.”

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

“Nothing. He is either bluffing, or has already released them. The money won’t make a difference.” I felt Holly stroke my erection, apparently excited by the video.

She looked at me and I said, “My wife was a Jamaican street whore, and Jocko was her pimp.”

Holly stroked my cock some more, then straddled me and lowered down, taking me into her wet pussy. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Mmmm,” I said, feeling her ride me. “Feels nice.”

She leaned closer as she started riding in earnest, “I mean, you like she was a whore for blacks.” Holly looked me in the eye and said, “Even now, she’s a whore for blacks, only they’re not paying her… yet.”

She seemed as excited as I did, as she continued, “Sarah told me she was going to go black only . Your little wife will only fuck black guys.” Holly was humping me furiously as she said, “All those black cocks!”

It only took a few minutes before I exploded inside her.

***

Later that day, we went shopping. Besides the makeup and toiletries that she wanted, Holly bought an armload of clothing. When we were in the lingeries store, she picked out a couple of frilly teddies, and some bras. As she was checking out, I asked if she forgot panties.

Holly smiled and said, “I never wear them, so I am always ready for fun.” She then winked and asked, “You hungry?”

I went down on her in the family bathroom at the store. One clerk obviously overheard us, by the way she watched us leave.

By dinner time, Holly had moved into our bedroom, and had set some of my wife’s things in the back of the closet, and others in the guest room. It felt strange, and I commented, “I guess you’re not expecting Sarah back soon?”

Holly gave me a kiss and a smile, as she said, “If my sister is black only, and that video from Jamaica is real, then she’ll only be here when she’s on her period or wants you to have sloppy seconds.” She snorted and said, “or sloppy sevenths.”

We ordered dinner in, and settled into a routine, although with a lot more sex than I would normally have. Holly enjoyed dressing up and going out together, and we went specifically to her regular haunts. Whenever we would run into her friends, she would introduce me as “her new man.” If they asked about Craig, she’d laugh and tell them he just paid the bills, but I took care of “all her other needs.” It felt exciting and weird to be introduced as her bull.

When Sunday evening arrived, I expected the fun to end. Although, truthfully, it would be fun to see my wife again after she’d fucked a bunch of black strangers.

Holly called her husband to find out what the plan was and returned with a bemused look on her face.

“Well?” I asked.

“Sarah went home with Jim. My whore sister took my bull!”

“Uh, when will she be back? After he’s done with her?” I asked, wondering what she was thinking.

She laughed, and said, “I don’t know. The little cum sponge just went home with my bull.” She looked at me and said, “I told you to expect this, if she’s black only.”

“Are you going home to Craig?”

“No. I’m staying here so you can kill me with orgasms,” she beamed.

So Holly stayed with me until my wife returned late in the week.

Sold and Turned Out

I arrived home on Thursday to find Holly and Sarah drinking wine. They had already finished one bottle and were halfway through the second. There was no knowing how crazy the talk may be.

When I entered the kitchen, Holly was the first to jump up and give me a sloppy kiss. Sarah just kept her seat and smiled at the scene. Holly laughed after we broke our kiss, and said, “He’s a cocksucker! Craig cleaned their cocks!”

My wife laughed and said, “He loved those black cocks, honey. You’re lucky he doesn’t have a pussy or he’d be stealing your bull.”

“That’s your job, you slut,” Holly laughed again.

“I missed you,” I said as I approached my wife for a kiss.

Sarah gave me a modest kiss, accompanied by, “No you didn’t. You had my super hot sister as your ‘wife’ all week.” She sipped her wine, then added, “I hear you did an awesome job entertaining her. She said you were ‘the best,’ and that’s saying something, with the number of guys that have bedded her.”

Holly giggled, “It wasn’t always on the bed.”

I stood back and looked at the two of them, a little surprised by the conversation and their reactions.

“I hear you had fun, too?” I said to my wife.

“Oh yeah,” Sarah responded. “I had Three. Big. Black. Cocks all to myself. Well, when Craig wasn’t servicing them,” she giggled. She looked at her sister and said, “He started by cleaning them, but then asked to get them hard for me. It was weird at first, but so goddamned dirty and exciting. I think he must have sucked a quart of cum out of me.”

My wife turned back to me and said, “It was fun, but not like Jamaica. Think we can go back there again soon?”

Holly excused herself to go to the bathroom, and I asked, “So you can see Jocko again?”

My wife bit her lip, showing that she was embarrassed to admit it. She said, “Maybe.”

“You want him to sell you to his friends again?”

My wife blurted, “It was amazing. This weekend was fun, but nothing like being sold like meat. God! I loved  being a sex toy for those men. There was no fake ‘ you’re cute, honey ’ or ‘ do you like this ’ stuff. They just used a hole until they filled it. Fuck, it was great.”

“Well, they were Jocko’s friends. Maybe it would be weird to say anything with him there.” I didn’t want her to know about the video yet, so stuck with her description of ‘fucking his friends’ for money.

“Yeah, maybe so,” she said. “Think we can go again?”

“I’ll see,” I said as I planned in my head.

Holly returned, and they went back to talking about her bull and his friends, but not really about the sex.

***

I excused myself and went upstairs to change and check my email.

I found an email from the blackmail address and took it as a sign that I should try my plan.

The email was brief, and was sent only a couple of minutes earlier. It read:

“Nothing to talk about. Send money or your wife will be on the internet.”

Hmm, I was hoping to talk on the phone, so carefully considered my response:

“OK. I have a deal to offer. I will send her back to you. You give her a place to stay and feed her. You can sell her as much as you can, to pay the money.

Make more videos and send them to me. If I visit, I get her back for a day or two.”

I emailed and checked Jamaica flights in case he agreed. I felt a little sick but excited, wondering if I could trust him and whether Sarah would agree. I was certain she would go back to Jamaica, not sure if she wanted me to give her away like this.

It only took a few minutes for a reply:

“Did I read this right? You send your wife and I add her to my stable? She will be my whore to make money and videos?

What if she wants to leave? When will you send her?”

He got it. My stomach churned as I replied:

“Yes she will be your whore to sell. She will not want to leave. I can have her there on Saturday. Put her straight to work and send me any videos.”

My stomach churned as I booked a one-way flight to Jamaica for her. Just as I received the confirmation email, a note from Jocko arrived.

“OK Man. Send her Saturday. I have a party booked that wants a white girl. This better not be a trick.”

I sent him the flight confirmation and headed downstairs.

***

When I got downstairs, the girls were diving into Chinese food that they had delivered. I didn’t realize how much time had passed when I was upstairs. I picked through the food, wondering if I was a sick man for what I had planned for Sarah.

As we ate, Sarah said, “I think my sister is in love with your tongue, baby. She told me about the orgasm coma you put her in.” They both laughed at that.

I smiled, “Maybe, but I love doing it. I bet Craig’s tongue is pretty talented, too, based upon how busy you and Holly keep him.”

My wife snorted, then finished her mouthful of food. “Not like yours. He’s more like a shop vac, slurping up all the mess. I’m not sure he even knows what a clit is.” Sarah looked over at Holly and said, “But it was kinda fun, sitting on his face and feeling all the cum slide out of me as he licked me out.” Both the women laughed.

I noticed they had a third bottle of wine out, and Holly was pouring more.

I said, “Hey, are you going to be OK to drive?”

Holly looked at me, then at Sarah, and said, “Sarah?”

My wife looked at me and said, “Yeah. Sorry, you missed that whole part. I was telling sis about how I was thinking about going black only, and she pointed out that you  aren’t black.”

“What?”

“Well, you aren’t. But you’re my husband and I couldn’t really deprive you, so Holly came up with a brilliant solution.” She nodded towards her sister.

Holy smiled and said, “I said she could have Jim as her bull, and he can pass her around to his friends. I would take her place in the bedroom with you.”

Sarah finished, “So I’ll move into the guest room, and Holly moves in with you. She’s the hot one anyway, so now you have two  wives - a hot one to fuck, and a horny one to whore out.”

I just stared at them both in disbelief. My wife added, “She promised to do anything  you want. All those nasty things that I wouldn’t do? She’ll do them.”

Holly gave me a big smile and said, “I will. I can’t wait to hear them!” She stood up, a little wobbly, and said, “In fact, let’s go do some now.” She turned to her sister and said, “I’m gonna fuck your husband now.”

Sarah lifted her glass and said, “He’s your husband now, too. Rock his world, sis.”

***

It felt weird having Holly in my bed while my wife slept in the guest room. Holly, however, found it very exciting, and spent most of the time telling me what Jim and the guys would do to her.

As Holly and I had sex, I kept imagining Sarah as a street whore, on her knees in the alley, or bend over against a wall as some stranger fucked her. My balls ached from the number of times I unloaded into my wife’s sister.

After Holly drifted off to sleep, I heard the bedroom door creak open and Sarah stuck her head in. She whispered, “Sorry, I thought you were asleep. I heard no more fucking. I just need a couple of things.”

I watched her tiptoe across the room, and quietly slide her dresser open, extracting her huge black dildo, a vibrator, and lube. She grinned as she held them up for me to see, then turned to leave.

I slipped out of bed, and caught her at the door, “Hey, I can take care of you, if you want.”

Sarah smiled at me and said, “No thanks. I’m black only now, honey.” She reached down and grabbed my stiffening penis as she added, “Your cock will never be inside me again. That’s why you have my sister.”

She felt me get harder and smiled, “What excites you more? Doing my sister, or that your wife will only fuck black guys from now on?”

I was rock hard as I softly said, “Both.”

“Good,” she said as she gave me a kiss and slipped out of the room, her toys in hand.

***

All day Friday I was useless at work because all I could think about was shipping my wife off to Jocko. I wasn’t sure how she’d take it, but she was clear she wanted to go back.

The horny part of me kept thinking about how she’d be fucking dozens of men, but I also knew it was so wrong to send my wife off like that. Putting the woman I married out on the street as a whore.

I told myself it would only be a week, but wondered if Sarah would be hooked on the availability of so much sex. I also hoped that Holly would continue to visit - that was a hot benefit that I loved.

***

When I got home, the girls were chatting over wine and making some dinner. I said a quick hello then headed upstairs, where I got out Sarah’s small traveling bag and packed for her. I only loaded her hooker outfits, tiniest bikinis, sandals, flip-flops, and sunglasses. I intentionally left out bras and panties.

I kept the streetwalker clothing that she wore at Jocko’s out of the case. I wanted her to wear that to travel. I also slipped in her box of tampons and a backup bottle of lube.

I got more and more excited as I realized what was probably going to happen. It really hit me that in 24 hours, my wife would be stuffed full of Jamaican cocks.

I put the suitcase in the guest room and laid the hooker clothes on the bed before I headed down to eat.

I was nervous as hell as we ate, and didn’t engage much with the girls. As we finished, Sarah asked, “What’s eating you?”

I said, “We need to talk. Just you and me.”

Holly got a concerned look on her face, and my wife said, “Anything you need to say, you can say to both of us. You’re basically married to both of us.”

“Is it bad news?” Holly asked.

“No. Not bad news. A surprise, actually,” I said, trying to sound excited.

Sarah said, “We’re going to Jamaica?” Both of the sisters laughed.

“Yes, you’re going to Jamaica,” I said, smiling.

“What?” Holly said. “We’re going to Jamaica?”

“Sarah is,” I replied.

My wife looked at me, a little drunk and confused, “Wait, I don’t get it. Tell me again.”

I spoke slowly and clearly “I am putting you on a plane to Jamaica tomorrow morning. I have given you to Jocko. He will put you to work as a street whore, just like before. By this time tomorrow, you will be for sale.”

Sarah giggled nervously, “No, really?”

“Yes,” I said without laughing. “I have your ticket, and I’ve packed a bag for you and picked out your traveling clothes.”

Sarah looked more sober, then headed to the guest room.

While she was gone, Holly asked, “You didn’t really book her to Jamaica, did you?”

I explained, “She kept asking to go. You saw the video, how much she enjoyed being a hooker. She wants to be black only, now she will be.”

“How long is she going for?”

“Until she wants to come back. I booked a one-way ticket.”

We just sat in thought, probably both thinking about the video of Sarah.

Sarah returned several minutes later, wearing her “traveling clothes.” I heard Holly’s slight gasp as she saw her sister dressed like a street prostitute.

Sarah said, “This is real, then?”

I nodded.

My wife made a little turn around so Holly and I could see her outfit. The bottom of her ass cheeks were visible, and the skinny bandeau top covered just enough to hide her nipples. Her tramp stamp was on vivid display.

Holly said, “That skirt is SO tiny!”

Sarah smiled as she lifted a leg onto the chair, exposing her bare pussy. “Yeah, I don’t have to remove it to be available.”

“Comes in handy when you’re working the alley, huh? Just bend you over and stick it in,” I said.

Sarah looked at me suspiciously and asked, “Alley?”

“Jocko sent me a video of you working the alley. On your knees blowing customers, or against the wall while they fucked you. None seemed to last over five minutes.”

Sarah bit her lip and let out a slight moan, “Yeah. That was tough work, but great.” She looked at her sister and said, “I’d use the cum from one guy as lube for the next. Seven or eight guys in an hour, all black.” My wife looked at me and asked, “I’m really going down there tomorrow?”

“Yep,” I said, no longer feeling conflicted. Sarah was clearly excited about it.

“And when do I leave?”

“Whenever you want. Stay for a couple of days, a couple of weeks, or a couple of months,” I said. “You have a one-way ticket. Buy one when you want to return, or call me and I’ll get you a ticket.”

Sarah looked at Holly and asked, “Are you OK staying with Barry while I play?”

Holly said, “Stay with Mr. Magic Mouth? Twist my arm.”

Wendy asked, “What about Craig?”

“Ha. He’ll be fine. I’ll go over and get a load from Jim now and then to keep my cuck husband fed. Who knows? Now that I know he sucks cock, maybe Jim and George will just let him drink from the hose.”

Wendy looked at me and said, “Maybe a couple of weeks?”

“As long as you want, just keep in touch and let me know you’re safe.” I grinned and added, “And maybe your body count?”

“Oh, definitely,” my wife promised. “I better get some sleep. I don’t think I’ll be sleeping much while I'm down there!”

Holly looked at me and said, “I guess she’s really gonna do it. Wow.” She gave me a very sexy look and said, “And your mouth is ALL MINE!” as she grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom.

Shipped Off

The next morning I got up to find Sarah already dressed and with coffee. She was wearing the street walker outfit that I had left out for her, and she looked the part. She stood with her coffee and made a little turn, asking, “Is this what you wanted?”

I laughed as I reached for the second cup and said, “Oh yeah. I’m certain that coffee won’t be the last hot black thing in your mouth today!”

Sarah licked her lips and said, “Oh, god, yes! I am SO horny, baby. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but I’ve been thinking about this return trip since we left.”

After coffee, I took her bag out to the car and we headed off. My stomach was a ball of knots as I thought over and over about what we were doing.

We drove to the airport, quiet most of the way until Sarah asked, “What do you get out of this?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, Jocko gets to sell me. I get unlimited black cock. And you get what?”

“Well, I get to know you’re a slut for all those men.” I paused for a moment then added, “And Jocko promised he’d take videos and send them.”

“You liked the videos?”

“Oh God, yes. I watch them often, and think about them when I’m having sex with you or Holly. Please let him take more.”

My wife smiled and said, “Oh yeah, I will. I’ll make sure they are the best for you. I’ll let you know I’m OK on the videos,” she laughed.

We were silent as we got in the car line for the boarding area.

“He’s putting them on the internet, isn’t he?” Sarah asked.

“Probably.”

“And thousands of men will see me? Jerking off to me?”

“Yes, certainly.” I was worried she would back out, and I’d never see her videos.

“It’ll be like all those men are fucking me, coming because of me. Oh, that’s so hot! I can’t wait!”

We pulled up to curbside check-in, and I handed her bags to a porter and tipped him. I kissed Sarah and she said, “Watch for me in the movies, baby. Holly will take care of you in the meantime.”

***

I got home, and Holly knew I was nervous. “Are you OK, Mr. Magic mouth?”

“Yeah, just nervous, I guess. I hope she’ll be OK.”

“She’ll be OK,” Holly said, as she put her arms around me. “You’ve seen that she can take any size dick, and that she can take an entire train of them.” She smiled and gave me a kiss. “Plus, Jocko won’t let her get hurt. She’s his money making property now.”

I looked at Holly, kind of surprised at the realization that my wife was now Jocko’s.

Holly nodded, “Yeah. You gave her to him, and she’s his property. She told me that was exciting.” Holly stepped back and said, “You know, I don’t think it’s a matter of when Sarah wants to return home. I think it’s a matter of when Jocko is finished with her.”

My stomach churned at the thought that she might be there for a long time.

Holly took me to bed, and we watched the videos of Sarah’s last trip while we had sex. I loved the part where she was in the alley, servicing all the strangers.

We took a break and had some lunch, then returned to the living room, where Holly had cued up a section of the video on repeat. She laughed as she said, “I think this is what Sarah is doing right now…”

The video played:

My wife stood in her hooker costume next to Jocko, 
        his big black frame towering over her.

The cameraman asked, “You Jocko’s girl?”

My wife grabbed Jocko’s biceps and said, “Yeah, I’m Jocko’s girl!”

The scene shifted to Sarah sucking Jocko’s big black dick.

The video looped back again.

Holly pulled off her robe as she said, “I doubt your wife is thinking about anything other than his black cock right now. But I’m here, so you might as well get to work on me!”

We had sex right on the couch, over and over. I think Holly was trying to wear me out, and she was successful. After I could barely walk, we shut off the video and retired to the bedroom, where I drifted off, dreams of Sarah submitting to Jocko filling my mind.

***

The next day, I found an email from Jocko:

“Thanks for sending her. First video and pictures attached. She will be on WhiteWifeFucksJamaica.com”

I ran the video which opened on my wife dressed in her hooker costume:

“Hi! I’m Sarah, a happily married girl from Florida.” She flashed her wedding ring.

“But, my husband gave me to a Jamaican pimp for a while. I now belong to Jocko, who sells my body to other men when he doesn’t need me.” My wife giggled and said, “Yep! I’m black owned. I expect to be very busy. Jocko had me give a sample to his crew earlier today. Click on the video called “samples” to see it.”

There was a pause for about 10 seconds, then Sarah continued, “And now, I’ll show you why I love black dick.” The camera showed Sarah kneeling in front of the cameraman, then unbuckling his pants and pulling out a huge black cock. My wife looked up at the camera as she held the dick near her face and said, “Jocko is so much bigger and better than my husband!” My stomach jumped as she said those words, then the video showed my bride blowing and throating his cock until he grabbed her head and groaned, “Oh shit!” as he pumped his sperm into her mouth.

She smiled up at the camera, swallowing Jocko's cum, as the pimp’s voice could be heard saying, “You gonna make me a lot of money, girl!”

I shared the video with Holly, who said, “Holy shit. My little sister is a total whore, for real!” She looked over and saw me fondling my erection, which made her smile. “Come on, fuck me! I bet you’re so horny that you’ll break me!”

I didn’t need any urging.

After we finished, Holly pulled on a light dress and grabbed her keys. “Gonna go get my stuff and give Craig a present to eat,” she laughed.

I remembered the website reference and went online to see. It was a combination subscription site with pay-per-view videos, as well as teasers. The home page image was a montage of pictures of Sarah with black guys. In the center was a POV shot of her looking up at the camera, an enormous cock stretching her mouth, and her wedding ring front and center as she held the penis.

As much sex as I’d just had, that image made me horny again, and I jerked off as I looked into my wife’s eyes as she swallowed another man’s cock. After that, I scrolled through and didn’t find any content that I hadn’t seen.

The “About Sarah” page had the video from today, as well as her stats and a nude picture of her with arrows pointing to her mouth, ass and pussy, all labeled “for sale.”

I noticed a site banner that said, “For a limited time, rent this skettel at Jocko’s” with an address in Jamaica. I had to look up “skettel,” which seemed to mean slut or loose woman.

There were two sections that were “under construction:” Ask me Anything  and Suggestions . I couldn’t wait to see what happened there.

I finally pried myself away from the machine after a couple of hours and cleaned up the house.

***

It was after dinner time that Holly returned, looking a little tired but happy.

“Well, I guess Craig was starving?” I asked, giving her a kiss. It made me so excited, knowing that I was taking another man’s wife - my wife’s sister!

Holly bit her lip and swung her hips as she looked all sexy and said, “Well… Craig cleaned me up after you. He protested just a little before I assured him it was all or none, and that he’d get to watch us some time.” She tilted her head and asked, “Want to fuck me in front of my husband? Show him who owns me?”

I grinned and nodded, sensing that there was more to her story.

“Anyway, after Craig cleaned me out, I was packing some stuff and got a call from Jim. Of course I invited him over and he brought George, assuming your wife was available, too.”

Holly giggled and said, “I did them BOTH! That was the first time, and Craig was so into it. And they were both into me,” she laughed. “Fuck! That was hot. My sister is onto something.”

She clapped her hands and said, “Oh! Craig sucked them both clean! BEFORE he went down on me!” She paused for a moment, then said, “He looked quite natural licking and sucking their black cocks. George actually asked him if he wanted it ‘straight from the hose next time’ and he nodded! I am definitely  inviting George over and making Craig suck him off.”

I just stared at Holly, imagining the scene and wondering how weird this was getting.

She misinterpreted, and said, “Oh. Sorry. Did you want me to stop seeing Jim?”

I smiled and stepped up to her, kissing her deeply. When we broke the kiss, I said, “You keep it up. I love that you’re a dirty girl, and can’t wait to see him bury his big black dick inside you.” I winked and added, “Maybe him and George at the same time.”

I took her hand and said, “Now I want to reclaim you and feel your used pussy.”

She giggled, and we hurried off to bed.

***

It was a couple of days until I received another email from Jocko. Actually, it was from “ SlutWife@WhiteWifeFucksJamaica.com”:

“Hey hubby. More videos for you. Check out the ‘Alley Train’ - it was my idea. They guys pay ahead and line up. I can do 10 in an hour! It’s awesome! No names, no banter, just slip it in and come.”

“Hope Holly is keeping you busy. Maybe she can come visit and work here if she wants.”

“I’ll send weekly updates. Watch the site for videos. Oh, my body count is 47 for this trip.”

“Kisses from your Slut Wife.”

“PS: Sorry you had to find out on the blog.”

***

“Alley Train? On the blog” I had questions. I sifted through the images first, which were a mixed collection of Sarah performing sex acts on black guys, and some of her in various street walker clothing, which were all very revealing. She looked like a $2 whore, for certain.

I found the video entitled “Alley Train,” and played it.

It opened with Sarah talking to the camera, “Here it is Jocko, my new ‘alley train.’ I can make more money per hour if I don’t have to negotiate with every guy. Jim, you video, OK?”

The voice from behind the camera said, “And what do I get, baby? Wasting my time here?”

Sarah smiled and said, “Get in line last. Free for you, but make sure you get a good picture of the mess!” She laughed and turned back down the alley, where there was a group of guys gathered.

I watched her talk to them and take cash from each of them, stuffing it into her top. There were about 8 guys lined up as my wife leaned against the wall and pulled up her skirt, exposing her naked ass.

The first guy walked behind her and pulled out his erection, sliding into her without ceremony, then banging away. My cock was rock hard as I watched my wife getting fucked by a black guy in an alley. She really was a common whore!

It only took that guy about 5 minutes before he stiffened, obviously coming inside her. As he stepped away, the next guy took his place and was inside her immediately. I watch this for the next hour as man after man lined up, taking his turn.

The camera man said, “Wow, what a girl,” a few times. I noticed new guys getting into line as the camera guy said, “Uh oh, freeloaders.” He walked closer to Sarah as the first non-paying guy approached her. I could hear Sarah say something, then the guy threw some money on the ground before he entered her. The guys behind him did the same.

Jimmy, the camera guy, said, “Good girl. Make ‘em pay.” There was something so dirty about watching the guys just toss money on the ground to fuck my wife. Like she was some street performer, which I guess she was.

As the last guy walked away, closing his pants, Sarah stood and stretched a bit, then said, “OK, Jimmy. Lucky thirteen! Get a good picture. How do I look?”

The camera showed Sarah’s pink pussy and asshole leaking fluids which ran down her legs and dripped on the ground. Jimmy said, “You a mess, girl.”

Sarah said, “Yeah. Make it good. I want my husband to see that I’m a cum dump. Now fuck me, Jimmy and tell him how I feel?”

The camera showed Jimmy’s big black cock slide into my wife as he moaned, “Fuck, girl. You feel like I’m fucking a bowl of yogurt.”

Sarah laughed and said, “Yeah Jimmy. Add your yogurt, too, Baby!”

***

I watched the video several times, focusing on the messy ending, particularly where she said “ I want my husband to see that I’m a cum dump. ”

After I couldn’t jerk off anymore, I replied to the mail saying, “You are a perfect slut wife. I really loved the cum dump video. Maybe go for 20 next time, on your back so they really fill you up!”

Later that night, I shared the email with Holly.

“Holy shit!” She watched the video and muttered, “Oh my god.what a mess.” At the end, when Jimmy zoomed in on all the cum leaking out of her, Holly said, “Maybe we should send Craig down there. He’d eat that right up.”

I reached over and rubbed Holly’s pussy “I’d love to be inside you while we watched your husband clean my cum dump wife.”

Holly looked over, her eyes a little glazed as she said, “Not gonna lie. I think I’d like to try that.”

I kissed her and said, “Not giving you BOTH to Jocko, sorry.”

Holly bit her lip and said, “Maybe we go for a trip and I just do it once?”

“Maybe,” I agreed.

Holly turned back to the laptop and said, “What about the blog?”

“Oh! I forgot. I wonder what she meant.”

Holly went to the website and scrolled around. Other than new pictures, there wasn’t much new, except that the “Suggestions” section was now open.

There were a lot of entries, and it looked like Sarah responded to each one:

Want to see you fuck while your husband watches.

He’s not in the country. He watches my videos.

You should take multiple loads on that pretty face.

Ooh, good idea. Watch for it coming soon.

DP. Take two black dicks at once in that hot body!

Done it, love it. Video of me taking three coming soon!

Drop the protection. Let them boys fill you with a random black baby.

Ha! Too late. Knocked up last month by 30 guys, not sure who. Will be showing in about 3 months but hornier than ever! Wanna fuck a pregnant girl?

***

My heart stopped, and I started hyperventilating as Holly squeaked.

Holly looked at me, her mouth hanging open, “You didn’t know.”

I couldn’t speak, I just shook my head.

“Maybe it’s yours, and this is all for show?” Holly suggested.

“I had a vasectomy years ago.”

After several minutes of silence, Holly said, “Looks like we’ll be going down to the islands to talk to my sister. I say we go on the 14th.”

I was still processing everything, but the precise date sounded funny.

“Why the 14th?”

Holly grinned and said, “It’s my safe time. Someone has to work her shifts in the alley while you two talk, and I don’t think you want us both pregnant with some stranger’s babies at the same time.”
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Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly-constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.
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Carol Turns Call Girl: From Housewife to Hooker

Carol started the fantasy role play with her husband to spice up their love life. She loved all the attention from other men  while waiting at the bar for her husband to ‘pick her up.’ Carol secretly wanted to have strangers pay for her body.

Craig presented the chance for her to try it for real, and Carol was all in .

When another date was requested, Carol couldn’t say no. Selling herself to strangers kicked her libido into overdrive,  until ‘another’ was never enough.

Carol quickly shifted from ‘adventure’ to ‘profession’, leaving her husband alone most nights as her cravings for strangers drove her to sell herself to Craig’s coworkers. When her husband’s boss became a regular, even that wasn’t enough…

Turning Kate Out: Journey from Hotwife to Ho

Kate was on a journey to improve herself - getting healthy, fit, hotter - whether through plastic surgery or the gyms, she wanted men to want her again.  Her husband supported her, and when he saw that the young stud at the gym was interested in her, he encouraged her to cheat.

Her cheating with the young stud, branched out to include her stud’s father, then his friends at the country club.  Eventually Kate decided that trading favors could be a more exciting fantasy, so she asked her husband to be her pimp.

Ed helped with her fantasy, until it became a reality.  Even though Kate wanted it, could he really sell his wife to strangers ?  If he did, where would it end?

cover.jpeg
Sarah’s Jamaican
Awakening

A Wife Works the Streets






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




